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Chapter One

 


 


Francine was nervous as hell. She was a full
thirty minutes early for her appointment. What should she do? Park
and sit in the car for twenty minutes before going in? Or should
she kill some time driving around? No, she was going to park and
walk into the hotel. She could kill the time in the lobby. That
would be better than driving around and risking being late.

Brenda, her new boss, had made it clear that
she was to arrive at every appointment on time. Not one minute
late. Brenda had built her business, Executive Escorts, by running
a tight ship. She expected all of her escorts to look and act like
professionals.

They were not to wear any revealing clothes
and no heels higher than three and a half inches. Brenda said heels
higher than that screamed call girl. If they were dressed like
professional business women, they would be able to breeze into any
hotel and head for the client’s room without drawing any attention
or suspicion as to their real purpose for being there.

Not that Brenda would ever claim there was
another reason for her ladies to be going to strange men’s hotel
rooms besides simply serving as an escort. Brenda didn’t want to
know any details of what went on when the ladies were escorting
their clients to dinners and other business events. She
specifically didn’t want to know about anything that went on in the
client’s hotel room.

The fee Brenda charged was three hundred
dollars an hour for her escorts. She took a third of it and the
escort would keep the remaining two hundred.

What an escort did with the client was their
business. Brenda simply served as a service for executives to find
someone to have dinner with, take to a business dinner event, and
sometimes even just for a tour of the area. The fee was for the
escort’s time. What was done in that time was not Brenda’s
concern.

 


Francine sat in the hotel lobby and looked at
her watch. Fifteen more minutes to go. She would wait ten more
minutes and then take the elevator up to the eighteenth floor and
knock on Joe Ryan’s door.

This would be her fourth escort appointment
since she made the decision to get in this business. It had not
been easy to make up her mind about this, but it was the quickest
way to earn enough money to support herself and her two little
girls while she went to nursing school. It also had the most
flexibility for scheduling.

Thank goodness for her mother, Gail, who
watched the girls for her while she went to school. Francine felt
very bad every time she lied and told her mother that she was going
to the library to study. She’d also lied and said she got a job at
an internet company a few nights a week. That was sort of true,
since the escort service did have a website and even made
appointments on their site. Or so she tried to tell herself.

Francine had serious doubts that this
appointment would be as easy as the previous three had been. All
three of those had been pure luck for her.

The first one was a guy named Steve who was
so friendly that he put Francine at ease right away. He was an
older guy, maybe about sixty-five or seventy. Steve knew how the
game was played and paid her right up front with three one hundred
dollar bills that she put in her purse. Then they’d sat on the
small sofa in his room and just talked for about thirty minutes or
so. Eventually he had unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out.
It was already hard and Steve took Francine’s hand and put it on
his shaft. Then he guided her hand up and down with his hand. In
less than ten seconds, Steve spurted his cum and it was all
over.

When Francine suggested they give him a
little time to rest and then try again, Steve said, “It’s nice of
you to offer, sweetheart. But I’m not a young kid anymore. Once is
all I’m up for in one night.”

Francine felt bad for him, but she didn’t
really know what else she could do. To tell the truth, she was kind
of relieved that she had not had to have sex with him. She stayed
the full hour, even a little over, and then Steve gave her another
hundred dollar bill ‘for being such a nice girl’ and offering him a
chance to try again.

When Francine left Steve’s room, she
immediately called the office to report she was out of the
appointment, safe, and on her way to her car. That was another rule
of Brenda’s. Always check in upon arrival and again when you were
completely out of the room. If the client ended up wanting more
time then that had to be reported as well. The rules were there for
the safety of the ladies and Brenda insisted they all follow this
rule.

Her second appointment was a man named Vinnie
who was about fifty and more than a little bit overweight. Francine
wondered how she was going to manage to have sex with this guy. She
thought he must have weighed over three hundred fifty pounds and
there was no way she was going to let him get on top of her. She
didn’t think it could work even with her on top of him.

He paid her up front, she checked in with the
office, and when she got off the phone he was already undressed and
laying on the bed.

“You don’t have to bother getting undressed
honey,” he told her. “I’m too big for anything but a blow job.”

Francine dug a condom out of her purse and
the flavored gel to kill the taste of the latex. She expertly (due
to the numerous times she’d practiced on a banana) slipped it on
his fairly small dick and then knelt between his legs. A little
squirt of strawberry gel and she closed her eyes and went to
work.

It didn’t take him long; he came in just a
few minutes. He patted her head and said, “Thanks honey, that was
great. Just what I needed tonight.”

He sat up and then made his way to the
restroom to dispose of the condom. He was in there for a long time,
more than ten minutes. Francine was wondering if she should knock
on the door and ask if he was okay. Finally, he came out and they
chatted for a few more minutes.

Francine wasn’t sure what to do. He’d paid
for an hour and she’d been there for less than thirty minutes. Some
of the more experienced girls had told her she could leave once she
got the guy off as long as she didn’t act like she was rushing him.
But she didn’t feel right about doing that. The other girls had
also told her a client gets to get off only once, if he wants more
he’s gotta pay more.

Vinnie solved her dilemma by saying, “I gotta
get some sleep, Frannie. Thanks for coming by.” He patted her on
the leg and got up to walk her to the door.

“Thank you, Vinnie. Have a good night.” She
said as she walked out the door. Down in the lobby, she made her
phone call to check out and then went home. One appointment for
each night she worked was all she wanted to do for now. Her plan
was to work three nights a week.

Her third call was the easiest of all so far.
Dave let her in, took care of the finances and then asked her to
sit next to him while he finished watching the replay of some game.
Francine was a little leery of this man. He reeked of liquor and
was slurring his words. She hoped he wasn’t going to give her a
hard time.

They sat there for about fifteen minutes and
when the show was over Francine turned to Dave and found that he
was passed out. She nudged him, spoke to him, and tried to wake him
up. But he was out. He was breathing and Francine even checked his
pulse to make sure he was okay. Then she switched channels on the
TV and watched a sitcom until her hour was up. The last thing she
wanted was for Dave to wake up, find her gone, and feel like he was
cheated.

 


It was time to go up to Joe’s room. Francine
took the elevator, smiled politely at another woman who got off on
the twelfth floor, and made her way to room eighteen forty-two.

Joe Ryan was drop dead gorgeous! He had dark
eyes, almost black hair, high cheekbones that gave him an exotic,
Native American look. The dimple in one cheek was just adorable.
Francine wondered why a guy that looked so hot would call an escort
service. He would have no trouble picking up girls at a bar or
anywhere else.

“Hello,” Joe said as he stepped back from the
doorway to let her pass through. “You must be Francine, my
escort.”

“I am,” Francine smiled at him, her blue eyes
bright and sparkling. “You must be Joe.”

“That’s right,” he said with a big smile. “I
have to tell you, Francine, you are far prettier than I
expected.”

“Thank you, Joe.” She replied. “That’s very
nice of you to say.”

Joe was surprised at how pretty Francine was.
She had natural blonde hair, blue eyes, and wore very little
make-up. His experience with escorts/call girls was that they
troweled on the make-up and worked at looking the part. But
Francine looked more like the classic ‘girl next door’ type. He was
smitten; and then told himself to get a grip.

They sat down and talked for about ten
minutes. Joe made no move to pay her so she had to remind him that
she needed payment up front and then she could check in.

“I am so sorry,” Joe said. “I know that’s how
it’s done, but I guess I’m just so captivated with you, that I
forgot. Forgive me, please.

He got his wallet out of his back pocket and
handed her three one hundred dollar bills.

“Before you call in, may I ask what the fee
would be for more time? Say three or four hours?”

“It’s a flat three hundred an hour. There are
no discounts unless you want an overnight escort.”

“Ok, why don’t you check in and tell them
you’ll be with me for at least three hours, maybe four.”

What the hell am I doing? He asked
himself. Don’t get involved...that’s the whole idea of using an
escort service.

But he didn’t say anything. Three or four
hours with this pretty girl would be a pleasure. He’d take her to
dinner and then work out their post dining activity.

Holy cow! Francine thought. I’m
going to make six to eight hundred bucks tonight! I can get the car
fixed! Give Mom some money towards rent and food!

 


Joe took her to the fine restaurant in the
hotel. He asked her if she was allergic to seafood and when she
told him she wasn’t, he ordered steak and lobster for both of
them.

They shared a bottle of red wine while
waiting for their meal and Joe asked Francine a lot of personal
questions that she didn’t really want to answer.

Francine didn’t like to lie so she stuck to
the truth as much as she could, but she didn’t like revealing too
much of her personal life to someone who was a stranger.

“You don’t like me asking you too many
personal questions, do you?” Joe asked.

“Well, it’s just that I don’t know you very
well. I have to be careful.”

“I understand,” Joe said. “How ‘bout if you
just tell me a little bit about yourself? That way you can tell me
only what you want to and I won’t be putting you on the spot with
my questions.”

She smiled at him and nodded her head in
agreement. Then she began to tell him that she had twin little
girls and they all lived with her mother. Francine didn’t tell him
that she was going to nursing school; only that she was in school
working on a degree.

He asked if she was divorced from the father
of her twin girls.

“No, we were never married. He vanished
shortly after I told him I was pregnant. We’ve never heard from him
since.”

Joe didn’t understand how a guy could do
something like that, but he could see it was upsetting her to talk
about it so he changed the subject to more general things and she
soon relaxed again.

The time flew and soon two hours had passed
since she had knocked on his hotel room. She needed to check in
with the service again to assure them that she was safe and
everything was all right. Joe told her to tell them it would be at
least another two hours.

“I’m just enjoying your company and I know I
won’t be ready to have you leave in an hour from now.”

Francine smiled at him and told the girl who
answered the phone that she’d be with Joe for two more hours.

Joe ordered dessert and a bottle of wine and
asked the waiter to have it sent up to his room.

Back in his room, Joe slipped off his blazer
and took his shoes off. Francine sat down in a chair facing the
sofa where Joe sat. She was feeling a little unsure of herself, not
knowing what to do or expect.

She’d been with Joe now for over two hours,
dessert and a bottle of wine was on the way. When was he going to
ask for sex? Could it be possible that this gorgeous hunk really
just wanted someone to spend the evening with him? It was hard to
believe at three hundred dollars an hour.

Joe reached into his pocket as if her
thoughts about the hourly rates had reminded him to pay her for the
next two hours. He gave her six more one hundred dollar bills.

There was a knock at the door and Joe
answered it. A waiter brought in the dessert plate with an
assortment of miniature cakes and the wine. He opened the wine and
poured two glasses. Joe tipped him and locked the door.

They sat there sipping wine and eating the
little cakes. Finally Joe put his glass down and loosened his tie.
Francine thought, now he’s going to ask me to undress.

“Before we start anything else,” Joe said. “I
want to tell you how much I’ve enjoyed your company tonight. It’s
been a real pleasure talking to you. I guess I was half expecting
some bimbo to show up and I have to say I am very happy it was you
the service sent tonight.”

“Thank you, Joe.” Francine replied. “I’ve
enjoyed being here with you as well. I have to confess, I’m a
little new to this business and so far, you’re the most pleasant
client I’ve had.”

Joe chuckled and said, “I had a feeling you
might not be too experienced at this sort of thing.”

Francine blushed and asked, “Is it that
obvious?”

“Well, not really. There’ve just been a
couple of times when I sensed a little nervousness and maybe a
hesitation when I ask a question you don’t want to answer. Most
girls in this business have a stock answer all made up when they’re
questioned on things they don’t want to give the true answer to.
And that’s understandable in your line of work. You don’t really
know the people you’re dealing with.”

She smiled at him and said, “I’m glad you
understand that there are certain private things I’d rather not
talk about.”

Joe took another sip of his wine and ate
another little cake. He looked around the room and Francine thought
maybe he was changing his mind about two more hours. Maybe he’d
prefer if she returned the money for the fourth hour and left.

“Joe, it looks like you’re a little nervous
now. Is something wrong?”

“No, nothing’s wrong. I’m just not sure how
to bring up the things that I like to do.”

“Well, I guess the best way is to just tell
me. There are a few things I won’t do so I guess maybe you better
tell me what it is you’d like.”

“I don’t want to shock you, Francine. I have
a small kink that I enjoy.”

Francine was nervous now. Did he want to tie
her up? Did he want unprotected sex? Or did he want to fuck her in
the ass? She wasn’t agreeing to any of those things.

Joe sighed, “I see I’ve already made you
nervous again.”

She nodded and said, “Yeah, a little. I guess
you should just tell me and then we’ll know if it’s something I’m
willing to do.”

“Okay, I have a spanking kink.”

Relief washed over her. If all he wanted was
for her to spank his ass, she could do that. No problem at all.

She smiled at him and said, “Why, Joe, I’d be
happy to give your ass a spanking if that’s what you need. Have you
been a naughty boy?”

Joe gave a little laugh and said, “No,
Francine. I want to be the spanker. I want to take you and turn you
over my knee and spank your cute little ass until it’s a nice rosy
red.”

Francine’s mouth opened in a perfect O but no
sound came out. Her ass cheeks had clenched at the idea of Joe
spanking her. Her eyes were wide and she couldn’t think of a thing
to say and doubted she would be able to speak.

He laughed again, put five one hundred dollar
bills on the table, and said, “I’m going down the hall to fill the
ice bucket. You think about it for a few minutes while I’m
gone.”

Joe picked up the ice bucket and just as he
was about to open the door he turned around.

“Oh yes, if it will help you to decide;
that’s another five hundred dollars on the table that I’m willing
to pay you for the pleasure of warming your cute ass. I’ll be right
back.”

 


Francine didn’t know what to do. She sure
could use that extra five hundred dollars. That would be a total of
thirteen hundred dollars for the night. All for her; she didn’t
have to give the service any cut from the five hundred. It was
definitely not an amount of money to scoff at.

There were so many things she and her little
girls needed. She knew her mom was struggling with finances, even
though she never complained, and this would be such a boost for all
of them.

But to let someone hit her? Could she do
that? What if he got carried away and hurt her? Hell, what if his
main intent was to hurt her? No, she couldn’t believe he’d really
want to hurt her. He was just too nice a guy.

Not one moment at any point in this evening
with Joe had she felt any warning flags or discomfort with his
demeanor. She had been totally relaxed and at ease the entire time
once he understood she didn’t really want to talk about things too
personal. Other than the natural nervousness she still had from
being new to this business, she was one hundred per cent
comfortable with Joe.

Still, he wanted to hit her. OK, maybe
hit was too strong a word. He wanted to spank her.
Spank her like a bad little girl. Spank her until her ass was red;
‘a nice rosy red’ were his exact words.

She heard the door open. Joe was back. He
came and sat down on the sofa across from her and just looked at
her with his brow raised and asked, “Well?”

Francine took a deep breath and said, “I
don’t know, Joe. It scares me.”

He pursed his lips and nodded his head. “Have
you never been spanked before?”

“No, never. My parents yelled at me, grounded
me, and took away privileges. But they never hit me.”

“You’ve never had a boyfriend that wanted to
engage in a little erotic spanking?”

Francine shook her head.

“Tell me this,” Joe said. “Are you at least
considering it? Or is it completely off the table?”

