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The former professor

Jenny was 26 years old and had just finished college, finding her first employment, when she went to live alone for the first time. She rented a small cottage with a beautiful garden in a cul-de-sac in a nice neighborhood. Imagine Jenny’s surprise when she found out that the cottage next door belonged to Mr. Hildegard, her former math professor at high school, whom she had a secret crush on at the time.

Back then, Ernest Hildegard was a handsome man in his thirties and very popular among the schoolgirls, although he was reserved and somewhat stern in demeanor. He was now in his late forties, tall with a strong, fit body, greying hair carefully pulled back, and a trimmed beard.

For her part, Jenny had developed into a beautiful young woman with short blond hair and blue eyes, nice pretty legs, a round butt, a trim waist, and a pert bosom. And despite the age difference, she still felt attracted to handsome Mr. Hildegard.

Unfortunately for Jenny, the mature professor had lost none of his reserved nature, so even if he remembered her, they never went beyond exchanges of greetings or a chat about the weather.

A few weeks after she arrived at the new home, Jenny decided to invite a few friends from her college sisterhood over for some wine and a barbecue.

On the Friday night that Jenny had the gals over, Mr. Hildegard was not at home. A lucky strike, she thought, considering that she and her friends had the tendency to get somewhat wild after some drinks.

So that evening, they were all out in the backyard, drinking sparkling wine and beers, smoking some pot, listening to music, and having a good time. As the night grew later, some of the girls started tossing the softball to each other. Sadly, things got a little out of hand, and Amanda, one of the girls, accidentally threw the ball over the fence and right through Mr. Hildegard’s living room window. When the window broke, they all looked at each other and started laughing, then suppressing the giggles, they bolted for the house. Once inside the living room, they wondered what to do next. Amanda was adamant that she wanted to go over and fess up to breaking the window and offer to pay for its replacement. However, Jenny really didn’t want Mr. Hildegard to think that she still acted like the silly troublemaker she was in high school. So she convinced Amanda otherwise. Finally, Mr. Hildegard wasn’t home and wouldn’t be able to prove that any of them had broken the window. Amanda reluctantly agreed, and after a while, they called it a night, and everyone went home.

It was around noon the following Saturday that Jenny heard a loud rapping at her door. Groggily, she got up from the bed. In just a tee and shorts, she crossed the living room and noticed that it was Mr. Hildegard standing on the other side of the door. The broken window came rushing back into her mind, and she imagined that he must be coming over to ask her about it.

“Hi, Mr. Hildegard, how can I help you?” Jenny asked as she opened the door, blinking at the bright summer sunshine.

“Hello Jenny, sorry to bother you, but I got home earlier this morning and noticed that a ball had come through my living room window, breaking the glass.”

“Oh, no,” Jenny said, trying to show surprise. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Do you have any idea how that may have happened?” The imposing man asked, looking directly into Jenny’s eyes.

“No.” Jenny immediately answered. “I had a few friends over last night, and we didn’t notice anything.”

“So none of you were playing softball?”

“No. Not that I saw. We were just sitting around on the porch sipping coffee and chatting.”

Mr. Hildegard stared at Jenny, looking like he knew better and did not believe her. Luckily, the uncomfortable silence was broken by the ringing of Jenny’s phone.

“Come on inside for a minute,” Jenny said to Mr. Hildegard, not wanting to seem like she just wanted to get rid of him quickly.

She ran into the living room and got the phone, which was just another phone seller. When she went back into the living room, Mr. Hildegard was standing there with his arms crossed, looking straight at her with a stern face.

“So, let me get that straight,” Mr. Hildegard began. “A ball comes flying through my window from the direction of your yard, and you have no idea how that could have happened?”

“That’s what I told you, isn’t it?” Jenny responded as she tried to keep back the immature attitude that was brewing inside her in front of her former teacher.

“What’s with this attitude?” Mr. Hildegard asked. “I am only trying to figure out what happened. We are neighbors, and I thought you might know what happened or have possibly seen something.”

“Well, I don’t know what happened and never saw anything. Now I have to dress up, so you can go, please,” Jenny responded, unable to suppress a streak of brattiness.

She walked over to the door and opened it.

“You know exactly what happened,” Mr. Hildegard said, closing the door. “And I am going to give you one more opportunity to be honest with me about it.”

“One more opportunity or what?” Jenny asked, breaking into one of her cocky smiles. “What are you going to do?”

“I am going to give you exactly what you are begging for, as you are lying right to my face.”

“How do you know that I am lying?” Jenny asked, starting to get annoyed. “You don’t know anything about what happened. You weren’t even home.”

“I am going to ask you one more time about what happened,” Mr. Hildegard said. “You have a choice to either talk to me like a grown woman, or if you still keep acting like the spoiled brat you were when you were my student, my hand can discuss it with your bum. It’s your choice.”

Jenny was stunned by those words. His hand could discuss it with her bum? Was Mr. Hildegard really talking about spanking her? Before she could even respond, the stern professor asked her that question again.

“A ball did some damage to my property last night. What do you know about that?”

“I told you that I don’t know anything about it,” Jenny answered as sure and firm as she could be.

As soon as Jenny said that, Mr. Hildegard grabbed her by the wrist. He turned one of the table chairs around to face the room, sat down on it, and yanked the young woman roughly across his left thigh, pinning her down beneath his strong left arm and crossing the girl’s calves with his right leg. With his right hand, he began to slap away at Jenny’s round bum right through the seat of her thin pajama shorts.

SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!

Mr. Hildegard’s broad, thick hand continued to slap every inch of Jenny’s bottom, and she couldn’t believe how much it was beginning to hurt. The pain wasn’t too bad right then, but she could definitely begin to feel the heat starting to burn through her shorts into her bum. She started to squirm, but there was no difference. Mr. Hildegard had pinned her down, and she could do nothing to get off his lap or to reach her arm around to try and block.

SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!

“Ohowh…how dare you come over here and spank me like a...ohowhw…a naughty kid?” Jenny asked, her voice starting to break from the sting and the indignity of that all.

“I came over here to talk to you calmly like two adults. But you wanted to throw up your attitude and lie right to my face instead,” Mr. Hildegard said as he relentlessly pounded away at Jenny’s bum. “You are the one who decided to act like a spoiled kid.”

“No, I didn’t!” Jenny yelled. “I’m not lying to you! I don’t know anything!”

“Still not learning a thing, are you?” Mr. Hildegard asked, reaching underneath the girl’s waist and undoing the string belt of her pajama shorts.

“Hey! Are you taking my pants down?” Jenny asked, astonished, feeling her shorts yanking at the middle of her thighs. The only thing protecting her tender, already tingling bottom now was a skimpy pair of white panties.

SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Mr. Hildegard’s hand was now smashing against the thin cotton of Jenny’s panties with a newfound ferocity. He was firing away fast and furiously, not missing any area of her rear end. The pain was now more intense, and Jenny could feel a fire starting to burn across her bum, which was hot and sore.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Owwoooww!” Jenny began to yell. “Ahawhww! It stings! It burns!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OHOHWWW! IT HURTS! BWUAHAAA!”

“It’s supposed to hurt,” Mr. Hildegard said calmly.

“OHOOWOOW! IT HURTS A LOT!” 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Well, that’s too bad for you, young lady,” Mr. Hildegard said.

By now, Jenny’s bottom was in more pain than it had ever been in before. Mr. Hildegard was spanking her like it was an art. He continued to cover every square inch of her bum, not leaving any area untouched. With each new slap, Jenny’s rear end got hotter and hotter until she thought it was going to burn her panties clean off.

Mr. Hildegard finally stopped spanking but kept Jenny pinned in place. Jenny wanted to reach back and rub her burning bum to try to soothe it, but she couldn’t get her arm back there to do it.

“Do I have your attention now?” Mr. Hildegard asked.

“Yes. You have my attention…sir,” Jenny said, hoping that her ordeal was finally over.

“Good. I am going to ask you once again if you know anything about the window. If you lie to me, I am going to bare your behind and spank it until it’s a deep, dark red and blistered. You have the opportunity to keep a little bit of your dignity and still be able to sit down in the next few days, but if you lie, I am going to severely blister your bare bum until sitting down becomes a memory for you. Do you understand?”

At that point, Jenny didn’t know what to do. She finally decided to try to admit that she knew something without actually saying it.

“I…I honestly don’t know for sure what happened. I wasn’t always outside last night, and…maybe…one of my friends broke it and didn’t want to admit it to me. What I can do is ask them about it and see if they know anything.”

“So, you don’t know anything about it. That’s what you’re telling me?” Mr. Hildegard asked.

“Yes, but I can try to find out for you. I’ll ask my friends who were here last night.”

“So that’s the whole truth. Aren’t you lying? Cause you know what I said was going to happen if you are lying.”

“Yes, I know. But that’s the honest truth. I swear,” Jenny said, hoping that she had convinced her former professor she wasn’t lying.

