
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


 


 


 


 


The Rower’s Paddle

 


By

 


Holla Dean

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright 2014

 





Warning: This ebook has adult content
including explicit sex. If this subject matter offends you, please
return this item.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal use
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with others,
please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are
reading this book and you did not purchase it or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy.
The author thanks you for respecting her hard work.

 


This item may not be reproduced or
distributed without the written permission of the author. The
distribution of this book on the internet is illegal.

 


This book is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, incidents, and dialogue in this novel either are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

 


 


Copyright © 2014

 


By Holla Dean




 


 


 



Chapter One

 


 


“Come on, Jenny,” Sarah pleaded with her
roommate. “You have to come out with us. It’s Olivia’s birthday and
we need to celebrate it with her.”

“But I’m so tired,” Jenny answered. “I have
class early tomorrow and I just want to get some sleep.”

“We won’t stay out long, I promise. Just an
hour or two and then we’ll leave.”

Jenny let out a sigh. She knew her roommate
wouldn’t quit begging her to go out until she agreed.

“All right, I’ll go. But I’m only staying for
a little while. My class is early and I have to get some sleep. Why
did Olivia have to pick a Thursday night to celebrate? Why couldn’t
she wait till the weekend?”

“Because she has to go home and celebrate
with her family.” Sarah said. “Now come on; it’ll be fun. You won’t
be sorry.”

The two girls had been best friends since
sixth grade. They met when Sarah’s family first moved to town and
she was the new girl at school. Their friendship had been almost
instantaneous and they had been inseparable ever since.

They left their university dorm room and
knocked on Ashley and Kirsten’s room. The four of them went to
Daddy-O’s bar where Olivia would be celebrating with her
friends.

After joining Olivia and several others at a
large table, the four girls waited for a server to come take their
drink orders. While waiting, a group of about eight guys entered
the bar and paused as they surveyed the crowd. Seeing the group of
girls, they approached their table.

“Oh, look!” Olivia whispered. “It’s the
rowing team and they’re headed right for us.”

Jenny watched the young men as they drew
nearer. They all had well-developed chests and arms. Their
abdominal muscles rippled under their tight-fitting shirts as they
came nearer. Checking out these hunky guys made the outing that
much more worthwhile.

One guy in particular caught her eye. He was
taller than most of the other guys at a little over six feet. With
his dirty blond hair and scruffy look, he reminded her of a surfer
dude. There weren’t too many surfers in Wisconsin, but Jenny
thought this guy would fit right in on the beaches of California.
It made her wonder if he was from California.

Feeling a twinge of disappointment when he
stopped to talk to a girl, Jenny turned when one of the other guys
began talking to her.

“Hey,” He started out. “Can I get you a
drink?”

Not really interested in him, but wanting a
drink, she answered, “Yeah, sure. That’d be great.”

“My name’s John, by the way. What’s your
name?”

“Oh, uh…I’m Jenny.”

“I’ll be right back with your drink,
Jenny.”

While John was at the bar getting her drink,
Jenny watched the hunk that had caught her eye when they first came
in. He was talking to Olivia’s roommate, Lucy. Jenny knew that
wouldn’t go anywhere. Lucy was crazy in love with some guy back in
her hometown and they would be getting engaged soon. Jenny thought
there was still hope Mr. Hunk would notice her.

John came back with the drinks and Jenny felt
obligated to talk to him. After all, he had bought her a drink.
They sat there drinking and making small talk while Jenny tried not
to be too obvious about keeping her eye on the hunk.

She tried to keep up her end of the
conversation with John, but he held little of her interest. He
wasn’t nearly as good-looking as the hunky guy. John was only about
five feet, eight inches tall. Which was tall enough for Jenny as
she was only five-four. But he had very bushy eyebrows, and his
hair was in need of combing. John’s nose was long and bent, he had
a sharp chin, and Jenny was anything but attracted to him.

Still, he was polite and he had bought her a
drink so she tried to be polite as well.

“Why don’t we dance?” He asked her.

“Um…sure, I guess we could.”

Sarah saw Jenny didn’t really want to dance
with this guy, so she grabbed another one of the girls and then
pulled Jenny along with them to the dance floor. Sarah thought
Jenny was just too nice sometimes. She had no idea how to brush off
guys she wasn’t interested in. Sarah would help Jenny out.

Soon the girls were dancing on the floor and
John was trying to keep up with them, but found himself more on the
fringe of their activity and finally walked back to the table,
thinking he’d just wait until Jenny came back.

When the music stopped, Jenny turned around
and saw the good-looking guy walking towards her.

“What’s that guy’s name?” She quickly asked
Sarah.

“Oh, that’s Mike. He’s the captain of the
rowing team.”

“He’s walking right towards us,” Jenny’s
voice was a whisper as she turned around to her friend who was now
behind her.

“Yep, he sure is. And he’s looking right at
you. Looks like he’s interested. I’ll be on my way, good luck.”

Sarah started walking around Jenny. As Jenny
turned to follow Sarah, she bumped right into Mike and somehow her
hand accidently smacked him right in his package.

“Whoa,” Mike said. “I don’t know you that
well yet. But I’d like to.”

Jenny blushed to the roots of her hair and
apologized. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know you were right there.”

“That’s okay,” He replied as his eyes roamed
from the top of Jenny’s dark blonde head to her feet. “How ‘bout
you pay me back with a dance?”

Thrilled that he wanted to dance with her,
Jenny said, “Sure, that’s the least I can do.”

They danced to two or three songs and then
Mike suggested they take a break and sit down.

“Ok,” Jenny said. “But I’m going to have to
leave soon. I have an early class in the morning.”

They talked about what they were studying and
the different professors. Mike wasn’t sure what he wanted to major
in and was working on a liberal arts degree while Jenny was
planning to be a dentist.

Jenny had seen one of her friends who seemed
a little tipsy. Actually, on second thought, Liz looked downright
drunk. It was a well-known fact Liz had a drinking problem and
Jenny thought she should go home.

“Mike, I’m sorry, but I think I better go. My
friend over there is looking a bit drunk and I better make sure she
gets to her dorm before I head to mine.”

“Is her dorm on your way?”

“No, it’s at the other end of the campus.
She’s in Jackson Hall.”

“That’s just a block from my apartment,” Mike
said. “Come on, I’ll go with you and then walk you to your
dorm.”

Walking Liz to her dorm and then back to her
own dorm would take Jenny close to an hour. She wondered if she
could ask Mike to see to it that Liz got home safely so she could
just get back to her own dorm.

“Could I ask you a really big favor?”

“Yeah, sure. What is it?”

“Would you be okay making sure Liz gets to
her room? I mean, since your apartment is just a block away from
the dorm. I really shouldn’t have come out tonight and need to get
to bed.”

Mike smiled at her and said, “I’d rather walk
with you, but it’s not a problem seeing how you have to get up
early. I don’t like the idea of you walking home alone though.”

“Sarah will walk with me. She’s my roommate
and we came together.”

“Okay, then. As long as you’ll be safe. But
I’d like to see you again; can I have your phone number?”

Excited that he wanted to see her again,
Jenny texted him her phone number. Then she introduced him to Liz
and they went their separate ways.

Jenny could barely sleep that night. All she
could think about was how cute Mike was. He was so nice and polite;
he had treated her better than guy she could think of.

Mike had made sure her drink was okay, asked
if she wanted something to eat, and had agreed to walk home her
drunk friend. How many guys would do that? She hoped he called her
soon. Jenny wondered what it would be like to kiss him.

 


 


When she got out of the shower the next
morning, she checked her phone and saw he’d sent her a text message
saying he’d seen Liz to her door and all was well. But no word on
when he might call her. She quickly answered, thanking him again
for making sure Liz got home and telling him she was on her way to
class.

After class, she reached in her purse and
switched the volume button on her phone to turn the sound on. It
immediately began ringing.

“Hello,” Jenny answered the phone.

“Hey, it’s Mike. I take it you’re done with
your class?”

A little tingle of excitement ran through her
at the sound of his voice.

“Yeah, I just switched my phone off the
silent mode.”

“I’ve got to go work out with the team, but
I’ll be done by about 12:30. Want to go get some lunch then?”

“Yeah, that’d be nice. Where do you want to
go?”

“Let’s meet at The Lunch Box for a
sandwich.”

“Ok, see you there.”

Thinking the upcoming lunch with Mike was
their first real date, Jenny hit the end button on her phone and
fairly floated to her next class. It was the last one of the day.
She had purposely set up her schedule so she’d only have two
classes on Friday mornings, giving herself an extra half day to
every weekend.

Lunch was fun and Jenny enjoyed the envious
looks from other girls. She was with the captain of the rowing team
and his eyes remained on Jenny without straying to check out the
other girls. She loved how interested he was in everything she did.
He wanted to know how she spent her free time and everything about
her family in small town Wisconsin.

From that point on, they spoke and texted
every day. They went out every weekend to either a movie or just to
hang out with their friends. They often had lunch when their
schedules would allow it. Jenny went to watch Mike practice with
the rowing team and went to all their competitions.

The one thing she did notice was Mike had a
little bit of a controlling nature. He always wanted to be in
charge of everything. It just seemed to come naturally to him.

If they were deciding where to go and they
each had a different suggestion, it was Mike who made the final
decision. Jenny didn’t mind. Mike often chose her suggestion,
especially when it was the better idea.

He often gave her tips on how to more
efficiently use her study time. Sometimes he made suggestions on
how she could get better results from her exercise program. Mike
had all kinds of good ideas and Jenny thought it was kind of cute
how his ideas often came out more as commands or orders rather than
suggestions. The best part was every time she did what he suggested
it turned out he was right and she saw results from doing things
his way.

 





 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


That first year of college sped by and Jenny
couldn’t wait for summer to end so she could see Mike again. Before
she knew it, the fall semester of her sophomore year was ending and
it was time for the winter break. Mike would be going home to his
family in California and Jenny would be going to her mother’s house
in southern Wisconsin, near the Illinois border.

Jenny was grateful she had a large family to
keep her occupied. She knew she was still going to miss Mike
terribly, but she would keep busy with the family over the
holidays. Not only did she have her mother’s family in Wisconsin,
her dad’s family was in Chicago and she’d be going there with her
brothers and sister on Christmas Eve.

Her dad was in Tampa, Florida and he would
not be making it for Christmas since he’d recently changed jobs and
couldn’t get the time off. Instead, she would be flying to Tampa a
few days after Christmas and staying with him for nearly two weeks
before returning to school.

The Christmas Eve party with her dad’s side
of the family was held at a cousin’s house and there were about
fifteen family members gathering there. Jenny’s Aunt Naomi, who
lived in Arizona, would be there along with an assortment of other
aunts, uncles, cousins, and her paternal grandparents. Naomi was
also the mother of Liane who was hosting the Christmas Eve
gathering.

After dinner the younger kids opened their
gifts from family members and then the rest of the evening was
spent playing games and catching up with everyone she hadn’t seen
since last Christmas. She sat down next to Aunt Naomi and caught
the tail end of a conversation her aunt was having with Jenny’s
cousin, Eric.

Aunt Naomi was a writer and Jenny thought she
heard something about her most recent books being a little racier
than what she had been writing. Jenny knew Naomi had been writing
western romance books, had even read a couple of them, but they
weren’t what she’d call racy.

“What do you mean when you say they’re a
little ‘racier’, Aunt Naomi?” Jenny asked.

Her aunt hedged a little bit, thinking even
at twenty-two, Jenny was awfully young to hear about the new genre
she was writing in.

“Well, they’re just a little on the naughty
side.”

“You mean they have sex in them? Your
westerns have sex, what’s the big deal?”

Jenny’s sister, Nicole, whispered in her ear
and then the two girls began giggling. Nicole was three or four
years older than Jenny and knew about Aunt Naomi’s new genre of
fiction.

“Nicole, did you just tell Jenny what I’ve
been writing?” Naomi shook her head in disapproval. “She’s too
young to be reading this kind of thing.”

“Aunt Naomi, I’m twenty-two, almost
twenty-three. It’s not like I’m a virgin or anything.”

“That might be more information than I need
to know about my youngest niece,” Naomi replied. “I still think of
you as barely a teenager.”

“I’m all grown up, Aunt Naomi. So come on,
tell me more. Nicole said there’s spanking stuff in your books.”
She started giggling again.

“We’ll talk about it later, Jenny. Your
brother’s kids are here and we don’t want them to overhear this
kind of talk.”

“Oh, okay. But you better tell me, I want to
know all about it. I got one of those e-readers for Christmas so I
want to download your naughty books and read them.”

“Your father is going to kill me, Jenny!”
Aunt Naomi laughed as she thought about how her brother in Tampa
would react to his little baby reading what she was sure he would
think of as smut.

“He’ll never know.”

The evening wore on, relatives with little
children left so they could get in bed and be sleeping while Santa
Claus came with more gifts. Jenny’s grandparents left, and soon
there were just a few cousins and Aunt Naomi left sitting around
drinking wine and talking.

Everyone immediately wanted to know more
about Aunt Naomi’s books so she told them all about how she had
researched the different sub-genres of erotica. She had wanted to
write erotica, but not porn.

“Is there really a difference?” Her nephew,
Eric, wanted to know.

“I suppose to some people any kind of sex in
a book is porn,” Naomi answered. “But I didn’t want to write about
just sex. I want to write about love, the emotional and physical
feelings it brings out in us.”

“Okay, so where does the spanking stuff come
in?” Jenny was eager to get to that part of her aunt’s writing.

Naomi went on to tell them of all the
different types of erotica and how she settled on focusing on
something called Domestic Discipline. Of course, that led to a long
explanation of what Domestic Discipline was and how the lifestyle
could be custom made to fit each couple’s needs and desires.
Questions came at a speed too fast to answer. Questions about what
kind of woman agrees to such a thing. Do modern women actually
consent to living like this? What’s wrong with them that they would
give their mates the power to spank them and control them?

One of Naomi’s other nieces asked, “Aren’t
men beyond this need to control and be the head of everything in
their lives?”

“Some women have a need for a partner who can
take them in hand, protect them, and make them feel safe.”

“Yes, but how do you feel safe when the
threat of a spanking is hanging over your head?” This question was
asked by Liane, Naomi’s daughter.

Naomi explained one of the main foundations
of the lifestyle was respect. She told them about the four D’s that
were expected to be maintained. No disrespect, dishonesty,
disobedience, or danger made up the basic rules to begin such a
relationship.

Needless to say, the disobedience rule riled
up most of the females who swore they would give no man the power
to tell them what they could or couldn’t do. No man was going to
have the authority to discipline them just because they didn’t do
what he told them to do.

“What I find to be the best thing in this
sort of arrangement is you can customize it to your life, your
beliefs, your desires,” Naomi told them. “You can leave out the
issue of obedience if you want. The entire lifestyle is geared to a
consensual agreement.”

“Aunt Naomi,” Keith asked. “Do have this kind
of arrangement with Uncle Randy?”

Naomi smiled at her nephew and said, “That’s
none of your business. I know you will all speculate on the
possibility of that, but keep in mind, while many authors write
about what they know, few writers of science fiction have been to
space or have had interaction with aliens. Few writers of vampire
novels have encountered a vampire, much less been bitten by
one.”

A few hours passed with Naomi doing her best
to answer the nonstop questions. She finally ended the discussion
by promising they could talk more about it another time.

“I have all your email addresses and I’ll
send you all an email with some websites and blogs that can
probably explain all of this better. And if you want, I will send
you one of my books that goes into detail about this
lifestyle.”

For now, it was getting late and almost
everyone had been drinking too much for it to be safe for them to
attempt to drive home. Liane had two spare bedrooms and she went to
her storage closet to get out a couple of air mattresses. Putting
the sofa to use as well, everyone had a place to sleep for the
night.

Jenny had quietly turned on the voice
recorder in her smartphone during the entire conversation and as
she snuggled in next to Nicole on one of the air mattresses, she
put her ear-buds in and listened to the whole thing before going to
sleep. She almost wished winter break was over so she could go back
to the university and tell Mike about the books her aunt was
writing and the lifestyle called Domestic Discipline.

She was intrigued by the whole idea and could
actually see how it could be beneficial to adopt such a lifestyle.
Jenny just wasn’t sure she liked the idea of getting spanked if and
when she messed up. But at the same time, there was that little
tingling between her legs when she imagined Mike bringing his hand
down on her ass for a firm spanking.

Mike had swatted her butt a few times, but
only in passing. He’d smack her tush and say, ‘Get a move on, it’s
time to go.’ Sometimes after a hot love-making session, he’d whack
her butt and tell her how good it was.

All that was just in fun. What would it be
like if he took her over his knee when she did something that
disappointed him? Could she really let him make rules for her that
would allow him to punish her if she broke those rules?

Just thinking about it made her pussy wet.
More than anything she wished she were with Mike right now. She had
a feeling he’d like this kind of arrangement. Especially with his
ways of taking control and being in charge.

 


 


Jenny didn’t see her aunt again until a few
days later, just before she was leaving to spend the rest of her
winter break with her father in Florida.

“Aunt Naomi, I want to download a couple of
books. Which ones should I get?”

Naomi wasn’t sure which ones to recommend but
suggested two which thoroughly explained the Domestic Discipline
lifestyle. She thought those were the best options after all the
questions that were asked the other night. She also mentioned two
collections of fun spanking stories.

“You might want to read the collections
first. They’re kind of fun. I’ll send you all four so you don’t
have to buy them.”

“Oh, you don’t have to do that. I don’t mind
buying them.”

“That’s very sweet of you, Jenny. But really,
it’s no big deal, I’ll send them right now from my Ipad.”

“But that’s your business, Aunt Naomi. How
will you make money if you give your books away?”

Naomi laughed and said, “I think I can give
my niece a few books without going hungry.”

“Okay, how ‘bout I buy two and you give me
two?”

“It’s a deal. I’ll send you the two
collections of short stories and then you can decide which other
ones you want to buy.”

Naomi emailed the two books while Jenny went
online and began reading the descriptions of all of her aunt’s
books. She downloaded the two her aunt had recommended for
explaining the Domestic Discipline lifestyle.

It was soon time for Jenny to leave to catch
her flight. She said goodbye to her aunt and cousins and then got
in her brother’s car for the ride to the airport.

 


 


Waiting for her plane, Jenny sent a text to
Mike letting him know she was at the airport.

At the airport...wait until I tell you about
my aunt! You won’t believe what she’s been writing, I can’t wait to
tell you!

Mike didn’t answer until she was
boarding.

It can’t be that exciting, isn’t she like in
her sixties?

Jenny answered quickly before the flight
attendant announced all electronics would have to be turned
off.

Yeah, she’s in her early sixties, but she’s
so cool! She’s writing very risqué stuff!

She hit the send button and then turned off
her cell phone and waited until they were in the air and the all
clear was given for passengers to use their electronics before
turning on her e-reader. Jenny turned to the first collection of
short stories and started reading.

It wasn’t long before she found herself
becoming aroused from reading the stories of naughty women being
put over the knees of their husbands or boyfriends.

 





 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


By the time she arrived in Florida there were
three new text messages from Mike. The first one told her to have a
good flight. The second one told her he missed her. The final text
said he hoped she wouldn’t get her head turned by some good-looking
life guard at the beach.