“Honestly, I’m not sure. When I see that
little pile of money on the table and think about all the things my
girls need, and how my car is practically on its last leg, how my
mother struggles to help me with the girls so I can go to school;
it’s very tempting.”

“I take it there’s a big ‘but’ coming?” He
asked when she paused.

“But, you want to hit me! It’s going
to hurt, isn’t it?”

Joe tilted his head in a slight nod and said,
“By definition, yes, a spanking is intended to cause some pain.
However, I wouldn’t quite equate it with hitting per
se.”

Nothing was said for several minutes. Joe
finally decided to let her off the hook; clearly she was
uncomfortable with the notion of receiving a spanking.

“Okay, Francine. I see you’re not ready for
this, and it’s all right. Really, I don’t mind. But I do have just
one question.”

“What?” She asked.

“Isn’t your pussy wet just thinking about it?
Don’t you just want to try it and see what it’s like?”

“That’s two questions.”

“So it is. Are you going to answer them?”

Francine had been ignoring her pussy. Even as
it quivered and her legs squeezed tightly together at the thought
of a spanking, she’d managed to ignore what her pussy was doing.
Her panties were a bit damp. And yes, she did wonder what it would
be like. She had to be honest with Joe; she just couldn’t lie and
deny it.

“Damn it! Yes and yes.”

Joe chuckled again and said, “Then why not
give it a try? I give you my word that I will go easy on you since
it’s your first time.”

“How can you go easy on me when you said you
want to turn my ass a rosy red?”

“Lighter spanks, just more of them will give
the same end result as harder spanks for a shorter period of time.
I promise if it becomes too much for you to bear, we will
stop.”

She took a deep breath, reached for the five
hundred dollars and said, “Ok, but when I say stop, you have to
stop.”

“Of course. Only let’s use ‘red light’
instead of the word stop.”

“Red light? Why?”

“Because very often stop doesn’t really mean
stop. So a different word or phrase is better.”

“Ok, now what?”

“I like to have a reason to spank. Is there
anything you’ve done recently that perhaps you’re not terribly
proud of? Something you shouldn’t have done?”

Yeah, she could think of one really big thing
she wasn’t terribly proud of.

“You mean something like becoming a call
girl? A prostitute? A whore? Something like that?”

“That could work; yes, it could work very
well.”

“So, you’re going to spank me because I’ve
taken up being a whore to earn money?” She thought it was kind of
ironic that he had called for that type of service and was paying
her to let him spank her.

“You know, Francine, the occupation you’ve
chosen can be a very dangerous one.”

Joe cleverly worked a discussion about the
hazardous possibilities of her new profession into an outright
lecture.

He talked for a good fifteen minutes about
the dangers of going to see strange men in their hotel rooms, never
knowing for sure what you’re going to end up with. He spoke of what
a tragedy it would be for her little girls if something were to
happen to their mother. Even if it was nothing more than getting
arrested and having to serve the standard six months in jail for a
prostitution conviction.

By the time he stopped lecturing; Francine
was nearly in tears and ready to make this call her last call.
She’d get a straight job and just struggle with expenses and
school.

As Joe talked, he had moved to the bed and
was now sitting on the edge of it. He patted the bed next to his
leg and said, “Come here, Francine. It’s time.”

At this point, Francine felt she deserved a
spanking. She rose from her chair and went to him. She stood to his
right and he took her left wrist and guided her over his lap. Joe
had already put some pillows to his left for her to lay her upper
body on. Her legs were supported on his right by the bed.

He flipped her
skirt up, exposing her nearly bare ass. She wore a thong, but it
left the majority of her ass cheeks naked. She also wore some sexy
thigh high stockings that had cute little bows at the top of them.
Joe thought they were quite fetching and he felt his cock begin to
grow hard.

Joe started out with rubbing her ass. Then he
moved on to light taps on her cheeks. First the right cheek, then
the left. The taps progressed to slightly harder slaps.

This isn’t so bad, Francine thought.
If this is the worst it gets, I can take this for a long time.
It’s going to be all right. I can do this.

The slaps progressed to more of a smack.
These were definitely harder and more uncomfortable. But she could
take it.

The worst part was that Joe had taken up his
lecturing again. He was bringing up all sorts of possible scenarios
that she could run into in her line of work. Francine was beginning
to feel bad again about her line of work.

“So you understand why you’re getting
spanked, don’t you, Francine?” Joe asked.

“Yes,” she answered.

“I’d like to hear it from you. Tell me why
you are being spanked.”

Either he was spanking her harder now or it
had been going on long enough that it was starting to hurt
more.

“Um, because it dangerous and it would hurt
my little girls if something happened to me.”

“That is correct.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Ok, these whacks are definitely harder.

“Uh...Joe. It’s...um...starting to really
hurt now.”

“It is a spanking, Francine. The idea is for
a spanking to hurt.”

“Yeah...but...ow!!”

Her ass clenched and she could feel her pussy
getting wetter. She didn’t understand that at all. How could
something that hurt make her pussy get all excited?

Joe stopped spanking and reached down to pull
her shoes off her feet. Then he hooked his fingers in the waistband
of her thong and pulled it down around her knees. He rubbed her
ass.

“Your beautiful ass is a very nice shade of
pink.”

“Pink? Are you sure it’s only pink? It feels
like it must be rosy red by now.”

“Yes, Francine. I’m sure. Your ass is pink. A
very lovely shade of pink, but by no means a rosy red.”

He began spanking her again. Lightly again,
and then progressing to harder, sharper, stingy smacks.

Francine was squirming on Joe’s lap and he
held her firmly by the waist with his left hand.

“Try to stay still.” He told her.

“Joe, please...please...stop. It hurts. I’d
like you to stop now.” Actually, her pussy was so wet now that she
was hoping he’d like to move on to another kind of activity. One
that would ease that growing ache deep inside her.

He ignored her and continued to spank her.
Her bottom was a beautiful shade of deep pink. It would soon be the
rosy red he was looking for.

His cock was straining to be released from
his pants. He wanted to bury it deep inside Francine’s pussy. Joe
was sure her pussy was soaking wet and ready for him to fuck
her.

Francine was on the verge of crying now. Her
ass hurt! It was stinging and Joe wasn’t listening to her.

“Please stop! Joe, you promised you’d stop if
it was too much. Please! It’s too much! I can’t take more!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

And then finally, gentle circles were being
drawn with Joe’s palm on her sore behind. She sniffed a little
bit.

“Thank you. For stopping, I mean.”

Joe laughed, “Oh, I thought you were thanking
me for the spanking.”

His fingers wandered down over the back of
her thighs and nudged her legs apart. Her panties were in the way
and he pulled them all the way down and slipped them off one leg.
Now he could spread her legs apart more.

His fingers climbed back up along the inside
of her thighs and soon reached her soaking pussy. Joe couldn’t wait
much longer. He flipped her over onto the bed and undressed her
completely. Then he stood up and slipped out of his clothes.

Francine’s eyes widened at the sight of his
engorged cock. It wasn’t that he was too big in length; she’d guess
that he was just a little bit above average there, but the girth of
his cock was more than she would have thought possible.

Would she be able to take that enormous
thickness into her pussy? Don’t be silly, she told herself.
Of course I can, I’ve had two children, and it’ll fit inside
just fine. Besides, I want it inside me, filling me up.

Joe knelt between her legs and lifted her
legs up, exposing her reddened bottom. He kissed it, his lips
feeling the heat of her skin from the long spanking he’d just given
her. He kissed her inner thighs and then plunged his tongue inside
her pussy and lapped at her wetness. When he licked the full length
of her slit and sucked her clit into his mouth, Francine bucked her
hips and exploded in a flood of sensations as her orgasm ripped
through her body.

She lay there panting, trying to catch her
breath as Joe kissed his way up her stomach, over her ribs, and
took each nipple in his mouth and suckled. The fingers of one hand
were busy working their magic on her pussy. Two fingers entered her
pussy and stroked the front wall of her vagina setting off the
sensitive nerves of her G-spot.

He continued trailing kisses in the wake of
his lips as they left her nipples and moved over her collar bone
and up the side of her neck to just below her earlobe. He trailed
across her jaw to the corner of her mouth and kissed her deeply,
his tongue finding and tasting hers.

Joe’s fingers slid in and out of her soaking
pussy, pulling the wetness over her clit and then sinking back deep
inside her cunt to stroke her G-spot and make her come again. His
cock was about to burst, he needed to get inside her.

Quickly, he grabbed a foil packet from the
night table and ripped it open. He rolled the condom onto his cock
and then impaled Francine in one hard thrust. She met that thrust
and together they paused for a second, their eyes open and looking
at each other, before he began pounding relentlessly into her.

Joe slipped his arms under her legs and
positioned them over his shoulders causing him to sink into her
even deeper.

Francine’s head moved side to side as the
tension mounted within her. She’d lost count of how many times he’d
made her come already. Once with his mouth, and at least three,
maybe four times with his fingers stroking that spot inside her
pussy. She was going to come again, but this felt so fucking good
that she didn’t want to come too quickly.

Each hard, deep thrust stroked her clitoris
and brought her closer to the precipice. She felt Joe stiffen just
a bit and knew that he would come soon. Francine let herself go at
the same moment as Joe and they come together in a searing,
blinding release.

Joe collapsed on top of Francine but
immediately rolled to his side, taking her with him. Slowly, he
withdrew his cock from her still quivering pussy. He removed the
condom and dropped it to the floor.

 


Francine was getting dressed when her smart
phone alerted her to a text message. She looked at the screen and
saw that it was the service reminding her that Joe’s time was up
and she was due to check in and let them know she was out of the
call.

She answered quickly saying she was just
leaving and would call when she was in her car.

“I’m sorry,” she told Joe. “That was the
service; they’ll expect to hear from me in less than ten minutes or
they’ll charge another hour. I better go.”

Joe threw his clothes on and said, “I’ll walk
you to your car, I want to talk to you.”

On the way to her car Joe asked if she had
made enough money that evening to not have to work for the
following week.

“Yes, I did. And I want to really thank you
for it. It means I can spend a little more time with my girls.”

“That’s good, Francine. I don’t want you
working this week. I’ll be back next week and I’ll request you as
my escort when I call the service.”

Francine liked Joe and she truly appreciated
the amount of money he’d spent tonight for her company. But she had
mixed feelings about the spanking thing. It hurt! At the same time,
she couldn’t deny that she’d been aroused. She was so ready for sex
at the end of that spanking and it seemed that her hot, rosy ass
made her want the sex even more.

What gave her doubts was that he had not
stopped when she had begged repeatedly. He had promised her he
would, but then had just ignored her and continued smacking her
ass.

“Joe, why didn’t you stop spanking me when I
asked you to? You promised you would.”

He looked at her in astonishment. “You never
used the safe word.”

Oh god, she had forgotten the safe word! What
an idiot she was! After he had made it clear that he wouldn’t stop
just because she said stop. She couldn’t even remember now what the
safe word was. Something about red?

“I forgot about it.” She confessed.

Joe gave a short laugh. “The safe word is
very important, Francine. It’s to keep you safe, especially when I
don’t know you well enough to recognize any subtle signs of
distress. I apologize if I didn’t impress that on you.”

“No, it’s not your fault. You did tell me
about it and I simply forgot. It was an entirely new experience for
me and I wasn’t thinking straight.”

“Perhaps another spanking will improve your
memory,” he joked.

“My ass will be remembering the spanking you
gave me tonight for the next few days. No need for another one so
soon.”

“Then you’ll accept my request next week?
Will you be able to spend another four hours with me?”

Francine looked at him and thought of
everything that had transpired that evening. She had enjoyed the
entire time she spent with him. Other than those few moments when
she needed him to stop smacking her ass and she’d forgotten the
safe word.

“Will you be expecting to spank me
again?”

“Probably. I can’t say I spank every time,
but I do love turning a lovely behind red. And your behind is one
of the loveliest I’ve had the pleasure of reddening.”

They were at her car now and she clicked her
key fob to unlock it. Joe opened the door for her and she slid in
behind the wheel.

“What do you say, Francine? May I request you
next week?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I’d like that.”




 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


The following week sped by for Francine. The
first day or two she had a little trouble sitting down. Every time
she sat, especially in the hard wood chairs at school, her ass
reminded her that she had been thoroughly spanked.

She tried to concentrate on school but the
extra money she had earned led her to spend some time with her
daughters that she should have spent studying.

She had a test that week and only scored a
C-. Another paper she turned in had only received a D. She had to
do better than that or she’d lose the small scholarship she had
that helped pay for her tuition and books.

On top of those disappointing scores her
mother was being very inquisitive about the extra money Francine
seemed to have. Francine didn’t know what to tell her mother; how
to explain the extra money. She had hidden half of it in her room.
Then she gave her mother a few hundred for food and rent. She got
her car fixed; that cost nearly three hundred dollars.

Her mother wanted to know where the money
came from. How was Francine able to suddenly get the car repaired
and pay a few hundred for rent and food?

Francine lied. She felt bad about it, but
didn’t feel she had any other option. She told her mother she had
done well on her job and had earned a bonus for the month.

Now it was Friday and Joe would be calling
the service this evening and requesting Francine as his escort. How
on earth was she going to explain the money from tonight to her
mother? She couldn’t, she’d just have to hide it and maintain her
usual frugal practices with money so her mother wouldn’t become
suspicious.

 


Francine left the house at six, saying she
was going to the library to study. She did this often since the
house wasn’t all that conducive to studying with the girls playing
until their bedtime.

She hadn’t had dinner and told her mother
she would pick something up later. She did go to the library, and
she did study for about a half hour, so at least that wasn’t a
lie.

The text message came in just before seven
saying she’d been requested by Joe for a four hour escort
assignment. She replied, accepting the call, and then packed up her
books and headed for her car.

She was more nervous tonight than she’d been
last week. She knew she’d likely be getting spanked again tonight,
and oddly enough, the muscles in her ass cheeks were tightening in
anticipation. And she swore her pussy was damp from thinking about
a spanking. Was she a pervert? No, of course not. Maybe a
deviant, but not a pervert.

 


Tonight she had worn black pants and a black
top with sparkling thread shot through it. Her underwear consisted
of a black thong and a black, sexy, lacy push up bra. Black thigh
high stockings with a satin bow at the top and three inch black
heels completed her outfit.

Of course she’d had to change in the ladies
room off the lobby in the hotel. She had left her house in jeans,
tennis shoes, and a t-shirt so as not to cause her mother to ask
questions that Francine couldn’t answer. At least not truthfully
answer.

She took the elevator to Joe’s room and
knocked on the door. He opened it almost immediately and again she
was struck by how handsome he was. He smiled at her and that dimple
in his cheek made her want to kiss it.

“Hi, Francine, come on in.” He opened the
door wider to let her pass.

“Hi, Joe. How have you been this week?” She
asked.

“I’ve been good, but you’ve been in my
thoughts a lot this last week.”

“Is that a good thing? Or a bad thing?” She
was half teasing.

“Oh, it’s definitely a good thing,” he
answered. “Trouble is it’s been distracting my mind from work.”

“Hmmm....what is it you do? I don’t think we
talked much about that last week.”