“Was one of the friends that you had over last night named Amanda?” Mr. Hildegard asked.

How could he know that? Jenny asked herself, confused.

“Yeah…Amanda was here,” she answered, feeling like she would throw up for fear.

“I know she was because earlier this morning, she came by, explained what happened, and offered to pay for the damage. She said she just couldn’t go along with me not knowing who had been, and it seemed to me that someone tried to convince her to do it that way,” Mr. Hildegard explained with a hint of amusement in his voice.

Shit! Jenny thought. Why had Amanda done that? And right then, she knew she was caught. Mr. Hildegard knew that she had lied and that she had been lying the whole time.

“What do you have to say to that?” Mr. Hildegard asked. “I gave you every chance to say the truth, didn’t I?”

“Please, sir, please…can we just talk about it? Yes, I was lying, but… I’m sorry.”

“What did I say would happen if you lied to me again?” Mr. Hildegard asked.

“OMG, please, sir… I’ll help Amanda pay for the damages.”

“I’m glad to hear that you are willing to pay for the damages, but you still haven’t answered my question,” Mr. Hildegard was adamant. “What did I say was going to happen if you lied?”

“You…you said that you were going to…bare my bum and spank it a deep, dark red,” Jenny answered with a shaking voice.

“A deep, dark red and BLISTERED,” Mr. Hildegard specified. “You and I are probably going to be neighbors for some time, young lady. You need to learn that I won’t hesitate to teach you what I wasn’t able to teach you in high school.”

With that, Mr. Hildegard grabbed the waistband of Jenny’s panties and yanked them down to join her shorts. The girl’s lovely, round bottom was now as bare as the day she was born, leaving no protection between her former professor’s hand and her plump, soft, and already swollen red buttocks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Mr. Hildegard went right back to spanking Jenny’s now fully exposed bum. He once again covered every square inch of her bottom, leaving no part of it alone. It hurt like hell to get smacked on a bare and already reddened bum flesh, and Mr. Hildegard repeatedly smacked that flesh over and over again, burning it more deeply with every connection of hand to bum.

“OOWWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“SIR!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“PLEASE! SIR!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“AHWHWH! OHOWHWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OOWHWHW! BWUAHAAA! OHOWHWWW!”

Mr. Hildegard continued to spank Jenny’s already smoldering bottom again and again. She struggled as hard as she could, twisting, turning, bucking, and kicking.

But right in the middle of that onslaught of branding palm spanks, Jenny started to feel a new, startling feeling between her legs. Her whole body began to be shot through with shivers of pleasure, and her pussy started to water. She was yelling and wailing, tears were freely streaming down her face, and snot was coming out from her nostrils, yet her wailing and yelling were now more of pleasure than of pain.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OHOWHWW! AHAWHWWW! AHAHAAA!” 

Squirming on Mr. Hildegard’s lap, her groin rubbing against his sturdy legs, under the incessant rain of searing spanks, Jenny was struck by the awareness that she was having one of the most powerful orgasms of her life.

Finally, Mr. Hildegard stopped spanking and let Jenny stand up. On jelly legs, spent by the burning pain she had suffered and the violent orgasm she had just experienced, with tears running down her face, Jenny grabbed her bum and stood there. She didn’t care that she was half-naked in front of that mature man. She had just had the first spanking of her life, along with one of her best orgasms until then…and she couldn’t come to terms with all that.

“Why don’t you stop by once you have recovered?” Mr. Hildegar’s voice turned confidential as he rose from the chair and went toward the door. “I’m sorry for…for that, but it was long overdue Jenny,” he said, pointing with his hand to the girl’s bare hindquarters.

“I guess so, sir,” Jenny sobbed. “I…I promise I will be a good girl!” Shit, she thought, what a childish thing to say!

“Good,” said Mr. Hildegard with a half-smile on his lips. “Come over when you like,” and with that, he went out the door.

Once Mr. Hildegard left, Jenny, still half naked, went to her bedroom. She stood with her back to the closet mirror, contemplating the state of her rear end. From the top of her buttocks to mid-thighs, the skin was flaming red all over, with some purple marks of Mr. Hildegard’s fingers crisscrossing.

At the view of her almost smoking bum, Jenny crazily felt aroused again. She plunged onto her bed and put her hands between her legs, her fingers already dancing over her clit. All of a sudden, juices flooded her pussy, and she had another of the best orgasms of her life to date.

Little by little, she took deep breaths to calm down her stimulating excitements, and gradually, she pulled her fingers out from her overflowing pussy. Those two powerful orgasms had exhausted her entirely, and she lay on her tummy to cool down her hindquarters in the half-light of the room. What had just happened had gone beyond anything she could have imagined. Being spanked over the knee of that mature, handsome man had been shaming and painful, so much painful. But it has been exciting, exciting at an almost unthinkable level. And it has been very emotional, too. In fact, right then, Jenny felt more cared for than she could remember in a long time.

It took Jenny an entire week to come to terms with the events of that Saturday and for her rear to regain the ability to sit comfortably again. It was late Friday afternoon when Jenny finally felt like accepting Mr. Hildegard’s invitation to come over and found enough courage to ring her neighbor’s bell.

As soon as she did it, she regretted it. Running back through her front door seemed like an excellent idea, but before she had time to act, the door opened, and Mr. Hildegard said cordially, “Hi, Jenny, happy to see you. Please come in.”

They went to the living room. Mr. Hildegard motioned her to the sofa and said, “Would you like something to drink?”

Now, at a complete loss for words, she could only nod her head.

“Coffee? Scotch? Water?” He asked.

“Coffee will be fine.”

While Mr. Hildegard disappeared into the kitchen, Jenny remained seated somewhat stiffly, feeling butterflies in her belly. When he returned, he handed her a cup of coffee and sat down in an armchair. Jenny stared at him. Did she really want to be put on the knees of that stern man again? Being scolded and spanked like a naughty girl?

Her thoughts were interrupted by Mr. Hildegard: “So, how was your week?”

“It was a little painful to sit for a few days, but after that, it was fine. Thank you, sir.”

Mr. Hildegard smiled at Jenny’s honest, almost naive response.

“So, no bad feelings about what happened.”

“No, sir, not at all. Actually, I deserved it,” here Jenny paused and swallowed, then she braced herself and continued, “And I think that’s what I need, sir, because...mhm...you know... I’m such a naughty girl sometimes.”

Mr. Hildegard was momentarily shocked. Then he noticed Jenny looking at him with puppy-dog eyes and read in those eyes the mute request the young, beautiful woman was addressing to him.

“This is very brave of you, Jenny. And tell me, young lady. How did you behave last week? Have you been a good girl like you promised me last Saturday?”

“Oh, sir, I...I wasn’t.”

“That’s too bad. Breaking promises and being a bad girl is something that deserves to be chastised.”

“I think so, sir.”

“And how do you think you must be corrected?”

“Ohhh...mhm... that’s up to you, sir.”

“Very well then. Get up, young lady, and wait right there,” Mr. Hildegard said surly, then he headed out of the living room.

Jenny’s decision to be spanked faltered for a moment, and then, like in a dream, she got up from the armchair. With a knot in her stomach, she remained at attention in the living room, wondering what Mr. Hildegard had gone to do. She realized it when the imposing man returned to the living room, holding in his hand a broad, sturdy, flat-backed, wooden bath brush.

“Oh my God,” thought Jenny, seeing that tool. She had never had personal experiences of being punished till the previous week. However, she knew what the alternative use of a brush might be, and a tremor of fear and excitement ran through her buxom body.

Mr. Hildegard sat on the sofa. He stared at Jenny, standing pale before him, tapping the flat back of the wooden bath brush on his other palm for a few seconds, and then he used his finger to beckon Jenny to approach him.

Completely submitted to the authority of the imposing middle-aged man, Jenny complied. While she was in front of him, Mr. Hildegard reached out and began opening her skinny jeans. He dropped the jeans down, inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of Jenny’s panties, and drew them down, too, laying bare the young woman’s charms. Jenny blushed, ashamed, but Mr. Hildegard acted as if he hadn’t even noticed it. Eventually, with a stern, no-nonsense voice, he ordered her over his lap. Obediently, Jenny placed herself over his lap. He sat back so that her pert breasts were smashed on the sofa to his left. To his right were her buxom, long legs, slightly bent, with her round, bare bottom in just the proper position to receive the smacks of the brush.

For a few moments, Mr. Hildegard admired the smooth, round, womanly buttocks presented yet another time to him. They were candid, a little chubby but firm, and he could not help but feel aroused by that view. He slid the palm of his hand over those soft buns. They felt cool now, and he almost felt sad knowing that they wouldn’t remain cool for long due to the considerable amount of burning pain they were about to receive. 

Then he steeled himself and, raising the brush to the ceiling, said, “Brace yourself, Jenny. This is going to hurt!”

