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		Skirt Up Friday

		

		Paula Preston knew she had fallen in love as soon as she experienced their first illicit kiss. In love, yet a little lost and out of her depth. She had hoped to meet someone special one day, but she believed that special person would be a girl her own age, not a woman almost old enough to be her mother. The fresh-faced young junior (little more than a girl in truth) had suspected from an early age that she was a lesbian. Her inhibitions and the fear of rejection had held her back from expressing her feelings. At the time of joining the Company, Paula was a virgin, and a virgin she remained until the day the older and much more sophisticated (in Paula's eyes, anyway) Kathryn O'Brien took young Paula into her bed. Well, first there was that incident in the stationary cupboard. Looking back, that afternoon had seemed so surreal. The kiss, of course, turned out to be part of Kathryn's calculated seduction, the beginning of her gradual domination over the new office girl.

		

		Yet, Paula remembered the day with fondness. She recalled Kathryn's kiss as a moment of bliss, more so perhaps than the orgasm the older woman had all but forced from Paula's body. Yes, there had been that knee-trembling orgasm inside the stationary cupboard, along with the fear that she would explode or piss herself, or both. The woman had taken Paula by surprise, pushing her back against the wall, knocking the wind from her lungs and falling against the girl before Paula could recover. Kathryn's lips were upon Paula's in an instant, her probing tongue so insistent that Paula found herself yielding before she realised what was happening. Her resistance to Kathryn's onslaught was almost non-existent. To Paula's surprise, she started kissing back and as her confidence grew, she brought her own tongue into play.

		

		The suddenness of Kathryn's kiss masked the forcefulness of Paula's seduction. The woman's roaming hands were everywhere — squeezing Paula's firm breasts, stroking her rapidly extending nipples, grabbing her hips, lifting her skirt and squeezing her bottom. Paula remained wide-eyed and quietly passive, not even complaining when Kathryn pinched her nipples rather too hard for comfort, although the unexpected pain did elicit a groan into the woman's mouth, which could have been mistaken for encouragement. The only time Paula started to squirm and show any resistance was when Kathryn's hand snaked between the girl's thighs. The woman was heavier and stronger and she quickly had her fingers curled into Paula's sex. Of course, Paula could have cried out. There were people just the other side of the thin partition wall, and Kathryn hadn't even fully closed the door! Paula was almost breathless, but if she had wanted, she could have shouted for help. For whatever reason, she didn't. She didn't! Soon, Paula had lost the opportunity and Kathryn started rubbing (quite roughly), so the material of Paula's thin skirt moved with the woman's fingers, causing friction beneath. The experienced woman knew exactly where to rub and Paula's clitoris, quietly nestled in the warmth, awoke from its slumber, filling with blood and growing hard — so hard Paula's 'secret nubbin' throbbed incessantly. Kathryn was relentless; rubbing until the throbbing in Paula's clitoris became almost painful, then taking Paula beyond the point of pain into something strangely wonderful. Paula knew she was going to come — and soon. She could not stop the inevitable explosion.

		

		Paula had never climaxed in front of anyone, and the sudden realisation that Kathryn would be the first to witness Paula's reaction sent the girl over the edge into orgasm. Paula erupted in a fit of animal-like frenzy, grinding her sex against Kathryn's hand in a wanton display of arousal. Yet, somehow, she managed not to make undue noise. She clung to the woman for as long as she could, which wasn't long, because Kathryn quickly disengaged and stepped away, leaving Paula to tremble on uncertain legs. Paula had never come so fast or so hard! She opened her eyes to find Kathryn smiling, but that was the only indication of the woman's feelings. Kathryn didn't say a word. In fact, they hadn't spoken since the two women had entered the stationary cupboard. Kathryn eyed the girl from head to foot, as if assessing her 'performance'. Paula's cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, her discomfort not helped my Kathryn's non-plussed attitude. The woman kissed Paula on her burning cheek and left without as much as a backwards glance. Paula remained in the cupboard a long time, afraid that one of her colleagues would see the guilt in her eyes, or could tell from her flushed face of the dirty deed she had committed on the other side of the partition wall. She had only gone into the stationary cupboard for a notebook, when Kathryn followed and had given her much more. In truth, Paula was a little stunned by the encounter. Who wouldn't be? She only moved when Sally came in for a new printer cartridge. Paula reluctantly went back to her desk, remembering too late that she hadn't picked up the notebook, after all.