She smiled to herself and called her dad’s
cell phone to find out where she should head to meet him.

“I’m here, Daddy. I’m gonna go down to
baggage and then I’ll be right out.”

“I’m waiting for you right at security. I
parked the car and we can go to baggage together.”

“Okay, cool! See you in a few minutes.”

They greeted and hugged when they met, then
went to collect her luggage while Jenny chattered away about the
Christmas her dad had missed. He was eager to hear about his two
grandchildren from his oldest son and other news of the family.

The first thing Jenny wanted to do once they
were in Jon’s apartment was to put on her swimsuit and go to the
pool. To her, it was the best part of visiting Florida in the
middle of winter. Back in Wisconsin, everyone was freezing and here
she could lay out by the pool and work on her tan.

She had sent Mike a text while still in the
car letting him know she had arrived and would call him later that
night. Her dad would be in bed by ten so she’d be able to call and
talk to Mike. With the time difference, she knew Mike would still
be up.

 


 


“Hey babe, how’s it going in sunny Florida?”
Mike asked when he answered his phone.

“It’s good, except I miss you.”

“Yeah, me too. Is the weather good enough for
you to go to the beach?”

“I think so, but during the week I’ll have to
stick to the pool here at the apartment. With Dad taking the car to
work, I’ll have no way to get to the beach unless I can get my
brother and his girlfriend to take me.”

They talked about nothing in particular for a
few minutes and then Mike wanted to know more about Jenny’s aunt’s
books.

“I’m not going to tell you too much,” Jenny
said. “I want you to read them when I come back. But they are so
hot and sexy! Maybe we can try some of the stuff she writes
about.”

“Yeah? Are you saying what we’re doing now is
not hot and sexy?”

“No! Of course it’s hot and sexy. It’s just
that we haven’t done the stuff my aunt writes about. In fact, I
never knew anyone did this sort of stuff.”

Mike didn’t say anything for several minutes
as he thought about what kinds of things Jenny could be reading
about that she’d never heard of before.

“Real kinky stuff? Like bondage?”

“I don’t know about bondage, I haven’t come
across any of that in her book yet. But kind of kinky in a
way.”

She didn’t know how to bring up the concept
of domestic discipline. And she didn’t want to give him any ideas
of trying to take charge and start controlling her. That was
something she knew she didn’t want.

“So you want to try kinky?”

“I’m not sure,” Jenny was becoming
embarrassed talking about it. “Maybe you should read the books when
I get back.”

Mike agreed to take a look at Naomi’s books.
He began wondering if he had not been satisfying Jenny. He liked to
think of himself as a guy who knew how to make his woman happy. But
if he was leaving Jenny wanting, then he was willing to find out
what he needed to do to satisfy her.

“What’s your aunt’s last name?” Mike was
thinking he could download and read one or two of the books before
winter break was over.

“Why? Are you going to buy her books?”

“I might buy one or maybe a couple of
them.”

“Really?” Jenny sounded excited now. “Hold on
and I’ll tell you which ones I have. You should buy different ones
and then we can each read what the other has.”

“Okay. Yeah, that sounds good.”

They talked a few more minutes after Jenny
gave him the titles of what she had, then they said goodnight and
hung up.

The rest of her winter break sped by quickly
as she visited family members, friends she had made on previous
visits, went to the beach, and read more of her aunt’s books. Soon
it was time to fly back to Chicago and then take the train to
Wisconsin.

 


 


Jenny arrived back in school the day before
the spring semester began. The first thing she did was text Mike to
let him know she’d made it back and ask when she could see him.

His reply came almost immediately. Just as
soon as you can get over to Daddy-O’s!

Smiling to herself, she typed, See you in
ten minutes.

Figuring she could unpack later, Jenny left
her suitcase at the foot of her bed and all but ran to the bar.
This was the longest period of time she’d spent away from Mike
since last summer. It had been nearly three weeks and she was more
than ready to spend some time with him.

Walking into Daddy-O’s she looked around but
didn’t see him. She spotted Sarah, her roommate, and went to talk
to her while waiting for Mike.

“Hi Sarah! Did you have a good holiday?” They
had both been so busy with their families, and then Jenny had gone
to Florida, they hadn’t seen each other during the break.

“Yeah, it was great! How was yours?”

“Real good. Wait until I tell you about my
aunt’s books!”

“Your aunt’s a writer?”

“Yeah, she writes romances and lately has
been writing what she calls ‘naughty’ books.”

“Really? Are they porn?”

“I don’t really think so. I’ve got a couple
of them on my e-reader and you can take a look later.”

“Okay, sounds interesting.”

Just then Mike came up behind Jenny and gave
her butt a light swat. When she turned around he kissed her like
he’d been starving for her. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she
hooked her foot behind his leg and moaned into his mouth.

“Let’s grab a booth,” Mike said when he broke
off the kiss.

They went and sat down in a corner booth.
Usually they sat on the same side of the booth so Mike could put
his arm around Jenny, kiss her, and touch her. But today he didn’t
want anyone else coming and sitting down with them.

“Sit across from me,” Mike told her. “I want
to sit alone with you. I’ve missed you.”

Jenny smiled shyly, “I’ve missed you too,
Mike.”

He reached across the table to take her hand.
The barmaid came and took their order; two beers and a big plate of
nachos to start with.

“Okay, tell me all about your trip home.”

Jenny went on for several minutes about the
Christmas gatherings. Their order arrived and she started talking
about Florida and visiting everyone there.

“Your turn,” She said when she finished. “How
were things with your family?”

“Oh, the same old crap,” Mike answered.

His family was a bit on the dysfunctional
side. There were always arguments going on between family members.
His parents were on the verge of divorce but were both afraid they
would get the short end of the stick if they did divorce. So they
stayed together and made each other miserable.

“I spent a lot of time visiting with old
friends. I was really glad when it was time to come back here.”

Jenny wished Mike had a better family life,
but knew there wasn’t anything she could do about it. Fortunately
he was able to push those problems to the back burner while he was
in school.

Time flew by while they caught up with each
other and soon it was dinner time.

“Come on,” Mike said. “I’ll buy you a burger
and fries at Bill’s Hideout for dinner.”

“Okay,” Jenny answered as she slid out of the
booth and put her hand in Mike’s outstretched one.

 


 


At the little local diner Mike told her his
roommate would not be in until the following day.

“We’ll have the whole apartment all to
ourselves.”

Jenny blushed at what he was suggesting. Even
though they’d made love countless times last semester, she still
blushed whenever Mike made any references to it.

“What do you say, Jenny? Want to spend the
night with me?”

She grinned as her face became even redder
and nodded. “Yeah, I do.”

As they left the bar, Jenny stopped to let
Sarah know she would not be back that evening.

“Mike has the apartment to himself till
tomorrow, so I’m gonna stay with him tonight.”

“Oooh, the lovers get a night to themselves,”
Sarah teased. Then she grinned at Jenny and said, “Have fun, see
you tomorrow.”

Jenny and Mike first walked back to Jenny’s
dorm room so she could get a change of clothes. She already had a
toothbrush at Mike’s, but she wanted her make-up and a few other
things.

“Come on up. I want to at least unpack my
tops and hang them up so they don’t get too wrinkled.”

Mike sat on her bed and watched Jenny as she
took things out of her suitcase and hung them in the closet. When
she bent over to put her socks and underwear in a drawer, he eyed
her ass and wondered if she’d really be willing to let him spank
her. She did have a very spankable butt. Not that he’d ever spanked
any butts before, but her butt definitely looked spankable. When
his dick started getting hard, he shifted his gaze to other parts
of the room. He sure didn’t want to walk across the campus with his
dick making a tent at the front of his pants.

“I’m all set.” Jenny said as she stuffed her
small travel bag in her backpack.

“Okay, let’s go.” Mike took her hand and they
started the long walk to his place.

“So, I read one of your aunt’s books.”

“You did? Really?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“What did you think about it?”

“It was interesting. I never heard of
anything like that.”

“Like what? The spanking part or the Domestic
Discipline part where the guy is in charge? Well, I should say the
guy is usually in charge. Sometimes it’s the woman who’s the head
of the household.”

“Oh, I didn’t see anything about that. Don’t
get any ideas, babe. If anyone’s gonna be in charge here, it’ll be
me.”

She laughed, “Oh, okay. So now what? Are you
going to start making rules and telling me what I can and can’t
do?”

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead. Mostly I
was just thinking of spanking your hot little ass.”

“But why?” She asked in an innocent voice. “I
haven’t done anything bad or naughty. I’ve been a good girl.”

“I’m sure you have. But the book I read said
something about a good girl spanking. Maybe we’ll do one of
those.”

Jenny thought about it for a bit. She wasn’t
sure what a good girl spanking entailed. She had read about
punishment spankings, erotic spankings, reminder spankings, and
maintenance or role affirmation spankings. She decided if a
spanking was for being a good girl then it had to fall in the
erotic spanking category.

When she was silent for so long, Mike
wondered if she’d rather not try the whole spanking thing. It would
be disappointing after she was the one who had brought it up. Now
that he’d read one of the books, he was ready to give it a try. His
cock had remained hard for most of the time he spent reading the
book.

“What are you thinking?” He asked her.

“Just about the whole thing. I haven’t read
anything about a good girl spanking and don’t really know what one
is.”

“I’m no expert, but I think it’s a spanking
you get when you’ve been a good girl but we both still want to
spank. I think it kind of falls under the erotic spanking
file.”

“Yeah, that’s kind of what I was
thinking.”

They entered the apartment and Mike locked
the door. Pinning her against the wall, he kissed her deeply. His
tongue worked its way between her lips and she opened her mouth a
little more, giving him easy access.

Jenny wrapped her arms around his neck and
then hopped up so she could wrap her legs around his hips. She felt
the hard length of him press against her mound. The knowledge that
he wanted her made her smile inside.

Slowly, Mike eased her down and his mouth
skimmed down, and trailed over her jaw bone. He captured her tender
ear lobe lightly between his teeth.

She shivered when she felt his warm breath on
her ear. Her hands went to his chest and clutched his shirt in her
fists. She wanted him. Now.

“Get undressed.” It came out sounding like an
order.

Looking at his blue eyes she asked, “Is that
like a command? Get undressed?”

“Take it any way you want, babe. Just get
your clothes off. Now.”

A shiver ran down her spine and she thought
how hot he sounded when he told her to get undressed. Like he knew
he was in charge. Like he expected her to do exactly what he
said.

She unbuttoned her jeans and pulled the
zipper down. Pushing the jeans to the floor, she stepped out of
them. Then she pulled her t-shirt over her head and let it fall to
the floor.

Glancing over at Mike, she saw he was nearly
undressed as well. Only his boxer shorts were left on. Slipping
them off, he went to sit on the bed.

Jenny slipped out of her bra and panties and
walked over to the bed. He pulled her close so she was standing
between his legs. Running his hands down her arms and then letting
his fingers skim over her hips, he looked up into her eyes.

“Are you ready for this?”

She knew he was asking if she was ready to be
spanked. Afraid her voice would come out in nothing more than a
squeak, she nodded her head in agreement.

“Okay then. I’m going to put you over my knee
and spank you.”

Feeling her pussy contract in anticipation,
she allowed him to guide her over his lap. He shifted to somewhat
of an angle so her torso was supported by the bed while her legs
dangled down on the other side of his lap.

Mike put his left hand around her waist and
snugged her in tightly to his body. With his right hand he began to
gently rub her smooth, creamy bottom.

Another shiver raced down her spine and she
reached for a pillow to hang on to. Mike’s hand felt warm on her
ass and she slowly relaxed into him as he kept rubbing her ass and
upper thighs. Every now and then he would grab a handful of one of
her cheeks and gently squeeze.

Jenny moaned when she felt his cock growing
stiffer and pushing against her side. She began to wonder if he
wasn’t going to spank her after all. Maybe he was just going to
keep rubbing and caressing her bare bottom. It was making her hot.
Her pussy was very damp. Hell, it was more than damp, it was
downright wet.

Mike brought his hand down on her butt in a
light, but firm slap. When Jenny squealed at the unexpected change
from the rubbing, he paused. Not sure if he should continue, but
deciding he was in charge so it would be his decision, he brought
his hand down again in that same firm tap on her other cheek.

This time she didn't squeal.

He tapped a little harder, striking in the
center so he managed to get both cheeks in one smack.

Jenny was trying not to giggle. After all,
this was supposed to be erotic. She didn't think giggling would be
appropriate.

Mike continued the light smacks. Left cheek,
right cheek, and center. He increased the strength with each cycle.
It didn't take long before Jenny no longer felt like giggling.

Left, right, center. A little harder.

Left, right, center. A little harder
still.

Soon the taps were no longer taps. They were
spanks. And they had a bit of a sting to them.

Jenny emitted a moan now and then, but they
were not moans of distress. And they were far from sounding
anything at all like a giggle. In fact, all thoughts of giggling
had flown out of Jenny's mind.

Her bottom was a lovely shade of pink and
Mike worked on moving his hand around with each series of his
pattern. The pink began to spread over her entire bottom and then
it slowly deepened in color. He wondered if he should continue to
spank harder or keep it at the current level. Should he ask if she
was okay? Surely she'd tell him to stop if she wasn't willing to
continue. Maybe he should talk.

“Your ass is a gorgeous shade of pink. Kind
of like pink roses. You doin' okay, Jenny?”

“Yeah, I think so.” He could hear the desire
in her voice.

He paused and pushed her legs further apart.
Then he moved his hand between her legs and felt the wetness of her
slit.

“I think you're getting turned on with this
spanking. You're pretty wet.” His voice had deepened and Jenny knew
it was his horny voice. She thought his cock, still pressing into
her side, was harder than before.

“Mmm...hmmm,” She moaned in agreement and
wiggled her butt letting him know she wanted more.

But more of what? More spanking? Or more of
his hand between her legs?

Mike slipped a finger inside her. Then he
added a second finger and worked his hand back and forth, his
fingers sliding in and out. He spread the hot wetness to her clit
and tweaked it lightly.

“Ohhhh,” Jenny softly cried out. “I think I'm
going to come.”

“Okay, baby, just let it happen.” He shifted
slightly to give himself an easier reach to her most sensitive
area. Alternating between sliding his fingers deep into her heat
and then tweaking her clit, Jenny was suddenly brought to a quick,
intense orgasm. Mike let go of her waist with his left hand and
gave her one good smack on her bottom just as she came.

She gasped out loud and bucked her hips as
another sizzling wave went through her.

Mike turned her around and pulled her up so
she was sitting on his lap. She wiggled off of him onto the bed and
encircled his throbbing shaft with her hand.

Looking up at him, she asked in a teasing
voice, “Did spanking me do this to you? You're very hard.”

She stroked her hand up and down, feeling the
velvety softness of his skin. On the down stroke she cupped his
balls and squeezed them gently.

“It's a definite turn-on. I really liked
watching your ass turn different shades of pink.”

“It was a turn-on for me too. Now I'm going
to make you come.”

She took his length into her mouth and ran
her tongue over the rim. Licking him from tip to base and back up
again, she watched his face as a shudder ran through him. Jenny
loved to watch his reactions to what she did to him. She was always
amazed at the power she had to bring him to the brink of coming
with her mouth and hands.

Most times Mike was able to control himself
and just before exploding, he would flip her over and enter her
pussy, bringing them both to the peak. Sometimes, and Jenny thought
this might end up being one of those times, Mike lost control and
came in her mouth. He proved her wrong this time as he grabbed her
and pulled her up.

“Now, Jenny. I want to fuck you now!”

Mike flipped her and drove his cock into her.
He gripped her butt cheeks in his hands and felt the warmth of her
skin from the spanking. That took him over the edge and he thrust
once more deep inside her and found his release. Covering her mouth
with his in a demanding kiss, he pumped into her a few more times
and then she was convulsing around his cock.

Still gasping for breath, Jenny said, “Holy
shit, I don’t think I’ve come like that before.”

“Me too. How does your butt feel?”

“Mmm…warm and tingly. Hot and sexy. I don’t
know how to describe it. Super good.”

Mike laughed and said, “All that from a
little spanking, huh?”

Jenny gave a little answering laugh. “I guess
so. Who’d have thought a spanking could be so hot?

They rested quietly on the bed for a while
and then Mike voiced something he’d been wondering about.

“Do you think your aunt gets spanked?”

She slapped his thigh lightly and said, “Oh
my god, I can’t even think about my aunt having sex, much less
getting spanked!”

“Why not? She had to have had sex, she’s got
kids. If she’s writing this stuff, doesn’t it make sense she must
have tried it?”

“One of my other cousins asked her that but
she wouldn’t answer. She said something about would you ask a
science fiction writer if they’d been to space. Writers don’t
always experience everything they write about.”

“I guess so. Still, it kind of makes me
wonder.”

“Well, keep your wonder to yourself. I don’t
want to think about my aunt like that. It’s as bad as thinking
about your parents having sex.”

He rolled to his side and told her to flip
onto her belly.

“Why?”

“I want to see if your butt is still pink. It
looked so hot when it was all rosy pink.”

“Mike!” She exclaimed, but she did as he
asked because she wanted to know too.

“Awww, too bad. It’s hardly pink at all
anymore.” He got on his knees and straddled her legs so he could
rub her bottom. “It’s not even warm anymore.”

Jenny squirmed on the bed as his hands
smoothed down over the backs of her thighs and back up again to
squeeze her cheeks. He leaned down and planted a kiss at the small
of her back. Running his tongue lightly up her spine, he slowly
worked his way to her neck.

Trailing kisses along her shoulder, he
finally reached her ear and whispered, “I’m going to spank you
again. I’m going to warm up your ass and then fuck you.”

“Oh god,” Jenny whispered as her thighs
squeezed tightly together.

Mike slid off her to the side and his hand
skimmed down, into the valley of her lower back and back up the
rise of her bottom. He gently squeezed each soft cheek and then let
his hand wander down her thighs. On his way back up, his fingers
traced between her legs, nudging them apart.

She felt his hand lift off her skin and then
she let out an oomph as his hand came down in a firm smack.
No tender tapping to start this spanking.

Another smack followed and she moaned,
lifting her bottom up as if to ask for more.

His hand came down again. And again. Not
terribly hard, just enough to give a sting. Mike had big hands, and
one covered a good portion of Jenny's bottom. As he alternated
between cheeks he also moved up and down to spread the pink over
her entire rear.

He remembered reading something about the
sit spot, the area where the butt and top of thighs meet. It was
supposed to be a tender spot and he gave her a few spanks there,
causing her to cry out.

“Ow! That hurts right there!”

“Oh, sorry. I read it was more tender there
and so I thought you might like it.”

“Uh...more tender would mean it hurts more.
I read it too, but I think it applies to punishment spankings. And
that's not what we're doing!”

Mike moved back up and started spanking a
little harder. Jenny moaned, she was feeling good. She brought her
left arm to her side and reached out to touch him. She wanted more
contact with Mike. He let her hold his other hand and then brought
their hands to her lower back. “Feeling good?”