“I’m a venture capitalist. I invest in
companies that need help starting up or expanding.”

“That must be very interesting. And
rewarding when you know you’re helping someone else achieve their
goals.”

“It can be, when you can keep your mind on
business instead of a pretty nursing student.” Joe teased her.

They spent close to an hour talking and then
Joe suggested they go downstairs and have dinner.

This time he ordered grilled salmon for
their main dish along with fresh seasonal vegetables. He was a take
charge kind of guy when it came to ordering dinner.

A luscious white wine that Francine had
never heard of before had her asking for a second glass and then a
third. Joe raised his eyebrow and asked, “Are you nervous? Or do
you just like the wine that much?”

Francine blushed and said, “A little bit of
both, I think. The wine is very good.”

“Yes, it is. What are you nervous
about?”

“Um....you know. What might happen later
on.”

“Ah, you’re worried about a possible
spanking?”

“Shush! Someone will hear you!” She
whispered.

“There’s no one nearby, Francine. Our secret
is safe. Is that what you’re nervous about...a possible
spanking?”

She nodded her head.

“You shouldn’t be so nervous. You know what
to expect now, and you can use the safe word.”

“You’ll have to tell me what it is again.
All I can remember is something red or red something.”

“It’s ‘red light,’ just like a stop light.
Just think of a traffic light. Red light means stop.”

The food came and they ate, talking little
while they finished their dinner. Again Joe ordered the dessert to
be sent to his room along with another bottle of the wine that
Francine liked so much.

Once they were in his room, Francine was
much more relaxed. The four glasses of wine were a large reason for
that and she intended to have at least two more once the dessert
arrived.

The dessert came, the waiter poured two
glasses of wine, and Joe tipped him and double locked the door when
the waiter left.

“Tell me about your week. Did anything
happen or did you do anything that perhaps you shouldn’t have?”

He’s looking for a reason to spank me. And I
can give him three reasons.

“I have a question first. If I were to tell
you more than one thing that could be a reason for you to spank me
would you give me two spankings? Or make one spanking extra long or
extra hard?”

“It would depend on what those reasons were.
If they were things that are completely unacceptable, then you
might get two spankings. Though I wouldn’t do them both tonight. I
would ask you to return tomorrow for the second one. Or I might
just spank you tonight but use the paddle.”

“The paddle?” Francine felt her legs squeeze
tightly together.

“Yes, the paddle. But tell me what happened
this week and we’ll take it from there. Remember you always have
the safe word.”

Francine considered telling him only about
her low grades on the test and on the paper she had written for
class. But she thought if she didn’t tell him she’d lied to her
mother about where the money came from, it was sort of like telling
another lie. Then again, did she really have to worry it? He simply
had a spanking kink and liked to have a reason to spank. Really,
all she needed to do was come up with one thing.

“I did poorly in school this past week.
Since I didn’t have to work, thanks to your generosity last week, I
spent more time with my daughters and not enough time studying.
That earned me a C- on my test and a D on a paper I had to
write.”

“I see,” Joe said. “What sort of
consequences might you face from school with such a poor
showing?”

“I need to keep at least a B average to keep
my scholarship. I wouldn’t be able to continue with school if I
lost that.”

“So it’s necessary for you to make sure you
spend enough time on your studies to maintain that average.”

She nodded. “Yeah, it’s real important.”

“Was there anything else this past week that
you might want to talk about?”

Francine blushed and hung her head a little
bit.

“I lied to my mother. She asked where the
extra money had come from and I lied and told her I got a bonus at
work.”

Joe didn’t say anything for a few minutes.
He watched as Francine squirmed nervously in her chair.

Then he began to lecture her. He talked
about the importance of maintaining her grade average so she could
finish school and become a nurse. He spoke about the advantages for
herself, her daughters, and even possibly her mother. He told her
that she needed to keep a balance of spending time with her
children and studying as much as she needed so she wouldn’t lose
her scholarship.

Several times he paused to ask her if she
understood what he was trying to say and each time she nodded her
head.

Joe lectured her on school issues for about
fifteen minutes and she was feeling pretty irresponsible about not
putting enough time into studying. To her relief he didn’t seem to
think lying to her mother about the money was too terrible. He only
had one thing to say about it.

“I normally don’t condone lying to one’s
mother. However, under these circumstances you couldn’t very well
tell the truth without upsetting your mother. The guilt you feel
about the lying is probably punishment enough; though perhaps we
can dispel some of the guilt.”

Francine wasn’t sure what he meant by
dispelling some of the guilt but didn’t want to ask.

“I think it’s time, Francine. I want you to
remove your pants and your top now and come here.”

Joe wasn’t sitting on the bed this time. He
was sitting on the desk chair which he had pulled out away from the
desk.

She wasn’t nearly as nervous this time as
she had been last week. She knew what to expect and assumed he was
going to take her over his knee to spank her. She thought doing it
on the bed would be more comfortable, but maybe this way would be
quicker.

She slipped off her shoes and then took off
the pants. She was about to remove her thigh high stockings when
Joe said, “Leave the stockings on, please. And put your shoes back
on.”

Francine did as he asked and then took her
top off. Now she was clad in only her push-up bra, thong, stockings
and shoes.

Joe looked her over from head to toe. “You
are lovely, Francine. Turn around for me.”

She did and Joe got up from his chair and
walked over to her. He caressed her bottom with one hand while
taking her hand with the other.

“I couldn’t wait for you to come to me, I
had to touch you.” He said as he led her back over to the chair.
“Do you remember the safe word?”

“Yes, it’s red light.”

Once seated, he patted his knee. “Come on,
over you go.”

Francine bent forward, positioning herself
over his knee. This was much more awkward than on the bed. There
was no support for her upper body and her head was facing downward.
She reached out her arms to touch the floor so she could support
herself. Her legs were flailing in the air behind her.

Joe held her tightly at the waist with his
left hand and began to rub her ass with his right hand. The rubbing
became light taps, and then those became light slaps, and slowly
they became harder.

She gasped at a particularly sharp smack and
Joe paused for a moment and rubbed her now stinging ass. He began
lecturing her again; explaining why she was being spanked. He went
over all the points he had already made and every so often he
emphasized a point with an extra hard smack.

“Ow!” She cried out. “Not so hard,
please.”

He ignored that request and continued
spanking and lecturing. Francine moaned, gasped, and squirmed as he
held her tightly. Her pussy was wet again. She was aroused again,
just as she was last week.

The smacks were sharper now and they stung.
Her ass had to be rosy red by now. Should she use the safe word?
She really wanted to get to the fucking part now. With her wet
pussy, all she could think about was stopping the stinging and
being filled by Joe’s thick cock.

Before she could say the safe word, Joe
stopped spanking and rubbed her sore bottom. He rubbed it for a
good two or three minutes and it was very soothing to her.

He stopped rubbing and she felt his arm
stretch out as if he were reaching for something. Then she felt
something hard and cool on her ass.

In a way, the coolness was soothing but then
she suddenly realized it was the paddle! Her ass cheeks tightened
in anticipation when Joe lifted the paddle for his first
strike.

He gave her a quick flurry of six sharp
whacks of the paddle while she screeched.

“Ow! Stop! No, stop it now! Shit! That
hurts!”

On his sixth and final stroke, she screamed
out, “Red light! Red light!”

Joe dropped the paddle to the floor and
helped Francine up. Then he carried her to the bed and laid her
down. He stripped his clothes off and lay down next to her, drawing
her close.

Her eyes were wet with unshed tears. Her ass
was stinging, burning, and she rolled to her side to face Joe.

“Why did you use the paddle?” She
sniffed.

He reached his hand over her hip and rubbed
her tender ass gently. “I thought it might help you with the guilt
of lying to your mother.”

His hand slid back to the front of her hip
and down between her legs. She parted them to give him easy access.
One long finger slid inside her pussy, then a second finger. His
thumb drew circles around her clit while his fingers slid in and
out. A third finger joined the first two and Francine spread her
legs wide as she rolled to her back.

She thought the burning sensation in her ass
was adding to the delicious feelings in her pussy. She’d never felt
so hot before; so hot for sex. She wanted him to fuck her and at
the same time she didn’t want him to stop what he was doing with
his hand.

Joe leaned over and took a nipple in his
mouth, sucking gently, swirling his tongue around the taut little
bud. He nipped it gently with his teeth and then sucked hard while
his fingers drove deep inside her.

Francine came, she came hard; her pussy
clenching tightly around Joe’s fingers. She cried out while her
muscle spasms deep inside went on and on. Joe muffled her cries by
covering her mouth with his in a deep kiss.

As her body settled down a bit from her
orgasm, she turned to him and said, “Fuck me, Joe. Please fuck me;
I want to feel your thick cock inside of me.”

Joe didn’t have to be asked twice. He
reached for the condom on the bedside table and quickly tore it
open. He put it on as he knelt between her legs. She watched him
and her hips rose involuntarily; she wanted him.

He kissed her pussy, licked her clit, kissed
her belly, and plunged his cock into her wet slit while taking her
breast in his mouth, sucking on it.

They came together almost violently; thrust
meeting thrust, hard and fast; until at last they both cried
out.

It was a long time before either of them was
breathing slowly enough to speak.

Joe said, “Wow!”

Francine said, “Yeah, wow!”

He gathered her in his arms and they lay
together quietly. Francine felt oddly free. Somehow she no longer
felt guilty about her bad week at school. And the guilt over lying
to her mother seemed to have vanished as well. Was it just because
she felt so good after that fabulous sex? Or was it due to the
spanking? Did the spanking have the result of making her feel
absolved from her little misbehaviors over the week?

She didn’t know and she was feeling too
wonderful to analyze it deeply. She felt good lying here in Joe’s
arms; it felt so right. And that worried her.

Joe was a client. She shouldn’t become too
fond of him. And she certainly shouldn’t allow herself to develop
real feelings for him.

He was gorgeous, sexy, fun to be with, and
she’d never had such hot sex before in her life. But she had to
remember to keep it as professional as she could. She would be
friendly and enjoy her time with him, but she could not let it be
any more than that.

Her smart phone alerted her that it was time
to check in with the service. Joe had fallen asleep and she hated
to wake him. She gently extricated herself from his arms and went
to the restroom to clean up and get dressed.

Francine took a peek at her ass and was
surprised how bright red it was and yet there were no bruises. Of
course, bruises could show up in a day or two. She had never looked
last week, she had been afraid her ass was covered in bruises and
didn’t really want to see that.

When she came out of the restroom Joe was
awake. “Were you going to slip out without saying goodbye?” He
asked.

“No, of course not. I just thought I’d let
you sleep until I got dressed.”

He smiled his sexy, one dimple smile and
went into the restroom. While he was in there she called the
service and told them she’d be out in ten minutes and would call
again from her car.

Joe dressed so he could walk her to her car
again. He didn’t want her roaming the hotel parking lot at night
all alone. Then he handed her a couple of more hundred dollar
bills.

“No, you don’t have to do that,” she
protested. “You’ve given me more than enough already.”

“Just a little extra since I sprung the
paddle on you tonight. Go on, take it.”

“Thank you,” she said as she accepted
it.

“I’ll be back next week and I’ll call for
you again. I want you to concentrate on school this week. You
shouldn’t have to take any more escort calls this week.”

“No, I won’t take any calls. I’ll study and
get my grades back up.”

 


 


He gave her a quick kiss as she got in her
car and watched her drive away.

Damn! He was going to have to be more
careful with Francine. She was getting to him and he didn’t have
time for a serious relationship at this point in his life. That’s
why he called the service; for an easy date and to get laid. If it
wasn’t for his little spanking kink, he could get dates and get
laid without an escort service.

But whenever he tried to meet a girl and
just keep things at a dating level, it never worked out. Either
they wanted things to get more serious or they freaked out when
they discovered his idea of great sex included warming their ass
with a good spanking or paddling.

It was a rare thing for a girl in the escort
business to turn down an extra few hundred dollars for a spanking.
Some of them agreed to it just for the money and others got a
thrill out of being spanked. It made no difference to him, his
needs were satisfied and there was no emotional involvement.

Francine was different. When he first met
her last week, she seemed much more innocent that any other escort
he’d ever had. Most of the ‘professional’ ladies he had been with
took his spanking fetish in stride. Nothing shocked them and they
did whatever the client wanted. If it was something a little
different it was all right as long as it involved a cash bonus.

He’d gotten a laugh out of it when Francine
mistakenly thought he wanted her to spank him. Though she was
perhaps a bit startled at his suggestion, she didn’t run out the
door to get away from him. And she had enjoyed it enough to become
aroused.

Aroused enough that when they had finally
had sex, he was sure she had lost herself in the sensations. There
had been nothing fake about her orgasm as there often was when he
used professional escorts. Nothing fake at all about the way her
pussy clamped down on his fingers when she came.

And tonight it had been even better.
Francine wasn’t as nervous. She took her spanking very well, and
even though she called out the safe word, he was finished with the
paddling when she did call it out.

The trouble was that he liked her. He liked
her too much. He needed to concentrate on his current investments
and find new ones. It took a lot of his time and he often traveled
out of town as he investigated potential investments. This made it
very difficult for him to have a successful normal
relationship.

He needed to keep it that way for the time
being and he wasn’t sure he was going to be able to do that with
Francine. He’d never given anyone five hundred dollars to let him
spank them. It was always one or two hours of time and an extra
couple of hundred for the spanking.

With Francine, for two weeks in a row, he’d
spent four hours (at three hundred dollars an hour) plus an extra
five hundred dollars. Not that he couldn’t afford it, but it was a
bit much just for the fun of giving a pretty girl a spanking and
then having great sex afterward.

The thought of her being anyone else’s
escort didn’t sit well with him. He didn’t want anyone else
touching her. He didn’t want her touching anyone else. He wanted
her for himself, all to himself. The best way to assure that was to
give her enough money so she didn’t feel like she had to see other
clients until he called again. It also made him feel justified in
asking her not to see anyone else.

Joe slowly walked back to his room wondering
if he should refrain from seeing her for two weeks. Just to prove
that he could, that he wasn’t falling for her. But no, that
wouldn’t do. She might run short on money and would feel she needed
to see more clients.




 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


Francine took her girls to the zoo on Sunday
and spent a wonderful day with them. Her mother was going out
tonight with some of her friends so Francine would be in charge of
dinner. She was planning on making their favorite meal, spaghetti
and meatballs. Afterwards there would be an hour of television,
then baths, and bedtime.

She would study at home tonight after the
girls were in bed. The house would be quiet, and she’d be able to
concentrate on her schoolwork.

But when she finally sat down to tackle the
books, she found she couldn’t concentrate. All she could think
about was Joe.

How good looking he was, how that one dimple
turned her on when he smiled, and how wet her pussy got when he
spanked her. Did that make her a spanko?

She laughed to herself at the term. She’d
never heard it before she started working at the escort service.
One of the more experienced girls had given her advice on how to
handle spankos.

“What is a spanko?” Francine had asked.

“Someone who likes spankings, either giving
or receiving them,” April had answered.

“So how do I handle them?”