The first brush spank cracked across the young woman’s bare bottom, giving her more surprise than pain.

SMACKKK!

Soon, a flurry of painfully burning cracks followed.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK!

As Mr. Hildegard rained off hard bath brush spanks, the tingle in Jenny’s buns grew into real smarting, and she started to wriggle and whimper. Then the man brought the flat back of the brush down with mighty cracks right onto the tenderest flesh where Jenny’s thighs and bottom meet and curve inward. She shrieked, flailed her arms and legs in the air, and gave a half-turn to try to hide her meaty target from the punishing wood.

Jenny cringed at displaying her bare crotch almost to the face of Mr. Hildegard but soon forgot about shame when he put her back in place and gave her a flurry of hard cracks on the back of her thighs. The wood stung her tender flesh there even more than her buttocks, and she performed a kind of savage war dance on the lap of her unforgiving punisher.

Annoyed by all her motions and gyrations, Mr. Hildegard placed the young woman just over his left thigh and crossed her calves with his right leg. Then, he kept hold of her right wrist in his left hand and pressed it against her waist.

“Now stand still, Jenny, your spanking has barely started,” he said.

Jenny panicked as she peeked over her shoulder and saw Mr. Hildegard raise the bath brush again.

“ARGHHH…PLEASE, MR. HILDEGARD!”

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

Despite Jenny’s evident discomfort and pleading, the determined man let down a rain of stinging brush spanks again.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

Mr. Hildegard was spanking the young woman with the strength of a blacksmith beating on the anvil now, and tears started to spring from Jenny’s eyes literally. She felt like her flesh was branded with each solid smack of the punishing wood.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

As her excruciating correction followed, Jenny broke down completely. Compelled by the fire lit on her posterior by the flat back of Mr. Hildegard’s merciless brush, she started squirming and kicking her feet as she could, locked as she was over the imposing, strong man’s lap. She cried out in earnest, wailing her discomfort in blabbering pleading.

“AHARGHHH!. BWAHAHA! SIR! AHAAWWWW! IT HURTS…IT HURTS SOOO MUCH! BWUAHAAAAA!”

The next flurry of Mr. Hildegard’s brush spanks did another painful dance on the back of Jenny’s thighs. Then he went back to smack the buttocks, aiming the CRACKS of the flat back of the branding bath brush right on Jenny’s tender sit-spot.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

Those rapid-fire strokes ignited a new level of fire in poor, discolored Jenny’s rear. Her face was now dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her cheeks were flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

“AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD! OHHHHHHH! I WILL BE A GOOD GIRL, SIR! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOD! AHAWHWWWWW! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

And it was right then that, like it had happened the time before, the fire of the terrible spanking went from Jenny’s buttocks to her pussy. She felt that warm sensation between her legs again. Waves of heat swept through her whole body, and amidst the burning pain the commanding man was imparting to her rear end, she felt shaken by an impromptu climax that wetted her inner thighs.

Mr. Hildegard didn’t notice it, the young woman’s moans and movements of pleasure disguised by her wails and gyrations of pain.

“OHOWWW! AHAHAAA! AHAHAAAAA!”

Finally, having delivered that last soundest brush smack, Mr. Hildegard tossed the punishing tools to his side and released his grip from Jenny’s waist and legs.

While Jenny was still shocked by the pain and the intense climax she had just experienced, Mr. Hildegard looked at the young woman’s swollen and livid red rear end with a satisfied half smile. He waited a few minutes until Jenny calmed down, and then he made her get off his lap. Painfully, Jenny got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear.

“Oh, sir...it hurts...it hurts so bad,” the young woman uttered between sobs while her hands massaged her smoldered bottom soothingly.

And then, unable to contain her desire for the mature, domineering, handsome man anymore, she threw herself into his arms.

Mr. Hildegard welcomed her with a comforting hug. He kept her close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace while his right hand soothed her burning red bottom cheeks. Jenny melted in that embrace, drying her tears on his broad chest. Soon, their mouths find each other and join in a deep, intense kiss.

Their bodies moved quickly, compelled by their mutual arousal. Mr. Hildegard opened his trousers and pulled down his shorts. He turned Jenny around and held her slightly raised by her hips while his huge, rock-hard penis towered over her. Her lips opened in a smile as the man moved quickly and pushed himself into her wide-open legs.

It was an intense, vigorous intercourse that they had, and later, spent by their passion, they lay down on the sofa.

“Thank you for caring for me, sir,” said Jenny with her head resting on Mr. Hildegard’s chest.

“You welcome, little girl,” he said, caressing her hair sparsed on his body. “I will always take care of you, Jenny.”

She didn’t speak. She merely squeezed her former professor even tighter in her embrace.


Marlene get to know Jock

It was nearly ten o'clock when someone knocked on Marlene's door.  

She wasn't expecting anybody and had no idea who could be on the other side of her door. She was new to that city, and apart from a few coworkers, she knew only one person well, and she was sure it could not be him. Whoever was knocked again, firmly, while she stood there trying to decide whether to go and open or not.

Finally, she peeked into the mirror to make sure she was presentable. Her red curls were neat and shiny, her T-shirt stretched on her pert bosom, and she liked the short skirt that left most of her buxom, toned legs on show. Thank goodness she hadn't changed into pajamas yet. She took a breath and opened the door.

She was not prepared for the man standing there. Whew! Handsome does not even come close to what he was, Marlene thought. Imposing was the first adjective that came to her mind. Virile and masculine came after and…evidently pissed.

"Are you Marlene?" The stranger asked without hiding his bad mood.

She nodded and crossed her arms in an unconscious defensive stance. At least I look pretty, she thought in a weird turn of logic. 

Despite his flashing eyes, the man's voice was calm and low, "I'm Jock, Adrian's Father."

Marlene frowned at the mention of Adrian.

Adrian was a young man she'd been seeing recently. Usually, being a world-wise woman of thirty-four, she didn't mess with college boys, but Adrian had helped her move in (it was his summer job), and, finding out she was new to the city, he'd kindly shown her around. They started a friendship that Adrian probably wanted to turn into something more intimate. Adrian was sweet, smooth-faced, and eager, and he acted like a genuine gentleman, so Marlene accepted his court.

And now Adrian's father stood in her hall, looking not much older than her, looking too good, and radiating red-hot annoyance.

"I want to talk to you," the words clipped out of his mouth. 

Marlene said nothing; she just nodded, unsure if her voice would work without wavering. 

"Can we go inside?"

Marlene moved aside to let Adrian's father pass and, once in the hallway, finally said, chin tipped forward: "Why don't you just get to the point? There's no reason for us to get comfortable." 

"Alright," the man said menacingly, "Bottom line. You will not see Adrian again. Is that understood?"

If the man had asked her nicely, Marlene would have acted differently. But she would not jump just because some big, arrogant man delivered an order. And certainly not when he had such an infuriating pose. So, striving for an equally maddening stance, she propped her shoulder against the door and lounged unconcerned while pretending to consider his words.

"Does Adrian know you're here?" She finally asked.

"That's irrelevant."

"I'll bet he wouldn't see it that way."

"Adrian does not always know what is best for him."

"Well, then, why don't you talk to him? We are done here. If you'll excuse me, I'm returning to my reading."

Marlene tried to open the door and let the man out, but Jock closed it back with one of his broad hands.

"Get the fuck out of here, or I'll call the police!" Marlene almost shouted.

"Good, we can discuss statutory rape when they arrive," he said.

"What?" Marlene said, anger rapidly growing in her. "What the hell are you talking about?"

"How old are you?"

"Old enough to not be bullied by you!"

"Oh, I see. You prefer being with someone so young to have power in the relationship."

"I don't intend to have any...relationship. It is just that Adrian is the only person I know in this new city."

"Then meet someone new! Someone your age! And maybe you'll think twice next time before you get out with a sixteen-year-old boy!"

"Sixteen?" Marlene gasped. "Adrian isn't sixteen; he's nineteen!" 

"He's sixteen!" Marlene's mind reeled wildly. Do sixteen-year-olds stand six feet? "He's in college!" She protested.

"He is a junior in high school. This is why his mother, my ex-wife, got upset when she found out that Adrian was going out with you. And that's why I came here to have an honest talk with you. But since words do not seem to affect you... Let's get down to business."

Jock slid out of his black sports jacket and tossed it aside. 

"What are you doing?" Marlene asked warily as he pushed up the sleeves of his dark cotton shirt to reveal muscular forearms.

"Can't you guess?" He sneered as he strode around the couch toward her.

"Hey, wait…Adrian lied to me!" Said Marlene, starting to feel really afraid now.

Marlene turned to run for the bedroom but didn't even get a step when Jock grabbed her wrist and pulled her onto the couch with him. She was belly-down over his knees before she knew what had happened.

"You pig, get off of me!" Marlene shrieked as she struggled to sit up. 