“Yeah,” she answered. “I'm surprised how
good it feels, how it makes me so damn hot.”

“Me too. I think we'll be doing a lot more
of this.”

Her bottom was a deep rosy color and Mike
thought he should stop. He didn't want her to bruise. Letting go of
her hand, he kneeled over the lower part of her legs and grasped
her hips.

“Get up on your knees.” He helped pull her
to all fours and then positioned himself behind her.

Reaching around her hip, he found her clit
and rubbed little circles around it. She was so wet, so ready for
him. Her hips thrust backward to let him know she wanted him inside
her.

Putting the tip of his cock at her entrance,
his hands went up to each grab a breast. Squeezing them lightly, he
plunged into her and she felt his balls slam against her sex. Jenny
lowered her head, clutching the pillow to her, and thrust her hips
backward to meet his every thrust. He continued to knead her
breasts as he drove into her, feeling the warmth from her spanked
ass against his groin with each forward motion. His cock could feel
every little squeeze of her pussy. Keeping one hand on her breast,
he moved the other one back to her clit. Stroking, tweaking, he
brought the tiny tip to a swollen nub. She was murmuring into the
pillow now.

“Oh god. Oh god, I'm gonna come. I'm gonna
come!”

Her backward thrusts became harder and
faster. Mike matched his pace to hers. His cock was suddenly
gripped tightly as her pussy contracted around it and she muffled
her scream with the pillow. It felt like her pussy was milking his
dick and then with two final hard thrusts, he shuddered heavily and
came inside her. She could feel him pulsing inside her as he
came.

Rolling to his side, taking her with him,
Mike collapsed and slowly withdrew from her.

“Jeez, that was even better this time.”
Jenny gasped out the words.

“It was. I think I like this spanking
thing.”

They both promptly fell asleep and didn't
awaken again until morning.

 





 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


Looking over her shoulder to get a view of
her rear, Jenny was almost disappointed to see absolutely no
redness on her butt. You'd think after two spankings there'd be
some evidence of it, she thought to herself. Oh well, it certainly
didn't make the sex any less fabulous.

She was in Mike's bathroom getting ready to
step into the shower. His roommate was due to arrive by late
morning and she wanted to be sure to be dressed and not looking
like she'd just had a night filled with super-hot sex.

While she was in the shower, lamenting the
lack of redness or other evidence of having been spanked, Mike was
busy reading his second book by Jenny's aunt. This book
concentrated more on Domestic Discipline and less on erotic
spankings. In fact, so far he hadn't seen anything in this book
about spanking for fun or for the sheer erotic joy of it.

The book was fiction so it was a story about
a couple who were trying this lifestyle in an attempt to improve
their relationship. In the book, the woman was kind of a lazy
person who never finished anything she started. She had projects
all over the house she'd begun and never completed. Tiring of the
situation, the guy decided to take her in hand and give her a few
rules. He had every intention of enforcing those rules by spanking
his wife when she messed up.

Mike stopped reading and wondered if there
was a place in his relationship with Jenny for this kind of
dynamic. Jenny certainly wasn't lazy. She always had her homework
done well before it was due. She exercised regularly and Mike felt
she followed a fairly healthy diet. He really couldn't think of any
reason why he'd want to give her a punishment spanking. Jenny was a
good girl, maybe good girl spankings were all she'd ever get. That
would be all right with him, he had no desire to actually cause her
any real pain.

Besides, once you punish a woman in that
way, how do you move on to hot sex? Would a woman really be all
right with sex after the guy just punished her? He doubted it.
Though he knew there were people who got off on hurting others or
on being hurt. And how does the guy keep from getting a raging
hard-on? His hard-on had started almost at the thought of spanking
Jenny and had continued to grow harder all the way to the end until
he finished off by plowing into her sweet, warm wetness.

He put the e-reader down as Jenny came out
of the bathroom. The story would have to wait.

“All set?”

It was an unnecessary question because Jenny
was dressed, hair dried, and make-up on; clearly ready for the day.
She looked good, but then she always did.

“Yeah, I'm ready. Want me to make some
breakfast?”

“Nah, then we'd have to clean up. I have
some Christmas money from my grandmother. Let's go out to eat.”

“Okay, sounds good. I'm gonna leave my bag
here and come back for it before heading to the dorm.”

 


 


Breakfast was more of a brunch. It was late
morning and both of them were very hungry. Mike had an egg sandwich
with hashbrowns, while Jenny had scrambled eggs and half a ham
sandwich. They both ordered apple pie for desert figuring they
wouldn't eat again until dinner.

“I've got practice this afternoon,” Mike
said. “Do any of your classes start today?”

“Yeah, I've got a class at three. But I'm
free until then so I think I'll finish unpacking and look over my
class schedule. It's a little different this semester.”

“Most of my classes are in the late morning
and early afternoon.” Mike told her. “I had to keep early mornings
and late afternoons free for team practice.”

“But practice is in the boathouse this time
of year, isn't it? It's too cold for going out on the lake,
right?”

“Yeah, especially this year. There are big
ice chunks in the lake and no one feels like freezing out there.
Some of our meets begin in mid-March so it'll still be cold when we
finally get on the water.”

“I have to get a schedule of the meets. I'll
want to come and cheer you on. At least to the ones you have
here.”

Mike smiled at her and said, “I know we have
an away meet in Michigan in April, and another one in Iowa. It'd be
nice if you could come to those.”

“I hope I can make at least one of them.”
Jenny said wistfully. “Expenses will be tight this semester. I hope
I can get some extra hours in at the gift shop.”

Jenny worked part-time at a small gift shop
in town. She usually worked less than twenty hours a week, but she
was hoping she could talk her boss into giving her more hours this
spring. Her parents helped her out with expenses, but she hated to
ask them for money. She wanted to earn at least enough to do some
extra things without having to ask them for more.

“If you can make it, that'd be great. But if
not, we'll just have to manage here on our own campus.”

She thought how lucky she was Mike wasn't
demanding of all her time. She knew of girls with boyfriends who
always complained when they had to work or spend more time
studying. Some guys acted like they were being snubbed in favor of
a job or homework.

Mike got it that she had other things to do
besides just hang out with him. He never complained and often
offered to help her study. Which she loved, but when he was
supposed to be helping with studying, it often turned into a
make-out session. Then she ended up behind and had to work extra
hard to catch up again.

“I'll try for sure, I love the out-of-town
meets.”

Mike walked her to her dorm when they
finished eating and asked if he'd be seeing her that evening.
“Depends on if we get homework in my class today. I'll text you and
let you know.”

“Sounds good.” Mike leaned down to kiss her
and then said, “I want to spank you again.”

Jenny blushed, but replied, “I want that
too.”

He chuckled and said, “I'll be waiting for
your text.”

 


 


Jenny skipped up to her room and when she
saw Sarah sitting at her desk, she excitedly told her about her
evening with Mike.

“You won't believe what happened last
night!”

“Did he ask you to marry him?”

“No, silly. That's way down the road. First
let me tell you about my aunt, the author. She's been writing some
very naughty books!”

“Like porn?”

“Not exactly, but they have lots of sex in
them. Hot, hot sex.”

Jenny explained about the books her aunt
Naomi was writing and how they were about this relationship dynamic
called Domestic Discipline. When she got to the point where she
told about spanking, Sarah opened her mouth in an O shape and shook
her head.

“You're kidding, right? No self-respecting
woman allows her boyfriend or husband to spank them!”

“Well, apparently sometimes they do. But
sometimes it's just for erotic fun.”

“Oh, I can see that,” Sarah said and went on
to tell Jenny her boyfriend had given her the occasional swat or
two.

“This is more than just a swat or two,”
Jenny tried to explain. “It's like a real spanking, but meant to
enhance the sex.”

“Don't tell me Mike spanked you last
night!”

“Yes! He did! And Sarah, it was so friggin'
hot! We had the best sex ever after he spanked me!”

“Holy shit! Didn't it hurt?”

“A little, but it turned me on so much it
was like a good kind of pain. I don't know how to describe it.”

Now Sara wanted all the details. “Did you
ask him to spank you?”

“No, not really. I told him about my aunt's
books while I was still visiting family. My aunt gave me a couple
of books for free, then I bought a couple. Mike said he'd buy a few
too.

“And he read them?”

“Yeah, I read one and he read one. We're
both reading our second ones now and the books turned us on. So
then last night, it just kind of happened. We talked about the
different kinds of spankings in the books and he said I’d be
getting a good girl spanking.”

“Oh my god! And you let him?”

“Well, yeah. I wanted to find out if it was
as hot as it sounded in the book. And was it ever!”

The two girls fell on Sarah's bed laughing
and giggling.

“You have to let me read those books!”

“Okay, you can borrow my e-reader. I have
four of my aunt's books on my reader and Mike has two more on his.
She told me she's got like fifteen of these spanking books so we'll
have to buy the rest of them.”

Sarah looked at Jenny for a long minute,
biting her lower lip as if she wanted to ask something but wasn't
sure if she should.

“What are you thinking?” Jenny asked.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure, what do you want to know?”

“Did he like put you over his knee to spank
you?”

“Yep, the first time he did.”

“The first time! How many times did he spank
you?”

“Twice. The first one was over his knee. We
started really slow, he was barely spanking me. But then he started
smacking me harder and harder and I got so hot and bothered we
ended up making love.”

“And the second time?”

Jenny giggled and said, “We were laying on
the bed and he told me to flip onto my stomach. When I asked him
why, he said he wanted to see if my ass was still all red from
being spanked.”

“Was it?”

“He said barely. So he wanted to spank me
again because he liked watching my butt turn pink.”

Jenny went on to tell how that had led to
another love-making session. The girls talked until it was time for
Jenny to leave for her class.

“Can I tell Dennis?” Sarah asked.

“No! You can’t tell him Mike spanked me! I
don’t want that all over the campus.”

“Of course not, I wouldn’t do that. What we
talk about here is between us. I meant can I tell him about your
aunt’s books?”

“Oh, yeah. You can tell him about the books.
Maybe she’ll suddenly have an upsurge of sales and wonder they came
from.”

“I wonder if he’ll want to spank me. Should
I let him?”

“I’d say let him. But I think you should
read a book first to get a better idea of the whole thing.”

“Okay, I’ll tell him about your aunt’s books
and then maybe we’ll buy one and read it together.”

 


 


Jenny’s class was interesting and the time
went by quickly. After class she had to run over to the bookstore
to buy a couple of things she needed. She texted Mike and told him
she did have a little homework. Maybe they could meet for a bite to
eat, but she’d have to get back to her room pretty early. The
following day she had a full load of classes which was going to
probably mean a full load of homework.

He didn’t reply right away and she was
almost all the way back to the dorm when her phone alerted her to a
text message.

Want to meet at Daddy-O’s at 5:30?

She answered him and ran up to her room. It
was already almost five o’clock so she’d just have time to take her
books up and comb her hair before leaving for Daddy-O’s.

Mike was sitting at the corner booth when
she walked in. She spotted a few friends and waved to them, then
headed for the booth.

“Hi, how was practice?”

“It wore me out. Of course, you’d already
worn me out last night.”

Jenny laughed and said, “It’s your
fault!”

Then she leaned over and whispered, “You’re
the one who wanted to spank me a second time.”

He chuckled and answered in a low voice,
“Yeah, and I’m gonna do it again. Just not tonight.”

“I could go to your place tonight for a
little while. I’d just have to stay up a little later to finish my
homework.”

“Tempting as that is, I’m wiped out and we
both have a full day of classes tomorrow.”

She was actually a little disappointed, but
knew he was right. They ordered their food and Mike had a beer.
Jenny stuck with iced tea since she needed a clear head for
homework.

“I told Sara about my aunt’s books. She
wants to read them.”

“You didn’t tell her what we did, did
you?”

“No! Of course not,” Jenny lied and then
felt guilty about it. She knew Sarah wouldn’t tell anyone else, but
she was pretty sure Mike wouldn’t want her talking about what they
did in bed to Sarah or anyone else.

She and Sarah had been best friends for so
long and came to college together. They put in an early request to
be roommates and were thrilled when it was granted. Jenny thought
of Sarah as more of a sister than a friend. She trusted her
completely, but Mike would want the details of what he and Jenny
did in their relationship to remain private.

 


 


The rest of the week was busy for both Jenny
and Mike. They were unable to see each other again until the
weekend. During the week they made do with text messaging and Mike
called Jenny every night before they went to bed.

They were reading the same book now and they
talked about it during their phone conversations. This particular
book had elements of both erotic and discipline spanking. Sometimes
they read sections of the book together.

During one conversation, Mike told Jenny he
was getting turned on even with reading about the discipline
spanking.

“Me too,” Jenny said. “I don't know why, I
feel like if I was being punished I sure wouldn't be getting turned
on while it was happening. But while I'm reading about it, it seems
to be a whole other story.”

“I know what you mean,” Mike said. “But I
just can't really think of anything you would need to be punished
for.”

Jenny laughed and said, “That's because I'm
such a good girl. I never do anything wrong so there's no need to
give me that kind of spanking.”

Right after she said those words, Jenny
remembered she had lied to him about telling Sarah she had let Mike
spank her. Should she confess? Would Mike think it was something to
punish her for? She certainly didn't want to tell him about it over
the phone. Maybe she would tell him when she saw him on Friday
night.

 


 


Sarah finished reading the first book on
Jenny's e-reader and she told Jenny she was incredibly turned on
while she was reading the spanking scenes.

“I'm even wondering if I should suggest to
Dennis that he give me a spanking when I'm late on my homework or
don't get a good grade.”

Sarah had a bad habit of letting her
homework slide when she had more interesting things to do. What
made it even worse, was that almost anything was more interesting
to Sarah then homework. She was at the college on a partial
scholarship and if she didn't keep a certain grade point average,
she would lose her scholarship. As each semester drew to a close,
Sarah was always in a constant struggle to get her grades up so she
would still qualify for her scholarship.

“Do you think that would really help?” Jenny
asked.

“I don't know, but I'd be willing to give it
a try. Maybe the threat of getting a spanking if my homework wasn't
done on time would be incentive enough to keep my nose in the
books.”

“Well, I don't have that problem. But I did
tell Mike a little white lie I've been feeling a little guilty
about.”

“What did you lie about?”

“I was just telling him about how you wanted
to read my aunt's books and then he asked me if I had told you what
he and I did. You know, about him spanking me. I knew he wouldn't
like it that I did tell you, so I just blurted out the lie and said
no.”

“Uh oh, from what I read in the book that
would fall under the dishonesty category of the four D's you are
supposed to be following. And I think that earns you an immediate
spanking. No warnings for lying, it's just straight over the knee
for your spanking.”

Sarah started laughing and teasing Jenny
about how she was going to get her butt whipped for telling a
fib.

“I don't think so,” Jenny said. “First of
all, Mike and I are not in a domestic discipline relationship. We
haven't agreed to anything like that. So my little lie will not get
me a punishment spanking.”

“Well, I'm just dying to know if Mike is
gonna feel the same way. Are you going to confess?”

“Probably. Just because I do feel bad that I
lied. And if he ever finds out and I don't confess, he might not
trust me anymore or think I've told other little lies.”

Sarah was grinning now, sure that Mike would
take Jenny to task for her lie. To Sarah's mind, it just made sense
if a spanking for fun and hot sex turned them on, then it was a
natural step to incorporate other aspects of what they were reading
about.

“Why are you smiling in that evil way?”
Jenny knew that mischievous smile of Sarah's meant she had some
kind of idea that could get them in trouble.

“It's not an evil smile,” Sarah replied. “I
just have a feeling Mike might not agree that just because you
didn't agree to a domestic discipline relationship you shouldn't
get spanked for lying to him. Just promise me you'll tell me all
about it.”

“I don't have to promise you, Sarah. You
know I tell you just about everything.”

“Well, I'm going to talk to Dennis and
suggest we do something along these lines to help me develop better
habits when it comes to my homework and studying. I don't want to
get all crazy about it with a whole bunch of stupid rules I don't
need, but I have a feeling getting spankings for not doing homework
just might keep me on track.”

“So you're not going to do the fun kind of
spankings? Only the ones for being a bad girl by not doing your
homework?”

“Oh, I'm all for a fun spanking. Especially
after my pussy got all excited just from reading about it. I'm just
saying I might look into the possibility of Dennis putting a rule
into place about getting my homework turned in on time.”

“Do you think Dennis will agree? Do you
really think he'd be able to spank you for punishment? What if you
start crying? Mike hates it when I cry. I think if he gave me one
of those kinds of spankings and I started crying, he’d feel really
bad and stop right away.”

“I think you and I are going to have an
interesting weekend,” Sarah said. “You're going to confess and
we'll find out if Mike thinks you deserve to be spanked for your
lie. And I'm going to see if Dennis will be willing to put a rule
into place and then enforce it.”

“Yeah, it'll be a real interesting weekend.
I might spend most of the weekend at Mike's place. I've kept up
with most of my homework so I don't have a lot to do, but I will
have a little bit so if I do stay at Mike's, I'll be back by late
Sunday afternoon and we can compare notes.”

 


 


Mike had practice in the boathouse early
Friday morning and then a couple of classes. He was finished by
midafternoon and headed to the apartment he shared with Patrick.
Having Patrick for a roommate had a very nice side benefit.
Patrick's parents lived about a two and a half hour drive from the
school and he went home almost every weekend to help his father
with the work on their farm. It left Mike alone in the apartment
for the entire weekend. Jenny could stay with him on most Friday
and Saturday nights.

Patrick was lucky enough to have worked out
his schedule so he only had one morning class on Friday and he was
usually in his car and on the road with a couple of sandwiches for
lunch before noon. It gave him a good amount of time left in the
afternoon to help his father. Including his help all day Saturday
and most of Sunday, it left Patrick's dad in pretty good shape to
handle things on his own for the time Patrick was at school.

Jenny's only class on Friday was in the
morning, so she was free for the weekend by noon. Knowing Mike
wouldn't be available for a few hours, she walked back to her dorm
room and studied for about an hour and a half before packing a few
clothes into her backpack. She added her laptop and one textbook,
left a note for Sarah, and then started the half hour walk to
Mike's apartment.

 


 


Mike looked out the window and saw Jenny
walking towards his apartment building. She was a very pretty girl,
he thought to himself. She was so sweet and not at all like some of
the other girls who threw themselves at him. Just because he was
the captain of the rowing team didn't mean he wanted to date every
girl on campus.

He felt a stirring in his groin as he
recalled the last night they had spent together. He wished they
could spend every night together. Of course, then neither one of
them would graduate because there would be very little studying
going on.

It wasn't like sex was the only thing on his
mind, they went out to all the normal hangouts the rest of the kids
went to. They went to school games, to the movies, and hung out
with their group of friends. But it seemed like once they were
alone in his apartment with his bed just in the next room, that's
where they always found themselves.

Once he saw Jenny disappear from his view as
she entered the building, Mike went to open his door and let her
in.

“Hey babe.” Mike kissed her and pulled her
into the room. “I missed you all week.”

“I missed you too,” Jenny said as she
returned his kiss. “Did I remember to tell you I have to work
tomorrow morning at the gift shop? I'm scheduled for four hours,
ten o'clock to two o'clock.”