“Depends. If he wants to do the spanking
you’ve got to be very careful. They can get out of hand sometimes,
especially if the asshole feels like he paid you so he can really
go to town on your ass. If he wants to be spanked, then you can
spank as hard or soft as he wants. Just make sure you get enough
extra money for that. Never do anything on the kinky side without
extra money.”

Francine had pretty much dismissed the whole
conversation with April. Really, what were the chances that she’d
have a client who wanted to spank or be spanked?

Turned out the chances were pretty damn
good. Her fourth client was a spanko. She was lucky that he was
such a good tipper. She was lucky that he was such a nice guy;
taking her to dinner each time she saw him. The best part of her
spanko client was the mind blowing sex after he spanked her. No,
that wasn’t right. The best part of Joe was that he was a damn nice
guy, fun to be with, great to talk to, and a pure pleasure to look
at.

All right, Francine told herself.
Enough thinking about Joe; time to get busy and study before
another low test score becomes a reason to be spanked.

She felt a little muscle contraction deep
inside at the thought of being spanked on Friday night. Was it the
spanking that caused that or was it that she knew it would be
followed by really great sex?

Francine shoved all Joe, spanking, and sex
thoughts to the back of her mind and buried herself in her
textbook.

 


The rest of the week flew by. Francine did
great on her test, earning an A. Due to Joe’s generosity she didn’t
have to take any escort calls during the week and was able to
concentrate on her studies and spend time with her little
family.

It was late Friday afternoon and she
received the call from the service that she had a request from Joe
and she needed to be there by seven.

She took a shower, got out a black, short
sleeve dress from her closet and rolled it up. She put on a black
bra, panties, and thigh high stockings. Over those she wore jeans
and a t-shirt. Then she stuffed the rolled up dress in her school
backpack and kissed her girls goodnight before heading out to her
appointment.

Francine stopped at a fast food restaurant
and slipped into the restroom to change into her dress. Then she
got back in her car and headed for Joe’s hotel.

Joe answered her knock dressed in jeans and
a t-shirt. Damn, he looked hot!

He smiled at her and said, “Hey Francine,
I’m glad you’re here.”

“Hi, Joe.” She said as she walked in. She
noticed all the hundred dollar bills laid out on the coffee table
as she set her purse down next to the small sofa.

This was the first time she’d seen Joe
dressed so casually. On her two previous times with him he’d worn
dress pants and a white button down shirt. But she liked this
relaxed look on him.

“You’re looking very casual tonight,” she
mentioned, sitting down on the sofa.

“My meetings were done a little earlier than
usual so I thought I’d change and be more comfortable while I read
the reports I need to go over.”

Joe waved his arm toward the money lying on
the coffee table and said, “There’s your fee, Francine. Call your
service and let them know you’ll be here for four hours.”

“Thank you, Joe,” she said. She picked up
the money and tucked it away in the zipper compartment of her
purse.

“Do you mind if I call room service and have
dinner sent up instead of going down to the restaurant?” Joe
asked.

“Not at all,” she replied. “Are you feeling
all right?”

She had formed the opinion that Joe enjoyed
eating downstairs in the expensive hotel restaurant.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I just don’t feel like
changing clothes again. The menu’s on the table; take a look and
let’s order after you’ve checked in with the service.”

While they waited for their dinner Joe sat
at the opposite end of the sofa, reached down and pulled Francine’s
feet up into his lap. He slipped her shoes off and began giving her
a very sensuous foot massage.

She stuffed one of the sofa throw pillows
behind her back for comfort and leaned back on the arm of the sofa
to enjoy the pampered feeling.

Joe reached up under her black dress and
hooked his thumb under the lacy edge of one of her thigh high
stockings. He slowly rolled it down and took it off. Then he did
the same with the other stocking.

Francine’s eyes were closed and she had a
small smile on her lips as she enjoyed the continued foot massage.
Joe kneaded her instep and rubbed his thumb firmly into the ball of
her foot.

“Are you enjoying this?” Joe asked her.

“Hmmm.”

“That sounds like a yes to me.”

“Hmmm.”

Joe chuckled and began working on her other
foot. Francine moaned. Oh, this feels so good and
relaxing.

He slowly brought his hands up higher on her
leg and was soon massaging her calves and lower legs. From there,
he scooted over on the sofa and draped her legs over his lap so he
could reach higher, slipping his hands under her black dress and
massaging her thighs.

His hands were doing more caressing than
massaging at this point and Francine was anticipating the moment
when his fingers would brush against her pussy. She was sure her
panties were damp; she was pretty hot and bothered with all his
ministrations.

There was a knock on the door. Joe sighed
and lowered Francine’s legs off his lap so he could answer. She sat
up and snatched her stockings off the floor and shoved them behind
her on the sofa. Then she straightened out her dress and tried to
act like they’d just been sitting there talking while waiting for
their dinner.

After the waiter left and Joe came back to
the table he said, “Come on, let’s eat while the food’s hot and
then we’ll continue where we left off.”

Dinner was shrimp scampi over a bed of
fettuccini pasta, spring vegetables, and a small dinner salad for
each of them. A piece of Tiramisu for them to share for dessert,
and two bottles of chilled white wine rounded off the meal.

While they ate Joe asked how Francine’s week
had been.

“I had a very good week,” she responded. “I
did well on my test - got an A. All my classes went well, I was
able to spend some time with my daughters, and even went out to
lunch with my mother.”

Joe finished off his scampi and asked, “Are
you telling me your week went so well that I have no reason to
spank you tonight?”

He was smiling so Francine knew he was half
kidding. But she wondered what he would do since he had said the
first time that he liked to have a reason to spank. It was true
that her week had gone remarkably well and she couldn’t think of a
single thing he might consider a reason to give her a spanking.

She shrugged and said, “I guess so; I
honestly can’t think of anything that I shouldn’t have done.”

She had been wondering for the past few days
what would happen if there was no reason for a spanking. Joe was
quiet for a long time and she thought he was thinking about how to
handle this.

“So does that mean you won’t spank me this
week? Or do you want me to tell you something from a long time
ago?”

He didn’t answer and she wondered if she
should make something up. His hand was rubbing his chin and it was
obvious he was thinking.

“I’ll give you back the money you gave me,”
she offered.

“Keep the money,” he finally spoke. “We’ll
just have a maintenance spanking.”

“A maintenance spanking? What’s that?”

“It’s a spanking to maintain your good
behavior. It’s to remind you that if you misbehave, the spanking
you get for that will be more severe.”

“Oh.”

Joe looked at her and wondered if she really
didn’t like the spankings and was looking forward to a week without
getting a rosy red ass.

“Frannie, would you rather not do these
spankings?” He asked. “Your pussy gets so wet I thought you enjoyed
them. But it you’d rather not, please tell me.”

She wasn’t sure how to tell him that her
inner thighs tightened every time he mentioned the word ‘spanking’
or how she felt that coil of desire low in her gut. She’d only
known him for three weeks and seen him only three times.

“I’m not sure, Joe. The spankings do hurt.”
And then she shyly added, “I’ve never had such hot sex like we have
after the spankings. I don’t know if it’s the spankings or you that
make it so hot.”

Joe got up from the table and walked around
to her. He took her hand, pulled her up and led her to the bed.
Slowly he began to undress her. He unzipped her dress and pulled it
up over her head.

He ran his hands over her shoulders and down
her arms. Then he bent his head and kissed her. She tugged his
t-shirt up, broke the kiss, and pulled it off.

She kissed him as her hands rested on his
chest and rubbed over his nipples before she moved them lower to
unbuckle his belt and pull the zipper of his jeans down.

While she was doing that, Joe unhooked her
bra and slid the straps down her arms until she let the bra fall to
the floor.

Francine pushed his pants and boxers down to
the floor and then Joe leaned her back onto the bed and half
covered her with his body as he kissed her deeply, thrusting his
tongue into her mouth and battling with her tongue.

She met his tongue and sucked on it, nipped
at it gently with her teeth. She felt his hand work its way between
her legs and under the lacy edge of her thong. She wiggled her butt
and used one hand to slide the thong down. Joe helped her, tugging
at it and she heard it rip.

“Oops.” He chuckled into her mouth as he
tore it the rest of the way off and tossed it behind him off the
bed.

She giggled back into his mouth and then it
turned into a moan as his hand found its way back to her wet pussy
and two of his long, skilled fingers found their way deep inside
her. She spread her legs and moved her hips upward, thrusting at
his hand, wanting more.

Joe kissed her jaw line and moved down her
neck, nibbling and sucking. Across her collar bone and down to her
breast; he took a nipple in his mouth and sucked hard as he twirled
his tongue around the hard bud. Then he moved on to the other
nipple and gave it the same treatment while his hand was busy
finger fucking her soaking pussy. He continued his assault with his
mouth down her belly to her navel and circled it with his
tongue.

Francine was panting now. She wanted more;
she wanted Joe’s cock inside her.

“Joe, please...”

“Hmmm, what Frannie? Tell me what you
want.”

“I want you, I want you now...inside
me.”

“Not yet, Frannie. I’m going to make you
come first with my mouth. Then I’m going to fuck you.”

She thrust her hips up and he moved lower to
take her into his mouth. His fingers were replaced by his tongue
and he lapped at her slit while his thumb circled her clit.

Francine didn’t know how much longer she
could take it, she was on the verge of coming now. If he wouldn’t
let her have his cock inside her pussy then she wanted it in her
mouth. She squirmed until she could reach his hard shaft in her
hand and she stroked it up and down. Joe shifted to make it easier
for her to reach his dick. She took it in her mouth and sucked. He
turned onto his back so now Francine was on top; sucking his rigid
cock and fondling his balls. Her cunt was in his face and he licked
and suckled on her labia as he worked his mouth over her clit. His
fingers were inside her again and she could feel the building
tension deep within her.

Joe’s cock was taut and throbbing; she was
sure he was about to come too. She took his thick rod as deep into
her mouth as she could without gagging and sucked as hard as she
could.

Joe was sucking harder on her clit and she
was sure they were going to come together when suddenly Joe flipped
her over, pulling out of her mouth. He continued sucking her clit
as he moved himself between her legs.

“Come for me, Frannie. Let go, come for
me.”

She did. As he buried his face in her pussy
again she came, clutching a pillow over her face to muffle her
scream as the orgasm ripped through her.

No sooner had she caught her breath when Joe
slammed his cock deep inside her. He didn’t know if he’d last more
than a few strokes. He’d almost come in her mouth, and pulled out
just in time. But now he was at the edge, he needed to come inside
her. He could feel the aftershocks of her orgasm around his cock
and he wanted her to come again with him.

He slipped his hand between them and teased
her clit with his fingers. She was still so sensitive from her
first orgasm that it didn’t take much now to bring her to the brink
again.

Joe thrust into her again and again with
Francine meeting every thrust with one of her own and together they
reached the peak. This time Joe muffled her scream with his mouth
as he lifted her upper body and they wrapped their arms around each
other.

They lay there panting, still wrapped up in
each other’s arms. Francine had never felt like this. She thought
this proved the spankings had nothing to do with the incredible sex
she and Joe had. They must just be extremely sexually
compatible.

“Are you okay, Frannie?”

“Hmm...I am very okay,” she mumbled into his
chest. “But no one calls me Frannie.”

“I do.” He said. “What does your mother call
you?”

“Francine. She’s not one for nicknames. She
believes whatever your name is, that’s what you should be
called.”

“You never had friends call you Frannie or
Fran?”

“A few times, but if my mother ever heard
them shorten my name she’d remind them my name is Francine and tell
them to please call me by full name.”

“Well, your mom’s not here so I’m gonna call
you Frannie.”

“Okay, fine with me.” She nuzzled her face
into his neck and kissed him just below his ear. Then she wondered
if she was getting a little too familiar with someone who was a
client.

Joe got the wine, poured them each a glass,
and flipped on the TV. Then they sat in bed, watching a silly
sitcom, drinking their wine, and making jokes about how unrealistic
television shows were.

They dozed off for fifteen or twenty minutes
and then Francine woke to Joe rubbing her back and ass. It felt
good and she began rubbing his chest and playing with his nipples.
She took one in her mouth and sucked it until it was hard. Then she
took the other one while continuing to tease the first nipple with
her fingers.

He moaned and said, “You know what that’ll
lead to, don’t you?”

He felt her smile into his chest before she
answered.

“Yeah, I know. That’s the whole idea.”

She rolled half on top of him and he grabbed
her ass with both of his hands, pulling her in closer to his
growing hard-on.

Francine wiggled her hips, grinding against
his stiff cock. He smacked her on the ass and rolled so now he was
on top of her.

He sucked at her nipples and then said, “It
seems you’ve managed to get out of your spanking tonight.”

“Do you want to spank me?” She asked.

“Yeah, I do. But right now, I want to fuck
you even more.”

With that, he plowed his hard shaft into her
wet pussy and quickly brought them both to orgasm.

When she could speak normally again,
Francine asked, “Are you still going to spank me?”

“Not tonight, babe,” he answered. “But next
week I’ll warm your cute little ass for sure.”

She almost felt a little let down. But she
pushed it aside, telling herself no one could possibly be
disappointed in not receiving a spanking.

Later, while Joe was in the restroom,
Francine put the five hundred dollars he’d given her for the
spanking back on the table, half hiding it under the wine bottle.
She knew he would insist she keep the money if he saw it so she
hoped he wouldn’t notice until after she left. There had been no
spanking; it wouldn’t be right for her to keep the money. Besides,
she didn’t need it right now. Joe had been so generous with her
that she still had plenty of money sitting in her bank account.

Her phone buzzed with the text message from
the service telling her it was almost time to leave. She got
dressed and when Joe came out of the restroom he walked her to her
car as he always did.

“I want to talk to you about something,” he
said as they walked.

“I think you should quit working for the
service. I’m the only one you’re seeing through them so why don’t I
call you directly and then you’ll have four hundred dollars more
every week for yourself.”

Francine thought about it and in a way he
was right. As long as she wasn’t using the service for more escort
calls, she didn’t really need them anymore. But would it be right
to quit when she would still be seeing Joe every week?

“I don’t know that I’d feel comfortable
doing that. I mean, they’ve been so nice to me with helping me when
I first started. Wouldn’t it be like stealing their business?”

“Yes and no, Frannie,” he answered. “I’m
going to continue seeing you either way, but they’re not really
earning their cut at this point. It’s up to you. Just think about
it; I’ll call the service next week and we’ll talk about it some
more then.”

He held her car open while she climbed in
and put the key in the ignition. Then he leaned down and kissed
her.

“Be good, Frannie. I’ll see you next
week.”

She smiled mischievously and said, “What’s
the point of being good if I’m going to be spanked either way next
week?”

He grinned back and her. “Ah, but how hard
you’re spanked just could be determined by how good you’ve
been.”

“I’ll be good,” she said.

Joe closed the door and waited until she
backed out of her parking space and headed out of the hotel parking
garage.

Shit! What the hell was he thinking asking
her to quit the escort service all together? That was pretty much
staking his claim on her and didn’t he just have a talk with
himself last week about not getting too involved? She was already
not seeing any other clients through the service and that was what
he really wanted.