She pounded her right fist against Jok's calf while trying to brace herself on the floor with her left hand. It was as if he didn't even feel her punches. 

"No, miss, you've got something coming." 

SMACK! 

Right across her sweetly upturned bottom. She gasped from the sheer hot pain of it.

"OHW! EHEI! That hurts!"

"It's supposed to," he said firmly, smacking her wiggling backside over and over and over. 

At that point, Marlene was getting frantic. The pain and burn she was experiencing were going to have her screaming in a second. The big man's hard hand swooped to connect with her squirming bottom again and again with muffled THWACKS.

"Look," Marlene gasped. "Let's talk, okay? Ehi! Ohw! What are you… DON'T!" She shrieked as she felt Jock's fingers on the hem of her short skirt.

Within nanoseconds, he had it tucked up into its elastic waistband, and the poor woman almost died right then and there from hot humiliation.

There was surprised silence above her, and she knew why. She wasn't wearing everyday panties; on that torrid summer day, she had put on a thong. A cute, little, white, cotton thong that tucked its way down between her bottom cheeks and slid along her pussy. So now that beastly man was looking down on her bared, normally lily white but now rosy red bottom cheeks. Never had she felt her bottom so plump, so vulnerable, or so tingly. She could almost feel the handsome, domineering man's eyes roaming over her stinging buttocks like a caress. This thought gave her goosebumps all over.

She reached back and tried to push her skirt down. That brought Jock back to life. He caught Marlene's wrist and pinned it to the small of her back. 

"Stop looking at me!" She hollered.

"That would make spanking you difficult," his voice had the briefest hint of good humor.

Jock pulled the top of her thong tighter up the crack of her bottom, making the same thin strip of material slip snugly between her pussy lips and press on her clit. It felt incredible.

"I wasn't even going to pull your panties down," the man's voice still had an int of amusement. "It's almost as if you wanted to be spanked on the bare."

"Nooo!"

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAP!

"OHOWHWWW!"

Jock spanked steadily in a way that set Marlene's buttocks to toss. The pretty lady kicked as she might, and as the man's spanks increased with speed and gravity, so did her dancing toes.

"AHAWWW! NO MORE! OHOWHWWW! PLEASE!" Marlene pleaded, trying to get control of the sizzling pain in her bum and the sizzling wetness between her legs she was experiencing.

"It's a little different playing with a man who knows how to handle you, isn't it, Marlene?" He punctuated every other word with a sound SLAP to her quivering, jiggling, bouncing buttocks.

"ANAWHWW! NAAA! OHWHW! AHARGH!" Was the only incongruous answer poor Marlene could utter.

Jock's hand rested heavily on Marlene's tender buttocks, and she squirmed just thinking about it. Her mind spun. She couldn't think with her backside hurting so terribly and her pussy throbbing against Jock's thigh.

Then Jock's left arm lifted. It took Marlene a good moment to realize he had allowed her to push off his lap, but then she slumped to the floor before him. Her breathing was ragged, and her breasts were tightened painfully with desire and straining at the thin cotton of her T-shirt. Jock hadn't moved, and she was too embarrassed to look up at him. Instead, she reached back and gently held her sore, stinging bottom with both hands.

"SOB...Adrian doesn't look sixteen...SOB," that was all it occurred to her to mutter, ruefully rubbing her smoldered flesh.

"No, he doesn't," Jock said evenly, then leaned forward and took hold of her upper arm. 

"But you're going to stop seeing him, right?"

"I won't lay a hand on him," she glared meaningfully at the hand with which he was gripping her tightly. 

He let go. Strangely, Marlene realized she wished he hadn't. She wished he'd pulled her up on his lap and jammed his fingers down her G-string.

While she massaged her bottom harder, causing more pain rather than soothing it, a weird image of herself crawling between Jock's legs and pulling his zipper down with her teeth pounced into her mind.  

"Anyway, even nineteen is still too young for you."

"Is it?"

"Yes."

Marlene shot him a glance.

"Well, maybe men my age are boring," she said.

"Maybe you're seeing the wrong men," he met her look and held it.

She realized she had to get away from him before she did something foolish like crawl back over his knees. She jumped up and put some distance between them, but even that didn't work. Her entire body was on fire; her bottom was blazing, but the worst was the throb between her legs. She wanted him out of there now so she could stick her fingers into her panties to take care of it, but he was settled back on the couch like he wasn't ever leaving.

"I already promised not to see Adrian anymore," Marlene said in a child-like voice, lowering her eyes.

He nodded and finally stood, turning toward the door. And at that moment, looking at the front of his pants, Marlene realized Jock was hard!

Later, thinking back to that moment, Marlene would have wanted to bury herself in shame. But there and then, she reached out her hand and placed it on Jock's package.

Emotions flitted across his face like trembling stars: shock, pleasure, and finally, disapproval. But she noticed that more than his glare, his erection told much of his desire. 

"I...I am not going to touch you, do you understand?" Jock stammered, unsure.

"You already did. Hard touches, very hard touches."

"That was different."

"Uh-huh," she smiled, cocky once again. 

She wanted this man and would have every big, long, hard inch of him. 

"You told me to meet someone else. Someone my age."

"But...no someone who is related to Adrian."

"You didn't say that during the spanking," she pointed out.

"Then maybe I didn't spank you long enough."

Both her heart and pussy were thrilled to hear it. 

"Didn't you? Wanna try again, Jock?"

And with that, she pulled her shirt over her head with one swift move. She wore no bra, and it had an excellent effect on Jock.

"Don't..." That was all he got out.

"When I said that same word to you... Well, you just kept on going."

She turned her back to him and wiggled the skirt down her hips. She heard a soft groan as her bottom came into view. Her buttocks were all red and covered with purplish handprints, and as perky and plump as ever. 

Footsteps were coming toward her, slowly, as if against Jock's will. She froze with her skirt puddled around her feet and waited, her breasts aching to be fondled and squeezed. 

Jock stood just behind her, not touching her yet, but she could feel his warm breath in her hair. She turned, a small triumphant smile on her lips, ready to be kissed. But that isn't what she got. Instead, Jock caught her, bent her forward, and tucked her under his left arm! 

Suddenly, Jock's broad hand swooped down in a wide arc and connected with the bottom curve of her right buttock, SPANK, pressing it upwards for a split second before it jiggled back to position.

"AHARGHHH!" Marlene screamed and gripped the back of his leg for balance.

Good thing because she would have toppled from his next spank. She danced in place, squealing like a little girl being...well, being spanked! Jock right hand smashed down again, a direct scalding spank, while his left hand grabbed the outside of her g-string, right over her pussy, massaging her mound with incredible expertise. It was all she needed. Her entire weight sagged against his thigh, and by the next time his right hand caused her red buttocks to flatten and bounce, she was coming like a banshee, digging her nails into the back of his knee, spreading her legs wide so his fingers could jiggle easily across her clit. 

Jock took the back of Marlene's g-string and gave a violent tug, pulling it across her clit and up her bottom so tight it kept her wave of orgasm from crashing. She stayed half-balanced over his thigh as the fingers he had pressed to her clit ground in harder, left and right, until she went wild, her entire being convulsing with intense, shooting pleasure.

Once she came back to earth, Jock scooped her into his arms, crushing her to his chest, kissing her deeply. His hands slid over her hips to cup her hot, throbbing buttocks roughly. Marlene desired him badly, rough, immediate, and penetrating. And he knew it because he had her on her back within seconds, where the itchy rug rubbed her scalded bum skin. Finally, Jock knelt back, tossed his shirt off, and took down his pants. He ripped off her thong and pushed her down again, no longer languorous, and scooped up her legs to wrap around his hips. The hard floor offered stiff resistance when he drove into her.

She screamed louder than when he'd spanked her, every time he thrust, pounded, and drove into her, each time they did it. Their whole bodies jerked as they poured out the come, wretchedly, gloriously.

Later that night, as Jock slept with one arm wrapped around her bare shoulders, a thought flashed through Marlene's mind: Who knows how it would be to become Andrew's stepmother?


The girl across the hall

Antony opened the front door to his apartment and gestured for his friend Ralph to come in.

"What the hell is all this fucking noise?" Ralph winced as he closed the door behind him. "You can hear it like it was in here."

"It's the girl across the hall. She's always playing her music too loud."

"What, girl?"

"My neighbor's daughter. She's on holiday from college. Her parents went to their mountain cottage, and she is home alone."

"It's a disgrace," Ralph scowled. "You can hear it all over the building. Why don't you tell her to turn it down?"

Antony shrugged. He was a middle-aged, mild-mannered man. Often, people took advantage of him.

"I tried once, but she didn't take any notice," he said meekly. Then, smirking, "I think she might have been drunk. You know, I guess she likes to drink, maybe even smoke, and not exactly cigarettes, if you know what I mean."