“Not a problem, I'll go work out. I hardly
exercised during the winter break and ate a little too much. I need
to get back in shape and build up my stamina for rowing.”

“Good, are we doing anything tonight? Or do
you want to just stay in and order a pizza?”

“I'd like to just stay in, if you don't
mind. It's been a tough first week getting back to the old routine.
We’ll go out tomorrow night if you want.”

“That's fine, I'm kind of tired too. I
worked two nights this week and on top of homework, it was a little
hard.”

“Okay then, we're staying in. Let me just go
throw a load of wash in and I'll be right back. All my workout
clothes are dirty and I need something clean for tomorrow.”

When he came back from the laundry room,
they sat on the sofa and continued reading the current book they'd
been talking about during the week. They read a scene where the
woman in the story had received a speeding ticket and kept it a
secret from her husband. When the husband found out about it, he
decided she needed to be punished. It was to be a double
punishment. First for breaking the rule about obeying speed limits,
and second for keeping it a secret which amounted to the same thing
as a lie. Her husband would spank her with his hand and then with
his belt.

“Oh, my gosh,” Jenny exclaimed. “That seems
a little harsh to me. I mean if they agreed to those rules and the
consequences, then I guess I can see it, but the belt seems a
little over the top.”

“I don't know,” Mike responded. “They did
agree to the rules and if she'd just told him when she got the
speeding ticket then she wouldn't have gotten a double
punishment.”

“I guess, I just don't know about the belt.”
Jenny remembered the little white lie she needed to confess to Mike
about.

“So you don't think you'd like to be spanked
with my belt?” Mike wiggled his eyebrows up and down as if to
suggest it might be a possibility.

“That sounds a little scary to me. I'm not
sure if I'd ever be willing to try that.”

“Okay, then what about a paddle? The first
book I read had the woman getting paddled with a couple of
different things. There was a hairbrush and a wooden paddle.”

Jenny squirmed on the sofa and her butt
cheeks clenched together as she imagined what it might feel like to
be spanked with a hairbrush or a paddle. She'd never been spanked
as a child by her parents so she had no idea what it might feel
like. Would it feel any different than what Mike's hand had felt
like? Her belly tightened and did a little flip flop as she thought
about it.

“I don't know, Mike. Are you thinking about
spanking me with something besides your hand?”

“I'm not going to say I haven't thought
about it. I mean, there's all different kinds of implements being
used in these books your aunt writes.”

“I know, I read about some of them. I just
don't know if I would want to do that.”

“We won't worry about it for now.” Mike
didn't want Jenny to feel like he wanted to do any more than what
they had already done. Especially if it was going to scare her.

 


 


They continued reading about the woman who
was going to get her butt spanked with her husband's belt. As the
story continued, it became obvious this woman often told lies so
she could get out of being spanked. Even though she was the one who
had asked for this kind of relationship, she still broke the rules
frequently and then lied about it so she wouldn't be spanked.

“Why would she ask for that kind of
relationship and then lie to avoid getting spanked?” Mike
asked.

Jenny thought about what Sarah was going to
ask Dennis to do to help her with her homework and studying habits.
There was every possibility Sarah would not appreciate being
spanked as much as she thought she would. Sarah might very well lie
to avoid a spanking if it turned out it didn't work as well as she
had hoped.

Jenny tried to explain this to Mike without
telling him what Sarah was planning.

“Maybe she thought it would help her when
she first asked him, but then the spankings didn't really do what
she had hoped, or maybe they hurt more than she thought they would,
so now she lies in order to avoid the spanking.”

“Or maybe she just needs to be spanked more
often so she stops lying and then the spankings will have done
their job and she wouldn't have to be punished anymore. At least
not for the lying anyway.”

“Wow, it sounds like you agree with that
kind of lifestyle.”

Mike had to admit he did kind of think it
would be a good fit for some people. “I think if someone has
trouble with certain behaviors, it could work.”

“Would you want to punish me if I did
something you didn't like?” Jenny's butt cheeks squeezed together
again as she waited for his reply.

“I don't know, I guess it depends on what
you did.” Mike noticed a little something in Jenny's eyes that
caused him to wonder if she'd done something she felt guilty about.
“Have you done something you think I wouldn't like?”

Jenny didn't answer him right away and he
repeated his question.

“Jenny? Have you done something you think I
wouldn't like?” His blue eyes darkened and his tone sounded very
stern.

She looked up at him, surprised at his hard
tone and the steely look in his eyes.

“Answer me, Jenny.”

“Um...yeah, I think so. Maybe.”

“What did you do? And when were you going to
tell me?”

“I was going to tell you tonight, honestly.
I felt guilty as soon as I did it and I don't know why I didn't say
something right away. But I've been thinking about it all week, and
I really was going to tell you tonight.”

“Okay, tell me now. What did you do?”

“I lied,” Jenny said it in almost a
whisper.

“You lied? What did you lie about?”

“Remember when I was telling you how Sarah
and I were talking about the books? And then you asked me if I told
her you had spanked me? I said no, when I should have said
yes.”

Mike ran his hand through his hair and
sighed heavily. “You told her I spanked you?”

“Yes, I did. She's been my best friend
forever, we tell each other almost everything. It's not like I gave
her any big details or anything. I just told her when we both read
the books we both got hot and decided to try it.”

“Well if that's all you told her, then why
did you lie and say you didn't?”

“I don't know,” Jenny said, feeling even
worse now. “I guess I just thought you would be mad if you knew I
had told her.”

Mike sat there, not saying anything. Jenny
fretted over him being mad. It was obvious he wasn't happy about
it.

“Are you? Mad at me, I mean?”

“I don't know, Jenny.” He sounded a little
disgusted with her. “I thought what we did together was between us,
and not a news flash for your best friend.”

“It's not!” She cried out, nearly in tears.
“I only said I let you spank me and that it was hot. And I might've
said it was the best sex we've ever had. Don't you ever tell your
friends stuff like that?”

“No, I don't. We're supposed to be adults,
this isn't high school anymore.”

“I'm sorry. It's just that Sarah and I have
been friends for so long, she's like my sister. Do want me to tell
you what she's going to ask Dennis to do?”

“Not if she's expecting you to stay quiet
about it.”

“She didn't say one way or the other. But
maybe I'll ask her first so I don't make her mad at me too.”

“Oh Jenny, I'm not mad. I guess I'm more
disappointed than anything.”

“I'm sorry, do you want to punish me for
lying?”

He looked at her face and could see she
really was sorry. She genuinely felt guilty about telling a lie.
Maybe he should spank her. Just like in the book he'd read; they
could start with a clean slate—all would be forgiven.

“Do you want me to punish you?”

She shrugged one shoulder and said, “I don't
know, maybe. I felt bad about it all week and now I feel even worse
since I told you. I guess if you think I should be punished then
maybe I'll feel better, or at least not as guilty.”

Mike decided he would give her a punishment
spanking. They would do it now, while it was still early. Then they
could order the pizza for dinner and maybe look at a movie on
television. By bedtime, the punishment would be done and over and
he could make love to her.

He tried to remember everything he'd read
about giving a misbehaving woman her punishment. He knew some
people didn't think a punishment should be followed with sex. Their
thinking was sex was the reward for submitting to the punishment.
Mike sort of agreed with that, he thought it was a good idea, and
he thought it would be a good way to handle their first corrective
spanking. He would have to take charge now and make sure she
understood he wasn't fooling around, that this was serious.

“I think you will feel better if I punish
you. I want you to go to the bedroom and take your clothes off.
Then I want you to stand in the corner and think about the lie you
told, why you told it, and what you should've done after you told
it.”

Even though his voice had that strange, sexy
new quality to it, Jenny couldn't help but protest.

“Stand in the corner? Are you serious?”

“I'm very serious, young lady. Now I suggest
you go do as you're told before you get yourself in even more
trouble.”

Should she listen to him? Did he really
expect her to go stand in the corner? For how long?

“How long do I have to stand in the
corner?”

“Until I say you can get out of the corner.
Now, if you expect to be forgiven and to start with a clean slate,
you'll do what I say.”

She pressed her lips together, not sure if
she dared to defy him. She loved him and didn't want their
relationship to end. Not that she thought it would if she didn't
agree to let him punish her.

“Jenny...” It was the cold, hard voice
talking.

“I'm going, I'm going already.” She
interrupted him as she made up her mind.

 


 


In the bedroom she looked around at the four
corners. The dresser was pushed up against one corner. A large
wicker laundry hamper occupied a second corner. The doorway to the
room was next to the third corner, leaving only one possibility.
Even that corner wasn't completely bare. His desk was about two
feet from the corner on one wall, and the other wall had a
nightstand next to the bed. But there was still plenty of room for
her to stand there.

 She
used the toe of one foot to pry her tennis shoe off the other foot
and then repeated it with the opposite foot. Unbuttoning her jeans,
she slid them down and stepped out of them. Bending over to pick
them up, she wondered if she should take her panties off as well.
Mike had said ‘take your clothes off’ so she'd probably be wise to
remove them. Next she pulled her T-shirt off over her head, folded
it and set it on top of her jeans and panties. Finally, she
unhooked her bra and put it on top of her other clothes.

Jenny walked over to the corner and stopped
about three feet from it. She stood there and looked at the corner,
not wanting to actually step right into it.

“In the corner, Jenny. All the way in the
corner.” He was standing in the doorway, watching her.

She spun around to face him and said, “But
Mike...”

“Turn around and get in the corner.”

A shiver traced down her spine and her legs
squeezed together. She couldn't help but think how freaking hot he
sounded. She turned around, took the last two steps and then she
was in the corner.

She stood there and saw a tiny crack in the
paint. Jenny wondered if Mike was still in the doorway. Now what?
Oh yeah, she was supposed to be thinking about the lie and why she
told it. Well, she didn't have to think about that very long. She'd
already told Mike it just kind of came out because of the closeness
of her friendship with Sarah and because she thought he'd be mad if
she had told Sarah she'd let him spank her.

So why did she have to stand in the corner?
She'd already explained all that to him. This was stupid. And yet,
something told her things would be a little easier on her rear end
if she just stood there until he told her she could come out of the
corner.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Mike
said, “All right, come here now.”

Jenny turned around and saw him sitting on
the edge of the bed, barely six feet away from her. She hadn't
heard him come all the way into the room or sit down on the bed.
When she reached him, he pulled her to his side, and then took her
arm and tipped her over his lap.

He began to rub her bottom and the backs of
her thighs.

“What are we doing here, Jenny?”

She could tell he wasn't asking in wonder or
confusion. He wanted her to tell him why she was draped over his
lap about to get her first punishment spanking.

“Because I lied to you,” Jenny answered in a
little voice.

“And why did you think it was necessary to
lie to me?”

“I already told you that,” Jenny whined.

He brought his hand down in a sharp smack to
her right ass cheek.

“Tell me again.” He went back to rubbing her
smooth skin.

“I thought you'd be mad if you knew I told
Sarah I let you spank me.”

Another sharp smack landed on her left
cheek.

“Ow! That hurt!”

“We're not playing here, it's supposed to
hurt; you’re being punished. And while you were in the corner, did
you think about what you should have done after you told the
lie?”

“Yes, I should've told you right away and
not waited until tonight.”

“That's right. I'm going to spank you now,
and it's not going to be like it was the other time. Are you
ready?”

She nodded her head and squeaked out a
little, “Yes, I think so.”

His hand came down in a flurry of four sharp
smacks, alternating cheeks. Left, right, left, right.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Each strike elicited a cry of “Ow!”

He continued spanking her, ignoring her
outcries. Every so often he would pause, rub her reddened butt, and
reiterate why she was being punished.

“You will not lie to me again.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“There is no reason for you to ever lie to
me.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Do you understand?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Yes! I understand! Ouch! Please stop!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“You will keep the details of our private
lives private.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Am I making myself clear?”

His hand was raised in the air, waiting for
her answer, ready to descend in another series of smacks.

“Yes! You are very clear! I'm sorry!”

He stopped spanking and stood her up on her
feet. Then he stood up and took her hand and led her to a wall that
had a good amount of open space. When she was about two feet from
the wall, he stopped her and told her to bend forward and put her
forearms against the wall.

“Bend over more, and stick your naughty ass
out a little more.”

Jenny shivered and fearfully asked, “You're
not going to spank me with your belt, are you?”

“Nope, but I am going to spank you with my
paddle.”

“No! You can't!” She started to push herself
away from the wall and turn around but he put a hand on her back
and stopped her.

“Jenny, we agreed you would be punished and
you have to trust me. I don't want you to ever lie to me again and
I want to make sure this will be the last time I have to punish you
for lying. Can you trust me?”

She sniffled, still a little bit afraid, but
knowing in her heart Mike would never really hurt her. He wouldn’t
spank her more than she could handle; she knew she could trust
him.

She nodded her head, “I trust you.”

Mike picked up his short rowing oar. It was
wooden, with a thick shaft that had a knob on the end to keep the
rower's hand from sliding off the shaft. The paddle end of the oar
was about eighteen inches long and about seven or eight inches
wide. It was at least a half inch thick. He shifted the oar from
one hand to the other, looking it over. He realized it was a much
larger paddle than was normally used for administering a spanking.
Not that he had a lot of experience with paddles, but he knew what
kind of paddles the fraternities on campus used and he had seen
pictures of what schools in England used to give correction to
their misbehaving students. He would be very careful and make sure
he did not use excessive force as he brought the paddle down on
Jenny's already sore bottom.

He thought to put his left hand on her back
and use only his right hand to swing the paddle, but he quickly
realized he was going to need both hands in order to have full
control of his swing and how hard the paddle came down.

“Okay, Jenny. Are you ready?”

“I guess so.” Her squeaky voice was like a
strike to his heart. He didn't want her afraid of him, yet he also
wanted to carry out this part of the punishment to be sure she
didn’t lie again.

He gripped the shaft of the paddle with both
hands and lifting the paddle up just a few feet from her bottom, he
swung it down onto her ass.

She gasped, but then realized it really
hadn't hurt at all. It had felt more like something had just bumped
into her.

The second strike of the paddle was a little
different. It was obvious Mike could tell the first whack hadn't
hurt. This one however, must have been swung from a little further
distance. It still wasn't truly painful, in fact his hand had a
much more stinging quality to it. This big paddle had more of a
thuddy feeling to it.

Mike continued to carefully experiment with
swinging distance and the amount of force with which he brought the
paddle down. By the fifth or sixth strike, Jenny was yelping and
squeezing her cheeks together with each whack.

Mike did a little more lecturing, asking if
she had learned her lesson.

“Yes! I won't ever lie again, I'm
sorry!”

“And you're going to keep our bedroom
activities to yourself, right?”

Jenny hesitated answering that one. But when
the paddle descended upon her butt a little harder, she quickly
answered.

“Yes, yes!”

“All right then, we're done.”

He leaned the paddle against the wall, and
took her into his arms, hugging her close.

“I'm sorry, Mike. I promise I won't lie
anymore. I didn't mean to lie then, I don't know why I did.”

“Shush now, everything is all right. Clean
slate, all is forgiven and forgotten. I love you.”

She shook her head up and down and said, “I
love you, too.”

Mike picked her up and carried her to the
bed. As soon as he set her down on it, she rolled to her side. Her
butt was just sore enough to make it uncomfortable to lie on her
back. He laid down next to her and held her in his arms. His hands
rubbed up and down her back and her sore bottom.

She felt good, in kind of a strange way. She
didn't feel guilty about lying anymore, so being punished
definitely accomplished getting rid of the guilt.

But there was something else as well. She
couldn't really put her finger on it, and she thought back to what
she read in one of her aunt’s books. A punished wife had felt
protected and safe after being spanked. That was exactly what Jenny
was feeling now. Lying in Mike's arms, feeling his hands rubbing
her back and her hot butt, she felt good— she felt loved—she felt
taken care of.

She was horny as well. That was something
she had not expected. She wondered if Mike was horny. Did he get a
hard-on while he was punishing her? He had remained completely
clothed during this spanking so she didn't know if he had been
turned on.

Was he hard now? She couldn't really tell
with the position they were in. She supposed she could inch a
little bit closer to him to see if she could feel him. Would he
want sex now? She knew she did. She wouldn't object one tiny bit if
he decided to take his clothes off and make love to her.

Sliding her arm down between them, she tried
to reach him. But he took her hand, brought it to his lips, and
kissed her fingers. Did that mean he didn't want to have sex?

“What's wrong? Don't you want me?”

“Oh baby, you have no idea how much I want
you. But we're going to wait till later tonight. I read having sex
after a punishment is like getting a reward. So I thought we'd
order our pizza and look at the movie first.”

“But I read having sex after the punishment
is a great way to reconnect and reinforce how much you love each
other and it shows the one who was punished that everything really
is forgiven and forgotten.”

Mike thought about it for a bit and then he
replied, “I guess like most things in life, everyone has their own
opinion on how to handle things. Let's do it my way tonight and if
we ever find ourselves in a situation like this again, will try it
the other way.”

That was all right with Jenny. As long as
she knew he still wanted her and that she would get what she wanted
later that night, she was good with it.

Untangling herself from his arms, she kissed
him and said, “I want to go see what my butt looks like in the
mirror.”

“I can tell you what it looks like, a
luscious deep cherry red.” He leaned over and kissed one of the
cherry red mounds.

“Oh, so now after spanking me you're going
to kiss my ass?” She said in a teasing voice.

He chuckled and said, “Not exactly, though
that cherry red sure looks yummy.”

Jenny jumped up and went into the bathroom.
With her back to the mirror, she looked over her shoulder and saw
Mike had not exaggerated. In fact, she couldn't decide if her butt
was cherry red or fire engine red. She hoped she didn't end up with
bruises, but then again, she didn't really care.

 


 


The pizza was devoured and Mike flicked
through the cable channels until he found a movie they could both
enjoy. It was a little uncomfortable sitting down for Jenny so she
stretched out on the sofa, on her side with her head in Mike’s
lap.

They never made it to the end of the movie.
Mike’s hand wandered slowly all over Jenny. He caressed her arms,
back, hip, and butt. His hand found its way to her breasts, belly,
and between her legs. Never lingering in one spot for long, he
touched every inch he could reach.

Jenny savored every minute of it and didn’t
think she could wait until the movie was over. Fortunately, she
didn’t have to. Mike was raring to go and finally turned off the
television, scooped her up and carried her to his bed.

She had put on only a tank top and a pair of
panties and he pulled them off in short order. Mike leaned over her, his arms on each side of her head, and
gently kissed her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled
him down closer for a longer, deeper kiss. But he had more on his
mind than just kissing.

Pulling his lips from hers, he kissed his way
down her jawline to her neck, over her collarbone, and to the swell
of her breasts. He cupped one breast with his hand and gently
squeezed as he took the hard nipple in his mouth and sucked on
it.

Jenny's head fell back and she moaned at the
exquisite feeling. She lifted one leg, trying to position him so he
could enter her. Mike didn't want that just yet.

Yes, his cock was straining to sink itself
into Jenny's hot, moist core; but first, Mike was going to make
sure to take care of Jenny's needs.