The thought of Francine having sex with any
other men pissed him off. He wanted her all to himself. And he had
that without asking her to quit working for the service. If she
quit, he’d be obligated to continue seeing her and paying her so
she could get through nursing school.

Joe found himself thinking about Francine
all week. He had to admit, at least to himself, that even though he
was not ready for a real relationship at this point in his life, he
wanted one with Francine.

 


Francine spent the week thinking of Joe.
Should she quit the service? What if she did and then Joe changed
his mind and stopped calling her? Would Brenda take her back then?
She didn’t know what to do.

Brenda called her twice during the week and
asked her if she would help out with a couple of clients. It was
busy and Brenda was short of escorts.

Each time Francine declined saying she had
to study for tests. Not only did she not want to go against her
promise to Joe that she wouldn’t see anyone else, she really didn’t
want to. She knew it was silly of her to have become so fond of Joe
but she couldn’t help it. She liked him; a lot. She thought he
liked her too, but in the back of his mind he must be remembering
that she was an escort, a call girl.

While Joe knew she was new to that business,
he wasn’t aware just how new to it she was. He didn’t know that her
first three clients had been a blow job with a condom, a hand job,
and a man who had had too much to drink and had fallen asleep
without doing anything at all. Joe was her first ‘real’ client. He
was the first one she’d had to get undressed for, the first that
had actually fucked her and of course the first (and only) one to
have spanked her.

Francine told herself she had to stop
fantasizing about how nice it would be if Joe liked her in spite of
her call girl status. She daydreamed about what it would be like to
be his real girlfriend. To have him call her on the phone and just
talk, to not have to worry about their time running out before she
had to check in with the service.

She wondered if he liked kids. If she quit
working for the service would he want to see her more often? Would
he want to do things that included her daughters? Would he want to
meet her mother?

Stop it! She told herself. Doing
things with kids and meeting mothers meant the relationship was
getting serious. She needed to finish nursing school; she didn’t
have time for a serious relationship. Better to keep this on a more
professional level and just see him one night a week.

In the end she decided they needed to talk a
little bit more about what he would expect if she did quit working
for Brenda. And she would make it clear that she would not take the
same amount of money. He should be able to save four hundred
dollars if she didn’t have to pay the service their cut.

 


Soon it was Friday again and Brenda called
her at 4:30 to ask her if she was available for a request.

“Your regular customer, Joe, just called and
asked for you. Do you want to take it or are you busy studying? I
can tell him you’re not available and give it to someone else.”

“No, I’ll take the call,” Francine was quick
to assure Brenda that there was no need to give it someone
else.

“You know,” Brenda said, “it’s not always
good to just see one client. Especially for four hours every time.
You’re so new to the business I wouldn’t want you to get attached
to a client who probably doesn’t think too highly of a girl in this
line of work. It might be good to let him know you’re not there at
his beck and call.”

Francine wondered if Brenda wanted to give
this good customer to one of her older, favorite girls.

“That’s okay, Brenda. He’s just a real nice
guy and we go to dinner and talk. I’m not getting attached to
him.”

Well, that last part was a lie. Francine was
getting more and more attached to Joe every time she saw him.

“Okay then,” Brenda said. “He wants you
there at seven. But next week I want to steer him to one of the
other girls.”

Francine was on the verge of panic now. At
least Brenda had agreed to let her see Joe tonight. Maybe quitting
was going to be the best thing after this little talk with Brenda.
She thanked Brenda and hung up so she could get the girls their
dinner and get herself ready.

She had already told her mother she was
meeting a friend for dinner tonight. It wasn’t a lie, Joe was a
friend. Now she could get dressed at home and wouldn’t have to
sneak an outfit out of the house in her backpack.

 


When Joe answered his door, he pulled
Francine in and hugged her tightly.

“Am I glad to see you!” He told her. “Brenda
tried to tell me you were busy studying and probably not available.
She wanted to send someone else. I had to tell her if you weren’t
available I didn’t want to see anyone else.”

Francine hugged him back and said, “She
tried to tell me that it wasn’t good for me to see only you. Next
week she wants to steer you to one of the other girls. She’s afraid
I’ll get attached and said clients don’t think too much of a girl
who’s in this business.”

Joe held her away from him so he could look
in her eyes. “Francine, you know that’s not true. Don’t you? I
don’t even think of you as someone in that business.”

“I know, Joe. And I don’t think of you the
way most girls doing this think of their customers.”

“You mean as a ‘trick’ or a ‘john’?”

“Yeah, I don’t like those terms. I like you
Joe and I appreciate how much seeing you has helped me financially.
But aside from the money, I like you and I like spending time with
you.”

“Good. I like you very much too,
Frannie.”

Joe picked up his jacket and they went down
to the restaurant for dinner. He asked the concierge for a table or
booth that was as private possible.

They were taken to a corner booth that was
next to only one other booth and there was a divider between the
two booths. As long as they spoke quietly, no one would hear
them.

Joe ordered wine and then asked Francine if
there was anything she preferred to have for dinner.

“I liked the Shrimp Scampi we had
before.”



“Then that’s what we’ll have.”

The waiter came and took their order and
after he left, Joe reached across the table and took Francine’s
hand.

“Why did you give back the five hundred
dollars last week?”

“Because that’s for spanking and we didn’t
do that.”

“But I still want you to have it. I don’t
want you running short of money during the week. You’ll take it
back tonight.”

“No, you just keep it and if something comes
up and I need it, I’ll let you know. Okay?”

“Okay,” he agreed. “Have you thought anymore
about quitting the service altogether?”

“I’ve been thinking about it all week, Joe.”
Francine answered.

“And? Did you come to a decision? I think
it’d be good idea; especially after what your boss at the service
tried to do tonight.”

Francine nodded and said, “Yeah, I was
leaning that way anyway, though with some concerns. But after
talking to Brenda tonight, I think it might be best.”

“Can you tell me your concerns?”

She blushed and hesitated to tell him
everything she’d been thinking. But if she was going to quit the
escort service and rely on him alone, then she might as well get it
all out.

“First, I’m wondering what you’d expect from
me as far as how often we see each other. If I don’t work for the
service anymore then I won’t have to pay them any fees. Will you
want to see me more often?

“For right now, once a week is about all I
can see you. I’m working real hard on my investments and trying to
get things situated so I can have more free time, but it’ll be a
while before that happens.”

“Okay, that works for me since I do have to
study and I have my kids. What happens if you get tired of me? If
you decide you want to see someone different?”

Joe smiled and shook his head. “I don’t
think that’s going to happen. I really like you, Frannie. I’m not
at a point in my life where I can really get involved with a
relationship. With your school and kids, you’re not at that point
either. But we get along, we like each other, and I want to help
you with school. I also don’t like the idea of you seeing strange
men. It’s too dangerous.”

Their waiter came with their meals and
Francine waited until he left before she spoke.

“You’re right,” she said. “It is way too
dangerous and I feel very lucky that the few calls I had before you
were so easy. You’re also right that I can’t get into a serious
relationship now. So I guess for now we’re a perfect match.”

She said that last sentence with a little
sadness and Joe wondered why.

“You didn’t sound all that enthused about us
being a perfect match. Why, what are you thinking?”

She shrugged and said, “I’ll still be taking
money from you and doing things with you for it. That’ll still make
me a call girl and not the kind of girl any man would want a real
relationship with.”

Joe was quick to assure her that he’d never
thought of her as a call girl.

“I know you were new to this business, and
once I asked you not to see anyone else but me; I kind of just
thought of you as my go to girl for those base needs of mine.”

That made Francine feel a little better and
she said, “You know, you were only the fourth customer I had. And
the others were kind of not even real. I never even had to get
undressed with them.”

Joe laughed, “Tell me about them. It seems
odd that your first three customers didn’t want to see you
undressed.”

She spent the next half hour describing her
nervousness with each call and the following relief that she didn’t
have to have sex with any of them. The worst one was the blow job,
but since that was done with a condom and came so quickly, it
wasn’t all that bad.

“And then you had me,” Joe said. “The nut
with the weird spanko kink.”

“That’s not how I think of you!” Francine
protested, even though she knew he was kidding. “I’ve had a great
time with you every week!”

“I’ve enjoyed seeing you as well,” Joe said.
“I want to continue to see you and I don’t want you to see anyone
else. Instead of thinking yourself as still a call girl, I want you
to just accept my help for your schooling, and on Friday nights
we’ll get together and have some fun.”

Francine didn’t answer, she just kept eating
her shrimp scampi and thinking about it all.

“You don’t think you can do that?” Joe
asked.

She looked up at him and said, “Yeah, I can
do that. It’s a very generous offer and you have no idea how much
it will help me and my little family. My mom has been struggling to
help me with the girls and it will make things easier for her. But
I want you to keep the fees that would be going to the service.
That’ll save you four hundred bucks a week.”

“Then we’re agreed. Except for that four
hundred dollars. I want you to have it. If I saw another escort
from the service I’d have to pay it. You can use it to help your
mother or spend it on your girls.”

Francine protested again, “No, I won’t agree
unless you save those service fees.”

“How about you take those service fees and
open up a college fund for your daughters? That should make both of
us happy.”

Her eyes lit up at that idea. A college fund
for her girls was something she’d never allowed herself to even
think about it. It was one of those things she had to put off until
she was working, making a living at nursing.

“I see you like that idea,” Joe said.

She nodded. “Yes, I do like it. Okay, I’ll
agree to that.”

“Good. Let’s have dessert down here and you
can tell me all about your week.”

Francine knew that was her cue to tell him
something about the week that would give him a reason to spank her.
If she was honest with herself, she’d have to say she’d been
looking forward to the spanking. There was something about her ass
stinging that seemed to give sex an extra thrill.

Last week when she hadn’t been spanked, the
sex was great and she had come to the conclusion that the fantastic
sex she had with Joe was not due to the spankings. However, when
she went over each evening with Joe she realized that the spankings
added a definite zip to their lovemaking.

She had to stop thinking of it as
lovemaking. Even though it seemed like lovemaking, they were not in
love. It was just sex.

She had even wondered over this past week
how she could get Joe to spank her with the paddle again. It had
scared her the first time he used it just because it was so much
stingier than his hand. Afterwards, she had to admit that the extra
sting had given her the most intense orgasm she’d ever had. She
wanted that again. But she was embarrassed to come right out and
ask.

Her plan had been to come up with something
that he could say was bad enough to warrant the use of the paddle.
However, coming up with that something was not really easy. School
had gone well this past week. She got an A on her test and all her
assignments had received a B+ or higher.

She had practiced her ‘confession’ on the
drive over to Joe’s hotel and she hoped it would be enough to make
him want to use the paddle. At least for part of the spanking.

Francine looked up at Joe and said, “I’ve
had a few issues this week. I did really well with school, but I
lied to Brenda twice when she called to see if I could handle a
couple of clients for the service. Since I couldn’t tell her that I
promised you not to see any other clients, I lied and said I had to
study.”

“Hmmm...,” Joe said. “Lying is definitely a
spanking offense. Anything else?”

Francine felt that tingle in her pussy that
always seemed to appear when a spanking was coming her way.

“I yelled at my mom when she came in my room
while I was trying to study. She told me my room was a mess and I
needed to spend some time this weekend cleaning it. I acted like a
silly teenager and asked her if she couldn’t see how busy I was
trying to study for my test. I know I hurt her feelings.”

“That would be disrespect toward your
parent. A very good reason to redden that cute bottom of yours. Is
there anything more?”

Dessert had come and Francine was nibbling
on the rich chocolate cake trying to remember the third
transgression she was going to confess to. It finally came to
her.

“Just one more thing. I got a speeding
ticket. I was doing fifteen miles over the speed limit and now I
have to go to a driver’s class to keep it from showing on my
record. And it’s a two hundred dollar fine.”

Joe shook his head. “That’s a serious
violation of safety practices, Francine. I’m afraid your spanking
is going to be a bit more severe tonight.”

He had seen the sparkle in her eyes when he
had mentioned reddening her bottom for yelling at her mother. Now
he thought it was outright desire he was seeing in those pretty
blue eyes.

“I suggest you finish your dessert so we can
go upstairs and take care of this.”

“Yes, Joe,” Francine murmured. She took a
few more bites and then set her fork down.

“Are you finished?” Joe asked. “Ready to go
upstairs?”

She slid out of the booth and he led her to
the elevators. They had the elevator to themselves and Joe’s hand
caressed her ass as he leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“You’ve been a naughty girl this week,
Frannie. You know I’m going to set your ass on fire once we’re back
in our room, don’t you?”

Francine nodded her head and whispered,
“Yes, I know. I’ve been a bad girl.”

“Yes, you have. I’m going to spank you hard
tonight.”

Her legs squeezed tightly together and she
could feel the wetness of her pussy.

Joe suddenly smacked her butt through her
dress, startling her and causing her to jump and say, “Oh!”

The elevator stopped at their floor and Joe
gripped her arm firmly and led her down the hall to his room. He
unlocked the door and held it open for her.

“Get inside, strip down to your underwear
and then stand by the bed and wait for me. Leave your shoes and
stockings on.”

“May I use the restroom first?” She
asked.

“Of course.”

Joe went to the little kitchenette area and
got the ice bucket. He called through the bathroom door saying he’d
be right back with some ice.

Francine came out of the bathroom wearing
her white lacy push-up bra, white lace thong, and white thigh high
stockings with black heels. She knew Joe liked her thigh high
stockings.

Her stomach had butterflies. She was excited
and nervous at the same time. He’d said he was going to spank her
hard. Did that mean he planned to use the paddle? Should she ask
him to? Should she tell him she felt she deserved more than just a
hand spanking? Her ass cheeks clenched at the thought of a
paddling.

She saw the paddle on the bedside table. It
was made of thick, black leather. She picked it up. It was
surprisingly stiff and looked like two thick pieces of leather had
been sewn together. The paddle was about twelve inches long with
about another three inches indented for the grip. It was cool to
the touch and she wondered if he’d put it out purposely for her to
see or to just have it handy in case he decided to use it.

Francine heard the door and quickly set the
paddle back down on the table and went to stand by the corner of
the bed as she’d been told to.

Joe came in with the ice bucket and got out
a bottle of wine from the mini fridge. He poured two glasses of
wine and brought one over to her.

“Here, you can drink this while I get
undressed.”

“Thank you,” she said.

Joe unbuttoned his shirt while he lectured
Francine on her sins of the week. She often thought he enjoyed the
lecturing as much as he enjoyed conducting the spanking.

He talked about how lying could become a
habit if one was not careful. That even though the lie she had told
Brenda was a small one and with a reason; it was still a lie.

As he took off his trousers, he said their
new private arrangement would take care of having to tell that
particular lie again.

Joe was naked now and while his cock was not
completely erect, it definitely was on the way to becoming rock
hard. He sat on the bed and took Francine’s wrist to guide her over
his lap.

“This is going to be a hard spanking. I’m
going to start with my hand and then move on to the paddle.”

He rubbed her ass with his hand while he
spoke.

“I know you had to use the safe word last
time I used the paddle, but I want you to try to take the full
paddling tonight. If it gets to be too much, you can still safe
word. All right?”

Francine nodded and asked, “How...how long
will you use the...the...paddle?”

