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Chapter 1

Kathleen smiled along with her colleagues and made all the right noises. It was Friday afternoon and the majority of them from their small but successful legal firm were headed out for a night on the town. Kathleen, on the other hand was going home to her cosy little house by the river. Oh, she'd been invited to join her colleagues of course. It would have been rude had she not been invited. But, as usual, she'd turned down the opportunity for fun and partying.

She couldn't help but notice as well that her colleagues didn't actually kick up too much of a fuss when she'd declined their invitation. She had a suspicion that those same invitations would become less and less frequent until they stopped altogether, but she wasn't too bothered. She was after all at least five years older than the second oldest member of the group. She did have older colleagues of course, but they were all married and some of them had children.

Kathleen was 34 now, and it seemed those opportunities might have passed her by. She was single, childless and she suspected, friendless. She wasn't unpopular by any means, but she had no particular friend or ally that she could call up and spend a Saturday night with for instance. She was busy at work with a constant flow of people passing through her life. So when she was at work at least, she was never lonely.

It was just that at times like these when everyone else was going into town to let off a little steam, no doubt in the hope of finding 'the one', that she felt a little as if life had passed her by. She'd reached the ripe old age of 34 and she didn't really have a confidant. She had her parents of course, and she saw them at most weekends, but she didn't have any other family. She'd worked very hard at school and university, too hard perhaps, and the social scenes of her places of education had simply passed her by.

The  major, driving force in Kathleen's  life had always been to please someone. At first it was her parents, who had always been the major influencers in her life, but then it had been teachers, lecturers and employers. Her parents had always drummed into her the importance of respecting anybody in authority and, being a good, obedient girl, and that's exactly what she'd done. She still harboured a secret, irrational fear of the police, although she'd certainly done nothing wrong in her entire 34 years.

She had always been obedient and well-behaved for just as long as she could remember. She had known from an early age that both her parents were always very pleased with her whenever a friend of theirs or a teacher, or even a random stranger on the bus commentated on how she was such a good little girl for sitting quietly or for eating everything on her plate or not kicking up a fuss.

That still didn't prevent her from having the seat of her knickers warmed on a very regular basis by both her parents. In the Worsley house, Kathleen was expected to behave herself at all times of the day or night. Any sort of perceived cheek or even the slightest hint of disrespect was dealt with in a very firm, no-nonsense way. Kathleen would be hauled over a parental knee and her backside would be thoroughly roasted, often accompanied by some particular stinging remarks regarding the size of her bottom and how much it wobbled as it was being slapped and perhaps now was the time to put her on that diet they'd been talking about?

She wasn't spanked because her parents hated her, her mother once explained after a particularly long, arduous over the knee spanking when Kathleen had cried and cried until she felt as if she had no more tears. No, on the contrary in fact, she was dealt with firmly for her own good. So that their friends and neighbours could see that she was a properly brought up girl who was loved by her mum and dad and who was lucky that she had parents who cared.

When her bottom felt as if it was on fire but she daren't touch it because mum had warned her to keep both hands on her head and her nose to the wall while she calmed down, Kathleen didn't actually understand what her mum meant by that. It was only as she got older that she realised that mum and dad cared enough to put her on the straight and narrow and to keep her there. Naturally she assumed that all her friends at school had mums and dads who cared for them and therefore each of them would also have their bottoms spanked regularly.

It was only late in her school career that she realised that her assumption was way off the mark. And the horrible, humiliating truth was that she, Kathleen Worsley, was the only girl in her class who still regularly had her bottom spanked! Fortunately, that was very near the end of her time at her local High School and so she didn't have too long to suffer some of the meaner girls pretending to spank their own bottoms or rubbing at their own pretend tears.

And afterwards, when they had all gone their separate ways, she didn't see any of them again. Kathleen's beloved gran died leaving her mum and dad quite a lot of money and a bequest to Kathleen. So, for her final of formal education, she was packed off to St Hilda's a private boarding school for girls so that she could get could go and get 'the best possible education' at her gran's old school. There was much jubilation in the Worsley household when that happened, at least as far as her mum and dad were concerned. Kathleen herself wasn't quite so sure. She didn't know anyone at St Hilda's and, as it was a boarding school, so she would in effect be living there for weeks at a time.

Wouldn't her mum and dad miss her? Would they be happy to see their only child on the occasional weekend? Of course, Kathleen daren't actually voice those questions. Mum and dad had decided that her education must come first. They knew that she worked ever so hard at school, but her position in the class was never much more than average in terms of academic achievement. Kathleen remembered the tears starting to form on her eyelashes, partly because what her mum was saying was true, she did work really, really hard but that never seemed to be reflected when examinations came around.

Her parents assured her that St Hilda's was among the very best schools in the county and she would be taught by teachers who actually knew what they were doing and surrounded by girls like her, obedient, hard-working and willing to learn. And she'd have a wonderful time at St Hilda's! There were all sorts of super things going on in boarding schools, she'd share a dormitory with other girls her age and they'd do all sorts of lovely things together like midnight feasts and such. It would be a simply marvellous experience for her!

When she was laying awake in her dormitory in her uncomfortable, single bed, Kathleen often thought of her mother's words. Going away to boarding school was certainly an experience, there was no doubt about that. But was it marvellous? Kathleen wasn't so sure. St Hilda's was a grim sort of place. The building itself looked lovely, a fairytale castle in its own extensive grounds, like something from one of her favourite schoolgirl stories.

But once inside Kathleen soon discovered that the school was a very different proposition to what she had been used to. Even at the age of 18 she was required to wear a school uniform which, unlike her previous school, a uniform that was very strictly enforced. Black, lace up shoes, white knee socks, white knickers, a pleated grey skirt, a gleaming white, starched blouse with a stiff, unyielding collar and, in her case, a very tightly knotted yellow and white striped tie to signify that she was a member of Daffodil House.

Outside of school hours, girls were allowed to wear 'mufti', a strange expression that Kathleen had never heard before. Simply it meant that they could wear their own choice of clothes, although even that was restricted to dresses or smart skirts and blouses. On Sunday mornings the girls were put back into their school uniforms to attend to church, but were allowed to wear their own things once it was over.

To the large majority, uniforms and the strict discipline that accompanied life at St Hilda's wasn't odd or unusual. They were from wealthy families and gone to expensive Prepatory schools so they already knew what to expect. To Kathleen however, it was all very strange and naturally she struggled to adapt. Corporal punishment was very common, and although that was an area that Kathleen was very familiar with, being spanked in front of others was an enormously humiliating experience for her.

But it wasn't one that she could avoid. Every single misdemeanour, or even perceived demeanour was punished. Either by a teacher's hand or in some cases the paddle or in a worst case scenario the strap. The leather strap at St Hilda's was a much feared instrument. The girls talked about it in hushed tones, although none of them seemed to have actually received it. When she heard about the belt and how thick it was and how much it hurt, Kathleen's blood ran cold. She promised herself that she'd do anything to avoid it.

She became even more obedient and eager to please than before. She always did her Prep to the best of her ability, her tie was always tied properly, her socks always pulled up to an identical height. She was always polite to everyone and tried to avoid the various cliques and gossiping that little girls were so prone to. She was extremely respectful to all the teachers and the school prefects. In other words she was the perfect pupil.

However, that still didn't enable her to make friends very easily. She was still an outsider as far as many of the girls, and even some of the teachers were concerned. She clearly didn't come from old money, her accent and manners betrayed her. She wasn't any good at sport, she couldn't sing very well and she couldn't act. In other words she didn't have any particular skills or abilities and she wasn't even that pretty, at least compared to some of the others.