He switched to the other breast and gave it
equal time while still kneading and massaging the first one. When
both nipples were standing erect, kissed and suckled to a swollen
state; he started moving downward while still not taking his hands
from her breasts. Spreading kisses and little love bites along her
ribs and down her belly, he twirled his tongue around her
navel.

One hand came down her side, running over
the gentle curve of her hip, and along her thigh. Mike kissed his
way a little further down, teasing with his tongue, but never
actually touching that most sensitive spot. She arched her back,
moaning her pleasure, begging him with her movements to take
her.

Instead, Mike bypassed the juncture of her
thighs and skimmed his lips along the inside of her left thigh.
Slowly, ever so slowly, he slid down the full length of her leg
until he reached her sensitive ankle. He spent a long time
caressing, kissing, and nibbling her ankle.

Jenny thought she was going to implode if he
didn't come back up and drive his hard cock into her. But no, Mike
simply moved to her right leg and gave that ankle the same
treatment. Jenny could do nothing but squirm and moan. Mike's
entire body was down around her ankles and feet, she could reach no
part of him.

“Mike, please. I want you...please.”

“Shush now, I'm busy down here. Be
patient.”

“Oh god, I don't know that I can.
Please...”

Still taking his time, Mike made his way up
her right leg, pausing at her knee to give it some extra attention.
Up the tender inside of her thigh until she was sure he would
finally give her what she craved, what she needed.

He continued his teasing. Kissing, nibbling,
and gently sucking everywhere except where she wanted
him to.

Finally, he slipped a finger inside her and
she almost came. Almost. He slid in a second finger and moved them
in and out. His lips came closer to her hot little button, but
always skirted around it.

“Mike...I'm going to come...please, I want
to come.”

Without answering her, he captured that
button and sucked on it while driving his fingers deep inside her.
Mike knew how to drive his girl over edge; he stroked the top of
her channel and found the flat spot, the elusive G-spot that would
make her come. Gently stroking while sucking her clit, it was just
a few seconds until Jenny violently bucked her hips and grabbed his
head with both hands when she came in a sudden rush.

 

Mike was desperate himself now. His cock was
straining and throbbing, he wasn't even able to give Jenny a small
breather before he raised himself over her. Scooping his arms under
her thighs, he lifted her hips and placed her legs over his
shoulders.

Plunging into her, Mike stroked in and out
just a few times before letting out a guttural yell and coming.
Jenny thought she came again, but she wasn't sure if she was still
experiencing waves from the first orgasm or if they had just rolled
right into the next one.

Mike rolled over to the side as he slowly
slid out of her. Still gasping for air, he said, “I love you,
Jenny. I really, really love you.”

She caressed his head, brushing his damp
hair back. “I love you too, Mike. I love you too.

 


 


They slept through the night and in the
morning Jenny was glad she had set the alarm before they even
started watching their movie. It was eight o'clock and she had to
get showered and get to work.

Pulling her clean clothes from her backpack,
she went into the shower and turned on the faucet to wait for the
hot water to run. It took a few minutes when it was so cold outside
for the hot water to start running. Finally she was able to step
under the water and she shampooed her hair and applied conditioner.
While her hair was conditioning, she soaped up, then rinsed the
soap and conditioner off. Just as she was wrapping the towel around
herself, Mike knocked on the door.

“Can I join you in the shower?”

“You're too late, I'm already done. I'll be
out in just a sec.”

She quickly put lotion all over her body and
then came out of the bathroom with just the towel wrapped around
her. She liked to give the lotion a chance to soak in before she
put on her clothes.

“Aw, man.” Mike pouted. “I was hoping for a
shower quickie.”

“Sorry,” Jenny said. “I'd hop back in with
you, but I can't be late for work. How about I whip up some eggs
and toast?”

“Okay, it won't be as good as shower sex,
but I'll take it.”

Mike showered while Jenny fixed breakfast.
She found some cheddar cheese in the fridge. One edge had a little
mold on it. It looked all right after she cut off the mold, so she
shredded a little bit to add to the eggs. One thing she had learned
about guys living alone; their food was not always the
freshest.

She was just putting butter on the toast
when Mike came into the kitchen with just a towel wrapped around
his waist. He kissed the back of her neck and pushed his groin into
her backside.

“Are you sure you don’t have time for a
quickie?”

“I want to, Mike. Really I do, but you know
what a witch Nora can be when I’m late. And I have to be on her
good side today so I can ask for a few more hours.”

“Okay, I get it,” Mike grudgingly accepted
that he wasn’t going to be getting any morning sex.

They ate and Jenny rinsed the dishes before
putting them in the dishwasher. Then she began the long process of
bundling up for the long walk to work.

She had a thermal undershirt on under her
blouse, a sweatshirt over the blouse, long underwear, and flannel
lined jeans. She pulled on a second pair of warm socks and then
laced up her snow boots. Next came a shawl she wrapped around her
neck that would be tucked in under her parka, a thick woolen hat
that covered her ears, and finally the parka. She pulled the hood
up over the hat and wrapped a second scarf around her neck that
she'd be able to pull over her face if the wind was too bad.

By the time she was ready to start the walk
to work, she was overheated and couldn't wait to get outside. Mike
helped her with her backpack which held a pair of shoes for her to
work in and then handed her the thick padded ski gloves she wore
for the thirty minute walk to work.

“I'm gonna go workout at the boathouse. I'll
try and bum the use of a car off one of the guys and come pick you
up when you're done with your shift.”

“That’d be nice,” Jenny said. “But don't
worry about it, I'm used to the walk and I've got plenty of warm
clothes on.”

He leaned over and kissed her. “Be a good
girl now so we don't have to have a repeat of last night.”

“Mike! We’re only going to have fun, good
girl spankings from now on.”

“I hope so, babe. But just in case, my
rowing paddle is ready.”

“I'm going to burn that rowing paddle to
make sure you can’t use it on me again.” With that, Jenny stepped
out into the white, frigid outdoors and began her cold walk to
work.

Keeping her head down as much as possible to
prevent the harsh wind from stinging her face, Jenny looked up only
occasionally to make sure the walkways were clear. She walked as
fast as she could even though she had more than ample time to get
to work.

In the winter it was best to get to work
early so she would have a few minutes to unwrap herself from all
her outerwear. Nora kept the gift shop plenty warm so Jenny liked
to go in the restroom and remove her long underwear and thermal
undershirt in order not to get too warm while she was working.

Arriving with fifteen minutes to spare,
Jenny pushed on the front door of the shop only to find it locked.
She peered inside to see if she could see Nora, but it was dark in
the shop and it didn't look like anyone was there yet.

It was unusual for Nora not to be there
before opening. She usually came in a half hour to an hour early so
she could turn the heat up from the low setting she kept it on for
the night. Jenny looked up and down the street but didn't see
Nora’s car.

Not willing to stand in the cold while she
waited, Jenny ran across the street to the little coffee shop. She
ordered a hot chocolate and then sat at a small table by the window
so she could watch for Nora.

“It's not like Nora to be late,” Grandma Jo
said as she refilled Jenny's cup. “I hope she didn't run into any
trouble.”

“Me too. I'm not sure how long I should
wait. What if she's home sick or something and needs help? I can’t
even call her, I only have the number to the shop.”

Grandma Jo patted Jenny shoulder and said,
“Don't you worry, I've got her cell number. I'll give her a call
and see if we can find out what's going on.”

The older woman reached in her apron pocket
and pulled out her cell phone. It took her a few minutes to find
Nora’s number, and then she held it to her ear. It seemed there was
no answer. Shaking her head, she hit the end button and then
searched for Nora’s home number and tried that.

“Nora! I’m so glad you answered. Is
everything all right?”

Jenny heard Nora’s shrill voice but couldn’t
make out the words.

“Yes, okay. Sure. I understand.”

She listened for another minute and then
said, “Yes, she’s here.”

A minute later Grandma Jo was nodding her
head and saying, “Yes, I’m sure she can. I’ll get back to you.”

After closing her cell, Grandma Jo sat down
across from Jenny. “Nora’s car won’t start. She doesn’t know what
the problem is, but George from the garage can’t get out to her for
a few more hours. She asked if you could open the shop and run
things without her.”

“But I don’t have a key to get in.”

“I have one. I’ll let you in and then if
Nora doesn’t make it before closing, I’ll lock up when you
close.”

“My shift ends at two. Did she say she wants
me to stay longer if she can’t make it in by then?”

“Yes, she did. She closes at four on
Saturdays so if you could stay till then, I’m sure she’d appreciate
it.”

“Sure, as long as she said it’s okay. She
usually doesn’t like to pay for more hours than she’s put on the
schedule.”

Grandma Jo patted Jenny’s hand. “She’ll pay
today. She was very worried her little shop wouldn’t be able to
open at all today.”

Jenny took the key from Grandma Jo, walked
across the street and let herself into the shop. She turned up the
heat and then quickly slipped into the restroom to take her thermal
undershirt and long underwear off. This was the first time she’d
ever been in the shop all alone. Nora watched things like a hawk.
Jenny was sure Nora expected the college students to steal from her
at their first opportunity.

Now that she had changed, the shop was
warming up, and she was ready for customers, Jenny wasn’t sure what
to do. She rummaged under the counter and found some clean dust
cloths and began dusting shelves and the display items.

At noon Grandma Jo came in with a wide-mouth
thermos filled with her famous chicken noodle soup. Wrapped in
waxed paper was a ham and cheese sandwich.

“Thought you could use some lunch. Business
is slow over at the coffee shop, how is it here?”

“Thanks, Grandma Jo. I haven’t had a
customer yet today. Let me get my backpack and pay you.”

“No charge today, honey. I just wanted to
come over and see how you’re doing all alone over here.”

“I’m doing okay. I dusted the shelves and
stuff, wiped the counters down, and now I don’t have much to do
except wait for customers.”

“You let me know if you need anything. I’ve
got my Kenneth over there in the kitchen, so I need to get back
there and make sure he doesn’t decide to burn the place down.”

Grandma Jo was referring to her husband of
nearly forty years who did most of the cooking for the coffee shop.
The chances of him burning the place down were pretty slim.

“Well, thanks again. I’ll bring the thermos
back over to you when I leave.”

Alone again, Jenny opened the thermos and
sipped at the delicious hot soup. She nibbled at the sandwich and
wondered what the hell she could do to pass the time. With no
customers to break up the monotony, Jenny was bored. She was afraid
to take out her schoolbook and try to study. If Nora came in she
was sure to make some remark about how she had no intention of
paying Jenny to study during her work hours.

In the end, Jenny got out her spiral
notebook and started making notes for her upcoming English essay.
She figured she could always close it and slip it under the counter
if she saw Nora coming in.

The phone rang, startling Jenny. She picked
it up and answered in the Nora approved manner.

“Nora’s Gift Shop, this is Jenny. How may I
help you?”

“It’s Nora. How are things going there?” As
usual Nora was curt and to the point.

“Hi, Nora. Everything is fine. There’ve been
no customers though. And you’re my first phone call. I think it’s
just too cold out for people to come out and shop.”

“And what are you doing to keep busy? You
know I don’t care to be paying for your idle time.”

“I’ve dusted everything and cleaned the
counters. I was going to clean the windows, but you still have the
Christmas decorations on them so I thought I shouldn’t do
that.”

“I don’t think I’ll make it in today. George
has another vehicle to tow in to his garage. I’m afraid he won’t
get to me until much later. Can you keep the shop open for me until
four?”

“Of course, Nora. It’s no problem.”

“Very well. You could try your hand at
rearranging a few displays to keep yourself busy if it continues to
be so slow.”

“All right, I’ll do that.”

“Good. Make sure you and Grandma Jo lock up
the shop properly. And thank you, Jenny.”

Nora hung up before Jenny could say anything
else. To Jenny, the last words of thanks had sounded like an
afterthought.

Jenny sent Mike a text to let him know she
had to stay until four. He answered almost immediately and told her
he could borrow a car and would pick her up. Relieved she wouldn’t
have to walk in the freezing cold again, Jenny found a small
display and started to work on rearranging things.

 


 


Glad to be done with her work day, Jenny
didn’t bother putting on all her extra layers since she’d be riding
in a car with heat. There had finally been one customer who came in
to buy some Christmas ornaments which had been marked down. It was
a sale of a couple of hundred dollars, so Nora should be
pleased.

She and Grandma Jo had turned the heat down
for the rest of the weekend, made sure the lights were off and the
door locked. Mike was already waiting outside in the car, keeping
the engine running to keep the heat on. Yelling out thanks to
Grandma Jo, Jenny tossed her backpack in the back and hopped in
next to Mike.

“Hey babe,” Mike leaned over and kissed her.
“You hungry?”

“Not really, it’s still too early for
dinner. It was just such a boring day.”

“Let’s go to Daddy-O’s and hang out. Jim’s
there waiting for me to bring his car back. We can hang there until
we’re hungry, then we’ll eat and go to the movie.”

“Okay, sounds good.”

Jenny fell asleep at the movie. She hadn’t
realized how tired she was. The movie was kind of boring and she
rested her head on Mike’s shoulder. Next thing she knew he was
shaking her awake, telling her the movie was over and it was time
to go home.

Back in Mike’s apartment, she undressed and
crawled into bed while he was in the restroom. When Mike came back
into the bedroom, she was sound asleep and he didn’t have the heart
to wake her. Climbing in next to her, he spooned around her back
and wrapped his arms around her.

 





 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


Back in her dorm room on Sunday, Jenny was
listening to Sarah describe her first spanking. She had spoken to
Dennis, and told him about Naomi’s books. They had read the first
book together on Friday night. This book had concentrated on using
Domestic Discipline for behavior modification.

“I was trying to figure out how to suggest
to him that we give it a try to help me get my act together with my
schoolwork. And then, out of the blue, he says, ‘I wonder if this
would work on you?’ and I just sat there with my mouth hanging
open!”

Jenny laughed. “Well, that’s what you
wanted. So what happened?”

“It was exactly what I wanted so I just told
him I was willing to give it a try if he thought he was man enough
to enforce it.”

“Oh no! You didn’t! What did he do?”

“We were sitting on the couch and he pulled
me across his lap and walloped my ass!”

“He did? Did he pull your pants down?”

Sarah gave a sigh of disappointment. “Sadly,
no. He spanked me through my jeans and it hardly hurt at all. But
it did excite us and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you what
happened next.”

“Ha ha, I’m going to guess you had wild,
crazy monkey sex.”

“And you would be so right. While we were
ripping each other’s clothes off, he flipped me onto my stomach on
the bed, and then he spanked me on my bare butt.”

“Oh my god! Then what?”

“The wild and crazy monkey sex happened next
and I’ll have to admit having a hot, red bottom did add an extra
exciting element to the sex.”

“See, I told you! Sex after getting spanked
is just the absolute best thing ever!”

“So tell me about your weekend. Did he spank
you again?”

“Yes, but I can’t tell you about it.”

“What do you mean, why not?”

“Because I promised him I would keep what we
do in the bedroom private.”

“But we tell each other everything, that’s
not fair.” Sarah pouted.

“I know. I’ll tell you just a little bit,
but I’m probably going to get in trouble if he finds out.”

“Then we’ll just have to see to it he
doesn’t find out.”

“No, I’ll have to confess. I told him about
the little lie and how guilty I felt about it. Then he got all
super stern on me and said he thought I should be punished.”

“Holy cow! What was that like?”

“I can’t, Sarah. I don’t want another
punishment spanking. They are not the same kind of fun as an erotic
one.”

“Oh, come on, you have to tell me,” Sarah
begged. “I promise I won’t tell anyone. Come on, tell me.”

“Let's just say I was punished. And I'll add
that it wasn't only with his hand.”

“You mean he used something else to spank
you with?”

“Yeah, he used his rowing oar and boy, was
that ever different than his hand.”

“Oh, come on now. You've got to tell me the
rest.”

Jenny was already starting to feel guilty
and knew she'd probably told enough to get her another disciplinary
spanking. Then she figured if she was going to get another ass
warming, she might as well tell Sarah the rest. Even though her
butt cheeks squeezed together in protest at the thought of another
paddling, she forged ahead and told Sarah the entire story.

When she was done talking, Sarah said it was
her turn to tell Jenny everything.

Not only had Dennis spanked her for the
erotic value of it, but afterwards they had had a serious talk
about how spanking could be effectively used to help Sarah with her
procrastination on her schoolwork.

“Dennis made a rule. I have to keep a log of
what homework and studying I do, when things are due, and how I'm
progressing with getting them done.”

“Okay, I guess that's a good way to start
improving.”

“Yeah, but then if I have a big report due
on a specific day and one day before it's due I haven't done
anything on it, then Dennis will punish me.”

“Did he sound like he really means business?
Will he really follow through?”

“I think so, though obviously it still
remains to be seen.”

Jenny laughed as she had a thought. “Isn't
it funny that like everything else we do, we're both getting our
butts spanked?”

“It sure is.” Sarah replied. “Do you think
we're perverts? I mean for liking the sexy spankings?”

“No, of course not. You know what they say;
as long as everyone is consenting to it and wants to do it, then
there's nothing perverted about it.”

“I guess I better start homework. Dennis
gave me a little notebook so I can write down all the homework I do
and how much studying in each subject I do.”

“Then let's stop talking and get busy. I
have homework too.”

Mike texted her a few hours later and asked
how her bottom was feeling. He wanted to know if she was having any
lingering effects from Friday night's punishment.

No, she responded on her phone, it was
a little sore when I had to sit on the hard stool at work
yesterday, but it's fine today.

Has any bruising come
up?

Maybe, just a little. It was hard to tell
with the bad lighting in the dorm bathrooms.

Can I see you tomorrow night? I only have
two classes and team practice is in the morning.

Maybe…I think so. I'll be done by three with
classes but I know I'll have homework so I'll have to get back
early.

Ok, text me when you're done with
classes.

Jenny went back to her homework and about
fifteen minutes later she received another text from Mike. This
time he asked if she'd kept her promise to keep their private
activities private.

Uh oh, she thought. She didn't want to
confess now, she needed to concentrate on her homework. Instead of
answering, she turned her phone off. She could always tell him she
didn't want any interruptions.

As soon as that thought went through her
head, she realized it would be another lie. Something else Mike
might want to take his paddle to her ass for. Knowing he'd think
she had broken her promise, she sent him one final text.

We'll talk tomorrow, I really have to get
this homework done. Turning my phone off for the night.

Was she always going to be in trouble? Could
it be she wasn't aware of how much she lied? The more she thought
about it, the more she could see she did lie too much. Not just to
Mike, but to everyone. Whenever she didn't want to tell someone
about something because it might be unpleasant, or they may be
upset with her; she made an excuse. Yes, that's exactly what she
did. She lied and told herself it was an excuse. After all, an
excuse is not a lie. Or is it?

Putting all thoughts about excuses versus
lies out of her mind, Jenny tried to focus on her homework. By ten
o'clock, she'd retained very little of what she had been studying
and decided to just go to bed.

“I'm done, I've got to get some sleep. Don't
worry if you still have more to do, the light won't bother me.”

“I'm going to bed too. While I'm reading
this textbook, I have no idea what I've read. All I can think about
is when I'm going to get my ass tanned.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. Let's just call
it a night and try to sleep.”