“Until I feel it’s enough. But you always
have the safe word.”

“Okay,” she answered in a small voice.

Joe caressed her ass with his hand, running
it over both cheeks and around her hips. He let his hand wander
down to the tops of her thighs just above her stockings, then
traced the lace edge of her thong.

Smack! His hand rose and fell in an
unexpected swat. It wasn’t a hard swat; she just hadn’t been
prepared for it. She was enjoying the soft caresses.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Joe started lecturing again. This time he
lectured about how wrong it was to disrespect one’s parents.
Especially when you think about all they sacrificed for their
children.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

He talked about how difficult it must be for
an older, widowed woman to take in her daughter and grandchildren
to help them out. It couldn’t be easy at this stage of her
life.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The swats were getting harder now. Joe
spanked her left cheek, then her right. He moved in a pattern;
swatting first the left upper cheek, then the right upper, and then
left middle, right middle, lower left, lower right. Then he’d start
back at the upper left. A few times he smacked the very top of her
thighs.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Francine started to squirm and Joe told her
to hold still.

“Tell me why you’re getting this spanking,
Frannie.”

“Because I was a bad girl.”

“That’s right. What did you do that was
bad?”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“I lied, I yelled at my mom, and got a
speeding ticket.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Joe stopped and rubbed her ass for a few
minutes while he moved on to lecturing about speeding. Her ass was
very warm to his touch, but not hot. The paddle would bring it to
hot.

Francine felt him lean over and reach for
the paddle. She felt her ass quivering in...what?...anticipation?
Now she felt him rub the paddle on her ass. It felt cool to her
warmed rear end. But she knew Joe would start to spank any
second.

“I’m going to spank you now with the paddle.
Use the safe word if you have to, but try to take the full
paddling. Understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered, as her ass cheeks and
legs squeezed together.

Joe rubbed her bottom to get her to relax
her muscles.

SMACK!

“Oh!” She cried out.

SMACK! SMACK!

He paused and she could feel the heat
radiate through her ass. God, that stung. She could feel Joe’s huge
cock pressing against her hip. It felt very hard.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Ow!” She gasped as her cheeks tightened
again.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Francine was gripping the sheets with her
fists. She didn’t know if she could take much more. She was really
trying to take the entire paddling as Joe asked, but this was
really hurting now. She let out a little whimper.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She shoved her fist in her mouth to keep
from crying out. She groaned.

Joe tossed the paddle back onto the bedside
table and gently rubbed her bright red ass. It was hot.

“I’m proud of you, Frannie. You took that
very well.”

She was quietly crying; her ass hurt so
much. She didn’t understand what was happening. It hurt enough to
bring tears to her eyes, yet she could feel her pussy was soaked
and all she wanted was for Joe to ram his thick, hard cock into
her.

Joe helped her up and gathered her close to
him on his lap. His hand wiggled its way between her legs and he
felt the wetness of her pussy. He drew that moisture up and
massaged it into her clit making her come almost instantly.

Then he stood up with her in his arms. He
set her down on the bed and gently pushed and pulled until she was
on her hands and knees, with her red ass up in the air. He knelt
behind her and slammed his cock into her wet pussy. His right hand
came around her hip and he teased her clit while his left hand
snaked around her other side and tweaked her nipple.

Joe pounded into her over and over and
Francine met every one of his thrusts with one of her own. She
pumped her burning ass into his groin with every one of his
thrusts. She felt the build-up growing and could feel his cock
throbbing inside her. She knew he was going to come any second and
she wanted to come with him.

“Joe!” she cried out. “I’m going to
come!”

“Come for me baby,” he groaned. “We’ll come
together.”

He slammed into her twice more and then held
her hips tightly to him as his cum flowed into her hot, convulsing
pussy.

Together they collapsed on the bed, both of
them panting and gasping for breath. Francine quickly turned on her
side to ease the discomfort of lying down on her tender ass.

Joe turned on his side and smiled at
Francine. “How do you feel?”

“My ass is literally on fire. But every
single time we have sex, it’s better than the last time. So I’m
feeling just fine. How are you?”

“I’m good, too. Roll over on your stomach
and I’ll rub some lotion on your behind.”

Joe got up to get some lotion from his
toiletries bag in the bathroom. When he came back he straddled her
legs and began massaging her ass with the lotion.

It felt so good, Francine almost fell
asleep. Joe massaged the lotion into her upper thighs which were
fairly pink, but not nearly the fiery red of her ass. Then he moved
up to her back and shoulders and continued the massage. Finally, he
lay back down beside her and just caressed her ass until her phone
beeped, telling them it almost time for her to call the
service.

“Oh, I’m feeling so good right now that I
don’t want to get up.”

“Me too,” Joe said. “But we don’t want to
piss off Brenda. Especially since you’re going to quit this
week.”

Francine reluctantly got up and called in.
She told Brenda she’d be out in fifteen minutes and would call from
her car.

It took her nearly twenty minutes to get to
her car. She was just so damn relaxed she couldn’t move any faster.
Joe told her he thought she shouldn’t quit until the following
weekend to avoid Brenda from becoming suspicious.

“I won’t call the service next Friday.
Instead, I’ll call you directly. Then I want you to call Brenda on
Saturday to tell her you’re quitting. Maybe you should even wait
until Monday.”

“That sounds good.” She agreed. She hoped
Brenda would not give her a hard time. Francine thought she
probably wouldn’t; after all, most call girls probably hopped
around from one service to another.

She and Joe exchanged phone numbers. He
leaned inside her car and gave her a kiss.

“Be good.”

“I will,” she grinned at him. “My ass will
be stinging for days to remind me to be good.”

He shut her door and she drove off.

 


Crap! He knew he was in trouble. He’d come
very close to telling her he loved her when he was slamming his
cock into her hot pussy.

Did he love her? Could he love her? Hell,
he’d barely known her for a month and in that time had only seen
her four times. Four times for four hours each time. That made a
total of sixteen hours he’d spent with her. Could a man fall in
love in just sixteen short hours?

He supposed it was possible - where else
would that love at first sight stuff had come from? Would it be so
bad if he was in love with Frannie?

Nah, it would be pretty cool. Messy; with
everything else going on in both of their lives. But it could be
damn nice.

Joe headed back to his room. He wished
Frannie was spending the night with him and wondered if that would
be possible once she quit working for the service. Probably not,
she had children and lived with her mother. He’d have to make do
with just the Friday evenings.

 


Francine was very uncomfortable riding home
in her car. Her ass was sore as hell and she suspected she was
going to be uncomfortable for the next three or four days.

Tonight was the best sex she’d ever had. It
was funny how every week she drove home from spending time with Joe
and thought how she’d just had the best sex ever. It just seemed to
get better every time.

If this was what a sound spanking did for
sex, then she would take one every night! Well, maybe not one quite
as sound as the one she had tonight.

This week she was going to be very good. She
would not lose patience with her mother and yell at her. If Brenda
called and asked if could take a few calls, she would not lie. She
would tell her that between studying and her daughters, she just
didn’t have the time. That would be the truth. Finally, she would
not speed so she wouldn’t get a ticket.

Joe would have absolutely no reason to spank
her next Friday night. He would probably want to give her one of
those maintenance spankings he was going to do last week that they
never got around to. She was sure that would not be nearly as
severe as the one she experienced tonight.

She hoped her mother didn’t notice her wince
every time she sat down. Sitting in the hard wooden seats at school
was not going to pleasant. Oh well, the great sex more than made up
for it.

 





 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


Brenda did call Francine on Monday afternoon
and begged her to take at least one call. It almost turned into an
argument.

“Francine, you can’t limit yourself to just
one trick. You have to take other calls.”

“I can’t take a call, Brenda,” Francine
said. “My mom’s not home and I have the girls. I have a test
tomorrow and I have to study for it. I’m sorry, I can’t do it.”

None of that was a lie. Her mom had gone
shopping and she was studying for a test. She just didn’t know what
she was going to say if Brenda called her again during the week.
Maybe it would be best if she didn’t answer her phone when Brenda
called.

There had been a close call with her mother
on Sunday morning. When Francine sat down to breakfast, Gail had
noticed how carefully Francine sat.

“You’re sitting down awfully gingerly,
Francine. Did you hurt yourself?”

“No, I’m just a little sore. I’m sure it’ll
be fine in a day or two.”

That wasn’t a lie either. She had not hurt
herself and she was a little sore. So far, so good for the
week.

On Tuesday she aced her exam. She wouldn’t
get the score until the following day but she knew all the answers
and was sure she would get an A on it.

Only three more days until she saw Joe
again. Her ass was feeling much better now and when she had taken a
look in the mirror, it was just a little pink.

Brenda called again on Thursday and reminded
Francine that when Joe called on Friday and requested her, Brenda
was going to send someone else. She had decided to forestall his
refusal to see a different girl by simply sending someone else.
That girl would tell him that Brenda had been unable to reach
Francine so had sent someone else.

“Okay, if that’s how you want to handle it,”
Francine had said.

“I think that’s best,” Brenda said. “You’re
too new in this business to get so involved with your client. But
don’t worry, I’ll see that you get another client.”

“Well, if Joe calls and you’re not going to
give it to me, then I think I’ll just stay home with my little
girls.”

Brenda gave a huge sigh. “You know,
Francine, I’m beginning to wonder if this business just isn’t a
good fit for you.”

“Are you firing me?” Francine asked.
Please say yes!

“No, at least not yet. But I want you to
give this some serious thought. Other than this Joe character, you
haven’t seen any other clients in over a month. Maybe you’re just
not cut out for this; not everyone can do this work.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Francine answered.
“I will think about it over the weekend.”

Wow! Brenda had just given her the perfect
chance to quit. If all went well with Joe the following day, then
Francine would call Brenda on Monday and tell her she was right,
this job wasn’t a good fit.

 


On Friday morning Francine received a text
message from Joe telling her he would be in a different hotel. He
gave her the room number and asked her to be there at seven.

She had told her mother she was going out
with a friend again.

“Is this the same friend you saw last week?”
Gail asked her daughter.

“Yeah, it is,” Francine replied. “We’re just
going to go to dinner and hang out.”

“Is this a new young man you’re seeing?”
Gail pried.

“Yes, Mom. But we’re just friends.”

Her mother smiled and said, “It’s good for
you to get out with a guy now and then. Have fun.”

“Thanks, Mom. I don’t think I’ll be too
late.”

“That’s fine, but if you do end up late give
me a call so I won’t worry.”

“I will.” Francine kissed her mother on the
cheek and then went to say goodnight to her little girls.

 


The hotel Joe was in was several blocks away
from the one he had been using. It was just as nice and had
underground parking. Francine parked near the elevator and then
took it up to Joe’s room.

She knocked on his door and he opened it
wearing jeans and a polo shirt. He smiled at her and gave her a
quick kiss.

“Are we eating in tonight?” She remembered
the last time he had answered the door in jeans he had wanted to
order from room service.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to. It’ll give
us a little more private time.”

She gave him a bright smile and said, “I
don’t mind at all. We can just relax and enjoy this nice room.”

Francine wandered around the suite. Joe
always stayed in a suite. He had a living room, a kitchenette, and
a spacious bedroom. This room was up on the thirty-fifth floor and
the balcony off the bedroom gave a wonderful view of the city
lights.

The other hotel didn’t have balconies. While
there were great views from the windows, this was much better when
you could step outside into the open air.

She wandered out on the balcony and Joe
followed her. As she stood by the railing, he wrapped his arms
around her and said, “I’ve missed you this week.”

She turned her head and kissed him. “I’ve
missed you, too. Wait until I tell you about Brenda!”

“Let’s go back inside and order dinner. Then
you can tell me all about it.”

Joe ordered filet mignon steaks and baked
potatoes. Their meals came with small dinner salads and he ordered
one dessert to share between the two of them.

While they waited for their meal, Francine
told him about her conversation with Brenda and how the woman had
suggested that perhaps this wasn’t the right line of work for
Francine.

“That’s great!” Joe exclaimed. “She opened
the door for you and now she won’t be suspicious at all when you
quit.”

Then Francine told him how Brenda was
planning to force another girl on him when he called by just
sending someone else to him who would say Francine had not been
available.

Joe’s dark eyes narrowed and he said, “That
wouldn’t have worked. I’d have given her fifty dollars for her
trouble and sent her on her way.”

“So how come you didn’t stay at the usual
hotel?” Francine asked.

“I thought it was better just in case Brenda
called the hotel when she didn’t hear from me for my usual Friday
night request. If she does call, they’ll her I’m not registered and
she won’t think anything of it.”

“That’s a good idea. I told her if she
wasn’t going to give me your call, then I would just take the night
off. Which I guess was sort of a lie, huh?”

“I think we can forgive one little lie this
time.” Joe smiled as he leaned over to kiss her.

“Tell me about your week, Frannie.” He said
as he pulled away from the kiss.

Francine grinned and said, “I have been good
all week! I don’t have anything to report that could get me
spanked!”

“Very good! Then we’ll just have a little
maintenance spanking tonight.”

“Why did I know you were going to say that?”
She asked him.

Joe pulled out the straight back chair from
the desk and positioned it so it was facing the main area of the
room. He walked to the windows and closed the drapes.

“I want you to come over here and lean over
the chair with your arms resting on the seat.”

“Now? Our dinner will be here soon.”

“Then you better do it quickly.”

She got up and walked to the chair. “Uh,
should I get undressed?”

“No, just lean over the chair.”

She did as he asked and once she was bent
over he lifted the skirt of her dress and draped it over her back.
Then he pulled her panties down so they were bunched up around her
knees.

Her ass was up in the air, waiting to be
spanked. A very fetching sight that Joe admired.

He stood to her left side and placed his
left hand on her lower back to help hold her in place. Then he
quickly proceeded to give her twelve sharp, stinging smacks across
her bare ass. He didn’t alternate cheeks this time. He smacked her
right cheek six times and then gave the right cheek the final six
strikes.

Francine gasped a few times, and cried out
twice; once when the final blow was delivered to the left cheek,
and again when the final blow landed on the right.

When he was finished, he gently pulled her
panties back up and lowered the skirt of her dress. He straightened
her up from her bent over position and hugged her, rubbing her
bottom in a soothing manner.

There was a knock on the door and Francine
turned a bright red at the thought of the waiter coming in right
after she’d been spanked.

Joe winked at her and said, “Don’t worry;
he’ll have no clue that your ass is a blushing pink.”

That caused her to blush even more and she
went quickly to the restroom to hide until the waiter left. If he
saw her bright red face, he’d think they’d just had sex or
something.

In a few minutes, Joe knocked on the door
and said, “You can come out now, he’s gone.”

 


They ate their dinner and then curled up on
the sofa to watch a little TV. Francine leaned against Joe and he
put his arm around her so he could reach her ass and caress it.
There would be no call from the service tonight to warn her that
the time was almost up.

She wondered if Joe would want her to spend
more time with him since she didn’t have to keep the service
notified. She wouldn’t mind staying longer; it felt nice being
cuddled up with Joe and having him rub her ass. Soon she drifted
off to sleep.

About an hour later Francine awoke to
delicious sensations. Somehow Joe had managed to pick her up and
take her to the bed without waking her.