So in effect she drifted through the grand school in a sort of anonymous manner. She was near the top of her class but had to work very, very hard to achieve that distinction. And in private schools, obviously working hard to achieve something wasn't exactly frowned upon but it wasn't something to be applauded either. Proper young ladies achieved their victories effortlessly and with grace. Striving was something that only common people did

Chapter 2

It was against this background that Kathleen first came into the orbit of a new teacher. His name was Mr Gladstone. He took her for maths, which she used to think was one of her best subjects and essential to her if she wanted to get a well-paid job in the fields that interested her. She used to think she was good at it, because her results were among the best. But Mr Gladstone soon disabused her of that notion. Her technique was poor, he informed her. She was adequate at the moment, nothing more. As soon as the difficulty increased she would fail because she didn't, for some reason have the necessary basic grounding in his subject.

He also informed her of that in front of her sniggering class mates, most of whom were obviously amused to see her taken down a peg or two. Kathleen returned her red face and to her text book and tried to ignore the mocking comments from her class mates. At the end of the lesson, as she was packing to leave, Mr Gladstone called her over and informed her that he wanted to see her that evening to discuss her lack of application. She agreed of course, there was no way that she'd ever argue with a teacher, especially not an intimidating new one like Mr Gladstone.

But it was with mounting trepidation that she made the long, lonely walk to his office as instructed after lessons that afternoon, 'immediately after lessons, young lady'. Mr Gladstone's room was just about as far away from the hub of the school as it was possible to be. Indeed it seemed as if his was the only actual office in the long corridor of storage rooms. She knocked hesitantly on the door and was ordered inside with a brusque "enter''.

Almost apologetically she sidled into the room. He was sat behind his desk like a large fat toad, she couldn't help thinking

"Ah, Worsley isn't it? The girl who thinks she good at mathematics?"

"Erm...yes, sir."

"Come around here, yes that's right, let me get a good look at you."

Kathleen shuffled around so that she was on his side of the desk.

"It seems to me that you're quite an arrogant little girl, Worsley. Is that true do you think?"

"I...I don't think so, sir," she had been described in many a disparaging way while at St Hilda's, but 'arrogant' wasn't one of them.

"Are you sure? Other teachers I've talked to say the same thing. An arrogant young woman with nothing to be arrogant about is what I've heard?"

Kathleen dabbed at a tear on her cheek and was immediately rewarded with a sharp slap to her exposed thigh.

"How dare you girl!? Stand still when I'm talking to you!"

Kathleen squirmed involuntarily

"S...sorry, sir. "

Although, if truth be told, she wasn't sure exactly what she was apologising for. She knew, she just knew that some of her classmates would have fled from that warm, stuffy room and never returned. She however was made from less stern stuff and in that fraction of a second both she and Mr Gladstone realised that she wouldn't be going anywhere unless he gave her permission to do so. He leaned back in his chair and put his arms behind his head showing the stains of sweat that had already gathered on his shirt..

"Well, Worsley, it's time we got to know each other a little better, don't you think?"

Katherine looked down at her highly polished black shoes and said nothing. As a result she received another firm slap, this time to her other thigh.

"Owwwow."

"You will learn, Worsley, that I don't approve of dumb insolence. Especially from  a nasty little girl like you. Is that understood?"

Slaap!

"Owww...p...please."

"When I ask you a question, Worsley, I expect an immediate, respectful answer. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir. I u...understand, sir."

Kathleen sniffed and quickly wiped her nose with the sleeve of her pristine white blouse.

"Good, at least we're getting somewhere. Now, come and stand nearer to me, that's right, between my legs."

Kathleen hurried to obey, both her legs throbbing from the heavy-handed slaps that she'd received. But then, too her shock, she felt a large clammy hand slide under her pleated grey skirt and cup a bottom cheek through her thin white knickers. Nobody had ever done that before and she squealed in surprise. As she did so, the hand took a firm grip on some spare thigh-flesh, squeezing and twisting it until she shrieked. The hand released her and then took a firm possessive grip on her bottom cheek again.

"Two things, Worsley. You will not complain when I decide that you need disciplining. And two, you can kick up the most unladylike fuss, but nobody will here you down here. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Repeat that back to me."

Kathleen felt her conditioning to those in authority kick in. Mr Gladstone was a teacher after all, someone she had to respect and to obey.

"I mustn't complain when you decide to discipline me, sir. And nobody can hear me if I kick up a f...fuss, sir."

"That's a good girl, Worsley, you'd do well to remember that."

His hand continued to knead at her left buttock cheek, the one nearest to him as she stood side on between the striped slacks he wore,

"How old are you, Worsley?"

"Er...18, sir. Nearly 19, sir."

"You have an awfully fat little bottom for such a young woman, Worsley. Has anyone ever told you that?"

Kathleen sniffed piteously.

"No, sir. They haven't."

The hand took an even firmer hold, making her squirm a little.

"Are you sure, not even mum or dad?"

Kathleen could feel herself blush as she heard the man snigger.

"The truth now, young Worsley."

The squeeze on her backside intensified.

"Mummy s...sometimes said that my b...bottom was big, sir"

"So you lied to me, Worsley. What did she say, exactly?"

Kathleen could feel herself going almost beetroot with shame .

"Erm, that I had quite a fat little bottom, sir" she almost whispered.

"Speak up, Worsley! I can't hear you."

"Mummy said that I had quite a fat bottom, sir."

"Quite fat? Haha. It wobbles like jelly on a plate, girl! Someone must have mentioned that before?"

To emphasise his point, Mr Gladstone slapped her backside firmly.

"See, like jelly on a plate."

Kathleen felt her bottom cheeks jiggle but tried hard not to squirm to much or even complain. Mr Gladstone had made himself quite clear on that matter.

"Yes, sir. Sorry, sir."

Kathleen thought it better to agree with her tormentor. Surely he'd tire of her soon and send her on her way? Then she could slide back into the anonymity that she preferred and pretend all this had never happened.

But her introduction to Mr Gladstone and his quiet little office was just the start of their relationship. He'd spanked her of course, just gently tipped her over one of his heavy thighs until her bottom stuck up in the air and her fingers and toes scrabbled for purchase on the wooden parquet flooring. Then he'd slowly, but insistently raised the hem of her pleated skirt so that she could feel a slight draught wafting around her panty-clad bottom.

Surely he didn't mean to actually spank her did he? Surely this was all a bluff to frighten her? Surely...

Slaaap!

His heavy hand descended onto the seat of her knickers with a loud report.

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

And then repeated again and again. It wasn't desperately painful, certainly not as painful as one of her dad's spankings, but it was far, far more humiliating. To be turned over a strange man's knee, a man she'd only just met that morning was absolutely mortifying. Hr could see her knickers and...well, everything. As she squirmed over his thighs all she wanted him to do was to get on with it and then let her up so that she could run to the bathroom and cry.

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Remorselessly his hand beat a tattoo on her sore bottom. She began to cry and to beg. The experience was starting to slide from mere humiliation into real pain. She was weeping so much that it took her a second to realise that her tormentor had stopped and was merely stroking her inflamed backside.

"You really are a chubby little thing aren't you?" he asked taking a bottom cheek in his hand and squeezing it . "Plenty of blubber here that you could do with losing."

He nipped the inside of her thigh painfully, taking a grip of it between thumb and forefinger.

"I asked you a question, young lady." he demanded with an edge to his voice. "You're a chubby little thing aren't you?"

"Y...yes, sir. I'm a chubby little thing."