 


 


The first thing Jenny noticed when she woke
up and looked at her cell phone was three text alerts. Of course,
they were all from Mike.

Text one:
Why aren't you answering my question?

Text two:
Jenny, are you ignoring me? Does this mean you
blabbed it all to Sarah again?”

Text three:
Just read your last text. Unless I'm wrong, I'll
say you're going to have another meeting with my oar.

Yep, she was in trouble. Her butt was going
to be sore again and probably even more so than the last punishment
spanking. They were going to have to have a long talk. Maybe if she
talked to him about her revelation concerning lies and excuses, he
could help her with that. Just like Dennis was going to help Sarah
with her procrastinating on homework.

If she put it to him like that, explained
what Dennis and Sarah were doing, and suggested they do something
similar; maybe then Mike would go a little easy on her even though
she was sure she was going to be spanked with the oar again.

The last class ended, and while she was
stuffing her textbook and laptop into her backpack, her phone
beeped with a text message. It was from Mike.

Let's meet at Daddy-O's. I'm on my way there
now.

See you
there, she replied.

Walking into the bar Jenny saw Mike at their
favorite booth. There were three other guys with him and she was
relieved. Mike would hold off on having their talk as long as other
people were around.

She dropped her backpack on the seat next to
Mike and took her wallet out before going to the bar and ordering
two hot chocolates. Neither one of them did much drinking during
the week when they usually had homework to do.

Bringing the drinks to the table, she saw
two of the other guys had left and Mike was talking to just his
roommate, Patrick.

“Hi, Patrick,” Jenny greeted him as she set
down the drinks.

“Hey, Jenny. How're you doing?”

“Real good. Are you guys talking about
anything private? I can go visit some friends I saw at another
booth.”

“No, sit down. We're just talking about the
rowing team.”

Jenny sat down next to Mike and it wasn't
more than a few minutes before Patrick left. Once he was gone, she
switched over to the other side of the booth. It was a signal to
others they wanted to be alone. When one side of the booth was
empty, it was understood to be an open invitation to anyone who
wanted to stop by and chat.

Reaching across the table, she took Mike's
hand. He pulled it back slightly, but left enough so they were
still touching.

“We need to talk, Jenny. I don't like how
you evaded my question last night.”

“I know, but I really did need to
concentrate on my homework. I wasn't ready to answer your
question.” She looked around to see if anyone was nearby that might
hear their conversation.

“Are you ready now?”

“Yeah, but I'd like a little more privacy.
Can we go someplace else?”

“Sure, let's go to my place. Patrick is on
his way to the boathouse to work out so we'll be alone.”

Finishing their mugs of hot chocolate, they
bundled up and made the walk to Mike's place. After taking all
their outerwear off, Mike made some coffee and they sat down in the
living room to talk.

 ”All right, Jenny. We're alone now;
are you finally ready to answer my question?”

“Yeah, but I want to talk about more than
just that.” She took a sip of her coffee and smiled. Mike fixed her
coffee just how she liked it. Not a huge fan of the drink, she made
it so it was about one third cream. To offset the extra fat, she
used low-fat cream and only one teaspoon of sugar.

“I'm all ears, babe.” Mike tried to sound
encouraging. It was clear something was bothering Jenny and he had
an idea it was more than just the question of whether or not she'd
confided in Sarah.

“I turned off my phone last night after your
last message. I didn't want to answer you because I really did need
to concentrate on homework, and I didn't want to face up to having
to tell you I did break my promise. So yes, to answer your
question—I did tell Sarah.”

“But Jenny, we agreed and you promised to
keep our private business between just us.”

“I know and now I'm thinking I made a
promise I can't keep. Mike, you have to understand how it is
between me and Sarah. We're very close and have been for several
years. We've always told each other everything.”

“I get that, Jenny. But I still think some
things should be kept private, and to me, what goes on between us
in the bedroom is one of those things.”

“I know. But I don't think you really
understand that while we talk, when it comes to sex, the details
are vague. I might say we had hot sex, or that it was the most
fantastically sexy thing, but I never give a blow by blow
description. So when I told her about you spanking me, that's all I
said.”

“That's hard to believe, surely she wanted
details about how it happened.”

“Not really, it was all in the context of
talking about my aunt's books. She did ask if it hurt and I told
her it did, a little bit. But the following mind blowing sex made
it so the pain barely registered. The pleasure overrode whatever
pain there might have been.”

“So what did you tell her about the last
spanking, the punishment for lying?”

“Well, she already knew I was feeling guilty
for lying and that I was going to confess. Naturally she wanted to
know how you handled it, if you punished me.”

“And you just had to tell her?”

“Honestly, I tried not to. But then I said I
did get punished and she begged for more info. By then, I figured I
was already in trouble so I told her you spanked me with your
oar.”

“Oh shit,” Mike said as he ran his hand
through his hair. “Now she's going to think I abused you.”

“No she won't! Let me finish telling you
everything.”

Jenny continued to explain Sarah and Dennis
had read one of Naomi's books and Dennis had suggested using
spanking to help Sarah get more organized or motivated when it came
to doing her homework assignments on time and just generally
studying in a more productive way.

“And Sara agreed to that?”

“She did. It was what she was going to ask
him. Oh, and I didn't tell you, after reading the book, they both
got horny and had a fun spanking.”

Mike laughed and said, “At this rate, the
whole university will be spanking soon.”

Then Jenny went on to tell him how she'd
thought about things after turning her phone off. “I seem to do or
say things I know I shouldn't. Like when I turned off the phone to
avoid your question; I told myself I'll just say I had to focus on
my homework.”

“I think I get what you're saying. While
it's true you had to focus on homework, you basically told a lie
because you really turned it off to avoid the question I
asked.”

“That's it exactly. And as I thought more
and more about it, I realized I do that a lot. Not just with you,
but with everyone.”

“Okay, so what are we going to do about
it?”

“The same thing Sarah and Dennis are doing
about her study habits. I will pay attention to when I do that
excuse versus a lie thing and I will be accountable to you. I'll
make a note whenever I catch myself doing it, and the next time we
see each other and have a chance to discuss it, you can look my
notes over and decide if I should be punished.”

“You want me to punish you when you make
excuses that are actually lies. Is that it?”

“Yeah, I think that's something I should
work on and you can help me.”

He gave her a mischievous grin and said, “So
what other reasons can we come up with to redden your ass?”

“Stop it, Mike! This is serious, what do you
think?”

“I'm up to it. When do we start?”

“Right now. If you want, I'll take my
punishment now. But don't forget, last time we agreed to sex
afterwards.”

“Are you just looking for an excuse to hop
into bed with me?” Mike teased. “Wouldn't that fall under the
excuse/lie rule and be cause for additional punishment?”

“No, it would not. You asked when we should
start and I said we could start now. I was simply reminding you
what we agreed about the sex after punishment thing.”

“Okay, young lady.” Mike's voice changed to
that stern, but sexy timbre that made her belly turn over in
excitement. “Let's go in the bedroom.”

Feeling her thighs, pussy, and butt all
contract in anticipation of another spanking that was sure to be
followed by hot sex, Jenny stood up and walked to the bedroom, with
Mike right behind her.

Once in the bedroom, he guided to her to the
wall where he had spanked her previously with his paddle and said,
“Take down your jeans.”

She did, then kicked them out of the way.
Telling her to get in the same position with her forearms
supporting her on the wall, Mike put his hands under the waistband
of her panties and pulled them down to her knees. He began
lecturing.

“I'm okay with you telling Sarah vague
things about what goes on between us. I guess girls talk more about
that stuff. But we're going to break this habit you have about
using excuses that are nothing more than lies.”

His hand came down on her butt in a steady
series of smacks, causing a whoosh to escape from her lungs.

“Ow! Not so hard, Mike!”

“Who's giving this spanking?”

“You are, but you don't have to…Ow!…hit so
hard!

“I want to make sure you learn this lesson,
babe. I'm hoping we won't have a repeat of it too often.”

He continued to spank her, varying the tempo
and the strength of the spanks. She never knew which cheek was
going to get smacked next. Sometimes the right cheek got three in a
row, the left one got one smack, and then the right got four
more.

“I'm sorry! Please, can we stop now?”

“Not yet. I'm done with the warm-up, but
it's time for the paddle now.”

“The paddle! Oh no, please Mike!”

“Who's in charge of this spanking?” He asked
again as he reached for the paddle which was conveniently leaning
against the wall.

She felt the coolness of the wood as he
touched it to her ass. Gently, he moved the paddle all around her
bottom. Jenny wondered if he knew the cool wood was actually
soothing to her warmed butt.

But then she felt him raise the oar, and
clenching her cheeks together, she took the first of many paddle
strikes. Mike worked out what he thought was a good distance for a
swing that would give Jenny a good swat without being too heavy.
Not for the first time, he wondered if he should invest in a more
conventional paddle for spanking her. But then he thought he was
getting the hang of it. Yes, he was delivering a spanking which
would get the message across, but not bruise her. At least, not
overly much.

He continued to lecture about lying and
making excuses instead of telling the truth while Jenny tried to
take her punishment without too much protest. After all, she was
the one who had identified her problem and had come to him with
what she hoped would be a solution.

Now that she was getting what she asked for,
she didn't feel she could protest too much. In fact, it wasn't long
before Jenny was feeling much worse in her heart than on her
bottom.

Mike's lecture was making her feel bad about
using lies as excuses for so long and with so many friends. The
only thing that was going to make her feel better would be the
incredible sex she knew would follow. The blows became a little
harder.

“Are you paying attention to me, Jenny?”
Mike demanded.

“Yes! I am! I'm sorry and I promise I'll do
better!”

He finally stopped smacking her with the oar
and rested it back against the wall. Admiring the bright red of her
ass, he felt his dick get even harder. Oh yeah, he was looking
forward to what was coming next. But first, he had to remember to
give Jenny the aftercare he'd read about in Naomi’s books.

Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her
away from the wall and hugged her close. She snuggled into his
chest and started crying as he picked her up and carried her to the
bed. It wasn’t the paddling that was making her cry, but the fact
she’d disappointed Mike. She doubted he ever realized all the
little excuses—no, make that all the little lies—she’d told.

Jenny was disappointed in herself.
Disappointed it had taken so long for her to realize what she’d
been doing. She cried into his chest while he held her and murmured
soothing words.

“Hush now, everything is okay. You’re gonna
be just fine.”

“I’m so sorry, Mike. I never understood what
I’ve been doing.”

“It’s okay, we’re gonna work on it.”

He ran his hands over her back and down to
her now sore bottom. Feeling the warmth emanating from her spanked
ass made his cock perk up a little more. It was already hard and
now it was begging for satisfaction.

Rolling her onto her back, he spread her
legs apart and moved his hand down to her wet pussy. Slipping a
finger inside her slit, Mike moved it in and out a few times before
adding a second finger.

Jenny moaned and moved her legs further
apart. She wanted him between her legs. While his fingers made her
feel good, she wanted more.

“Mike, please…don’t tease me. I want you
inside me. Please, fuck me.”

He tweaked her clit and rolled on top of
her, sliding his cock into her hot sheath. Lowering his head, he
took one nipple in his mouth and suckled as he drove his hard
length deep inside her.

Clasping her ass in his strong hands, he
pulled her cheeks apart and teased her tight rosebud. She was so
wet and ready; some of that moisture had worked its way between her
cheeks. Mike gently slipped a finger inside her tight little
hole.

Surprised by this new experience, Jenny
involuntarily tightened around his finger. But when she began to
experience the enhanced sensations, she relaxed and enjoyed the
feeling of the extra fullness.

“Oh, that feels so good!”

“You like that, baby?”

“God, yes! I’m going to come, Mike, don’t
stop!”

“I’m not stopping, babe. Come for me now.”
He kissed her hard, plunging his tongue into her mouth.

Throwing her arms around his neck, Jenny
hung on for dear life as her world exploded and wave after wave of
ecstasy washed over her. As soon as Mike felt her first
contractions, he let go of his tightly held control and shuddered
almost violently in his release.

After several minutes had passed, Mike
lifted his head and took a look at the bedside clock. It was time
to get up; Patrick would be home any minute.

“Hey, sleepyhead. We better get up.”

“Mmmm…I don’t want to. I’m tired.” Jenny was
feeling warm and satisfied. She felt loved, cared for, protected,
and well spanked. All she wanted to do was stay right there in
Mike’s arms.

Mike gave her butt a smack and said, “You’ve
got homework to do tonight. Come on now, I’ll walk you back to the
dorm.”

Jenny finally got up and dressed. She was
combing her hair, trying to get it in some sort of order, when they
heard the front door slam. Patrick was home.

“Damn! It’s freezing out there!” Patrick
stomped the snow off his boots and took his hat and jacket off.
“This is the worst cold snap we’ve had in a while.”

“I’ll be back in about a half hour or so,”
Mike told his roommate. “I’m gonna walk Jenny to her dorm.”

“Here,” Patrick tossed him the keys to his
car. “Give the poor girl a ride. It’s too damn cold to walk.”

Mike gratefully took the keys and Jenny
thanked Patrick for the generous use of his car.

 





 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


Sarah was facing her own punishment
spanking. Not only had she not finished her homework the night
before, she failed a pop quiz in her advanced algebra class. When
she met with Dennis later that afternoon, the first thing he asked
her was how her studies were coming along.

She pressed her lips together and shook her
head, indicating it was not going well.

“Well, tell me about it. The only way I can
help you is if you talk to me.”

“Jenny and I really tried to study last
night. Really, we did. But then she said she was going to bed
because nothing she was reading was sticking. The same thing was
going on with me so I decided to go to bed too.”

She stopped talking and Dennis had to ask
her to tell him the rest of it.

“The reason nothing was sticking in my head
was because all I could think about was the punishment spanking
you're going to give me. Then there was an unexpected pop quiz in
algebra and I failed. It's not exactly my best subject, you
know.”

Dennis nodded his understanding. “So now you
know you have a punishment coming and you're worried about it. Is
that it?”

“Yeah. I mean when you spanked me for fun it
was sexy; I have a feeling this won't be too sexy.”

“I'm sure you're right. But it will have its
own benefits. Come on, let's go over to my place and we'll take
care of it right now. That way, since you won't have to worry about
it, it won't interfere with your studies tonight.”

Sarah hesitated for a moment, but when
Dennis stood up and held out his hand to her, she took it and went
with him.

Entering his small studio apartment, which
was located above a local resident’s garage, Dennis locked the door
behind them and then turned to Sarah.

“This is what we decided, right?” He could
see how apprehensive Sarah was.

She nodded, “Yeah, we did. But can you go
easy on me this first time?”

“Hey Sarah, I'm not planning to beat you.
Calm down, it's just a spanking. But to be effective, it's going to
have to hurt. If there's no pain, there's not going to be any
incentive for you. You've got to trust me.”

“I do. I trust you.”

“Good. Now the first thing I want you to do
is go stand in the corner and think about what we agreed on and why
you're going to be spanked. Think about homework, studying, and how
this is going to help you.”

“Stand in the corner? Really?”

“Yes, really. I'm serious now. If you want
me to help you, you've got to trust me and do what I say.”

“Okay.” She took a deep breath and went to
the corner with a window on one side. At least she'd have a view to
look at.

Dennis had a different plan. “No, not that
corner. You don't need things outside to distract you from what
you're supposed to be thinking about. Get in the other corner.”

“But I don't want to just stare at a plain
corner,” Sarah whined.

“Sarah, enough. I'm in charge here and
you're going to do as I say. Now get in the other corner or I'll
have to add to your spanking for disobeying me.”

“Wait a minute! I never agreed I would obey
you!”

“When it comes to punishment you will obey
me. You asked me for this, and I'm trying to help you. But if
you're planning to fight me every step of the way, then
let's just call the whole thing off.”

Realizing he was right, that this was
probably her last ditch effort to get her act together and save her
scholarship, Sarah went and stood in the other corner. But she had
to ask one more thing.

“How long do I have to stand here?”

“Until I tell you. No more talking, start
thinking and keep your nose facing that corner.”

She let out an exasperated sigh but did as
he instructed. Dennis sat on the bed and watched her. He was a
little nervous himself. He'd never spanked anyone before. What if
he hit her too hard? What if he hurt her? The fun spanking had been
nothing more than a few playful swats. But this was more serious
and he wanted to help Sarah, not harm her.

Should he have had her undress before
standing in the corner? No, not this first time. It was probably
humiliating enough for her to have to be in the corner; if she was
naked, it would be more so. Standing in the corner naked could be
held in reserve in case he had to punish her again. Looking at his
bedside clock, he saw eight minutes had passed and she was
fidgeting. From what he'd read, that was not acceptable. He'd let
it pass this one time.

“Come here.”

Glad to be released from the corner, Sarah
turned around and went to him. She wasn't sure what he was going to
do next, but she was struggling to keep from crying. Why had she
suggested this stupid thing?

Dennis reached for the button of her jeans
and opened it. Then he pulled the zipper down and tugged her jeans
all the way to her ankles. Grasping one ankle, he lifted it and
slid the pant leg off her foot. Then he repeated the action on the
other foot. Looking up at her, he thought he'd let her leave her
shirt on. After all, there was no need to expose her breasts, this
wasn't going to be a fun session.

Pulling her to his right side, he gripped
her elbow and brought her down across his lap.

“Did you think about the things I asked you
to while you were in the corner?” He asked as he ran his hand over
the backs of her thighs and her panty clad bottom. What a fine
bottom it was, he thought to himself.

“Yes, this is going to help me so I don't
lose my scholarship.”

“That's right, it's going to give you the
motivation you need to study and complete your homework.”

His hand came down lightly on one cheek,
then the other. He spanked her in an easy rhythm with light
smacks until she relaxed.

Sarah was relieved that he was not laying
into her ass with a brutal force. She could take this; in fact, she
could take this all day and she wasn't sure it was going to help
motivate her at all, she was getting downright horny at this
pace.

The spanks became harder and Sarah soon
changed her mind about being able to take this all day long. She
hadn't uttered an ‘ouch’ yet, but she thought she might be getting
close.

Dennis stopped spanking and rubbed for a
minute. Then she felt his fingers under the waistband of her
panties and he tugged them down to her knees.

“No! Not on my bare ass! Please,
Dennis!”

“I believe we already talked about who's in
charge and doing what I say. This is for your own good, Sarah.”

He spanked in earnest now. Sharp, stinging
smacks rained down on her already pink ass.

“Ow! It hurts!”

“I know it does, babe. It’s supposed
to.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“You're going to work on those study habits,
aren't you?”

“Yes! I will, I promise! Ow!”

Still not sure when it would be enough,
Dennis went with the color of her skin to make up his mind when the
spanking should stop. Her butt was a pretty pink when he pulled
down her panties, but now it was a glowing red. She was crying out
with every slap and wriggling all over his lap. He felt it was good
time to stop. Not to mention his hand was smarting probably at
least as much as Sarah’s ass.

He rubbed her bottom gently, feeling the
heat rising from the redness. When he looked down at her rump, he
saw a slight glistening wetness between her legs. His cock was
already firm, but seeing that, caused a reaction he could not
ignore.