		

		Paula looked up and could see Kathryn working on the other side of the glass partition as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. She didn't know what to make of the office manager, especially when on delivering the afternoon mail Kathryn didn't so much as glance in Paula's direction. The woman made Paula feel as if she were invisible, a feeling that increased as the days passed without so much as a simple acknowledgement or smile. Yet, each time the two women crossed paths and Paula happened to catch Kathryn's eye, she felt her cheeks redden with embarrassment. Kathryn had been the one to instigate the kiss, to instigate everything, and yet Paula was full of guilt for her weakness in not resisting. She didn't know why she should feel guilty. Yet, guilt was part of her nature. A burden had followed Paula around ever since she first realised she was attracted to girls, before that even, when she first started masturbating and had to face her parents' afterwards.

		

		The new office girl was still trying to fathom Kathryn O'Brien several weeks later. There hadn't been any significant interaction between the two women, certainly no repeat of what had happened on her first day! Yet, Paula secretly hoped there would be a follow-up of some kind. She had an inkling that Kathryn was interested in her; a feeling confirmed one morning in a quiet corridor. As they walked towards and passed each other, Kathryn stopped the girl. Kathryn looked the girl over as the woman had a tendency to do during quiet moments when they were alone. "Turn around." Paula did, a little bemused but her heart beating wildly. She knew Kathryn was scrutinising her figure, studying her from head to foot and back again, eyes lingering over her breasts, before looking into her eyes once more. "You look pretty this morning, Paula."

		

		Paula smiled. "Thank you Ms O'Brien."

		

		"What are you wearing underneath the skirt?"

		

		The question puzzled Paula. The day was bright and warm with no need for heavy clothing. "Nothing. I mean panties obviously."

		

		"Obviously. Pretty too, I suppose. May I see?"

		

		"I'm sorry?"

		

		"I'd like to see them, Paula. Quickly now!"

		

		Incredibly, Paula found herself lifting the front of her skirt to show Kathryn her panties. In her opinion, they were pretty. She looked nervously in both directions to make sure no one could see while she held the hem up. Kathryn nodded, thanked the girl and walked on, leaving Paula somewhat flabbergasted. The way Kathryn treated Paula was inappropriate given their difference in status, but for some reason Paula didn't mind. Ever since that first encounter she had nurtured a desire for the woman, and she rather liked the notion that Kathryn actually fancied her in return. In fact, Paula got a secret thrill each time Kathryn spoke to her in a commanding way. Sometimes she found herself staring through the glass partition of Kathryn's office, daydreaming of them both together when she should be busy working. The weeks passed and Paula settled into the job.

		

		The rest of the office staff were generally nice. All except Laura Jones. For some reason Laura took an instant dislike to Paula. Her hostility didn't amount to much at first — the odd catty remark, the occasional snide comment. Paula ignored the comments, ignored Laura the best she could. Despite that, Laura became the bane of Paula's office life. As the weeks passed and Paula's attraction towards Kathryn became obvious, Laura's bullying intensified. Paula cowered whenever Laura shouted at her, so avoided the woman whenever she could, which was not always possible as the daily routine of their jobs often brought them into contact. Laura seemed to pick up on the fact that Paula wanted to avoid confrontation and like all bullies that only made the woman's conduct worse. Paula knew she should have reported Laura before her behaviour got out of hand, but she was the new girl in the office and didn't want other staff to think of her as a snitch.

		

		After the latest incident, Paula had had enough, so she mentioned the bullying to Kathryn. Paula knew she should deal with the situation herself, but she was hoping that Kathryn had some insight as to why Laura was so beastly towards her or at least offer a suggestion of what she should do. Yet, Kathryn's reaction wasn't what the girl expected. She simply smiled. "No doubt Laura is jealous"

		

		"Jealous? Of me?"

		

		"Yes, you! I like you Paula. I don't think you realise what a sexy young woman you are. I know Laura has noticed too. Mine isn't the only pussy you make tingle, and I expect the boys pester you relentlessly for dates."