The thing was, Kathleen  knew that she wasn't particularly chubby. She had hardly any breast development to speak of and her thighs were quite long and slender. She did however have quite a prominent backside. That she could hardly deny. She really was quite well upholstered as her ever-critical  parents used to say to her, as if it was her fault and that she could actually do something about it. She used to look at herself in her bedroom mirror at home and try to wish her excess flesh away, but so far she hadn't had any luck.

Chapter 3

Although those humiliating events had happened fifteen years ago they were still indelibly burned on Kathleen's memory. That almost sick making feeling in her stomach whenever she was called to his office. Sometimes he would ask her in front of the rest of the class to carry something down there for him like a pile of books or something equally innocuous. Both of them knew that she wouldn't be leaving without a thoroughly reddened backside.

The constant worry as she made her way through each day that he would summon her. Sometimes it went two or three days before they met, and each time Kathleen hoped and prayed that he'd tired of her and found another innocent girl to torment, but that never seemed to be the case. Instead she'd find a note in her locker, 'Please report to my office at lunchtime. We have things we need to discuss'. And then spend the rest of the morning worrying.

She knew now that it was a crude form of psychological warfare that was being waged on her by an adult who knew exactly what he was doing. But at the time she was too immature to see a way out of her dilemma. Who could she have spoken to, who would have believed her? St Hilda's was one of those traditional schools were 'telling tales' was frowned upon. The idea was for a girl to stand on her own two feet, rather than rely on anyone else.

But that never seemed to happen in Kathleen's case. She was still under the thumb of her parents who continued to discipline her whenever she was home from school in the holidays. It was as if she was still their little girl as opposed to a grown-up 19 year old just about to do her final exams. They were never shy about taking her over the  knee and spanking her until she cried, and then making her go and stand in her corner to think about what she'd done wrong and how she could improve her behaviour.

And then in her final term at school something wonderful happened, Mr Gladstone simply disappeared from her life. At the start of the new term her first class was maths but instead of hid dark, forbidding presence there was a tall, pretty woman at the front of the class. This was Miss Storey who turned out to be not only an inspiring maths teacher but a lovely person. Kathleen had bloomed and worked really, really hard. Even now she could remember how liberating it was to not have that horrible man in her life any more.

And as a result she managed to scrape together the exam results she needed to go to a good university. Her parents, for once, seemed to be satisfied with her. She was allowed to laze around that summer until the start of her new life at university. The city wasn't too far away from where she lived, her mother had made sure of that. Her father had chosen her course for her, accounting, like his own career.

Everything seemed fine until, her mother even shed a tear or two when she left the house this time to go and live in her student accommodation. However it didn't take long for Kathleen to realise that she'd made a huge error. Not only was accounting quite boring, it was really quite difficult too. She found herself having to work really hard just to avoid being left behind her group. She felt adrift, and because it was a university rather than a school she was expected to study and research by herself or with a group.

But this was where Kathleen's diffidence and lack of social skill worked against her. She'd certainly never been one of the popular girls and had never really belonged to any particular friendship group. Largely thanks to Mr Gladstone, she'd been a bit of a loner. But that trait didn't serve her well at university. She found it hard to make friends and thus found herself regularly studying on her own. Gradually she fell out of the student social life as she had to spend more and more time with her books just to achieve even moderate results.

In the first break at Christmas, she'd promised herself that she was going to sit down with her mum and dad and talk through her issues with them. Unfortunately it didn't quite go to plan. Both of them had been horrified to hear that she wanted to abandon the course and maybe the university as well. Rather than lend a sympathetic ear, Kathleen was sent to fetch her own hairbrush from her dressing table and then simply upended over her father's knee and subject to a long, humiliating spanking over her skirt.

She would not.

Slappp!

Slappp!

Slappp!

Bring up the subject again.

Slappp!

Slappp!

Slappp!

Instead she would buckle down and work just as hard as necessary to get her degree.

Slappp!

Slappp!

Slappp!

And was that clear, was he getting through to her yet?

Slappp!

Slappp!

Slappp!

Kathleen had howled and begged and promised mummy and daddy that yes, she was clear and yes, she would work really, really hard. Later, standing in her own special corner facing the wall, she turned over the situation in her mind. She didn't really like her course, the lecturers, the university or the people in it. But what were her alternatives? Going against her parents was just not on. She'd never been strong enough to do that. Maybe the best bet was to do exactly as she'd been told. Agree, acquiesce, and work harder.

Like school, the social side of university largely passed her by. She always seemed to have her head in a book. Parties and other social occasions came and went without her attendance. She couldn't even find a boyfriend from among the throng of sex-starved drunk teenage boys that populated her place of education. She got to have sex a couple of times, but it was hardly the joyous unbridled outpouring of joy that her reading of the matter had led her to believe. More a clumsy fumble in the dark with other, equally incompetent sexual partners.

And then it was over, she obtained her degree in accounting. Not the first class honours one her parents had evidently anticipated but one good enough nevertheless to get her a job in a respectable local accountancy practise. And that's where she'd been ever since. She was quite senior now, she was hoping to be a partner soon and she had money in the bank and a nice house in the nicer part of town.

From the outside everything in her life appeared to be rosy. She was a successful, middle-class professional. She dressed well, she looked the part. She had all the trappings of an evidently lucrative career. And yet...She still didn't have a partner. Her life was quite dull and conservative but she still lacked the necessary confidence to go and do something about it. Which even Kathleen felt was strange, because in a business setting, when she could act the role of a touch, no-nonsense businesswoman people actually looked up to her and respected her.

She had male friends of course, she wasn't unattractive and she met a number of decent men through her work. She'd had sex with some of them but it was always strangely hollow. Like a dance with an organised routine to adhere to. Consequently she'd never actually had what could be termed a serious relationship and even her mother had ceased to badger her regarding grandchildren. Her life it seemed was gliding along smoothly, but not actually going anywhere.

Chapter 4

But then she'd met Jason.

Jason wasn't like the men that she normally associated with. He was younger for one, quite a lot younger. He was large too, bulging with muscles. He wasn't even particularly handsome, not ugly, but just a bit plain and hard looking. And he didn't wear a suit. Looking back on it that might have been her original attraction to him. He certainly wasn't a corporate sort of a guy. He was a rough-edged man in a pair of jeans and a scruffy shirt that needed ironing. He was also amazingly self-confident.

The fact that she was an older, evidently more successful woman in a very expensive suit didn't seem to put him off in the slightest. He'd swaggered over to her in a pub and asked her, in a broad, working-class accent if she 'had a light' for his cigarette. He'd even called her 'love'. Which was obviously a term of affection but one that she'd never been called in all her life. He intrigued her, she had to say, from his aggressive looking haircut to his rough, workman's hands.

He wasn't even put off by her declaration that she didn't smoke and therefore she couldn't help him. He'd just smiled at her showing his vaguely discoloured, nicotine-stained teeth.

"No need to apologise, love. I know you would if you could."

She looked at him enquiringly.

"Help me, like." he winked lasciviously at her.

To her shock, and with a slight tingle of excitement, she realised she was being propositioned by a much younger working class man who was evidently completely unperturbed that she was way out of his league both socially and financially. But even as she formulated a suitably cutting response to him, she paused. It must be amazing to be so self-confident? Too absolutely not care what other people thought about you? To simply ask for what you wanted?

"Well, what about it. Are you going to help me, or what?"

It was said in a humorous sort of a way but there was no disguising the underlying threat. It was the sort of tone that she remembered only too well from her days at school. The sort of pseudo jocular tone that hid a deeper meaning, a meaning that she had been conditioned to recognise only too well. Kathleen felt her stomach contract as she made herself answer him as opposed to simply walking away.

"Help you in what way?"

He laughed at her and stepped nearer to her, too near if she was honest. He was invading her space but there wasn't exactly anything she could do about it. He smelled quite strongly of alcohol, but also of a surprisingly nice cologne.