He touched her wetness with his fingers. She
was so ready for him, he inserted two fingers into her hot
channel.

Sarah sighed and opened her legs wider. She
hadn’t expected this punishment to lead to sex, but it had turned
her on more than she’d thought it would. By the feel of Dennis’s
cock pressing into her hip, he was turned on too.

Sliding forward, she moved off his lap and
then turned around so she was facing him.

“Hey, I thought you liked that.” He
protested.

“I did,” She said as she reached to open his
pants and free his cock. “But I felt something hard and thought I
should pay attention to it.”

Dennis chuckled and stood up to get rid of
his clothes. Once naked, he unbuttoned Sarah’s shirt and then
removed her bra. He kissed her lips, then her chin, her neck, the
top of her breast, and finally took the nipple in his mouth and
sucked on it. His thumb and forefinger twirled and tweaked her
other nipple.

Sarah reached for his hard cock and stroked
him, loving the velvety feel of his skin. She always marveled at
how something so hard, so firm, could still feel so velvety
soft.

“I want this inside me,” Sarah said. “That
spanking turned me on even more than when we were just fooling
around.”

“Me too,” Dennis replied as he released her
nipple and shifted so they were in the classic sixty-nine position.
“But I'm going to make you come with my mouth first.”

Opening her legs, Dennis licked her slit and
then twirled his tongue around her clit while his fingers slid
inside her hot opening.

Sarah took the full length of his cock into
her mouth and cupped his balls in the palm of her hand. She
massaged his balls while licking and sucking his shaft. When she
felt his balls tightening and the throbbing at the base of his
cock, she knew he was close to coming.

She herself was about to explode when Dennis
quickly pulled his cock out of her mouth, slid his fingers out of
her pussy, and changed position so his hips were between her legs
and the tip of his cock nudging at her entrance.

“Oh yes, please…fuck me now!”

Unable to wait a second longer, Dennis
plunged his hard shaft into her and began slowly thrusting. He
slowly increased the tempo until he was plunging into her hard and
fast, and they both reached a deep and powerful climax.

Afterwards, they lay together on his bed and
dozed off for a few minutes. When Sarah's eyes fluttered open
again, she felt safe in the circle of his arms. She could still
feel the sting of the spanking on her bottom, but she felt loved
and taken care of.

 


 


Back at their dorm room, Jenny and Sarah
told each other of their punishment spankings. Jenny was careful
not to tell more than Mike would want her to. She was glad Mike had
agreed to let her talk to Sarah about these things.

Sarah had no such restrictions and she went
on and on about how scared the punishment spanking had made her,
but Dennis had been so patient with her, she had been able to take
it.

“Not that he went easy on me, even though I
did ask him to. He just said I needed to trust him and it worked
out fine.”

When Jenny told Sarah how she had discovered
her way of using excuses when they were actually lies, Sarah knew
exactly what she was talking about.

“You've always done that, ever since I've
known you. I just always accepted it as part of who you are. It's
not like you're really lying, you're just avoiding saying things
when you know it's not what the other person wants to hear.”

“Wow, it really hit me the other night when
I turned my phone off to avoid answering Mike's question, telling
myself I'll just tell him I had to study and didn't need any
interruptions. I should've simply told him I couldn't talk about it
right then or I didn't want to talk about it until later.”

“So how did you get the punishment spanking?
Did Mike just decide that was another reason to punish you?”

“When you told me Dennis is going to help
you with your procrastination on your studies, I thought this could
be a good thing for Mike to help me with. Since he was already a
little bit pissed off because he knew I had avoided answering his
question, he was ready to lay into my ass with his oar.” Jenny
rubbed her bottom and added, “It's still a little sore to sit on. I
guess that'll remind me why I got spanked.”

“My butt still hurts too,” Sarah
commiserated. “I have to admit Dennis did a good job giving me my
first punishment. He started out slow with my panties still on and
then worked his way up to some real zingers. But you were so right,
the sex afterwards—whether spanking for fun or punishment—the sex
is so hot I just might tell a fib about not doing my homework so
I'll get the spanking.”

“But then you'll just get spanked again for
lying. Or haven't you guys agreed to spank for lying?”

“We haven't talked about that yet, but hey,
if I can have sex like that every time, I'll bare my ass for his
hand any time.”

Jenny giggled and said, “I know what you
mean. I still wonder if other people would say we’re
perverted.”

“If they do, it’s their loss. They should
try it, they might like it as much as we do!”

Jenny laughed again and said, “Well for now,
I think we better get busy on the homework.”

They spent the rest of the evening studying
and squirming on their seats as they tried to alleviate the aching
in their backsides.

 





 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


The next several weeks of the spring
semester went along with few problems for Jenny and Sarah. One day,
their friend Olivia, was looking through Jenny’s e-reader and came
across the spanking stories.

“Oh my god, what the hell are you
reading?”

Jenny clapped her hand over her mouth and
said, “Oh no! I forgot to delete them. My aunt wrote those and I
wanted to see what they were like.”

“Your aunt? Your aunt writes porn?”

“It’s not porn, just sexy stories.”

Jenny reached out to take the e-reader from
her friend, but Olivia snatched the reader back out of Jenny’s
reach.

“No, you can’t have it back. I want to read
them too.”

“Um…I’m not sure about that.” Jenny didn’t
really want it to get all around the school that her aunt wrote
spanking books.

“Why? Are you ashamed of your aunt?”

“No! Of course not. It’s just that some
people might not understand.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone. Just let
me read it.”

“Okay, but you can’t take my e-reader. You
have to read them here.”

“Okay, okay.” Olivia made herself
comfortable on the bed and began reading, ignoring Jenny and
Sarah.

The two roommates looked at each other,
shrugged, and began to do their homework. At ten thirty Jenny
closed her books, glanced over at Olivia, and saw she was still
engrossed in the story she was reading.

“Bedtime, Olivia. You can come back tomorrow
night and finish the story.”

“Please let me take the reader back to my
room, Jenny.” Olivia pleaded. “I promise I’ll finish it tonight and
give it back to you in the morning.”

Against her better judgment, Jenny agreed.
“I want it back before I go to class at ten.”

“Sure, I’ll be done by then. I’m not really
reading every word, just the juicy parts.”

Olivia left, walking slowly, still reading
as she made her way to her room.

 


 


On her way to class the next morning, Jenny
banged on Olivia’s door. Ellen, Olivia’s roommate answered.

“Hi, Jenny. Olivia told me you’d be by for
your e-reader. She stayed up so late reading that book your aunt
wrote. Do you think I could borrow it and get it back to you
tonight? I want to read it, too. I’ve never known anyone who was
related to an author.”

Jenny rolled her eyes, thinking she should
have known better than to lend out the e-reader. With no time left
before her class started she agreed.

“But I want it back tonight.”

“No problem. Thanks a lot, Jenny.”

 


 


For several weeks the only kind of spankings
Jenny received were the good girl spankings. Sometimes Mike spanked
her for a long time during these sessions, but never terribly hard.
Just enough to bring her to that heightened state of arousal.

One weekend, he went out of state with the
rowing team for a competition. There had been trouble with the
school’s bus and while it was being repaired, the team was taken to
a large shopping center so they wouldn’t have to just sit around
for several hours waiting.

The guys wandered around and at one point,
Mike found himself alone and noticed an adult shop across the
street. He looked around quickly and when he didn’t see any of his
teammates, he dashed across the street and slipped into the
store.

It was the first time he’d ever entered such
an establishment and he looked around, wondering in which direction
he should go.

A sales clerk greeted him. “Welcome to
Sensual Sensations. May I help you find anything in
particular?”

“Um…I don’t know. I’m just killing some time
and thought I’d look around.”

The clerk smiled in a friendly way and said,
“Well, just browse around then and let me know if you have any
questions.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Mike walked around and looked at all sorts
of things he’d never even heard of or imagined. It was amazing. So
many kinds of lubricants; the flavored ones sounded
interesting.

Butt plugs in a huge variety of shapes,
materials, and sizes. Those didn’t excite him in any way at all and
he moved on to vibrators which had another array of types, sizes,
and colors.

There was a small room called ‘The Dungeon’
and Mike went inside. Most of the stuff in this room seemed to
cater to people into BDSM. A large selection of restraints, cock
rings, nipple clamps, and things he had no idea of what they could
be used for.

One wall drew his attention. It had several
spanking implements hanging on it. Paddles made of wood, leather,
plastic, and Lexan. Whips and floggers, riding crops, and belts
were among the things to choose from. Jenny’s aunt had different
implements used in her books. Many of them were household items
like wooden spoons, hair brushes, spatulas, and other things.

Mike enjoyed spanking Jenny, but his hand
sometimes ended up every bit as red as her ass. And it hurt! He
wouldn’t mind using something other than his hand. The oar he’d
used for her punishment spankings was a bit awkward and he needed
to be very careful so as not to swing it too hard.

Some of the paddles looked interesting. He
chose a nice wooden paddle that was on sale. It had a little
heart-shaped cutout that made him wonder if it would leave a rosy
heart on Jenny’s ass. No, it would be a white heart with the skin
around it all pink.

Next, he picked up a leather strap. Jenny
was leery of the belt, actually a little bit afraid of it. He
hadn’t pushed it, although the thought of belting her butt did get
a reaction from his cock. Maybe this leather strap would be a good
introduction to using leather. It wasn’t very expensive. He decided
to take it as well.

Thinking he shouldn’t spend too much more
time in the sex shop, Mike went back to the lubricant section and
picked out a couple of flavored ones. They could have some fun with
these, he thought.

At the counter, he suddenly thought how
embarrassed he would be if any of his teammates wanted to know what
he had purchased on their outing to the shopping center.

“Would it be possible for you to ship these
to me?” Mike asked the friendly clerk.

“Certainly. We ship in a plain package with
our return address on it, but not the store name. It’s very
discreet and you don’t have to worry about anyone knowing where the
package came from.”

“That sounds great. Let me give you my
address.”

He paid for his items and left, hoping no
one from his team would see him exiting the adult store. He noticed
a couple of guys from the team down the street and crossed
diagonally to reach them. They didn’t see where he’d come from.

Once the bus was repaired and he knew they
could expect to return to the campus by early evening, Mike sent
Jenny a text asking if she wanted to come over to his place and
they could order a pizza.

She answered almost immediately saying her
night was free, all her studying and homework was done.

Can’t wait to see
you, she texted, I missed you!

Missed you too, I’ll text when we’re about a
half hour away.

 


 


Happy to see the lights were on in his
window as she approached Mike’s building, Jenny hurried a little
faster to get out of the cold. He’d watched her from the window and
opened the door before she had a chance to knock.

They quickly hugged and she took off her
jacket, boots, and other outerwear.

“Pizza should be here in a minute, I ordered
it from the bus.”

“Good, I’m starving.”

“Me too. Only I’m starving for you.” He
leaned down to kiss her and smacked her rear.

“Mike! Stop it, what if Patrick sees?”

“He won’t be back till late tonight. Instead
of driving up with us in the bus, he took his car so he could get
home and help his dad for at least a portion of the weekend.”

The doorbell rang, and Mike went to pay for
the pizza while Jenny grabbed a couple of beers from the
fridge.

“So how was the meet?” She asked after
they’d both eaten a slice and taken a good swallow of their
beers.

“We won, of course.”

“Of course, what else
with you on the
team?”

“Yeah, right. But really, all the guys did
well and the other team just wasn’t up to the challenge. You’d
think with their warmer weather and being able to practice in the
water most of the year, they’d be harder to beat.”

They finished the pizza, and each had
another beer as they sat on the sofa with Jenny snuggled up against
Mike.

“I’m gonna have a little surprise for you on
about Thursday or Friday.”

“Really? What is it?” Jenny loved surprises
and wondered what it could be.

“If I tell you what it is, it won’t be
surprise.”

“Well, then you shouldn’t have said anything
at all!” She slapped his leg lightly with her hand.

“Hey,” Mike grabbed her hand. “I’m the one
with the smacking hand around here.”

“Oh yeah? What are you going to do? Spank
me?”

She was grinning as she said it, hoping he’d
say yes and take her to the bedroom for a little fun.

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

He pulled her over his knee and gave her
several whacks over her jeans. Then he helped her up and ordered
her to the bedroom.

“In the bedroom. Now. Get undressed and bend
over the bed.”

This was new. Bend over the bed? As in
leaning over it but supporting herself with her arms? Or on her
knees and bent over the bed at her waist?

And he sounded so stern. So…bossy…in charge,
and oh so sexy. Was he turning into one of those dominant type of
guys in her aunt’s books? If he was, she thought she had mixed
feelings about it. It was hot, and extremely sexy. But it wasn’t
something she desired outside of the bedroom.

“Did you hear me, Jenny? I said in the
bedroom. Now.”

“Uh…yeah. I heard you.” She went obediently
into the bedroom and got undressed.

Since the order to bend over the bed was
unclear, she chose to lean over it with her hands on the mattress,
and her arms supporting her. Her butt was sticking out and if she
lowered her shoulders to the bed, her ass would be a perfect target
for his hand or even his paddle, though so far he’d only used the
oar for punishment.

She didn’t hear him come in, but she felt
his hand caress her bottom.

“Were you a good girl while I was gone?”
Jenny could hear the slight teasing tone in his voice.

“I think so.”

“You only think so? You don’t know for
sure?” He slapped her ass lightly and she yelped at the unexpected
smack.

“I do know! I was a good girl!” She couldn’t
help giggling.

“So you’re saying you don’t deserve a
spanking?” Mike gave each cheek a few more whacks. His hand dipped
down between her legs and felt the dampness. “Hmmm, it feels like
you want one even if you don’t think you deserve one.”

Jenny’s belly tightened and she stuck her
butt out in an invitation for him to spank it.

“Oh god, Mike. Just spank me and then fuck
me!”

He gave her several sharp smacks, turning
her bottom a pretty tone of deep pink.

“Ooohh!” She cried out with every spank and
then stuck her bottom out for another one.

It didn’t take long for Mike’s cock to
become a hard shaft. Giving her ass a few more swipes, he stepped
directly behind her and leaned over her.

“Now, I’m going to fuck you.” He drove into
her and began thrusting hard and fast.

Holding on to her hips, he plowed into her,
pulling her back into his groin with every thrust. Jenny had
wrapped her arms around the pillow and was howling into it as the
intense waves of her orgasm ripped through her.

Mike thrust deep inside her one more time,
then stiffened and shuddered as he poured himself into her.

“Jeez,” Jenny said breathlessly. “I don’t
know what it is about a spanking, but it makes the sex so
incredibly hot.”

“Yeah, it does. And if you think that was
hot, wait until my surprise.”

“Come on, Mike. Tell me what it is.”

“Nope, I want it to be a surprise. You’ll
have to wait for Friday night.”

“What if it comes on Thursday? Will I still
have to wait?”

“I’m afraid so. It might take more time to
fully enjoy it than we usually have on a weeknight.”

Her curiosity was fully piqued now, but she
knew Mike wouldn’t tell her. “Will you at least give me a
hint?”

Knowing it would build her interest and
anticipation even more, he answered with, “Sure, it tastes like
strawberries and chocolate.”

“So it’s food?”

“Not exactly. But no more hints. You’ll have
to wait until Friday night.”

Jenny sighed in disappointment and got up to
get dressed. She needed to get back to her dorm and get some sleep.
Nora had given her extra hours she’d asked for and it was tiring
her out more than she’d anticipated.

Patrick showed up just before she was
leaving and he let them use his car so they wouldn’t have to
walk.

 


 


The week went by quickly. Jenny was busy
with classes, homework, and the extra hours on her job. She hadn’t
had any time to think about what the surprise might be. But now it
was Friday and she texted Mike to find out what time they would
meet that evening.

He answered he had afternoon practice and
wouldn’t be done until six. He’d want to take a shower and clean
up, but she could come over at about seven. Then he sent another
text.

Would you mind staying in tonight? I’m gonna
be a bit tired. We can go hang out with everyone tomorrow
night.

Jenny agreed. In fact, she preferred it
since this was the night she’d find out what the surprise was.

She hitched a ride with one of her friends
who was heading in that general direction. Thanks to the ride, she
was there about fifteen minutes early.

Mike answered the door and Jenny saw he was
dressed, but his blonde hair was still damp from the shower. He
looked so sexy she wanted to push him into his room and have her
way with him.

He pulled her inside and kissed her while
unzipping her jacket and slipping it off her shoulders. Hanging it
up on a peg next to his coat, he told her he already had their
dinner.

“I picked up some Chinese food; it’s keeping
warm in the oven.”

“Great, we haven’t had Chinese in a while.
But I want to know what the surprise is.”

“After we eat. Let’s go in the kitchen.”

Getting two plates from the cupboard,
silverware, and a couple of beers, Jenny began dishing out the rice
and the other choices on both their plates. Her favorite, shrimp
Egg Foo Yung, was in the first container. Mike didn’t care for it
and bought it just for her.

The other dishes were Sesame Chicken, Beef
and Broccoli, and a couple of egg rolls. There was enough food that
they’d have leftovers for Saturday.

Jenny finished her food first and waited
impatiently for Mike to finish his. She would almost swear he was
taking longer than usual on purpose.

“Mike, hurry up. I want to see my
surprise.”

“All right,” Mike said as he got up from the
table and walked over to the shelf where a narrow box was sitting.
He brought the box over to the kitchen table and started putting
the leftover food away while Jenny opened the package.

“Where did this come from? There's only a P.
O. Box number with no company name.”

“I'm sure you'll figure it out as soon as
you see what's inside.”

Jenny pulled the brown wrapping paper off
the box, ripped off the tape that sealed the box, and pulled out
two tissue-wrapped items. She tore off the tissue on the first item
and gasped when she saw it was a paddle with a heart shaped opening
in it.

Looking up at him she said, “Oh my, are you
going to spank my butt with this tonight?”

“Maybe, why don't you see what else is in
there first?”

Jenny took the tissue from the
second item and saw that it was a leather paddle. When she
looked at it a little longer, she decided it was more of a strap
than a paddle.

“This looks interesting,” She said with a
little smirk. She could feel her pussy getting damp already.

“I thought it would be a nice change from
just my hand or using that big oar I'm always worried I'm going to
hurt you with.”

“Well aren't you sweet? I wonder if you were
really thinking about my butt or about your hand hurting when you
spank me.”

Mike grinned and said, “May be a little bit
of both. Do you want to give them a try?”

“Yeah! I'm ready to try a little something
different.”

Using his best dominant voice, Mike said, “I
think you need a spanking. Go to the bedroom and get undressed.
Then I want you to lean over the bed like last time, with your ass
up in the air.”

“Oh, yes sir.” Jenny all but ran to the
bedroom, excited about her coming spanking.

Quickly stripping her clothes off, she
leaned over at the foot of the bed making sure she was comfortable
and her bottom pointing towards the ceiling.

Mike entered the room holding the shipping
box with the new toys. Jenny hadn't even seen the flavored
lubricants. When he saw her at the end of the bed with her bottom
facing the door, his cock became harder. He could see the evidence
that she was already wet and ready for him.