		

		"I'm not interested in boys!"

		

		"Is that so? What are you interested in?"

		

		"Girls. You!"

		

		"I see. Then perhaps you'll allow me to kiss you?" Kathryn stepped closer to Paula and a tremor of anticipation swept over the girl. Paula looked through the glass partition to the office beyond and the staff working at their desks. "What here? Now?"

		

		"I thought you were interested in me. No one will look in here. They're all too busy."

		

		"I look. I watch you sometimes."

		

		"When you should be working?" Kathryn placed her hand on Paula's hip. "I should punish you for snooping on me." She gave Paula's bottom a firm slap. "Would you like me to punish you Paula?"

		

		"I don't know… I haven't…"

		

		"A spanking now for wasting company time would settle your indecision. Unfortunately, I have a meeting to attend shortly."

		

		Paula was wide-eyed with curiosity. "Are you into that sort of thing, Ms O'Brien?"

		

		"Oh yes!" Kathryn stared into Paula's eyes. "Any special friend of mine would have to accept that. Would you like to be my special friend Paula?"

		

		"I don't know what that means?"

		

		"I'm sure you do!" Kathryn kissed Paula on the mouth and once again, the girl yielded willingly. Afterwards, Kathryn took a key from her pocket and pressed it into Paula's hand. "Do you know the records store in the basement?" Paula nodded. "Be inside at one o'clock and I'll show you. Now, I must dash."

		

	
		

		Despite some serious reservations, Paula went to the records store at the appointed time. In walked Kathryn, bold as brass, a beaming smile on her face. Despite her growing feelings for Kathryn, Paula was still a little frightened of the woman. Besides, she was Paula's boss and the thought of doing anything to upset Kathryn added yet more burden on the girl. She tried so hard to please the woman. Kathryn read the concern on Paula's face. "Why so worried? You haven't done anything wrong. In fact, I have a surprise for you. A present!" Kathryn stood to one side and Laura peered in through the opening, a little red-faced and glassy-eyed. Laura entered quietly, checking the coast was clear before closing the door behind her. The woman looked decidedly sheepish, staring at the ground and idly twisting a button on her blouse. Kathryn coughed quietly, breaking the silence. She looked at Laura. "Haven't you something you want to say to Paula?"

		

		Laura looked uneasily from Kathryn to Paula and back again, yet she remained silent. "Laura?" Paula's heart sank. It was obvious that Kathryn was forcing Laura to apologise. Didn't she realise there was no point? Now the other girls in the office would think she was weak, or worse — a rat. Paula was about to speak up when Kathryn placed a slender finger to her lips, indicating she should remain silent. Laura looked at Paula with hate-filled eyes. "Paula, I'm sorry that I've been so horrid to you. Please forgive me."

		

		"And?" Kathryn prompted.

		

		"I've been thoroughly bad."

		

		"Paula already knows what a bitch you've been. Get to the point Laura!"

		

		"I need you to punish me."

		

		"What does that mean?" Paula asked innocently.

		

		"It means that you my little cherub are going to spank her." Kathryn's eyes were sparkling with mischief as she spoke. "Yes, you!"

		

		Paula couldn't believe what she had heard. What was she to say? Was she supposed to take their request seriously, and spank the woman who had been taunting her, so that afterwards they could shake hands and part as friends? The situation seemed a little far-fetched, beyond bizarre. Kathryn turned towards Paula, and smiled wickedly. "I know this is a shot out of the blue, but there are certain aspects of your job that only Laura can show you." Laura has been my bitch for so long that the stupid girl became jealous when I employed you. Totally out of line, of course. Laura's a slut and as such, expendable. There are plenty more where she came from. Kathryn studied the small room for a moment. "Bend over the table Laura, or would you prefer Laura across your lap Paula?"

		

		Obviously, the two women were in on some joke. Still, Paula watched open-mouthed as Laura shuffled slowly over to the table like a condemned prisoner in chains. The woman looked over her shoulder sullenly as if expecting a last minute reprieve from her boss. When salvation did not come, Laura hesitantly rested her arms on the table, and bent forward at the waist until she pressed her torso flat against the tabletop. She adopted the position so readily that it was obvious that this was not the first time she had been across the table.