"I think you know what I mean, darling. Posh girls do like a good fucking, so I've heard?"

He whispered into her ear, his hand dropping possessively to the waist of her dark grey skirt. Kathleen's first reaction was to look around anxiously to check if anyone had overheard. But the crowded bar was just a little too loud for that.

"Please, I really should l...leave...I've got friends..."

"Are you sure you want to go? What else are you going to do? Go home and play with your pussy?"

She looked at his grinning, confident face in confusion.

"I mean, you do have a cat don't you? Your kind often do."

Kathleen felt her heart beating strongly in her chest. Right, she really should go now. Leave her drink on the bar and just go. But there was just something about him...something quite hypnotic.

"But if you really want to go and spend more time with your cat, this is what you'll be missing."

He took a grip on her hand and guided it towards the front his grimy blue jeans until it bumped into a protuberance. Gosh it was big! She looked up at him, uncertain what to say or do.

"So is it going to be my place or yours, darling. Mine's in a bit of a state at the moment, so I suggest yours. Deal?"

She felt herself nod. She shouldn't have, but she just couldn't help herself. She reached for her purse.

"Before we go, darling, I'm going to need another pint. I want you to buy that for me and then run over to the shop across the road and buy me a lighter."

He laughed at the look on Kathleen's face.

"Don't worry, love. I'm not going anywhere if that's what's bothering you. I just need a light for me cigarette."

He slapped her gently on her bottom.

"And hurry up, I'm a very popular man in these parts. You wouldn't like to lose me at the last hurdle would you?"

***

She glanced across at him lounged in the passenger seat. He was smoking...in her car! She'd asked him to stop but he'd just laughed and carried on. When she got back to the bar with her humiliating purchase she half expected him to be gone. But instead he was propping up the bar talking to a tall, thin bleached blonde who was about the same age as he was. For a minute her heart sank, was she his girlfriend or something?

Before Kathleen  could do anything, the man whose name she still didn't know she realised, caught her eye and left the blonde without another word.  He held out his hand for the lighter and took it from her with a nod.

"Shall we go then? I can tell you're gagging for it. It must have been a while eh?"

That, she realised, passed for small talk as far as...as far as. What the hell was his name anyway?

"Erm...yes," she scurried alongside him. "What's your name by the way?"

He laughed again as he shouldered his confident way through the crowd and out into the street, before turning and holding out his hand.

"My friends call me Jason."

She shook it and realised he hadn't asked her what her name was .

"Hi, Jason. M...mine's Kathleen...I'm..."

"Yeah, nice to meet you, Katy. Let's get a move on shall we, I'm freezing my nuts off out here."

The car journey passed off in silence, apart from his admiration of her new, white Mercedes. He scrolled through his mobile paying her absolutely no attention. Kathleen concentrated on her driving, perhaps he was shy or something despite his outward bluster? He did stir when she drove through the entrance and up the drive of her house. She was quite proud of the house, it was fairly large and imposing and stood in its own grounds.

"Nice place, darling. All yours, or is it hubby's?"

She bridled slightly at the suggestion, as if she needed a man to supply all her requirement. But then she realised that this was his normal way of talking. He wasn't playing a game or pretending to be something he wasn't. With Jason, you got what you saw. Which wasn't entirely a bad thing. Far better to be straight than beat about the bush.

"It's all mine."

"Nice one, what do you do?"

"I'm an accountant."

"That's interesting," he said in a disinterested sort of way.

"How about you?"

"Oh, a bit of this and a bit of that. You know how it is?"

Kathleen of course didn't know how it was, but didn't say anything. She parked up and they both went into the house. He gave a low whistle and nodded appreciatively. Kathleen was oddly pleased that he was impressed. Other men she'd brought home dad barely mentioned her lovely house. But clearly Jason wasn't afraid to vent his feelings.

"Very nice, love. Where's the toilet, I need a piss."

Kathleen forced herself not to smile as she pointed the way to the downstairs bathroom. He was astonishingly unlike any man she'd ever met socially. While he was gone she took the chance to inspect her make-up in the mirror. She wasn't too bad. She was hardly a catwalk model, too short and too apple-shaped. But she was attractive enough in her own way. Her hairdresser, orthodontist and optician had worked wonders. She smiled at her reflection and went into the kitchen.

She heard the flush and the bathroom door open.

"Coffee or tea, Jason," she called.

"Fuck that, love. You're making me horny,"  he replied pulling his shirt over his impressively muscular chest. "Let's get it on right now!"

He pulled his work boots off and then his jeans, casting them across the floor. His pants were next, even before Kathleen had a chance to respond. She looked over at him quickly. God, he was huge! Much bigger than any man she'd ever been with.

"What are you waiting for? He asked, tugging at his white socks. "Don't you want it or something?"

Kathleen realised that she really did want it! It had been quite some time since she'd had the opportunity to go to bed with a man. Her hands went to the buttons of her elegant jacket and removed it. And then he was on her. He pulled up her skirt and thrust his hips into her. he squeezed her towards him and she could feel him already solid and growing.

"Stockings, I do like stockings on old bitches, adds a bit of class, he grunted as he pulled her silk knickers to one side. Haha, wet already! I knew you were gagging for it. How long has it been anyway, a year, two years?"

For some bizarre reason his mocking tone was making her even wetter. Nobody had ever treated her like this before. He recent boyfriends had been polite to the point of tediousness, almost begging her for her permission to start. Jason, she realised was an entirely different proposition. They were two consenting adults, but one of them was definitely in charge. And did he just call her an old bitch?

She felt the tip of his burgeoning cock push slightly in to her.

"Please..." she breathed. "Please be careful...I..."

She heard him  laugh again as he pushed into her a little more. God he was wide as well...But she was so wet that he easily slipped into her. Kathleen groaned with pleasure. Oh my GOD.

"Like that do you?" He asked rhetorically. "Then you're going to need to do some work as well. Squeeze me into you. Come on you old biddy, you know you want to. Just imagine what you look like with a real cock inside you, a real man. What's it like hey?"

The short answer was, fantastic. Unbelievably fantastic. She slid herself up and down his solid pole of flesh and  gasped loudly. She opened her eyes to see his face inches from hers.

"Keep your eyes open, bitch. I want to look at you while I fuck you."

Kathleen obeyed, it was an order she realised, not an invitation. But it was an order that she liked. despite the fact that he'd just called her a bitch. She slipped more of him inside her and then squeezed him out and then let him slide in again.

"Ohhhh Goood!" She squealed throwing her head back. "Ohhh GOOOOD!"

He took a hold of both her buttocks and lifted her slightly before squeezing himself into her a couple of centimetres more. She squirmed and writhed as he ploughed in and out of her, increasing the pace while looking straight at her. Kathleen could feel herself losing control, the feel and the sound of him pounding in and out of her was extraordinary, like nothing she'd ever experienced. She could feel him as he suddenly paused for a second and tightened. As he did so she felt herself tip over the point of no return into a huge, long, satisfying orgasm. Just as he ejaculated powerfully into her.

Kathleen was suddenly exhausted, that orgasm had stated at the tips of her toes and simply washed over her like a tidal wave. It was almost unbelievable. She managed to slump onto her recently acquired sofa and tried to focus on her new demon lover.

"I'm making a sandwich, love. Do you want anything?" He called from the kitchen.

She smiled to herself. She'd just experienced the most intense orgasm of her life at the age of 34, but he was more interested in eating. Just like a teen...Jesus! How old was he? She lay panting for a few more seconds before scooping up her jacket and stumbling off upstairs to her bedroom.

"Back in a moment," she called.