Putting the box on the dresser, Mike picked
up the wooden paddle first. Going to Jenny’s side, he put his left
hand on the small of her back and let the cool wood touch her
bottom.

So it's going to be the paddle first, Jenny
thought to herself.

“I'm going to give you a little warm-up with
the wooden paddle first, then were going to try the leather strap.
Are you ready?”

“Yes,” Jenny could barely get out the word,
she was so excited.

She felt the paddle moving over
her rear and then it lifted and came down in a sharp
crack, causing Jenny to let out a whoosh of air and a loud “Ow!”
This paddle had a lot more sting than the heavy rower’s paddle Mike
had been using. That one had more of a thud to it than a sting.

He paused for a few seconds, saw she was all
right, and smacked her again. After a total of six whacks with the
paddle, each one eliciting a yelp from Jenny, he put it down and
picked up the leather strap.

“I want you over my lap for this one,” Mike
said as he sat on the bed and patted his leg.

Jenny straightened up and rubbed her bottom.
“Do I have heart-shaped marks on my butt?”

He pulled her across his lap and ran his
hand over her soft skin. “Let me check it out…no, not really. Just
a couple of light spots. Maybe I didn’t smack you hard enough to
make an impression. Should we try again?”

“No! It made an impression, maybe just not
one that you can see.”

Mike wasted no time with the strap. He
brought it down on her ass smartly. Jenny’s cheeks tightened
together, but then she relaxed.

“Ooohhh…mmmm.”

He brought it down again, and she made the
same sounds. These were definite sounds of pleasure.

“You like this, huh?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s not like I expected at
all.”

Mike slapped her again with the strap, a
little harder this time and got a sharp intake of breath in
response, followed by more moans of desire.

He watched as pink stripes formed on her ass
and with every pleasurable moan, his cock grew harder. He peeked
between her legs and saw the telltale dew on her pussy.

Dropping the strap to the floor, he rolled
onto his back, taking her with him. Then he remembered the flavored
lubricants. Standing up, he undressed completely, and dug in the
box for the two small bottles.

“What’s that?” Jenny asked.

“You’ll see. It’ll be fun.”

Opening the strawberry flavored bottle, he
put a few drops on her pussy and clit. Then he handed her the
chocolate flavored one.

“Put a little on me, and then we’ll
taste.”

Her eyes widening at this new side of Mike,
she did as he said and then touched her finger to her tongue.

“Mmm, chocolate! Yum!”

With no further hesitation, she bent down
and took his chocolate flavored cock in her mouth. She licked and
sucked, smacking her lips every time she came up for air. Grabbing
the bottle, she put more on his cock, and some on his balls.

“Yummy. You taste just like a
fudgsicle.”

Shifting around so he could get to her pussy
with his mouth, he licked the length of her slit and gave her clit
a little extra attention.

“And you taste just like strawberries.”
Licking his lips, he put more on her and went back to lapping up
her sweeter than ever juices.

Jenny licked and sucked his balls, then
slowly worked her way up the full length of his shaft. She planted
little sucking kisses on him as she covered every part of his cock
with her lips and tongue.

They both took their time, enjoying the new
flavors and slowly took each other to the edge. Mike's fingers were
deep inside Jenny's pussy while his lips suckled on her engorged
clit.

Jenny was fondling his balls while she took
as much of his shaft as she could into her mouth. She felt on the
verge of exploding, and yet she wanted more.

She pulled her mouth away, quickly turned
around and got on top of him, impaling herself on his cock. He
grabbed her hips and guided her up and down, then lifted his head
to take a nipple in his mouth. He sucked fiercely on the nipple and
she threw her head back keening in ecstasy. Feeling the pulsing
throb of his cock inside her, Jenny leaned down and kissed Mike,
tasting the mix of the chocolate and strawberry flavors.

Without breaking the kiss, Mike flipped her
over so he was now on top and with a few hard thrusts, took them
both over the edge.

 





 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


The winter cold slowly gave way to spring.
Heavy outerwear was put away for lighter jackets and sweaters.
Boots were shoved in closets and students were spending more time
outdoors.

Jenny went to every rowing team competition
she could. Her boss at the gift shop had become much nicer after
Jenny had manned the shop all day by herself while Nora had to wait
for George to come and get her car started. She willingly gave
Jenny three Saturdays off so she could go cheer for Mike and the
rowing team.

Sarah’s grades had improved and she no
longer had to worry about losing her scholarship. Dennis didn’t let
up on her though. He asked every day if she was up to date with
homework and if she’d be able to pass a pop quiz.

Knowing things would only be worse for her
backside if she lied, Sarah always told the truth. Sometimes she
hesitated while she thought about her answer and that alone could
get her a session over Dennis’s knee. She had spent many a class
squirming in her seat trying to get comfortable after receiving a
sound spanking for slacking on the studying and homework.

Olivia had finished the book on Jenny’s
e-reader and had been so turned on by the hot sex scenes, she
promptly went to her boyfriend and asked him to spank her as
foreplay. He’d been more than willing and they both were very happy
with the turn their sex life had taken.

One by one, Olivia had purchased every one
of Aunt Naomi’s books and she was now considering asking her
boyfriend if he would spank her for stress relief. She was often
stressed out before a test or when she felt she had more homework
than she could handle. After reading about the benefits of stress
relief spankings, she wanted to give it a try.

Mike went to practice one Friday morning and
while changing in the locker room, a teammate approached him and
asked if they could talk privately. After practice they went out on
the dock and Steve confided his girlfriend, Lydia, had read a
couple of books and now wanted to include spanking as part of their
relationship.

“I don’t know what to do, Mike. The idea
sort of turns me on, but it scares me too. I’ve never spanked
anyone.”

Mike, unsure how to advise his friend,
simply said it might be worth trying. “Just go slow, take it real
easy and see how it goes. I don’t think you’ll hurt her if it’s
what she wants.”

“Yeah, but man…what would you do if Jenny
asked you to spank her?”

“I’d probably at least give it a try.” Mike
didn’t want to go into what he and Jenny did.

“The thing is,” Steve continued. “She wants
me to like be in charge of her. She said she wants to submit to me.
I thought women didn’t go for that shit anymore.”

Mike shrugged; he was at a loss. This was
getting into more than what he and Jenny were into.

“Maybe she’s just the kind of woman who is
naturally submissive. If you care about her, I’d say try to ease
into it and see how it goes. Might turn out she doesn’t like it as
much as she thinks she will.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I am the kind
of person who likes to be in charge. I like to make the decisions.
Hell, maybe this will work out for Lydia and me.”

Mike clapped his friend on the shoulder and
said, “Slow and easy, buddy. Take it slow and easy and be sure to
keep talking to her so you both know you’re going in the direction
you want.”

“Yeah, thanks Mike. And hey, uh…I’d rather
this didn’t get all over the campus. If you know what I mean.”

“No problem, man. This stays between
us.”

 


That same evening, at Daddy-O’s, Jenny had
whispered in his ear.

“I think everyone is reading Aunt Naomi’s
books! Olivia is getting spanked regularly, and so are several
other girls Sarah and I know. And wait till I tell you about
Lydia!”

Lydia? Mike wondered if while Steve was
trying to keep things quiet, Lydia was confiding in her friends
about her submissive desires.

“What’s up with Lydia?” He asked
cautiously.

“She wants Steve to be her Dom!”

“Okay, maybe we better talk about this when
we’re alone. Too many people might hear, and Lydia might not like
that.”

“Yeah, I know. We’ll talk later.”

 


 


Back in his apartment, Mike turned to her
and said, “Jenny, I’ve got to be honest with you. Steve came to me
and told me about Lydia. But instead of saying she wanted him to be
her Dom, he said she wants him to be in charge of her, to make all
the final decisions they would make together.”

“Isn’t that what being a Dom is?” Jenny
wasn’t one hundred percent sure, but that’s what she thought.

“Maybe, I guess to some degree anyway. I
think there’s all kinds of levels and people can turn it into
whatever works for them. Just like your aunt’s books say about
Domestic Discipline.”

“Yeah, you’re right. So what else did Steve
say?”

“He swore me to secrecy, babe. I only said
as much as I did because you told me Lydia talked to you.”

“I get it, that’s okay. Lydia didn’t ask me
to keep it quiet, but I haven’t told anyone but you.”

Mike wondered if Jenny had a hidden desire
to be more submissive. If she wanted him to be more dominating over
her.

“Hey, Jen, is that something you want? I
mean, for me to be more in charge, more dominating?”

“No! I mean, I like what we’re doing. I like
you acting all in charge in the bedroom, but I don’t want to be
submissive all the time. Do you? Want me to be submissive, I
mean?”

Mike kissed her and said, “I want you to be
the way you are. I love you just how you are now. We got that
little excuses versus lies problem of yours taken care of and the
rest of what we do is fun. I like it that way.”

“Good, me too. If I need help with any other
things that might come up, I’ll let you know. But for now, I’m
happy the way we are.”

“Oh yeah! I forgot one more thing,” Jenny
had more to tell. “Sue said Dave is going to spank her every time
she disrespects him! You know how she’s always saying he’s an idiot
or telling him to fuck off? Well, now when she does that, he’s
going to spank her!”

Mike laughed and said, “You’re aunt’s books
have really started something here on the campus.”

 


 


Professor Rogers taught philosophy and
noticed several of the young women in her classes did a lot of
squirming in their seats during class. It appeared to happen most
often on Mondays and there was some squirming on Tuesdays. The rest
of the week there was little or no squirming going on.

At first it was annoying to see all the
girls wiggling and readjusting the way they were sitting on the
hard plastic chairs, and she wondered if they were taking an
exercise class that was making them sore before her class.

By the time Wednesday came, and most—if not
all—of the movement ceased, Professor Rogers forgot about it until
the following Monday when it seemed to start up again. After a few
weeks of this, she noticed a few other things. The grades of the
squirmers were slowly improving. Their test scores were higher, and
they participated more in class discussions.

What Ms. Rogers did not know was these were
the girls who were being regularly spanked. They might have been
originally spanked for different reasons, but invariably schoolwork
became an issue and their significant others would take control of
the situation and bring their errant partners back in line.

The professor really didn’t care why these
students were doing better, nor did she ever consider the
squirming, wriggling, and readjustments might have anything to do
with the improvement in her students’ work. She was grateful
however because it made her look good as an instructor.

 


 


The last weeks before the spring semester
ended were very busy with studying for finals. Jenny and Mike saw
each other only on one night each weekend. It had to be either
Friday or Saturday night, not both.

Jenny was working every Saturday at the gift
shop for the full day which usually left her too tired to do much
studying. So she stayed in her dorm room on Friday nights, doing
homework and studying for finals.

After work on Saturdays, she went home,
showered and got ready for a night with Mike. They usually hung out
with friends for a while and then made their way back to Mike’s
apartment. Jenny would spend the night, they’d sleep in and then
have a late breakfast before Mike walked her back to her dorm to
finish studying for finals. The rest of the week they got by on
text messages and a few phone calls.

At last finals were over and there were just
a few days left before they said goodbye for the summer. The last
weekend of the spring semester had Jenny working the full day on
Saturday. It meant less time with Mike before they each went home
for the summer. Once she got off she hurried to her dorm and got
ready to go to Mike’s.

As always, when she arrived at Mike's
apartment, he opened the door before she had a chance to knock. It
made her feel good that he was always watching for her arrival.

“Hey babe,” Mike greeted her. “We’re
all done with the semester and we've got tonight and all day
tomorrow to ourselves. Do you want to go out for a couple hours and
hang out? It might be the last time we see some of these friends;
you never know what might happen during the summer and some of them
won't return.”

“Yeah, that's a good idea. I'd like to say
goodbye to some of them.”

“Good, leave your backpack here and let's
go. Patrick's already gone for the summer and said to tell you bye
and he'll see you next semester.”

“Too bad he already left, I would have liked
to say goodbye to him,” Jenny said as they walked out the door.

 Once they reached Daddy-O’s it was
obvious they would not be able to find a place to sit. The bar was
overcrowded and it took Mike several minutes to get a couple of
beers. The music was loud and it was difficult to hear anything.
Mike and Jenny worked their way through the bar stopping to talk to
their friends and say goodbye. It wasn't long before both of them
had enough of the noise and crowd; they were ready to go back to
Mike's apartment.

 

 


“Wow, I don't think I've ever seen that
place so packed,” Mike said as he let them into his apartment. “I
know I'm glad to be back here.”

 Jenny fixed them something to eat and
once the kitchen was cleaned up, Mike took her hand and led her to
the bedroom. He began to slowly undress her, kissing and caressing
each inch of her skin as it was exposed. She closed her eyes and
moaned her pleasure as she began unbuttoning his shirt. Slipping
her hands under the open shirt, she opened it further and leaned in
to kiss his chest before sliding the shirt down over his shoulders
and letting it fall to the floor.

This would be their last night together
until the fall semester and Mike intended to make the most of it.
Once they were both completely naked, they got on the bed and lay
in each other's arms, kissing and caressing each other's bodies,
savoring every touch.

“On your belly, babe.” Mike used his
dominant voice that Jenny found so sexy.

She flipped over immediately, knowing what
was coming. He liked to spank her while sitting next to her as she
lay on the bed. Her thighs squeezed together, her belly clenched in
anticipation, and her pussy was already wet.

He reached into the bedside table drawer and
pulled out the leather strap. It had become their favorite spanking
tool. Mike liked it because he felt it was the easiest implement to
control and he could be sure he wouldn't hurt her unduly. Jenny
liked it because the leather seemed to absorb the warmth of her
skin and it felt so much better than the cool wood paddles.

With his left hand touching her back, Mike
began with light little slaps of the strap on her bottom before
moving to the backs of her thighs. He worked up and down from the
top of her butt to just above her knees, only slightly increasing
the force he used.

“Open your legs for me,” Mike commanded.

She opened them wide, knowing he was going
to give the insides of her thighs little smacks. He used such a
light touch, it never really hurt, they were just little zingers
that brought her to an even greater state of excitement.

“Oh, that feels so good,” She murmured as
she brought her left hand down her side so she could touch him.

“Flip over on your back.”

She obeyed, and opened her legs when his
hand rested on her mound. Ever so lightly he tapped her pussy with
his fingers. Her belly tightened and she tried to put her legs
together.

“Trust me, Jenny. I won’t hurt you.” Mike
murmured in her ear.

She opened her legs again and now she felt
the leather strap against her slit. He began tapping with the
strap, very lightly. It didn’t hurt, the taps were so light. But
oh, how it excited her. She felt as though she could almost come
right then.

Her hand reached for his cock and she
stroked him as he continued to tap her pussy with the leather
strap. With each light tap, her belly contracted and her hips rose
as if to ask for more.

“Does it feel good, Jenny?” He asked
softly.

“Oh God, yes! I'm going to come, I'm going
to come right now.”

Mike dropped the strap and drove two fingers
into her dripping pussy while at the same time he leaned down and
took her clit in his mouth, sucking gently, feeling her pussy spasm
around his fingers as she came in a sudden orgasm.

“Your turn,” Jenny said when she could
finally speak again. Rolling to her side, she pushed him onto his
back.

She knelt between his legs and cupped his
balls in one hand while stroking his cock with the other. Leaning
down, she flicked her tongue on his shaft and then ran down the
length of him until she reached his balls. Gently, she took one in
her mouth and carefully rolled her tongue around it before
releasing it and doing the same to the other one.

Mike groaned and ran his fingers through her
long, silky hair. “Jenny, I can't take too much more of that.”

She looked up at him and grinned. “But I
want to make you come.”

Dipping her head, she kissed the tip of his
cock, and then opened her mouth and slid her lips down his shaft as
far as she could take it. Relaxing her throat, she tried to take
more before her gag reflex kicked in. She licked and sucked,
running her tongue around the edge of the head, and then tried to
take all of him in again.

Groaning again, feeling as though he was at
the tipping point, Mike took her shoulders and pulled her up on top
of him.

“I want to be inside you, I want to fuck
you.”

Flipping over so Jenny was on the bottom,
Mike rammed his throbbing shaft into her hot channel, bringing them
both to the peak and over it.

 


 


Mike had made plans for their last Sunday of
the semester together. He made arrangements with a local resident
to use their rowboat and he talked one of the cafeteria workers
into making a picnic lunch.

With the picnic lunch in his backpack, he
tossed an old blanket into the bottom of the boat, and then paddled
to a small island near the middle of the lake. Helping Jenny out of
the boat, he handed her the backpack and then secured the rowboat
with a rope to a log on the small beach.

There was no one else on the island, it was
uninhabited and mostly just used by the students occasionally. Few
of the students had their own boat to get to the island so Mike
could be fairly confident they would be alone.

Walking up the beach to a grassy area, Mike
spread the old blanket on the ground and began pulling out the
containers of their lunch from his backpack.

“Did you make all this stuff?” Jenny
asked.

“No, I asked Ms. Stevens from the cafeteria
if she would make us a couple of sandwiches and maybe throw in some
potato salad. Looks like she gave us a couple of pieces of apple
pie too.”

It was a beautiful late spring day, not a
cloud in the sky, warm sun shining with a slight breeze keeping it
from getting too warm. After they ate their lunch, they sat on the
blanket with Jenny sitting between Mike's legs and his arms wrapped
around her.

Mike was trying to work up the courage to
ask Jenny a very important question. He thought it might be easier
if they were walking so he stood up, pulling her with him.

“Come on, let's go for a walk around the
island.”

Jenny slipped her hand into his, feeling the
rough calluses he’d developed from rowing. It amazed her how gentle
such rough hands could be. She squeezed his hand and felt him
return the squeeze.

That little squeeze gave Mike the courage he
was looking for. He started talking in a somewhat rambling sort of
way.

“We've been going together for nearly two
years now and this is the second time I have to say goodbye to you
for the summer. I can’t imagine what it's going to be like not to
see you for nearly three months.”

“Me too,” Jenny said. “When I was younger I
always wished summer could last forever. But now I’d be happy to
stay in school year round.”

“I know you have two more years before
graduation. I’ve only got one more year. I probably shouldn't be
thinking of plans so far in the future. But I love you, Jenny. I
love you more than anything or anyone I've ever loved. I can't
imagine ever loving anyone like I do you, I can't imagine being
with anyone else but you.”

He stopped and fumbled in his pocket for
something, then turned to face her.

“This was my grandmother's engagement ring.
I want to spend the rest of my life with you, I want you to have
this ring. Hell, I’m messing this all up.”

Jenny stood there speechless. It was pretty
obvious to her what he was trying to ask. Even though there were
still a lot of things to work out, if he could only get the words
out, she would give him the answer she was sure he was hoping
for.

“Damn it, Jenny. I want you for my wife, I
want you forever. Will you marry me?”

With tears in her eyes, she leaped up into
his arms, locking her ankles around his waist and began kissing him
all over his face saying, “Yes, yes, yes! I love you. I want you. I
want to be your wife. Yes!”

Taking her face between his big hands, he
kissed her soundly. Then setting her back on her feet, he took her
left hand and slipped the old-fashioned ring on her finger. It fit
perfectly.

“It fits,” Mike said. “It’s meant to be.
You’re mine.”

“And you’re mine.”
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