		

		"You actually want me to spank Laura?" Paula was still waiting for one of the women to break into laughter. Surely, this had to be a joke, a set-up. However, neither woman looked like they were about to break into laughter. Not Laura and certainly not Kathryn. Paula looked from one to the other incredulously. Both women silently watching Paula in return, Kathryn pan-faced and deadly serious. "I said so didn't I? However, if you believe Laura needs a harsher punishment we have the means."

		

		Kathryn cocked her head slightly. A wry smirk crept across her face. "Surely Laura has explained your duties? Take careful note Paula. Next week this will be you bent over that table."

		

		"Me?"

		

		"Yes you! Each and every Friday. Skirt-up Friday, hey Laura?" Kathryn grinned. "A little joke of mine. To be honest, I can hardly wait to see your pert little bottom exposed and blistered, can't wait to feel that exquisite pink tongue of yours on my hot flesh in gratitude. You eat pussy don't you?"

		

		Paula felt herself blush. "No. Well, I haven't…"

		

		"Oh well, you have plenty of time to learn."

		

		"Ms O'Brien—Kathryn, I don't think I can spank Laura."

		

		"Nonsense! Bright girl like you."

		

		"I mean, I don't believe I want to."

		

		"Oh! That's such a shame. I already had you marked for promotion."

		

		"You did?"

		

		"I'm rising through the ranks Paula. You can rise with me if you are prepared to indulge in some of my little eccentricities. You know this doesn't need to be complicated. All you have to do is follow my instructions and I will lead you where I know you want to go. It really is that simple. Do you think you can do that?"

		

		Little eccentricities! Kathryn's request was tantamount to bribery. Yet, Paula desperately wanted to succeed in her chosen profession. Paula looked Kathryn in the eyes. She was certain the woman would not be content until she had witnessed her administer Laura's punishment and Paula had agreed to take Laura's place as Kathryn's whipping girl. The older woman had a determined look on her face. What Paula actually wanted was more time to think, more time to understand. Yet, she was actually contemplating playing Kathryn's sordid games. Kathryn waited expectantly. Paula knew she should walk away, knew she should refuse Kathryn's outlandish suggestion. At least she should delay any decision she may regret. Say no! It was one little word: No. All Paula had to do was open her mouth and say no. She couldn't. Paula didn't want to disappoint, didn't want to upset, and didn't want to make Kathryn angry. Paula had a thousand and one other excuses she could have made to justify her hesitation. Yet, in the end, saying nothing was easier. She would let Kathryn make the decision for her. Paula nodded her head slowly.

		

		"Good girl."

		

		Paula felt suddenly relieved. She felt certain also that if she did as Kathryn asked she would expedite Paula's career in her usual efficient manner. Of course, Paula would have preferred the whole situation to go away, however she couldn't stay cocooned from the real world any longer. Paula had to fend for herself. "Will it hurt?"

		

		Kathryn laughed. "Licking pussy?"

		

		Now, the woman was teasing her. "The spanking?"

		

		"Perhaps you should ask Laura. After all, she comes back for more every Friday. No one forces you, do they Laura?"

		

		"No, Ms O'Brien."

		

		Even to the inexperienced Paula, Laura's reply lacked conviction, her voice sounding weak and hesitant. Paula had never heard Laura so submissive, had never seen her kowtow to anyone. Laura's bottom stuck up, pert and firm. Paula had to admire its firmness in a woman almost twice her age. Kathryn must have thought so too, for she couldn't resist running her hands over the protruding orbs before turning back to face Paula. "As for the other, I'm guessing you've never had tongue on your young pussy otherwise you would know how exquisite it feels. We shall have to remedy that won't we Laura?"

		

		"Yes, Ms O'Brien."

		

		"But first, let me explain how this works." Kathryn reached to the back of a dusty shelf, retrieved a small riding crop hidden there. She laid it menacingly on the table in front of Laura, then took a blank post-it note out of her pocket and held the note up so Paula could see. "Well Laura, what would you say was reasonable punishment for being mean to young Paula? How many strokes should you receive? I already have a number in mind, but I'll let you decide. However, to keep things interesting, if you choose less than the number I have chosen I will double my initial estimate."