She stripped off quickly and jumped into the shower. God, what if he was younger even than he looked? Was it illegal? She soaped herself as her heart started to return to its normal heart rate. God! That had been fantastic, absolutely fantastic! The difference between wild, uninhibited sex and making love. What had she been missing for all these years!? It couldn't go on, obviously. I mean, how old was he? Imagine taking him somewhere nice to eat? But, Lord what an experience!

The steamy shower cubicle door opened and there he was, naked with his thick cock dangling between his legs.

"Alright love, ready for more? I know I am. You ain't bad for an old bitch, I'll give you that. I've had worse, a lot worse."

She couldn't help but smile. That was clearly meant as a compliment.

He stepped into the shower and closed the door behind him. He took a firm hold of her naked bottom cheeks and gave them a good squeeze. before slipping his arms under hers and grabbing her tender breasts. She could feel him getting hard already.

"Let's see what other tricks I can teach you, you horny old cow?" He whispered into her ear.

Chapter 5

Jason stayed the night, and the next night and the next.

Jason, she realised, was becoming the dominant male figure in her life, but unlike her father or Mr Gladstone it was a situation that she was thoroughly in favour of. Sure, he might be a bit of a rough diamond but my God, the sex was absolutely unreal! She found herself regularly daydreaming about their regular sessions together. He seemed absolutely insatiable and so unlike any other man she’d ever been with.

Jason was very much a dominant alpha male and always led their activities whereas every other man she’d slept with had been happy for her to play out her preferences. The fact that she was too sexually immature to know what she wanted and too scared to actually ask any questions seemed to ensure a night of slightly disappointing love making. Jason on the other hand didn’t seem to care what she wanted.. He never asked, he just did whatever it was that excited him at the time. He was so profoundly...masculine that actually submitting to him was very exciting in itself.

Something of course that he was very quick to pick up on. He hadn’t been exactly considerate in the first place and gradually he became even less so. But perversely, that turned Kathleen on even more. Being told that she was ‘a fat-arsed old slag’ for example during sex made her even wetter and hornier she was ashamed to admit.

But it was that same shame that drove her and made her time together with Jason so extraordinary. As she walked down the street she wondered if anyone could tell that she’d been well and truly fucked that morning by a master of his trade. Did she give off some sort of subliminal message of self-satisfaction? Could people see through her formal work-suit and recognise the absolutely shameless hussy that lay beneath?

Even that, the idea that people might find out that beneath her stern, corporate exterior she was really a slut, was exciting! Was she wrong for thinking like that? Even at work she’d taken to fantasising about being discovered in her mother’s bed for example being royally fucked by her masterful lover. The imaginary look of disdain on the faces of her parents was almost too exciting and she had to thrust her hand under the waistband of her decorous skirt.

Despite his age, he was 19, 19! He was a very traditional man. He expected her to cook and to clean after him and he wanted his dinner on the table within an hour of her returning from work. This despite that at the moment he appeared to be distinctly unemployed and didn’t seem to do much during the day apart from use the Playstation that he’d asked her to buy him and scroll through his new phone, another present from her.

Kathleen liked to buy him things. He was young and didn’t have much money and it was only fair really that she share a little of her wealth with him. He didn’t ask for much in all honesty and in return he took her to heaven virtually every day.  She adored him, she realised, which made her think about everything that she’d missed out on. If only she’d met someone like him fifteen years ago. Would her life have been different?

She looked at her watch, damn, she was quite late, a meeting had overrun and to be honest hadn’t gone that well. Very unusually for her she hadn’t planned it well enough and it had ended with a little bit of recrimination. She parked the car in the drive and went into the house. Jason was already there, feet propped up on her sofa playing some sort of violent, thuggish game on the Playstation.

“There you are, you old bitch. Time do you call this? A man could die of starvation!”

Afterwards, Kathleen wasn’t sure what had upset her the most, being called an old bitch, his sulking teenage whine or the fact that he was lying on her sofa with his feet up while she’d had a difficult day in the office.

“Would it kill you to make yourself a sandwich now and then, or maybe make something for me? Or even go and put the kettle on? Would that be asking too much?”

As soon as she’d said the words, Kathleen realised that she’d overstepped the mark. He leapt from his reclining position with alarming alacrity and seized her by the wrist. Almost before she could speak, he dragged her over his denim-clad knee and started to haul her pinstriped skirt up her legs.

“W...What do you think you’re doing. Let me go!” She shouted.

But in her heart she knew exactly what he was doing. She was in that oh so familiar position again; head down, legs stretched out and her plump bottom thrust skywards as she struggled over a dominant man’s knee. This time it was different though, Jason was her lover not her father or her schoolmaster. He had no actual authority over her, he had no right!

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

Kathleen quickly discovered that men like Jason didn’t need to be given authority. He simply wriggled her skirt up and over her hips and pulled down her silk knickers. This time though it wasn’t to pleasure her, it was to punish her.

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

“I don’t want any backchat from you, you silly old bitch. When I tell you to do something, you do it!”

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

"Do. You. Understand?"

Each word was accompanied by a very firm slap to her naked, jiggling bottom cheeks. Kathleen howled and struggles, but it was absolutely no use. He was far too strong for her. He grasped both her wrists and held them tightly in the small of her back with his left hand while his right hand delivered stroke after punishing stroke.

“Keep that fat arse still!” He demanded

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

“I’m going to keep on doing this until you stop wriggling. I want you to lie still and accept your punishment!”

Eventually, exhausted, she lay unprotestingly while he belaboured her bare bottom. Finally he paused and rubbed her glowing buttocks with the flat of his hand while she lay there crying.

“You’re going to have to learn a few rules, Katy. The first one is, what I say goes. If you don’t like that then you can fuck off. There are plenty of desperate old bitches like you who’d do exactly what I wanted them to do.”

Kathleen sniffed miserably; she wasn’t a desperate old bitch...was she? She struggled a little to free her hands in order to try and squeeze the sting out of her backside. Immediately she was rewarded with more slaps which made her squeal with shock and pain.

“You will not struggle while you’re being disciplined, Katy. And you will not attempt to touch yourself until I gave you permission. Is that understood?”

He’d gone back to stroking her bottom rather than slapping it. Which she had to admit was far preferable.

“Y...yes,” she managed to stutter. “I’m sorry,” although what she was apologising for she wasn’t exactly sure. It just seemed to be the wisest thing to do.

He slipped a finger between her swollen bottom cheeks and ran it down the lips of her labia.

“That’s a good girl, Katy. See how we're dealing with your attitude?”

“Mmmm,” was all she could say.

“It’s going to be quite a job, but you’ll be happier when you do as I say. You’ll see.”

He ran his finger back across her rapidly moistening slit.

“You like that, don’t you Katy?”

“Mmmm...yes,” breathed Kathleen. She could hardly deny the self-evident truth. She gasped as he inserted the tip of one of his large fingers into her cunt.

“Good girls are given rewards, Katy. Bad girls are punished. You understand that at least, don’t you?”

“Yes, I understand...ohhhh.”

She groaned some more as Jason’s insistent finger rotated slightly .

“What do you understand, Katy?”

“That...ohhhh...g...good girls are....ohhh, rewarded...ohhh.”

The finger was removed with a slight plopping noise and run back down her labial lips.

“Ohhh, and b...bad girls are p...punished,” she whispered.

“And what are you, Katy? A good girl or a bad girl?”

“Ohhh, good girl. I’m definitely a g...good girl.”

“And what do good girls do, Katy?”

“They do...they do as they're told...ohhhhhh.”

The finger had found the nub of her clitoris and was exploring it.

“There’s a clever girl!”