He was lying beside her with his head at the
apex of her thighs and his huge, stiff shaft just inches from her
mouth.

She moaned as he sucked at her clit and
slipped two fingers inside her pussy. She reached for his rigid
cock and brought it her lips.

First she kissed the tip and ran her tongue
along the edge of the head. She squeezed gently as her hand stroked
him up and down. Then she took him into her mouth and moved her
hand lower to cup his balls. When she felt the slight throbbing
begin in his cock, she moved her mouth to his balls and took them
in her mouth, one at a time, rolling them with her tongue.

Joe groaned and sucked harder on Frannie’s
clit. His fingers were fucking her pussy fast and hard. When she
put his balls in her mouth he nearly came undone.

He rolled her completely on her back and
moved over her supporting himself on his knees as she wrapped her
lips around his cock again. He spread her legs wider and with his
fingers stroked the hot moisture from her pussy downwards towards
her tight little puckered hole. With two fingers still inside her
pussy, he slipped one long finger of his other hand into her
ass.

She gasped in surprise but didn’t release
his cock from her mouth and Joe felt her ass clamp down on his
finger. Then she moaned as he began to slowly move that finger in
and out.

Francine had no idea this could feel so
good. She was going to come soon and she sucked harder on his cock
and massaged his balls so he would come with her.

They both exploded, Joe’s cum shooting down
Frannie’s throat while he lapped at her pussy as her hips bucked
wildly.

When their breathing had returned to almost
normal, Joe smacked her ass and said, “Come on, let’s take a
shower.”

Francine dug out a hair clip from her purse
to tie up her hair so it wouldn’t get wet while Joe got the shower
running good and hot.

The shower was large with a built-in bench
at one end. They got in and soaped each other up with liquid soap.
Their skin was slippery from the soap and water and their hands
glided over each other in sensuous strokes.

Joe shoved her back against the wall and
kissed her deeply while his hands kneaded her breasts. She reached
down to grab his cock and found it already getting hard again. She
stroked it up and down until it was standing at attention,
throbbing as though looking for something warm and wet to bury
itself in. She thought she had just the place for it.

Joe turned her around so she was facing the
end wall where the bench was. He bent her down and she had to reach
her arms out onto the bench to support herself.

Suddenly he smacked her wet ass sharply
several times and then pulled her hips into his groin as he rammed
his cock to the hilt into her pussy.

The spanks felt stingier than usual on her
wet skin and with the sudden intrusion of his large cock into her
cunt, the sensations were intensified.

Joe plunged his cock hard in and out of her
several times until once again, they came together.

Francine was exhausted, she turned to sit on
the bench but Joe sat down first and pulled her onto his lap. With
the hot shower water cascading over them, he nibbled on her
ear.

“That was some fantastic shower sex,” he
said.

“Yes, it was,” she agreed as she reached her
hand around to rub her rear end. “But what was the quick spanking
for.”

“Hmmm..., just because your ass looked so
damn good and spankable. I couldn’t resist.” He said it with a grin
and then kissed her.

“Come on, let’s dry off and get dressed.
I’ll walk you to your car.”

When they were dressed and Francine looked
at the clock she saw it was half past eleven. She’d be home by
midnight so there was no need to call her mother.

Joe had given her the full amount of money
that he’d always given her and for the first time Francine felt bad
taking it. It just didn’t seem right to be paid for spending time
with someone she liked so much and doing things that were so damn
enjoyable.

“Joe, I just don’t feel right accepting this
much money from you. I really don’t want to take any money from
you, I like being with you and don’t think you should pay me.”

Joe had known this would eventually come up.
Despite working for the escort service, Francine was not really a
call girl. She was just a young mom trying to provide for her kids
while she went to school. He figured she was feeling guilty about
the whole escort/call girl thing.

“I don’t want you to think of it that way,”
he told her. “I’m just helping you out with your education and
we’re enjoying spending some time together. One has nothing to do
with the other.”

She shook her head, “I just can’t justify
it, Joe. I’d like to keep seeing you, but I think I should just get
a regular job instead of taking your money.”

“Sit down, Francine, let’s talk about
this.”

Joe reminded her that a regular job would
have scheduling problems that could be difficult with her classes.
She would have less time to spend with her daughters, less time to
study, less money, and a lot more stress.

“That’s not what you need or want. You’ve
got to get your head wrapped around this in a way that you can deal
with accepting money from me. I’m happy to help you out. It makes
me glad to see someone trying to improve their life so they can
better provide for their family.”

He looked at her and could tell she was
still not convinced. “Besides, I’ll be expecting a full accounting
every week on your school. I want to know how you do on your tests,
what grades you’re getting on the assignments you turn in, and that
everything is being done on time. If your grades slip you’ll be
having an extra session with the paddle on your bare ass. Do you
understand?”

Francine nodded her head. She knew he was
right, it was just how she looked at it. And now that he just let
her know there would be real accountability to him on her
schoolwork, she thought it would be easier to accept the money.

“So are you saying that if my grades slip,
not only will I be getting the regular spanking, but an extra one
with the paddle?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying. So I want
you to have a clear understanding that I’m not giving you money
because you spend time with me and we have a great time rolling
around the bed. I am helping you with your education and if I don’t
have evidence that you’re doing a good job, there will be
consequences. You will be punished.”

“Okay, I’m good with that.” She leaned over
and kissed him quickly. “I better go before my mom worries about me
being out too late.”

 


By Saturday morning Francine’s ass wasn’t
even pink anymore. The maintenance spanking had been much lighter
than she’d expected. Of course, there’d been that extra little
spanking in the shower; but she’d expected much worse from
something called a maintenance spanking.

The weekend sped by. She took the girls to
the park on Saturday morning and then they stopped at a hot dog
stand for lunch. While they sat at a picnic table eating,
Francine’s cell phone dinged and she saw she had a text.

It was from Joe and simply said: I miss
you.

She quickly answered him with: I miss you
too. At the park with girls.

It was the first time he had texted her. She
thought it was very sweet and reminded her that she couldn’t wait
to call Brenda on Monday to quit. She’d already had one call from
the service that Francine had decided not to answer. She figured
there was no point in dealing with Brenda begging her to help out
and take just one call.

On Sunday, Gail took the girls to a movie so
Francine could have some quiet in the house and study.

Then it was Monday and the week of school,
tests, and studying was in full swing. She called Brenda on her way
to school.

“Executive Escorts, how may I help you?”
Brenda answered.

“It’s Francine, Brenda. How’s it going?”

“Oh, fine. What’s up with you?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about it all
weekend and I think you’re right. This business really isn’t for
me. I just don’t feel right about it and I thought I’d call and let
you know that I’m quitting.”

“Yeah, it’s probably the right decision for
you,” Brenda said. “And guess what? That guy, Joe, didn’t call on
Friday.”

“Oh, something must have come up and he
couldn’t call.”

“I guess. I hope he calls again. I’ve got
plenty of girls who would like a regular four hour call.”

“I gotta get to class, Brenda. I just wanted
to let you know my decision and thank you for all your help and for
giving me a chance; even if it didn’t really work out.”

Francine parked her car and walked to her
first class feeling free and relaxed. She had not realized how much
working for an escort service had weighed on her. She wouldn’t have
to lie to her mother anymore; she could tell her she’d been seeing
a man who was helping her out financially.

Gail wouldn’t like it and might suggest it
wasn’t right to let a man she was not married to help with school,
but it at least would be the truth.

She was now determined once again to do the
best she possibly could and finish her nursing degree.

 





 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


Francine and Joe continued to see each other
once a week for the next month. Gail wanted to know more about this
man who was helping Francine with her school expenses.

“I just don’t understand why I can’t meet
this new boyfriend of yours.”

“Mom, he’s very busy. I only get to see him
once a week myself. I’ll bring him home sometime when he’s got a
little free time.”

Gail wasn’t happy with that answer. “In my
day, a man came and picked his date up at her home. He wasn’t
afraid to meet her parents.”

“He’s not afraid to meet you, Mom. I’ll tell
you what, when I see him tonight I’ll ask him if he can pick me up
next week so you can meet him.”

Gail was somewhat mollified with that. “He
should meet your girls as well. He does know you have children,
doesn’t he?”

“Of course he does, Mom. I promise we’ll
work it out so you and the girls can meet him soon.”

 


Francine didn’t know how Joe would respond
to a request from her mother to meet him. What if he didn’t want
to? When Francine saw Joe she told him of her mother’s desire to
meet him.

“She’s acting like she thinks I’m keeping
her from meeting you for some reason. I told her you were very busy
and I only see you once a week. But then she went on about how men
used to pick up their dates. So I had to tell her I would try to
get you over there to meet her and my girls.”

“I’d love to meet your mother, Frannie. And
your little girls too. Why don’t we do it on a Sunday afternoon and
we can all go to the park or the zoo and get some ice cream?”

“Really, Joe?” Francine asked excitedly.
“You really want to meet them?”

Of course I do. I love y...um, kids. It’ll
be great.”

Damn! He’d almost let it slip that he loved
her. He knew he did, but didn’t think it was right to tell her yet.
She needed to finish school and he had too many projects going on
to spend more time with her. He ran his hand through his hair and
turned to the side so she wouldn’t see the panic in him.

Francine looked at him and wondered if she
had heard him correctly. Did he really almost just say that he
loved her? It sure had sounded like those words were about to come
out of his mouth before he’d corrected himself. Joe had looked away
right after he said it so she couldn’t see his eyes. Could it be
that he loved her?

She already knew that she loved him; and
she’d almost made the same slip several times recently. Especially
when they were making love. Sometimes it almost just bubbled out of
her.

It was an awkward moment and Francine
covered it up the best she could by asking which Sunday he thought
he could make it.

“Let’s do it this Sunday,” he said. “I’ll
come over and meet everyone and then we’ll all go to the zoo.”

“Are you sure?” Francine asked. “Aren’t you
busy?”

“Yeah,” Joe replied. “But I’ve been
realizing that I’m working too much and not spending enough time
doing the things I want to do. So let’s do it Sunday.”

She gave him one of her brilliant smiles and
said, “I’d really like that. The girls love the zoo and, like all
kids, they love ice cream.”

“That’s settled then. Now tell me about your
week.”

Francine had not given Joe any reason to
spank her for the last month. All she’d had was maintenance
spankings. They were pretty light spankings consisting of only
twelve to fifteen swats. While they turned her ass a pretty pink
color, they didn’t really sting that much and the burn faded
quickly.

This week she wanted a little harder
spanking. Sex was just so much more intense when her ass was
burning from a solid spanking of twenty-five or more hard spanks.
She couldn’t remember the last time Joe had used the leather paddle
on her ass. And she knew he was itching to give her more than just
light maintenance.

She had purposely done a few things over the
last week that would give him cause to give her a good ass
warming.

Francine looked down at the table as though
she were contrite and hesitant to tell him about her week.

“Come on, Frannie,” Joe urged. “It looks
like this week didn’t go all that smoothly. Tell me what
happened.”

She hid the little smile and said, “I was
late to class twice this week. After the second time, my instructor
knocked the A from my report down to a B+.”

“Anything else?”

“Um...I don’t know if it counts, but because
I was running late I sort of was speeding a little bit. I didn’t
get a ticket though so I didn’t know if I needed to tell you
that.”

“Yes, you should always tell me everything
about your week. Is that it?”

“Yeah, I can’t think of anything else. It
was a pretty good week, though not as good as some of the recent
ones.”

“Let’s go upstairs now,” Joe suggested with
smile. “Looks like we’re going to have a little more than
maintenance tonight.”

Francine felt the butterflies in her belly
and her pussy tightened at the thought of what was to come.

Joe has turned me into a spanko. Maybe I
already was one and he just brought out the spanko in me.

They rode up in the elevator and Joe kept
his hand on her ass. He leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“I think we might need to use the paddle on
your cute ass.”

She sucked her breath in sharply and felt
the dampness between her legs.

“Would you like that?” He asked softly,
blowing into her ear.

Francine nodded and whispered, “Yes.”

The elevator bell sounded and the doors slid
open. Joe guided her to his room and then unlocked the door. He put
the key in his pocket and grabbed the ice bucket.

“I’ll be right back,” he said. “You can get
undressed; I want you bare-assed naked tonight.”

She took her time getting undressed. She
hated being naked and just standing at the bed or sitting on the
sofa waiting for him.

First she went to close the drapes in the
bedroom and then she kicked off her shoes. She walked to the small
closet and got a hanger for her dress. After she took the dress off
and hung it up she went into the bathroom to brush her hair. Then
she slowly took off her stockings, then her panties, and finally
the bra.

The door opened just as she pulled the bra
straps off her arms. Joe stood in the doorway of the bathroom and
watched her through the mirror.

He started unbuttoning his shirt when he saw
that she was looking at him through the mirror. Francine licked her
lips and turned around so she was facing Joe.

“Let me help you,” she said softly and began
to undress him.

Now they were both naked and she saw that
Joe’s cock was already hard. She ran her finger from the base of
his shaft up to the tip and then followed the edge of the throbbing
head around the circumference.

Joe grabbed her hand to stop her. “I want to
spank you. Now.”

He led her to the bed, sat down, and pulled
her across his lap. His hand caressed her ass softly at first and
then he grabbed one cheek and squeezed. She moaned and wiggled her
hips, feeling his hard dick press against her side.

Joe started spanking. Lightly at first and
then gradually building up to a heavier swat. She knew that was the
warm up phase.

Her butt cheeks squeezed together in
anticipation of the harder, sharper smacks she knew were
coming.

“Why are you getting this spanking?” He
asked.

“I was late for class and I was
speeding.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“And why shouldn’t you be doing those
things?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Because it will affect my grades and
speeding is unsafe.”

“That’s right.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Joe stopped asking questions and reached for
the leather paddle. He rubbed it over her red bottom and started
lecturing.

“You need to be to your classes on time so
you can keep your grades up. Your girls need their mother, so I
don’t want you speeding. Do you understand me, Frannie?”

Before she had a chance to answer, Joe
brought the paddle down on her ass five or six times causing her to
gasp and cry out.

“Do you understand, Frannie?” He asked
again.

“Yes! I understand! You didn’t give me a
chance to answer the first time before you started paddling!” She
yelled.

Joe gave her six more strikes with the
paddle. Then he rubbed her butt and said, “You mustn’t yell at me,
Frannie.”

“I know,” she answered, feeling the need to
have him inside her. “But you didn’t give me a chance to
answer.”

“You still shouldn’t yell, sweetheart.
That’s going to get you a few more smacks with the paddle.”

He gave her three hard whacks on her already
bright red ass and let the paddle fall to the floor. His hand ran
over her ass and down her thigh. Then back up the other thigh and
slipped between her legs.

“Open your legs wider and let me feel your
wet pussy.”

She obeyed and felt his long, strong fingers
caressing her. Two fingers plunged into her hot wetness and she
cried out.

Joe couldn’t wait anymore, his cock had been
hard and throbbing since he first got undressed. It was about to
explode and he wanted it to happen while he was inside her.

He turned her over and climbed on top of
her, lifting her legs up and settling them over his shoulders. He
sank his throbbing shaft deep into her pussy with one powerful
thrust.