		

		Paula saw Laura's face pale. No wonder. The poor woman had to decide her own fate, knowing Kathryn could modify the number to fit her own sense of warped justice. Too few and she would get more anyway. Too many and she was condemning herself to unnecessary punishment. Laura faced a cruel dilemma. One that Paula guessed thrilled Kathryn.

		

		"Ten?" Laura whispered hopefully.

		

		"Oh dear!" Kathryn sighed in mock sympathy. "I was thinking more like twenty." She crumpled the post-it note and threw the paper in the wastebasket. "Bad luck. Forty it is then!" Kathryn handed Paula the riding crop. It felt light in the girl's hand. Even if Paula had intended to hurt Laura, surely it would be difficult to apply enough force. Still, forty seemed a considerable amount of strokes and the spanking was primarily symbolic in Paula's eyes. Kathryn must have spotted Paula's uncertainty. She reached for the crop, took it from the girl. "Quite right Paula. You should use your bare hand." Kathryn ran her fingers over Paula's cheek then patted her bottom with the crop. "We'll save this for later." Kathryn's tone remained threatening and the significance of her action was not lost on the young woman.

		

		The situation was getting worse. Now Paula would feel every spank. Paula approached Laura's proffered bottom, stood to one side, raising her arm for the first strike.

		

		"Wait!" Paula looked at Kathryn. "Haven't you forgotten something Paula?"

		

		Paula waited for Kathryn to tell her what that missing something was. "You can't punish Laura properly like that. This is skirt up Friday, after all." She smiled again. "Let's see some bare bottom!" Paula heard Laura's protest mingle with her own, but they fell on deaf ears. Kathryn O'Brien had made up her mind what they had to do. They would play the scene Kathryn's way. "Perhaps you would care to change your mind Laura? Paula?" Laura's reply was hesitant, but the prospect of baring her bottom in front of Kathryn and Paula obviously wasn't as bad as Kathryn's unspoken threat. "No, Ms. O'Brien."

		

		"Paula?" The girl took the cowards option, remained silent.

		

		"Good." Kathryn nodded curtly in Paula's direction and she understood the nod to be the signal to proceed. Paula took hold of the hem of Laura's skirt, raised the material to her waist. Underneath the plain grey flannel, the older woman wore a pair of black lace panties more appropriate for eveningwear than for the office. "Ah, Friday knickers. Looks like you anticipated this after all, Laura," Kathryn mocked.

		

		Tentatively, Paula curled her fingers into the waistband of Laura's panties, registered a strange thrill as Laura tensed at her touch. The young woman felt suddenly empowered. Even though Paula felt sorry for Laura, she still wanted to humiliate the woman for all the bad days — all the bad things she had said to, and about her. Paula considered how she would feel in Laura's situation. Wouldn't it be more dramatic to make the woman take her knickers off herself? How much more humiliating!

		

		"Laura, pull down your knickers!" Paula tried to sound commanding but her tone still sounded girlish. Not surprisingly Laura didn't move. The woman's resistance angered Paula. Without thinking, she slapped Laura's upper thigh with her hand. The sound of flesh against flesh echoed around the small room. Laura bucked at the unexpected pain. Paula glanced towards Kathryn who seemed impressed with her improvisation. "I said pull down your knickers!" This time Laura didn't hesitate. She reached behind, slowly drew them down her legs. "Stop!" For some reason, Paula found the sight of Laura's knickers at half-mast most pleasing, if a little shocking. Paula had never seen a woman exposed like this.

		

		Now, Paula was keen to get the spanking over. She let her hand fall across Laura's buttocks, watched fascinated as the woman's fleshy globes reddened, then glowed in a series of hand-shaped blotches before her eyes. Laura let out a plaintive whine. She wriggled. She squirmed. It was only after fifteen strokes that Paula regretted not making Laura call out the count after each. At thirty strokes, Laura's bum became bright red and Paula could make out a glistening wetness between the woman's parted thighs. Incredibly, Paula's own excitement was rising, for once her submissive nature held at bay as she made her former tormentor dance for her pleasure. When the young woman had finished, Kathryn gave a little clap of appreciation. Paula knew Kathryn was mocking her for she had not been overly harsh on Laura, though Laura might disagree. Kathryn walked over to the panting woman, pressed her palm between Laura's thighs. "You're wet, Laura. This should have been a punishment, yet you seem to have enjoyed the new bitch spanking you. Did you enjoy having this slip of a girl punish you Laura?"