"Dope, more like. Those students are always high. Known fact."

"Well, finally, I don't know. Just my guess," Antony led the way into the kitchen. "A beer?" He reached into the freezer for two bottles.

As soon as the two friends took their first sip, the music seemed to get louder.

"Oh, this is ridiculous," Ralph said, putting his hands over his ears. "She's got to stop. Somebody's got to tell her."

"I think the neighbors from upstairs have tried as well. But she doesn't take any notice."

"She needs a damn good spanking! That's what she needs," stated the 39-year-old truck driver as he lifted his imposing bulk from his chair.

The music stopped suddenly.

"Thank God," Ralph barked, "A bit of peace at last."

The quiet didn't last long. Seconds later, the music started again, louder than ever.

"She was just changing the record, the little bitch. This is too much," Ralph's face darkened. "I'm going over there."

"What are you going to do?" Asked Antony, worried about his friend's well-known fiery temper.

"What do you think?"

Without waiting for the answer, Ralph strode out of the apartment. Seconds later, he was hammering on the girl's front door, the ground beneath his feet shaking to the pulverizing music.

No answer. He pounded again, harder. Of course, the music is so loud the brat can't hear anyone knocking, he thought. At last, the door opened slowly, and a bleary face peered around.

"What do you want?" The blond twentysomething leered.

"What do I want?" Ralph pushed the girl inside her own apartment. "I want you to turn off that row!"

He nodded towards the lounge room as if there was any doubt about what he meant.

"Oh, really? Nothing else? And, by the way, who the hell are you?" Came the tiny girl's sarcastic reply.

For a long moment, Ralph surveyed the petite beauty in front of him. She was well built, with small but firm breasts, no bra, whose protruding nipples could be glimpsed under her T-shirt. Her narrow waist widened into pleasantly turned hips and a round, full butt that filled out her shorts. Her bare legs were slender and shapely. Despite his anger, Ralph could not help feeling attracted to her.

"I'm from across the hall," he finally said, trying to stay calm. "I want you to please turn down that music's volume."

The girl's eyes shone with an evil light.

"How loud I hear music, it's not your business. Fuck off," she said and made to close the door.

Ralph's muscular arms moved too quickly for the girl to do anything. He grabbed her, turned her around, and...

SMACK!

The palm of his right hand struck the girl clean across her shorts-covered left buttock hard.

The girl reeled back from the shock of the slap and the unexpected stinging sensation in her rear. She took her hand to her bottom to grasp the stinging bun. Ralph grabbed the girl by the arm again and pulled her forward.

"Hey," she complained lamely, "What do you think you are doing?"

Without bothering to answer, Ralph looked around. He had never been in that apartment before, so he quickly appraised its layout. The music was coming from the lounge; dragging the girl with him, he headed in that direction. His head throbbed with the pounding noise. The ornaments on an old wooden sideboard danced to the vibrating sounds. Ralph saw a wooden chair with its back to an open fireplace. Still holding the girl in a vice-like grip, he pulled her along, sat in the chair, and spread his legs.

Too astonished to give any resistance, the girl was hauled face down across Ralph's knees. Suddenly, she found herself off balance. Her head was low towards the floor, and her round, saucy bottom in her stretched shorts jutted high over Ralph's right thigh. It was at the perfect spanking angle.

SLAPP! SMACK!

Ralph whacked the work-hardened palm of his hand against the girl's bottom twice.

"AIEEE!" The girl wailed but didn't even try to get out of her undignified position.

Satisfied by his action and her reaction, Ralph decided to proceed to the next stage. With his powerful left arm, he lifted the girl's body. He inserted his right hand into the waistband of her shorts and, with a firm tug, pulled them down to her mid-thigh, thus uncovering the girl's practically bare bottom since she was wearing a thong and only a thin strip of fabric crept into the cleft between her buttocks.

"Hey," came another lame complaint, "What do you think you are doing?"

She is a bit poor in terms, Ralph thought, but said, "If something has to be done, better do it the right way."

"And…has it to really be done?"

Not even considering answering the silly question, the big truck driver weighed the girl's candid buttocks with his eyes. Even if clenched in the trepid expectation, they were round and swelling, compact yet looked tender and so vulnerable. He raised his hand high to the ceiling.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Ralph began to spank those round, protruding, white buttocks in earnest. For just a moment, the girl remained speechless at the sting of it. It didn't last long. The burning pain in her bottom rose quickly, and soon, she reached the point where she felt like she was sitting on a beehive. Ralph spanked the girl's rear across both buttocks, going into the undercurves and the meatiest part of the bum cheeks. He even walloped her on the back of her thighs. Tears began to flow, streaming easily down her pretty cheeks as she gasped for breath through the cascading sobs. Soon, she found herself broken down, defeated, and reduced to a squalling, bawling little girl.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Ralph's mighty hand rose and fell relentlessly, each firm resounding SPANK echoing throughout the apartment, rivaling the deafening music, accompanied almost instantaneously by loud shrieks and howls from the girl's lips.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! 

"WAHAAA! PLEASE, SIR! OWHWHWWW! BWUAHAHAAA! IT HURTS!"

The girl alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady spanks of Ralph's broad, hard palm meeting her rapidly reddening, meaty hillocks.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! AHAWHWWW! I WILL TURN DOWN THE MUSICCC! AHAWHWWW! OHWHWWW! I PROMISE! BWUAHAAA!"

"We will see," said Ralph, and as an additional answer to her promises, he let fall a dozen more of the hardest spanks in quick succession on the girl's under-curved junction of buttocks and thighs, eliciting desperate cries of sorrow. Only once he had delivered that last flaming rain did Ralph finally stop the girl's branding correction.

He then released his grip, and the girl stumbled from his lap onto the floor. Once she managed to get back on her unsteady legs, the well-spanked girl started to stomp and hop in place, blubbering. She grasped each smoldered buttock in one hand and performed a virtuoso war dance in front of the amused glare of the imposing truck driver. All that lasted a good couple of minutes, and then, with some difficulty, she stood unsteadily, eyeing Ralph with a teary, subdued, and inquisitive glare.

Ralph rose from the chair, marched across the room, and switched off the music center. The peace was bliss. He turned to the girl who had not moved; she kept standing with her shorts around her mid-thigh, keeping her smoldered buttocks in her hands, pouting and watching Ralph with her astounded, teary eyes.

"Right," he commanded. "That stays off. If I hear one more squeak out of you again, I'm coming back, and next time, I'll have your pants down again, and this time we'll see how you like my belt across your bare ass."

That said, he made it towards the front door and left.

Once alone in the room, the girl started to massage her severely burning bum gently. Soon, the flaming heat she was feeling in her rear started to spread to her front, and she inserted her right hand in her thong. While her fingers started to dance over her clit, the words' pants down', 'belt', and 'bare ass' repeated again and again in her brain.

Slowly, not entirely sure what she was doing, the girl moved across the room. She waited a moment, sucked down a deep breath, and turned the music center on at full volume.


Megan's taste for apples

Megan had been thinking about it ever since she moved next door to Rick's cottage.

Moving to the country had not been easy for the beautiful, fashion-addicted 30-year-old who was accustomed to mundane life. But Megan was dramatically behind schedule with the delivery of her book manuscript, and her editor had threatened her. If she did not deliver the work in two months, she would not only have to return the advance she had received, but also he would sue her for breach of contract. So retreating to a quiet, secluded place that offered no distractions had seemed to the voluptuous romance novelist the only way to finish her work in time. That's how she ended up being a neighbor to the forty-two divorced farmer.

From the first day of her stay, Rick caught Megan's attention. He was a tall, dark-haired, middle-aged man with two penetrating blue eyes. His life as a farmer had kept his slim body fit, and in any gesture, even in the simple tasks he performed around the cottage, he showed a calm strength.

It didn't take long for the pretty blonde's mind to start fantasizing about that handsome hunk. In the end, she found nothing better than that simple plan. It was certainly not a genius stunt, but Rick was, after all, a simple man, a plain country boy; in short, the thing could work.

That day, around the time she had noticed Rick was used to coming back home on his truck, Megan went to Rick's orchard to gather—better to say steal—a bushel of apples. She had finished collecting the basket of apples when she heard the truck stop on the road not far from her. She spun around quickly to see that Rick was observing her from the truck window.

She had been caught red-handed. Exactly like she expected.

Rick got out of the pickup and walked toward her with that long-legged stride of his that sent a chill down her spine.

"Good afternoon, ma'am," he said in a firm, calm voice, ringing his fingers to the wide-brimmed hat. "What exactly do you think you are doing?"

"Oh, hi, Rick," Megan answered as casually as she could. "I was just…well…I guess I saw these ripe apples here, and I couldn't help but gather some."  