As she opened her mouth to cry out, he
covered it with his mouth and kissed her, his tongue plunging into
her mouth and finding her tongue. He sucked on it as he repeatedly
thrust his cock into her.

Gasping, moaning, wanting more of him inside
her, Francine bucked her hips and met every thrust until they both
came.

They fell asleep and when Francine woke up
it was nearly midnight. Joe’s arm was across her chest and one of
his legs was over one of hers.

She didn’t want to wake him and gently
lifted his arm off and then slowly slid out from under his leg.

He moaned and put his arm back across her
chest.

“Where are you going?”

“I’ve got to go, Joe. It’s almost midnight;
I’ve got to go home.”

“Mmmm...are you Cinderella? Will you turn
into a pumpkin?” He murmured.

“No, silly. It was the coach that turned
into a pumpkin, not Cinderella. My mom will worry if I don’t get
home soon.”

“Okay, I’ll walk you to your car.”

She was up now, tugging her clothes back
on.

“No, you just sleep. I can get to my car
without you.”

Joe sat up and said, “I’ll walk you. I don’t
want you in that parking garage alone this late at night.”




 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


Sunday morning promised a wonderful day. The
sky was clear blue, the temperature was comfortable, and everyone
was looking forward to a fun outing to the zoo.

Joe was due to arrive at noon and he was
punctual. The doorbell rang, and the two little girls ran to answer
it.

“We’ll get it, Mommy!” Lillie called out in
her high voice.

“Hold on, girls.” Francine said. “Remember
the rules; you two don’t answer the door without a grownup.”

“But Mommy!” Lilah complained. “We know it’s
your friend.”

“You won’t know that for sure until the door
is opened. So wait.” Francine said firmly as she opened the
door.

Joe stood there smiling at Francine and then
lowered his gaze to the cutest little blonde girls he’d ever seen.
They looked like little miniature versions of Frannie.

“Hello, ladies,” he greeted them, still
looking at the little girls.

They were suddenly overcome with shyness and
hid behind their mother.

Francine gave Joe a welcoming smile and
said, “Hi, Joe. Come on it. The girls are excited to meet you.”

She shut the front door and led everyone
into the kitchen where Gail was busy making ham and cheese
sandwiches to go with the creamy tomato soup she had cooked
earlier.

“Joe, I’d like you to meet my mother, Gail
Carter. Mom, this is Joe Ryan.”

Gail washed her hands and dried them on her
apron before shaking Joe’s hand and saying, “It’s about time we
met, young man. You’ve been seeing my daughter for some time
now.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Joe replied. “I’m pleased to
meet you and I apologize for not coming by sooner.”

Gail was immediately charmed by Joe’s one
dimple smile. She looked down at her granddaughters who were still
hiding behind Francine.

“Come here, girls. Let’s introduce you
properly to Mr. Ryan.”

The girls went to their grandma and she
said, “Joe, this is Lillie and Lilah. Girls, meet Mr. Ryan.”

“I’m very happy to meet you ladies. Your mom
talks a lot about you two. You can just call me Joe, none of that
Mr. Ryan stuff is necessary.”

Gail wasn’t going to go along with that.
“These girls will learn how to behave and treat adults with
respect. They either will call you Mr. Ryan or Uncle Joe.”

“Let’s go with Uncle Joe then,” He said. “Is
everyone looking forward to a trip to the zoo?”

“Yeah!” The two girls called out
simultaneously.

Then Lillie said, “We don’t have a daddy.
I’m Lillie and I’m the big sister. Even though we’re twins, I’m the
oldest. By four minutes. Right, Mommy?”

Francine was mortified that Lillie had
announced they didn’t have a daddy. Now Joe would be feeling like
he was being considered for the daddy position.

“Let’s go wash our hands, girls.” Francine
said to change the subject. “Grandma has lunch just about
ready.”

They ate lunch at the kitchen table and the
girls lost all their shyness and babbled on and on about things
that could hold absolutely no interest for Joe.

When Francine tried to get Lilah to stop
talking, Joe said, “It’s okay. I want to hear about her Barbie’s
sports car. It sounds real cool.”

“It is! It’s so cool!” Lilah said. “I’ll
show it to you after we eat.”

Lillie chimed in as well, “We have a Barbie
house too. It has an elevator so we can take our Barbie dolls up to
the third floor. We have lots of clothes for our Barbies.”

There was no chance for Gail to start
questioning Joe on his work, his past, or anything else with the
girls talking nonstop. At least she could be grateful for that
much, Francine thought.

 


They drove to the zoo in two cars. Joe and
Francine went in Joe’s car and Gail went in her car with the girls
since it had their booster seats in it. Once they were parked
Lillie and Lilah ran to walk with Joe. They each went to one side
and grabbed his hands, chattering away at the amazing animals they
were going to show him.

Francine just looked at him and shrugged her
apology. She had no idea the girls would take to him so well. She
had expected they’d be shy like they were when he first came to the
house. But all shyness was gone and both girls were acting like
they’d known Joe all their short little lives.

Joe took it all in stride and listened to
them attentively, responding to them and treating them like he
dealt with little girls every day.

Gail and Francine ended up walking behind
them and Gail said, “That’s a good man. Any man who can comfortably
walk with two little chatterbox girls like that is a good man. You
better hang on to him, Francine.”

“Stop it, Mom. I’ve only known him for a
couple of months. It’s way too soon to be thinking like that.”

“Not necessarily,” Gail said. “Sometimes you
know from the start.”

“We’re just taking it easy, Mom. Neither one
of us is in a position to escalate this relationship.”

Once past the entrance Lillie said, “One of
my friends told me she gets to ride on her daddy’s shoulders when
they go to the zoo.”

“Is that a fact?” Joe answered. He stooped
down, picked her up and set her on one of his shoulders. Lilah
stood there with her mouth hanging open, wishing it was her on
Uncle Joe’s shoulder.

“Hang on to my head, Lillie. We’re gonna
pick up Lilah now and put her on my other shoulder.”

It was a little awkward, and Francine rushed
over to help position Lilah firmly on Joe’s wide shoulder. He stood
up with one arm wrapped around each girl’s legs to hold them
securely.

“Wow! Mommy, look at me and Lillie!” Lilah
yelled.

“I see you, honey. You’re way up high.”
Francine smiled at the fun her girls were having. She never
expected Joe to be such a natural with two little five year old
girls. It made her wonder if he had other experience with small
children.

Their little fannies bounced on his
shoulders in excitement and they spent more time giggling than
anything else.

When they reach the train ride Joe slid them
down so they could get on the train. The seats each held only two
people and an argument began between the two girls over who would
get to sit with Uncle Joe.

“I get to,” said Lillie, “because I’m the
oldest.”

“Me! I get to ‘cause I’m the youngest!”
Lilah countered.

“Neither one of you do,” Francine
interjected. “You girls can share a seat. Grandma will ride in
front of you and Uncle Joe and I will sit behind you.”

“Mommy! That’s not fair!” Cried Lillie.

“Fair or not, that’s the way it is. Or we
can skip the train ride all together.”

“Okaaayyy.” They both answered
dramatically.

Joe nearly laughed out loud but managed to
keep his face solemn. Francine was good at managing her daughters,
and he shouldn’t laugh at their antics.

After the train ride they went to a
concession stand and everyone got an ice cream cone. They found a
picnic table to sit at and Francine could tell all the excitement
of the day had worn out her girls. It was time to wind up the day
and get them home.

The girls fell asleep in their booster seats
and when they arrived back at the house Joe carried Lillie inside
while Francine took Lilah. They laid them down on their beds and
went into the kitchen where Gail had made some coffee and put out
some cookies.

“The girls enjoyed their day. They really
took to you, Joe,” Gail said.

“Mom,” Francine said warningly.

“What? I’m just saying the girls had a good
day and seemed to like Joe.”

Joe smiled and said, “I had a great day,
those are two great little girls. They’re a lot of fun. Maybe we
can do something like this again soon.”

Francine felt a warm feeling rush through
her. Joe wanted to do this again? How could she be so lucky to have
found a man like this?

“So are you two going out to dinner
tonight?” Gail asked.

“That sounds like a good idea to me,” Joe
said. “What do you think, Frannie?”

Francine waited for her mother to tell Joe
that her name was Francine, not Frannie. But Gail never said a
word; she acted like she didn’t hear it.

“Uh...I have some studying to do tonight; I
really shouldn’t be going out.”

“I won’t keep you out late,” Joe assured
her. “Just dinner and then I’ll bring you home.”

“Go on,” Gail said. “I’ll stay with the
girls and give them mac and cheese for dinner.”

“All right,” Francine said. “But just
dinner.”

Lilah came into the kitchen rubbing the
sleep from her eyes. “Can I go to dinner with you, Mommy?”

“Not tonight, honey.” Francine answered.
“Grandma’s going to make you mac and cheese and I’ll be home in
time to tuck you into bed.”

The little girl pouted, but said,
“Okay.”

Lillie came in and said, “Goody! Mac and
cheese!”

They all sat around the table and talked for
a few more minutes. Then Francine excused herself so she could
change for dinner.

When she was ready, Joe had finished his
coffee and it sounded like he and the girls were making
arrangements for next Sunday afternoon. They had apparently talked
him into taking them to see the latest Disney movie.

“Joe, did you just let these girls con you
into taking them to the movies?”

“No, of course not,” Joe denied. “I offered
to take them; it sounds like a movie I don’t want to miss.”

He winked at the girls as he stood up.
“Ready to go?”

Lillie and Lilah rushed to hug him goodbye
and thanked him for taking them all to the zoo.

“See you next week!” They shouted from the
porch as he and Francine got into his car.

 


They went to a small Mexican restaurant and
while they waited for their margaritas to arrive, Joe put his hand
in his pocket and pulled out a small jewelry box.

Francine looked at him questioningly.
“What’s this?”

Joe put his hand over the little velvet box
and said, “There’s a few things I want to say, Francine.”

Her stomach was suddenly feeling queasy and
she didn’t know why. It was more like a fear kind of queasy or a
worry kind of queasy. What was he going to say?

The drinks arrived and Joe took a sip. He
seemed to be gathering his thoughts before he spoke. Finally, he
took a breath and looked across the table at Francine.

“I’ve fallen in love with you, Frannie.” He
said bluntly. “And I think you’re in love with me.”

Her mouth was open in a perfect little
circle and her eyes were wide.

“I’m sure you’ve noticed that I’ve come
close to saying it several times. I love you. I want to marry you.
I want to see you every day and every night. I want that more than
anything. More than growing my venture capital business and making
ungodly sums of money. After today, I want to watch your little
girls grow up and I want to help you raise them.”

Francine continued sitting there, feeling
like she was in some kind of dream. She felt dazed and almost
confused.

“Will you marry me, Frannie? Please? I love
you.”

So many things were going through her head.
Snapshots of how kind Joe had always treated her. He was always a
gentleman; opening doors for her and walking her safely to her car.
He always asked about her girls, how her week was, how her mother
was. And he did it with real interest, not just to make
conversation. He was right; she was in love with him. Watching him
today with Lillie and Lilah had made her love him even more. He had
been so natural and comfortable with her girls that he had pulled
them almost immediately out of their usual shyness when they were
around men.

“Frannie? What are you thinking?” He was
scared she was trying to figure out how to let him down easy.

She smiled at him, gave him her big
brilliant smile and said, “I’m thinking about how wonderful you
are. How kind you are, how my girls loved you today. How my mom
told me you were a good man and that I better hang on to you. Most
of all, I’m thinking yes. Yes, I love you. Yes, I’ll marry
you.”

He smiled his yummy one dimple smile and
asked, “Do you want me to get on one knee and ask you again?”

“I’d rather not have that done here. I
always think it’s such a spectacle when people do that in public.
But my mom would love it if you did that when you take me
home.”

“You got it, sweetheart. That’s what we’ll
do.” He picked up the box to put it back in his pocket.

“Wait,” Francine said. “Don’t I get to see
the ring? And when did you buy it?”

“No, you don’t get to see the ring until I
ask you properly in front of your mother and daughters. And I
bought it a few weeks ago. I was in love with you the first time I
saw you.”

“Wow. And to think I almost decided I
shouldn’t see you anymore after the second time.”

“Why would you do that?” He asked; horrified
at the thought that he had come close to losing her.

“I was afraid I was falling for you and
afraid that there was no way it could go anywhere. I was
a...a...you know, one of those girls. No man gets serious with that
kind of girl.”

Joe smiled and shook his head. “You were
never one of those kinds of girls. And I’m very serious about you
being my wife.”

Francine was too excited and happy to eat.
She had barely eaten half of her dinner and all she wanted to do
was go home and tell her mom and the girls the news.

Joe had eaten most of his food and could see
Francine was ready to go. “Let’s go and have some of your mom’s
cookies for dessert.”

She smiled and said, “Good idea, I’m
ready.”

 


Lillie and Lilah were in their pajamas when
Joe and Francine walked into the house.

“You’re back sooner than I thought you’d
be,” Gail said.

The girls jumped up and ran to Joe before
they even said hi to their mother. He hugged them and whispered
something to them that made them go sit down again.

“Francine, sit down, please.” He said
indicating the wingback chair.

Once she was seated, Joe knelt down on one
knee and pulled the velvet jewelry box out of his pocket.

“I love you, Frannie. I want you for my
wife; I want Lillie and Lilah for my daughters. Will you marry
me?”

“Say yes, Mommy!” Lillie shouted.

“Yeah, Mommy! Then we’ll have a daddy!”
Lilah squealed.

Gail looked on in amazement. Francine looked
at her daughters, and then looked at her mother. Finally she looked
at Joe, the man she wanted for her husband.

“I love you, Joe. Yes! Yes! Yes! I will
marry you.”

She threw her arms around him and kissed
him. Lillie and Lilah ran and hugged both Francine and Joe. Soon,
all four of them were on the floor; laughing, hugging, and kissing
each other.

Gail got up and said, “If you can all pick
yourselves up off the floor, I have some champagne we can open for
a toast.”

She went into the kitchen and got out the
champagne and some of her homemade cookies. She opened up a can of
7-Up and split it between the girls so they could join in the
toast.

When everyone had their glass of bubbly
beverage, Gail said, “To my daughter and her soon to be husband,
Joe. Congratulations on your engagement!”

“Thank you, Mom” Francine said as she gave
her mother a big hug.

Lillie whispered to Lilah and then together
they said, “Congratulations to our new daddy! Yay!!”

 


There were still things to be worked out.
Joe didn’t want to wait to get married. But Francine convinced him
they should wait at least until she finished this semester at the
end of May. It was only a few more months. In the meantime, Joe
would come over every Sunday and they would do some family activity
so he and the girls could get to know one another.

They would start looking for a house not too
far away from Gail so she could help out with the girls. She would
be lonely once Francine and the girls moved out.

Lillie and Lilah refused to wait until the
wedding to call Joe Daddy. As far as they were concerned he was
already their daddy.

Francine would now spend the entire night in
Joe’s arms when they met on Friday evenings. After she was spanked,
of course.




 


 


 


 


The End
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		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