Kathleen gasped and squirmed but this time in pleasure.

“No....please...”

She begged as the finger was removed and then rubbed against one red hot bottom cheek.

“On your knees now, I need an apology for your earlier behaviour. And then maybe, just maybe we can go upstairs and be friends again.”

Gently he pushed her off his lap so that she knelt between his legs facing him. He let his right hand down and fondled her cheek, wiping away a couple of tears.

"I want you to kiss my hand while you apologise. Kiss the hand that corrected you. Yes, I like the idea of that."

She looked up at him , he was serious. And her bottom was stinging madly. Hesitantly she craned her neck slightly and gave his hand a little kiss. And then when he didn't remove it, another.

"Lick it and apologise for your rudeness."

She did as she was told, feeling both humiliated and horny. begging his forgiveness for her earlier outburst. He turned his hand and she kissed the back of it as well. His hand went back to his jeans and unzipped them and let his thick cock spring out.

“Take it in your mouth.”

It wasn’t a demand exactly, there was no threat or force but Kathleen understood that she would have to comply. Have to comply if she didn’t want to risk losing Jason out of her life, her dull, mundane existence as she now understood her life until this point. Meekly she acquiesced. What was the alternative, to lose him? She didn’t want that. She took his swelling penis in her hand and looked up at him.

“Take it in your mouth, bitch. Don't dare disobey me again!”

Slowly, hesitantly she moved it awkwardly towards her own mouth. This was something that she'd never done. The thought of it, taking a man's thing in her mouth made her stomach turn. She opened her mouth.

"Lick it, stupid. it will slide in more easily that way."

Reluctantly, Kathleen extended her tongue, wrinkling her nose at the smell. God! Did he ever wash it? His thing, his penis, tasted musty and quite foul

"Look at me while you're doing that!"

She looked up at him from her position on her knees. At least one of them was enjoying himself. It was thick and solid and growing by the second. She licked a bit harder from somewhere near the base to the tip. now it was his turn to groan. She did it again and again before he took her by the hair.

"That's enough, open up."

Slowly she opened her lips while he impatiently pushed against them and then suddenly he was inside her, forcing his massive thing into her mouth and throat. She gagged, it was horrible! There was no way she could...

Slaaap!

The blow across her cheek took her quite by surprise.

"Open wider you silly whore. I won't put it all in for now. But if you don't make me cum in a couple of minutes I'm going to squeeze some more in."

That was as much motivation as Kathleen needed, hurriedly she sucked and licked at his engorged cock despite her lack of experience.

"Look at me!" he warned.

And she felt herself look up submissively.

"Suck, bitch. You haven't got long."

More by luck that judgement Kathleen managed to locate just the right spot and sucked for all she was worth. She felt him tense and then...He pulled out of her mouth and sprayed his seed over her face and hair. She gagged and spluttered and spat out some drool but he didn't seem too upset. He stood up dripping his spunk all over her nice rug before taking her by the hand and pulling her to her feet.

"Not that good, love, but good enough to get you a reward. Let's go and get a shower."

Despite the fantastic sex that followed (twice). That was the day that their relationship changed forever.

Chapter 6

The balance of power between them had swung decisively in his favour. She was the mature, successful, wealthy professional but he, an ill-educated young lout, was the undoubted master. He ruled over her with a rod of iron, or a cock of iron as she liked to think of it. She knew that it was wrong, that a woman of her age should be infatuated with a teenager, but she just couldn't help it. Never had she been so willingly under the thumb as she was with Jason.

He was nastier even than creepy Mr Gladstone, he liked to spank her for even the most mundane thing. And not only that but he'd started to use a horrible leather paddle as well. It wasn't very big, but it still hurt terribly. And not only did it torture her poor bottom but it also hurt her pride terribly. She hated, hated being bent over his knee and paddled. He had her howling and crying and promising to be a much better behaved girl within one single minute.

All her assumptions regarding her self-image and self-esteem were being rapidly eroded. In effect she was being returned to her school days. Despite her expensive suits and all the nice things she'd accumulated and her age and experience, Jason had absolutely no respect for her. The contrast between how she was treated at work and how she was treated in her own home was quite startling. In work she was a respected figure and the younger staff, particularly the women, looked up to her and hung onto her every word.

At home she was a whore, a housekeeper, a cleaner and a maid. Jason showed not the slightest interest in how her day had been. He wasn't interested in how she was feeling either. He wanted to be looked after and indulged like a small child. He wanted her to scurry around after him picking up his discarded clothes and make him snacks whenever he wanted them. He wanted to be mothered and bought gifts on a regular basis.

That wouldn't have been quite so bad just as long as she was getting what she wanted. Which was long, glorious sessions of wild, abandoned sex. But that seemed to be less and less the case. In fact having her bottom slapped as part of their sexual foreplay seemed to have ended altogether. In its place, Jason had installed a much stricter regime of corporal  punishment which wasn't half or even a quarter as enjoyable.

And worryingly, the actual frequency of their sexual gymnastics seemed to be decreasing quite rapidly. As if somehow he was tiring of her. Kathleen tried to banish that thought from her mind. She felt horribly empty and depressed just at the mere thought of it. What would she do if he actually did get bored of her? What would she do then? She wasn't getting any younger. How would she find someone to replace Jason? Indeed, was there anyone capable of replacing Jason?

She tried to think of ways in which she could re-ignite his interest. Should she dress up to please him? Would he like that maybe? She managed a glance at his phone went he left it unattended for a minute. The screensaver was a girl of about his own age, maybe younger taken from behind showing her squeezed into a pair of very short shorts. Kathleen swallowed nervously, that was evidently the sort of thing that appealed to him. It was at least worth a go wasn't it?

She went to some of the local shops in her lunch break to try and find something suitable. She ignored the sidelong looks of the floor staff as she perused the 'junior miss' section. For all they knew she could have been buying for a niece? She held up a pair of thin, white shorts as unobtrusively as she could. They were a size to small for her but there was no way she was going to try them on, even in the privacy of a changing cubicle.

When she got them home they were small, so small in fact that a good proportion of her bottom cheeks were hanging out of the material. It certainly wasn't an item of clothing that she'd ever dream of wearing in public. They were positively indecent! Especially at her age. She could feel herself blush just thinking what her junior staff would say if they could see her now. She did another twirl and then found herself a pink tee shirt that she'd last worn on the beach a good few years ago. It was quite tight, but not too bad. Again it was far too young for her to be seen out in public in .

But it wasn't for the benefit of the general public she thought grimly. It was for the benefit of her young lover who could probably have his choice of more attractive, more willing younger women . Women with bigger, perkier tits than hers anyway, although that wasn't too difficult. Even with her padded bra she hardly pushed out the front of her t shirt to any degree. Her frustrating lack of development was still bugging her after all this time. She'd often tried to convince herself that it didn't matter. But quite obviously it did.

The rattle of the front door, Jason had his own key now, suggested that the young master had returned from the bookmakers. She'd given him fifty pounds a s a sort of treat that morning and she wondered how much of it was left. Not much, if she knew her Jason.

"I'm home, Katy. Go and put the kettle on."

Katy, she'd always been Katy to him since the very first day they'd met. Nobody had ever called her Katy before. Nobody at work would even dream of calling her by that rather foolish diminutive. She looked at herself in the mirror one last time. She poked her tongue out at herself. Even with the shorts and vest, she still didn't look like a Katy.

She hurried downstairs, it didn't do to keep him waiting, she'd discovered. They met in the kitchen where he was drinking milk straight out of the carton. He turned and saw her, before spluttering and spraying out milk all over the floor.

"Haha, what the fuck do you think you look like, you silly old bitch?" He asked incredulously. "Talk about mutton dressed as lamb! Haha." He dissolved into a fit of laughter.