Rick squared her from head to toe. He couldn't deny that the woman before him was pretty attractive. She had put her shoulder-length blonde hair pulled neatly into a ponytail. Her ample breasts were unrestrained by a bra and pushed out the front of her pale pink tank top quite nicely. The tight, faded blue jeans she wore accentuated the full curves of her bottom and her turned legs. 

Suppressing a sigh, he said, pointing to the basket, "Those seem more than 'some'. And anyway, even if they were just a few, well, I don't know how you call this kind of thing where you came from, but here we call it stealing."

Good, the first part went well, thought Megan; now comes the most challenging part.

"Who do you think you are, coming here and accusing me of stealing, you brute?" Megan snapped in her best tantrum-throwing bratty tone. 

Surprised and annoyed, Rick retorted, forcing himself to keep calm: "I'm the owner of the orchard, and you are actually gathering my apples without my consent, young lady. This IS stealing."

"How dare you? You cheap bastard," she said, and with her face reddening in mock anger, Megan raised her arm and slapped Rick's cheek with her right hand.

The man's face did not move, and he stood there a moment, stunned by that unreasonable action.

Once he recovered from the surprise, he said, "You are in bad shape and need to be taken down a peg or two, young lady!"

With that, Rick grabbed Megan's wrist and started to lead her swiftly and silently toward his house.

"Hey, stop it!" Megan whined without putting up any effective resistance. "What do you think you are doing?"

"Something they should have done to you a long time ago, young lady!" Rick finally stated.

Well, well, well, it seems that it worked; everything suggests that he will spank me, thought Megan, feeling an increasing lust for the man.

Once inside his simply decorated log home, Rick brought her directly to his study and closed the door before moving a chair out from behind a rough desk. 

Megan was nervous about what was about to happen. She sensed that Rick was going to spank her. She also felt a pleasant tingling in her pussy. This tall, fit man was exciting her immensely. 

But right when everything seemed to go as she had planned, things started to take an unexpected turn. When Megan saw Rick unbuckle his belt and take it off the loop of his jeans, she started to panic. One thing was a good, exciting, maybe a little painful spanking; another one was a...belt whipping!

"Hey...come on... you're not really thinking of using that thing on me, are you?" Megan said with eyes as wide as two saucers.

"You can bet, miss. You are going to get your bottom whipped, young lady, good and proper! We will see if a bottom too sore to sit on it will cure you once and for all of your attitude!"

The belt in the man's hand looked heavy, thick, and supple, and Megan was sure that getting hit across her bottom with that thing must be excruciatingly painful. Nevertheless, she stopped her retreat. Seeing the farmer's determination scared her, but as odd as it seemed, the menace of having her bottom whipped by that strong man was even more exciting than her wildest dreams. Suddenly, she experienced a tingling between her legs, a shiver ran through her body, and she sensed that she was wetting her panties.

"Take your jeans down, Megan," Rick ordered, snapping the leather belt in his hand.

Suddenly obedient, Megan moved over to stand in front of Rick. She hesitantly unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down off her hips, bent at the waist, and pushed them down to her ankles. After that, she straightened up, not sure about baring her bottom in front of the man. 

"Panties, too," said Rick, seeing her stalling. "And bend over the chair."

With shaking hands, Megan pulled her panties down. Then she took her jeans and panties off her feet and stood bare from the waist down. Breathing deeply, she walked around to the back of the chair, giving Rick a full view of her lovely, half-naked body. She spread her legs wide, placing one foot on the outside of each of the chair's rear legs. She took another deep breath and bent deeply over the back of the chair. Feeling the smooth leather upholstery against her bosom stimulated her nipples, and she realized that in this position, her anus and swollen vulva were fully exposed. This only added to her already burning passion. 

She stood there, doubled over the edge of the chair, feeling so defenseless that she could almost feel Rick's eyes staring at her charms. Her bottom cheeks quivered slightly in fearful anticipation. She had never felt so exposed and so vulnerable in front of a man before.

Rick quickly took up the position behind her. He allowed the tension to build for a few moments, enjoying this exciting view before him. He then raised the belt high in the air and brought it down across the fullest part of Megan's bottom, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips.

CRACK!

"ARGHH!"

Rick stood for a moment to admire the broad red stripe the leather had painted right in the middle of the blond woman's voluptuous bottom. Then he raised the belt again.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Megan howled to high heaven.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The sounds of the belt that stroked bare, tender, womanly flesh echoed around the room, along with Megan's screams. The lashes covered both cheeks of Megan's bottom, painting it with ugly and swollen red stripes. She had started crying after the first lash, and she was sobbing now. She tensed while feeling the belt explode into her tender buttocks again and again.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Rick was making a number on Megan's cute, pert bottom, aiming lower and whipping her tender sit-spots and upper thighs. That was too much for the whipped woman to handle. She jumped up and reached back, which was a big mistake as Rick pushed her back down against the chair.

"PLEASE, SIR! IT STINGS! IT BURNS!" She yelled in despair.

"Yes, Megan. It is supposed to. You asked for this, miss!" Rick hissed through his teeth as he gave her a new flurry of even harder lashes right in the middle of her buttocks while she wailed in misery.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"OHWHWWW! PLEEEASEEE, SIR! AHAWHWWW! OKAY! AHARGHHHH! OKAYYY!"

Rick gave Megan a total of thirty-six lashes with his belt. Thoroughly covering all her cute bottom and upper thighs and leaving burning, puffy welts where the belt had landed. By the end, Megan was crying and hiccupping like a toddler. Her face was covered in tears, her mascara dripping, and her nose running with snot. The pain-burning sensation she was feeling where she used to sit was unbearable.

After the final stroke from the belt had landed, Rick stood still, admiring his handiwork on the woman's hindquarters.

Collapsed limply over the chair, Megan spread her legs more and pleaded: "Please…sir…"

Understanding and sharing the woman's urge, Rick slowly removed his pants and boxers. He made Megan lie down on the floor, rolled her onto her back, and spread her thighs as far apart as he could. Grabbed a handful of her hair and kissed her hard on the mouth, wrestling her tongue with his.

Megan was soaking wet and ready for a good, hard intercourse. Rick moved in between her thighs, lifted her legs onto his shoulders, and briefly teased her clitoris with the head of his penis before penetrating her entirely in one forceful thrust, driving her sore bottom into the coarse carpet, adding to the intensity of the moment. 

Rick fucked her with long, hard thrusts of his hips while his massive manhood broke through till the very end of Megan. Megan's breath became more and more ragged as she neared orgasm. Her vagina began to quiver and milk Rick's penis as he ejaculated, sending Megan over the edge into the most delightful orgasm she had ever experienced.

As the last waves of orgasm slipped away, Megan decided she had developed a new taste for apples and would have to come back to pick some soon.


The incapable Mother

It was a lucky streak that I saw the boy next door lit a fire at the end of my backyard. And it was also fortunate that I cut the grass at the beginning of the week. If he'd lit that fire a week ago when the grass was higher, we could have had a real problem. As it was, I could soak the ends of the blaze fast to stop it from spreading sideways and then concentrate along the front so it had nowhere to go. Having no breeze helped.

Once the fire was out and the entire area had been adequately watered, I cleaned up and prepared to go and speak to the boy's mother.

Allison was a 34-year-old single woman. She and her only son, a ten-year-old boy, had come to live near my cottage for a couple of months, and I had gotten to know her just a little. Little but still enough to know that she was an attractive, buxom woman, that she worked as an executive secretary, and that she was not worth much as a Mother since her son was a real brat.

So I went to ring Allison's bell. She came to open the door in a low-cut, sleeveless dress that highlighted her bursting breasts and let me into her kitchen.

Trying to remain as quiet and calm as possible, I explained what had happened, ending with, "Arson is a serious charge. Strictly speaking, it's a police matter."

"I'm sorry, but I'm sure that it's all just a misunderstanding," protested Allison, still not realizing that I had a large head of steam boiling away while speaking calmly and quietly.

"I don't think the police would look at it that way, and neither do the courts and surely I don't. When you screw up big, sorry is just not enough. Someone here needs to have a blistered bottom, if you know what I mean."

At that point, Allison started to play the outraged mother, affirming that I had no evidence that his son was responsible for the fire and that to suggest that a child be beaten was barbaric.

"Well, Allison," I said at that point with a firm tone of voice, "In a way, you are right. In fact, I'm not suggesting that your son deserves a paddling. YOU are the one really responsible for that fire in my backyard since you clearly were unable to educate your child. Therefore, who deserves a blistered bum is YOU!"

It took her a few moments to work out precisely what I meant by that comment; by then, it was too late.

I pulled out one of the kitchen chairs, sat down on it, grabbed Allison by the arm, and yanked her across my knee.

Allison started to struggle, but I had a good, firm grip on her, and she couldn't get anywhere. Soon, her "How dare you?" "This is outrageous!" "This is an assault!" screams turned into: "Please, let me go," "Please don't, I don't deserve it," "Not on my bare bottom, please." Too late, as at that point, I had already raised her dress and took in my hand the elastic of her skimpy panties.