		

		"Yes, Ms O'Brien."

		

		Kathryn turned towards Paula, held up her wet finger. "Evidently! Feel how wet she is Paula."

		

		Paula froze, unable to move.

		

		"I said feel her!" Hesitantly, Paula obeyed, her hand joining Kathryn's between Laura's spread legs. This was rapidly becoming a day of firsts. Paula had never touched another woman before. "Now, don't be shy. Have a good feel," Kathryn teased.

		

		Paula rubbed her fingers along the full length of Laura's pussy, feeling her wetness, surprised by the woman's fierce heat. Her heavy juices clung to Paula's fingers, coating them, making them sticky. Then Kathryn's fingers started to move slowly against Laura's sex and Laura groaned. Kathryn half-turned to face Paula, kissed the girl gently on her lips. Paula's head started to spin. At that point, everything seemed so surreal. Paula was caught in a bizarre lesbian threesome and loving every exciting minute! When finally she broke away the tingle remained, had somehow spread to her pussy. This was the most peculiar day of Paula's young life. It was beyond fantasy—kissing a woman while they both had their fingers buried between the thighs of a third.

		

		Kathryn continued teasing Laura, both with her words and her actions. "Would you like us to finger you now Laura? Perhaps give you a good frigging? Both of us?" Paula felt Kathryn's fingers slip inside Laura's pussy and the poor woman bucked involuntarily. The girl could tell the way Laura's whole body twitched that the humiliating pleasure of having them both touch her was too much for the woman to bear. Still Kathryn teased and Paula got a sense then of her intoxicating power. "Perhaps you would prefer one of us to frig you back here?" So saying, Kathryn removed her juice-laden finger from Laura's pussy, eased it into the woman's puckered anus. Laura groaned loudly, involuntarily pushing her bottom backwards, forcing Kathryn's finger deeper. Laura clearly was no stranger to that illicit pleasure.

		

		Paula watched on fascinated as Kathryn slowly frigged Laura's arse. The young woman had never witnessed anything so dirty, so vulgar. She could feel her own wetness between her legs. In sympathy, Paula couldn't resist slipping two fingers into Laura's dripping wetness. The woman cried out, pleading for release, so Paula clutched at Laura's clitoris with her other hand, pumping her fingers deeper; finger-fucking her colleague as if this were the most natural thing in the world. All at once, Laura's orgasm exploded. She bucked wildly against both their hands, drawing their fingers deeper. Paula watched as the woman moved this way and that in a vain attempt to have all at once. She writhed against them in abandoned ecstasy for several long moments before falling seemingly exhausted onto the table.

		

		Paula held her breath, felt her heart beating wildly, her fingers still buried deep inside Laura as the woman's pussy clutched to them. The girl didn't know coming that hard was possible.

		

		Paula glanced at Kathryn wide-eyed. She looked as red-faced as Paula felt. The young woman could see the lust in Kathryn's eyes, knew she was quietly squeezing her thighs together. Paula did the same, desperately wanting to touch her pussy, wanting Kathryn to touch her as they waited for Laura's spasms to wan and eventually die. Paula's desire was getting the better of her, her need building. She no longer cared about her precious dignity. Paula was prepared to do anything. Kathryn sensed her need too. She grabbed Laura's hair, lifted the woman's head from the table. "On your knees bitch and thank Paula!"

		

		Instinctively, Paula lent back against the bookcase on the far wall, spread her legs, lifting her skirt. Paula longed to touch her burning pussy. She was so excited she was quite prepared to service herself. Paula didn't need to. The young woman watched disbelieving through glazed eyes as Laura dropped to her knees, and slowly crawled towards where she stood on trembling legs. It was a strange sensation. No one ever had fallen to their knees for Paula before. No one had ever crawled between her legs. No one had ever — Oh my god!