Kathleen flushed and turned to go, but he caught her roughly by the hand.

"I'm not saying I don't like the shorts though. Your fat arse looks even bigger in them than normal! And that's saying something."

He walked her out of the kitchen and over to the sofa.

"I'm going to need a closer look at them I think."

Yet again, despite her feeble protestations,  Kathleen felt herself tipped over his knee. He pinned her hands again so that she was helpless and then ran his own meaty hand over the crest of her twin mounds.

"Nice," she heard him mutter appreciatively. Which brightened her mood a little. At least she'd chosen the right sort of thing to wear this time. He clearly approved of her choice, and there was no way he took take those tight shorts down and over her backside. His hand slipped between her thighs and pushed them apart and then ran down the seam of the shorts making her sex tingle. Mmmm, that was more like it. He was paying her some attention again.

Slaap!

"Owwowww!"

So the sudden slap to her backside really made her jump.

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

She licked and tried to escape but as usual he easily contained her.

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

"Owwww!...Pleeease," she begged as his iron-hard hand continued to rise and fall. This wasn't supposed to happen! He was meant to see her dressed provocatively and then carry her up the stairs before ravishing her for half the morning!

"Please, Jason...pleeease," she begged.

To her intense relief he paused, her bottom was already throbbing. It was if the tight shorts somehow exacerbated the fearful sting he was imparting.

"Do you know what, love? I really like these shorts. You may be an old biddy with a huge arse and tiny little tits, but these shorts really suit you."

"C...can we go upstairs please, Jason. I'm feeling ever so...horny." Kathleen felt herself blush as she said the words. Now she was begging a 19 year old boy to have sex with her, in her own bed, in her own house!

She heard him laugh and cringed. She'd managed to ignore the insults regarding her age and her appearance, but now she was apparently a laughing stock as well.

"I'm not sure if you've earned a good shagging, Katy. That is what you want from me isn't it, a good shagging?"

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

"Oooof, please Jason. Yes please that is what I want...please,"

Hearing herself beg like that always so mortifying. Once again she couldn't help feel what her work colleagues would say if they could see her now in her shorts and vest having her bottom tanned by a teenager. Oh God, oh God, oh God!

His hand rested on her bottom.

"What is it you want, exactly, Katy?" He asked.

He was going to make her beg for it, the little bastard! But she just didn't have the fortitude to tell him where to go.

"P...please, I need a erm..."

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

"A good shagging! Please...a good shagging."

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

"Not sure if you've earned that yet Katy. After all what have you done for me lately? I've been giving you a master class in fucking, but I'm getting nothing in return."

Squirming over his lap, Kathleen could hardly believe her ears, nothing in return!? He was living rent free in her house, eating her food, having his clothes washed and ironed and living off her money!

"My mates are laughing at me, Katy. They ask me what I'm doing, why I'm not around that much. I tell them I'm shagging a desperate old bird. I'm giving her an education in rutting for free. What are you getting out of that, Jason, they ask me. And what can I say?"

"But you're living here, Jason, I take care of you and..."

"Take care of me! I'm not a fucking cat! You don't take care of me! The girls are telling me that I look like a tramp and I'm not eating properly. That's down to you, you old bitch!"

Slaap!

Slaap!

Slaap!

Kathleen howled, but there was nothing she could do.

"And and top of that, you want me to shag you! Unbelievable!"

Kathleen was crying now, real tears of self pity. Her plan had backfired. All she'd done was annoy him!

"I'll tell you what. I'll do a deal with you. Go and get my paddle and then bring it here to me. When you get back downstairs get on your hands and knees and put the paddle in your mouth and then crawl in here and beg me to use it on your big, fat bottom. Afterwards I might, just might give you that shagging that you need, deal?"

Chapter 7

Looking back on it, that was the time that she should have rebelled and told him to fuck off, to get the hell out of her life and leave her alone. But she just couldn't. The new life that he'd shown her, the incredible, amazing sexual adventures that she could have was like an addiction. It couldn't just end now. What would she do? Where would she find another Jason? Would his departure signal the beginning of her long slide into spinsterhood?

So she'd given in. But that wasn't exactly unexpected, she told herself bitterly. Most of her life had been one long chapter of giving in, of acquiescing to things that she didn't always agree with, fitting in, trying to make other people happy. and now she'd done it again. She'd crept miserably upstairs and recovered the horrible, black leather paddle from its place on his bedside table. She brought it downstairs and put it between her teeth and then crawled submissively into her own living room to find him with his cock in one hand and his phone in the other, filming her humiliation,.

He didn't make her go over his knee again. Instead he's made her give him the paddle and then stay on her knees. He made her touch her forehead to the floor and then part her knees as widely as possible. She could hear the camera click behind her as he took pictures. She shuddered as she imagined what she looked like in that position with her bottom in the air and encased in skin-tight shorts. And then he'd beaten her, the worst, most painful punishment she'd ever had at his hands.

He thrashed her with the paddle until she was hoarse with screaming. The pistol-like reports as the leather came into contact with the surface of the shorts sounded unnaturally loud in her living room. She squirmed and rolled her hips but each time he waited patiently until she had steadied herself before he delivered another flurry of meaty strokes to her blazing behind. Eventually Kathleen couldn't stand it any longer, she rolled over onto her side and clasped her hands to her scorched buttocks, begging him to stop.

He watched her dispassionately from the sofa, taking more pictures until she calmed down. Then he scooped her up and carried her sobbing upstairs, stripped her, lay her on the bed and gave her the best sex that she'd ever had. It was just incredible. His treatment of her seemed to have inflamed him. Together they lay intertwined on the bed. Jason used his fingers and his tongue to bring her to the brink of several orgasms before finally tipping her over the edge into a glorious prolonged orgasm.

Then while she lay gasping and crying, exhausted, emotional but happy, he took more pictures and then started the whole process again, but this time he mounted her and rode her to yet another monumental orgasm that made even the first one seem tame. She hugged him to her fiercely, all his mistreatment of her forgotten and forgiven. He was an astonishing lover and if she could control the situation she was never, ever going to give him up.

That afternoon was spent shopping, a whole new wardrobe for him and one or two special little things for her. After all, she couldn't have those nasty little chavs that he used to hang around with call him a tramp. Not that now he was dressed head to toe in designer wear. She also paid for him to have a respectable haircut and didn't begrudge a penny of the eye-watering cost. Whatever it took she was going to keep him!

Part of the cost, as she discovered, was her submitting to an ever-increasing regime of humiliation and corporal punishment seemingly for his entertainment. When she returned home from work now, she had to immediately tie a crisp white apron around her waist and put on a maid's cap he'd made her buy in order to prepare his dinner and then to tidy up around whatever mess he'd made that day. When she summoned the nerve to complain he sent her for the paddle and then explained it helped 'keep her in her place'.

And that was quite a common theme, that she be taken down a peg or two, made to remember her place, kept under his thumb or whatever. She realised that being at his constant beck and call was exciting for him, especially as she was an older, wealthier more socially privileged woman. He'd recently moved into her house full time. He didn't ask, just turned up in his battered van with a few bags of his stuff.

Then he took her bedroom, the large one with the ensuite and relegated her to the third bedroom, the smallest one in the house. She couldn't help but complain about that. It was her house! She was paying a very expensive mortgage for it. But after just one leathering which left her bottom tingling and red she came to her senses and agreed that yes, he should have that room. Soon her lovely Mercedes followed suit. He made her insure it for him to drive and then casually assumed ownership of it.