All her efforts to escape that situation were useless. Right then, I was a man on a mission. I took her panties to her knees, discovering a pair of perfect, candid, round, meaty hillocks.

I couldn't help but notice that Allison had a superb, round, firm, even if plump, womanly bottom. Those curves were just designed to take a man's hand, as it was at that moment.

As soon as I had before me that perfect target completely bared and waiting, I smashed my hand down hard on the fullest of her right buttock. She gave a muffled squeal, trying to be quiet but wanting to scream at me. I gave her another hard swat and then paused, with my hand resting on her bottom.

"AHARGH! STOP IT! IT...IT HURTS!" Allison cried out loud.

"If you think my hand is too hard, I can take off my belt and switch to it," I offered. "I have a good, sturdy one holding my slacks."

Allison increased her wriggling and protested animatedly, assuring she didn't want the belt. I took that to mean she was okay with me hand-spanking her bum, so I continued to do so, delivering hard, beefy spanks with my work-hardened palm that flattened her round buttocks every time I smashed them. This was not a friendly spanking, but one delivering a real message.

It took no more than a dozen mighty spanks for Allison's protests to turn into anguished shrieks of pain and sorrow.

Now that I had her full attention, I began to explain to Allison her motherly duty, one of the most important of which was to educate her son for his own good and that of the community. I explained this to Allison carefully, emphasizing all my significant points with powerful slaps on her bottom, as well as some of my minor points.

Since this was long overdue, I decided not to leave anything unclear between us so that we could be good neighbors from then on. Therefore, I spanked and slapped and smacked Allison's cute buns until they were fire engine red, and then I spanked and slapped and smacked them some more.

As my merciless spankings were roasting her buttocks, between her yells, Allison began a veritable litany of whining pleads: "Please, no more." "Oh, it stings so bad." "I'll be good. I promise I will." "I've been punished enough!"

In the frenzy of her pleading, and evidently obnubilated by the searing, unmerciful blistering, I was submitting her nether regions, she even called me 'daddy', thus indicating that her father had been wise enough to raise her the old-fashioned way. Still, I was unmoved by her pleadings, as she was getting no more than she deserved.

Only once my bratty neighbor's cute buns resembled two overripe, mottled tomatoes pressed against each other did I stop her correction. By then, the young lady's eyes were spilling tears on the floor along with snot streams, and her crying and wailing had become hysterical.

I waited for Allison to stop her desperate crying and catch her breath again, resting my hand on that furnace that her bottom had turned into. Then, I asked her if she had fully understood what I had said, and when she frantically nodded, I asked her to repeat it back to me.

Suspecting, correctly, that the burning spanking would resume if she didn't remember, Allison made a valiant attempt to touch on the main points I'd raised. I definitely gave her marks for listening.

Approving her answer, I started rubbing my hand soothingly over her bottom while giving her some suggestions about raising kids. Without my really noticing it, my gentle rubbing of Allison's bottom had moved further afield than I had intended. Somehow or other, my hand had drifted down between her legs and was now rubbing her pussy. Also, for some reason, Allison wasn't objecting. She lay there, with her beet-red buttocks almost smoking up and letting it happen.

"That's all I wanted to say," I told her finally. "Is there anything else you want to add?"

"I…I am sorry to have been a bad girl," Allison said with a trembling voice. "Can I get up now?"

I found that answer highly satisfactory and clearly demonstrated how functional my approach to the problem had been.

"You can get up," I said quietly, smiling as she did so.

Allison managed to push her pussy very firmly into my hand before she was finally standing up again, her dress dropping down to cover her smoldered, swollen bum.

Basically, a gentleman, I reached down for her panties and started to draw them up. I hesitated and looked up at her.

"Up or…off?" I asked quietly.

This time, it was Allison's turn to hesitate.

"Up…please," she said after a few moments, so I drew them slowly back into place.

At that point, I decided it was time to get out of the way, so I walked out, leaving Allison to nurse a bottom that I was positive was too sore to sit on.

After dinner, I returned to Allison's place. I admit that the afternoon's event had aroused in me some fantasies, so after giving her time to recover, I now wanted to speak with my pretty neighbor again.

Allison paled when she opened the door and saw me standing there.

"I just came over to check how you are," I hastened to say to dissipate her fear of getting another bum tanning. "It's not every day you get a smacked bottom, and I wanted to make sure that you are okay."

Allison blushed and shook her head.

"You…you had no right to spank me," she said, pouting, after letting me in.

"I took the right," I told her, "and I'm pleased I did it. I might never have seen what a charming bottom you have if I hadn't." Allison blushed even brighter than before, but before she could speak, I continued. "I just feel that since I spanked you and you have no one else to check for you, I'd better come and check that you're okay."

I tugged on Allison's dress and drew her closer to me.

"Would you lift your dress to let me check it?" I asked, handing her the hem of her dress.

Blushing and giving me a weird look, Allison lifted her dress, allowing me a view of her feminine charms as she hadn't put her panties back on. I told her to turn around. She did so as if in a dream. My hand trailed light across her bottom. It was only the gentlest of touches, but I bet she thought she was being branded.

"May I take your dress off?" I asked in a hoarse voice.

There was no answer. I took her silence for consent. I calmly lifted her dress, and Allison raised her arms to allow me to take it off, as though she did that every day. Having Allison's back to me, I unclipped her bra. Allison let it drop of her own accord, and I turned her round to face me.

Allison had a magnificent body; as far as I was concerned, it was time to use it to its full potential. I gently stroked each breast, making a light touch, and pressed each nipple as I did so.

"You are lovely," I said quietly, "I want to take you to bed and make love to you."

"I'm not going to fight you if you try," she told me flatly.

"Is that a yes?"

Allison nodded.

I escorted her to her bedroom, and once there, I removed my shirt and pants. She hugged me tightly, gently scratching my back with her nails. I slipped my hand between our bodies, moving it down until it was covering her pussy. Spreading her lips, I started pushing my erection into her. I put my hands under her buttocks and lifted her up. She sent a moan of pain and pleasure when I grasped her still-sore buttocks and an even greater one when I laid her on the bed. I gave a hard thrust, and Allison was effectively pinned to the bed by my erection within her. I held her like that for a moment, still straining against my cock. Allison glared at me and then suddenly seemed to relax completely.

Starting to move very slowly with her, I stretched more fully along her, covering her body with mine. We were in no hurry. I just continued to make love to her slowly. Her arms were around me, holding me to her, and her legs came up and wrapped around me. We took our time, progressing from a slow rocking motion to a faster rhythm and then slowing again, relishing the movement of body against the body and the gentle slide as I moved within her.

It was Allison who, lying in my arms in the quiet satisfaction after intercourse, told me that she had noted me since her arrival. I told her we might not need what had happened in the morning to get to bed together if I had understood it.

"Maybe not," she said, hiding her face in my chest. "But sooner or later, you would have done it anyway. You know...I act like a brat sometimes...Daddy." 


The taming of Arabella

Everybody considered Edward a nice, good-looking man. He got along well with his colleagues and never lacked friends. His love life, however, was flat and dull.

Every time Edward met a woman whom he liked and became involved with, she soon started to see him more as a brother or a friend than a lover, and their sexual relationship lasted just a few weeks. 

Then, one night, he met Arabella, a petite beauty with shoulder-length black hair.

Edward was chatting with his friend John at their favorite coffee house when he spotted Arabella. She was wearing a red, tight mini dress that wrapped her petite but voluptuous body, matching pantyhose, and high heels. She sat with one leg crossed over the other, sipping a cappuccino.

"Edward?" Asked John when he realized he no longer had an audience.

"What?" Edward's deep brown eyes averted back to his companion. "Sorry, John. What did you say? 

"Why don't you go talk to her?" John asked, grinning.

"Who?" 

"Arabella." He lit a cigarette and exhaled a puff of smoke. "She just arrived in the neighborhood, and I heard she's a bit wild. Who knows, you might be able to tame her." 

"Yeah, sure," Edward said, shaking his head.  

"Oh, come on. I'm serious, Edward. You're consistent, trustworthy, and intelligent. You are even a fit man!" 

"Most women don't find those qualities appealing." 

"If you don't try, you'll never know. Just go talk to her."

Edward hesitated a few moments, then rose and strode with a confidence he didn't feel to the counter, where he slid onto a stool at the pretty woman's left. 

"Hello"

Arabella glanced at him suspiciously  before uttering, "Hi." 

"May I buy you a drink?" Edward asked

"What'll it cost me?" Arabella asked. 

"I beg your pardon," Edward responded.

"It's pretty simple. What will it cost me?" Arabella asked again. Then, turning on her stool to face him, she said, "I mean, do I have to go home with you? Or do you just want a quickie in the back seat of your car?" 

"What about just a small chat?" Edward replied with a tone that was lightly insulted.