		

		Laura kissed the front of Paula's panties then pulled them down, almost ripping them in her eagerness to get to the young woman. Paula too was keen to discover this new pleasure. She put her hand to the back of Laura's head, pulling her forwards until Laura pressed her mouth hard against Paula's sex. The young woman almost came at Laura's first touch, as the woman's tongue tentatively worked its way up the length of her pussy. When Laura reached Paula's clitoris the girl had to hold tight. Paula opened her eyes to find Kathryn staring directly at her. Knowing Kathryn watched, knowing her boss possibly imagined herself between Paula's legs almost sent the girl over the edge. Still, the young woman held on, curious now. She wanted to feel Laura's tongue inside her, wanted to know what it felt like. Paula grabbed Laura's mane of thick curly hair, forcefully pulled her face closer into her, rubbing herself against the woman's face. Paula couldn't believe that Laura, her tormentor for so long was lapping her slavishly! From out of nowhere, sordid images filled Paula's head, vile words spewed forth. "Eat me you dirty cunt licker!" The young woman didn't want to abuse Laura, but she was past self-control. Paula was going to come and come hard!

		

		She reached up with her free hand, squeezed her breasts, and pinched her nipples. Then Paula felt Laura's tongue push into her and she was coming, wringing her hands in Laura's hair, pulling the woman close. Paula's orgasm washed over her like a wave, came crashing down, robbing the girl of all thought and reason. She humped her hips back and forth in a tiny arch, enjoying the sensation of Laura's wet lips moving over her clitoris until she couldn't bear the pressure any longer. Paula pushed Laura away and let her dress fall over the woman's head, embarrassed. She waited in silence for Laura to move or say something.

		

		Paula could see that Kathryn had become impatient for some action of her own, impatient to feel the young woman's inexperienced tongue lapping at her sex no doubt. There was no way Kathryn intended to wait now. Paula was keen also, but she owed a debt to Laura to leave the woman with some dignity. Paula couldn't just run and leave Laura sprawled on the floor. Eventually Laura surfaced — smiling. The woman rose, stood in front of Paula, and looked at the girl curiously, as if for the first time. On impulse, Paula pulled the woman to her, kissed her deeply, her tongue searching for Laura's tongue. Paula could taste herself on Laura's lips. A wonderfully wicked sensation. When they broke, Laura simply said, "I'm sorry." This time Paula knew she meant it.

		

		"Very touching!" Kathryn's impatience broke the mood. "Paula I need to see you in my office straight away!" Paula could detect a touch of jealousy in Kathryn's voice. Paula joined her boss at the door, feeling strangely confident—liberated. Paula had discovered a side to her sexuality that hitherto she did not know existed. Maybe she would become Kathryn's whipping girl, but that would be her choice, not Kathryn's. Paula paused for one last look at Laura. The older woman looked back expectantly, her eyes still glazed. Laura looked years younger than when she walked in, yet there were tears in her eyes. Paula experienced a pang of guilt. After years in a relationship, Kathryn was effectively replacing Laura with a younger model — with her! Paula turned to Kathryn. "Maybe Laura and I could share this duty? In fact, I insist."

		

		Kathryn looked thunderously angry. She slapped Paula's face. "You've got a lot to learn bitch!"

		

		Paula touched her stinging cheek, but held Kathryn's gaze. "I know, but who better to teach me than Laura?"

		

		Seeming exasperated with the new girl, yet obviously keen to savour Paula's delights fully, Kathryn agreed.

		

		Her tears abated, Laura approached and handed Kathryn the crop. "I expect you'll need this!" The woman looked at Paula and smiled wickedly.

		

		"Thank you Laura, I believe I shall." Kathryn prodded Paula in the back with the crop. "Well Paula, you've got your wish, now move! I think it's about time someone broke your cherry."

		

		

		Last Word

		

		Thank you for reading this lesbian spanking story. I do hope you enjoyed it!

		

		The best way to thank an author is to take a few moments to leave a review or feedback. It’s always inspiring to hear from readers.

		

		Follow Beverly's blog at http://beverly.langland.me.uk/blog

		

		You may also like Beverly’s other stories and books — details can be found at http://beverly.langland.me.uk
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