She drained her cup, staring at him from head to toe.

"My name is Arabella," she finally said.

"I'm Edward."

They shook hands briefly and then placed their order with the waitress.

The conversation between the two continued much as it had begun. More than a bit wild, as John had said, Arabella seemed obnoxious and a little arrogant to Edward. Even so, he couldn't deny being attracted to that petite beauty, and underneath her selfish attitude, he seemed to read some interest in him on her part as well. So, when almost at the cafeteria closing time, she was the one to ask him if he wanted to offer her a coffee at his house, he was not so surprised.

Once there, Edward let himself into his house, switched on a light, and ushered Arabella in. 

"Have a seat. I'll make us some coffee."

Edward disappeared into the kitchen as Arabella headed for the leather sofa on the left. She halted when a sudden thought struck her. She changed direction and strutted into the kitchen, too.

"So you finally made it to have me here in your house, right?" Exclaimed Arabella, seeing Edward at a counter on the right with his back to her.

"That doesn't sound like the way it went," Edward replied, piqued.

More than her words, innocent in themselves, Arabella's acidic and decidedly provocative tone had annoyed him.

"Oh sure, you poor innocent baby," she followed on with an almost aggressive sarcasm. "You've been drooling after me like a dog in heat ever since you saw me."

This is too much, thought Edward as blood rose to his eyes. So he said in a trenchant tone, "I think we should skip the coffee, and I'll take you home."

"What?" An indignant look crossed Arabella's face. "You lured me here just to say you want to get rid of me? How dare you?" 

"I didn't lure you anywhere," Edward said exasperatedly. "All night long, I've put up with your bad humor and taunts and taken your whines without objection! YOU asked me to come to my home, and all I get from you is more bad temper and insults!"   

Red with sudden rage, Arabella raised her arm and slapped him across the face.

Unmoved, Edward glared at her. 

"You spoiled brat," he said with a calm, cold determination that scared her more than if he had shouted at her.

He grabbed Arabella's wrist, led her to the table, pulled out a chair, and sat down, pulling her in front of him. 

"Lift your dress this instant!" 

"Why?" Arabella asked, her voice filled with apprehension. "I don't intend…"

"I had all I could get from you. Now it's your turn to know what happens to selfish, arrogant brats. I said lift your dress, Arabella, and I mean NOW!" Edward said firmly.

'Finally,' thought the petite brunette, reading in Edward's eyes a manly, firm determination and strong will, and her buxom body was crossed with thrills of arousal. Unwilling to oppose his order, she reluctantly complied, displaying a very skimpy pair of red silk bikini panties down the red pantyhose before Edward's gaze.

Edward grabbed her arm and, with no effort, pulled her over his knee. 

"What…what are you going to do to me?" Arabella whined.

"What should have been done a long time ago. Give you the spanking you so richly deserve!" Edward replied sternly, then roughly yanked her pantyhose and sexy panties down to her mid-thighs. 

Once Edward had Arabella's rear end bared, he slapped her creamy white bottom hard.

SMACK!

"OUCH!" Arabella cried and thrashed about as slap after powerful slap landed painfully on its tender target.

"OUCH! It hurts! OUCH!" Arabella whined. 

"It is supposed to," Edward replied, continuing to rain down hard palm slaps on those candid, tender, meaty mounds.

SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK!

He watched Arabella's ripe, round buttocks flush pink, then red, and then flaming crimson. In the meanwhile, the luscious woman's whines turned to wails, then open cries, and finally sobbing interspersed with blubbering pleading.

"OHOWHWW! AHAWHWW! IT STINGS! IT BURNS! AHAWHWWW! PLWEESEEE, SIR…AHAWHWWW! IT STIIINGSSS! OWOWHWWW!"

Reaffirmed in his determination, Edward didn't skip a beat. The young woman over his lap deserved and needed all that she was getting and more. And he was the man who was going to let her have it.

SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SPANK!

Edward continued spanking until Arabella's rear end, from the top of her buttocks to the top of her turned thighs, had swollen up and assumed a uniform, painful-looking, mottled red color. At that point, the well-spanked woman was a blubbering mess, with her hair disheveled, her nose running, and her cheeks damped in tears and melted mascara.

"Spanking over, for now," Edward said and held Arabella in place across his lap, caressing her smoldered behind. "Did you learn your lesson?"

"I…I…" Arabella blubbered. 

SMACKKK! SMACKKK!

"OUCH! AHAWH!"

"I asked you a question, Arabella!" 

"I… I'm not sure, sir!" 

Stunned by that unexpected answer, Edward remained silent for a moment. Then, understanding the message Arabella was sending him, he regained control of the situation. He made the red-bottomed woman rise from his lap. He stood and pulled Arabella's dress the rest of the way up and off of her body, leaving her in just her bra, with her pantyhose and panties wrapped around her thighs. Then, staring at her with steely eyes, Edward slowly removed his belt. 

Arabella looked back at him. With eyes that had become those of a frightened fawn, she nodded silently.

Once again, Edward sat down. He hauled the now half-nude Arabella back over his lap and folded the thick leather belt in half. He then started to let fall crisp lashes of leather on the woman's already red bum flesh.

CRACK!

"OUCH! SIR!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"AHAWHW! AHARGHH! EDWARD…SIR…"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"BWUAHAAAAAA!"

Arabella cried in despair, kicked, and bounced her bottom but never attempted to avoid Edward's branding leather belt.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Over and over, Edward whipped Arabella's swollen, scarlet bottom with a calm, determined strength.

Arabella wailed like a little girl and screamed every time that the belt landed on her now badly burned buttocks. 

"BWOHOHOOO! AHAWHWWW! EDWARD, SIR, I LEARNED MY LESSON NOW! AHARGHHH! I SWEAR I HAVE! BWUAHAAAA!"

After thirty branding lashes, Edward stopped and stood Arabella back on her feet.

As soon as he released her, Arabella instantly began dancing around, rubbing her branded, smoldering behind, not caring that she was showing off her pubic mound along with her bare bottom. She hopped up and down, grasping big handfuls of her swollen and badly burned buttocks, crying like a little girl having a tantrum.

Edward let her do it until she calmed down, then he stood, approached her, and looked deeply into her teary eyes. 

Arabella raised her head, and in response to his look, she said, "I want you to fuck me hard."

Just like that, plain and simple. She then pressed her lips tightly against his and draped her arms over his shoulders.

Without hesitation, Edward lifted Arabella, holding her firmly to his body before laying her down on the table. He took off her panties and pantyhose, bent over to deliver a kiss, and reached between her moist thighs to find her swollen clitoris.

"You naughty girl," he said mockingly now, feeling Arabella's juices gush out onto his hand from her vagina.

She watched breathlessly as Edward removed his trousers. 

"Oh, Edward," she gasped as Edward's massive, hardened manhood was revealed. 

Edward smiled at Arabella's reaction.

"Turn over," he ordered.

Arabella obeyed, and Edward spread her legs, lined the swollen head of his penis against her vagina, and pulled hard, sliding all the way in. Arabella groaned excitedly. Edward pulled out to the head and rammed his penis all the way in again. Repeatedly, Edward rammed his penis into Arabella, and she moaned constantly. As Edward was about to climax, he dug his fingers into her tender buttocks. Arabella screamed in ecstasy as they came together violently.

Once Edward had released his load, he collapsed on top of Arabella's quivering body and wrapped his arms around her waist. Tears of extreme satisfaction streamed from her eyes onto the table.

"I've waited so long for someone like you," Arabella whispered once the ecstasy of climax was over. 

"So did I, honey," said Edward, lifting his exhausted body off of hers and delivering a final sharp swat to her scarlet, blistered bottom.


AVAILABLE IN THE SAME COLLECTION




Strict Husbands And Spanked Wives

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CSM6H7DG

Five stories of M/F bare bottom discipline

In this collection of five stories, six pretty, buxom women of different ages are given long-overdue, fully deserved, and firmly delivered bare-bottom corrections by the hands of their old-fashioned men. Filled with genuine emotions and vivid imagery, these stories convey the women's feelings when four husbands, one ex-husband, and one Father ensure that proper discipline is enforced and that their misdeeds are punished. Read now to be given a close, personal insight into what happens when the behaviors of an errant wife are corrected by her determined, caring, stern husband.







Spanked MILF

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CHL6KGB3

Five stories of M/F bare bottom discipline

In this collection of five stories, five mature, hot, buxom ladies are given long overdue, fully deserved, and firmly delivered bare-bottom corrections. Filled with genuine emotions and great imagery, these stories tell the women's feelings when a stepson, a stepfather, a husband, a homeowner, and a disciplinarian ensure that proper discipline is enforced and that the mischievous ladies' misdeeds are punished. Read now to be given a close, personal insight into what happens when the burning pain of an old-fashioned spanking corrects the behaviors of a still attractive, mature woman.
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