That wasn't too difficult to bear, they were only things after all. Things that could be replaced or worked around. She still had him in her, sorry his bed every so often. Although if she was truthful the actual time they spent having sex, the sort of sex she enjoyed, was getting noticeably shorter. Sometimes he used her simply like some sort of sleeve just to ejaculate into without the slightest consideration for her pleasure.

Other times she'd have to kneel between his thick, hairy thighs sucking his cock or licking his swollen testicles while he watched the television behind her or even on occasion scrolled through his phone! Good only knew what he was looking at, football maybe, or porn? But she didn't feel confident enough to ask. There was no way of knowing what he might do if she was to question him like that. Sometimes she'd be in her knees in her smart work suit with her demeaning cap perched on her head for an hour or more, willing him to cum so that she could get on with whatever it was she had to do.

The only time he paid any attention to her in those circumstances was when he was about to ejaculate.? Was he going to pull out and spurt all over her face like that first time? Would he not pull out at all and make her swallow his glutinous seed? Or would he pull out and let it spurt over the floor so that she had to get down and clean it up? This was a new thing, a new low. Once he'd made her lick up some of his ejaculate from the wooden floor, much to her disgust and shame.

And although he did make her do some horrible things. The one saving grace, if indeed there was a saving grace, was that her increasing degradation was a private thing. Although Kathleen often fantasised about what her co-workers or God forbid her parents would say if they ever discovered her secret, she also knew in her heart that it was a very unlikely possibility. Their increasingly humiliating games were just between the two of them.

Chapter 8

Or at least they used to be. That whole structure had changed almost overnight when he'd casually informed her that he was having a few friends over on Friday evening and hadn't she better think about getting drinks and snacks ready? She was so shocked that for a moment her mind went blank. A few friends? What did he mean by that? And maybe he should have asked her if that was okay in the first place?

But even as she opened her mouth to reply he'd already kicked her up the backside, a manoeuvre made all the more easy by dint of the fact that she was already kneeling on the floor of the living room with his feet rested on the small of her back while he watched some witless reality TV show.

"Well, you ignorant bitch? What do you have to say for yourself?"

He'd made her change into a pair of shorts again. He'd bought them himself, well he'd ordered them himself using her credit card from the internet. They were blue spandex and made for a woman with a far smaller backside than hers, she realised. They cut into her hips and her backside and were quite scandalously short. She could feel the slight breeze in her large living room wafting around her exposed flesh.

"I'll get some things ready," was her feeble reply

***

She had hoped that he’d been joking, just telling her about his friends coming over to see her reaction. But he wasn’t. She was given a list of food and drinks, especially drinks to buy for her guests that Friday. She woke up on Friday morning with a knot of fear in her stomach. She climbed out of her single bed in the small room she now occupied and got herself ready for work. She hadn’t dared ask him about his friends, how old they were for example and where he knew them from. What if they knew her? What if one of them was a friend of a friend, someone who might find out about her relationship with a teenager?

The rest of her day at work was spent in the same way, worrying about her forthcoming ordeal that evening. She tried to concentrate on her assignment, she was almost willing the hands of the clock in her office to slow down. But of course, the time for her departure arrived soon enough and then she was back at the house. Jason was stretched out on her sofa, snoring loudly. Hurriedly she put on her apron and began to tidy the kitchen and prepare the food.

In time he shuffled into the kitchen, yawning and scratching himself. He nodded at the plates of food on the kitchen table.

“Glad to see you making the effort babes. Once you’re done go and get a shower and get yourself ready. I’ve put some stuff on your bed for you to wear tonight.”

She nodded dumbly, now was not the time to argue with him.

“And don’t forget, you’d better behave yourself tonight, understood?”

She nodded again, biting her upper lip nervously.

“Because if you don’t, if I hear any some sort of complaint, I’m going to tan your arse until you can’t sit down.”

She nodded again, too upset to actually speak.

“Hurry up then! And stop feeling sorry for yourself, you silly old baggage! Or I’ll give you something to cry about right now!”

He opened a bag of crisps and grabbed handfuls of them before disappearing back into the living room, taking out his phone and slumping back down onto the sofa.

“And get this place bloody hoovered! It looks like a right tip!”

Kathleen blinked back the tears and went and got the vacuum cleaner.

***

Two hours later she was ready, the stuff had turned out to be a fancy dress version of a maid’s uniform, short skirt, tight white blouse and a tiny apron. Her own black stockings, panties, heels and humiliating cap completed the look. Oh dear! He’d made her go and reapply her make-up as well. Too much eye-shadow, blusher and her brightest red lipstick made her look like a whore, she realised. And the abbreviated, tight, shameful uniform only exacerbated that effect.

Now she was stood in the corner of her own living-room in her own house with her nose touching the wall, awaiting the arrival of her guests. Behind her Jason was playing some sort of driving game on the Playstation and drinking out of a can of lager. Just then the doorbell rang and her stomach lurched.

“Go get the door, stupid!”

Quickly she turned, trying desperately to tug sown her skirt a little, at least so that the dark, banded tops of her stockings were covered. Cautiously she opened the door. Outside on the step were three young girls dressed in very revealing, low-cut dresses. All three sniggered when they caught sight of her.

“Who the fuck are you, love?” Enquired the first, blowing a small bubble of gum as she did so.

“Is she like a maid or something?” Asked the intellectual of the group.

“Jase didn’t tell us he had a maid, did he?” Enquired the third.

With her face blushing hotly Kathleen stood aside to let the three enter her home. She followed them into the kitchen and pointed out the food and then directed them to the fridge. As she did so the doorbell rang again, this time it was two boys and two more girls. These two had coats which Kathleen offered to hang up for them. All four looked at her as if she was some sort of apparition.

She was kept busy for the next few minutes, scurrying around asking if sir or madam wanted a drink or something else to eat. Her guests, who were all around Jason’s age lapped it up. The girls in particular seemed very entertained to be served by a woman older enough to be their mother. The boys were more interested in the fact that Kathleen wasn't wearing a bra and had a skirt on that almost revealed her underwear.

As the evening progressed, the amount of alcohol consumed grew exponentially. It was almost a full time job for Kathleen to keep on refuelling the glasses of her guests. A job that didn't prevent her from keeping an eye on Jason. To her increasing dismay he seemed to be spending a disproportionate amount of time entertaining the pneumatic blonde girl who'd been chewing gum when she arrived. her name was Sharon apparently, or Shaz as her friends called her.

She was the sort of aggressive, loud-mouthed girl that Kathleen would have gone out of her way to avoid. She drank as much as the boys and swore almost continually. She had one armful of tattoos and another one seemed to be crawling from out of her shiny, silver, sheath dress which unfortunately, as far as Kathleen was concerned only served to highlight her quite spectacular breasts.

It didn't seem fair, thought Kathleen, she was an intelligent, well-mannered, hard-working woman who'd worked her ass off to get where she was today. But her young boyfriend, if indeed that's what he was, only had eyes for a dreadful, working-class chav without a brain cell in her head. And why? Because she had a giant pair of tits whereas Kathleen was sadly deficient in that department. Sadly she wandered back to the kitchen to deposit yet more plates and glasses in her dishwasher.

When she got there she found Sharon's two friends rifling through her drawers where she kept some of her personal things.

"Erm, excuse me. What do you think you're doing?"

The two teenage girls turned to look at them, their features creased in bewilderment.

"What the fuck is it to do with you?" Asked the one with unfortunately styled hair."This is our friend's house. You're only the hired help. Now fuck off and leave us alone!"

"Yeah, bitch," said the second, the taller and more muscular of the two. "Fuck off and mind your own business or we'll call Jase over!"

She grabbed a handful of Kathleen's hair and shook it just to emphasise her point.

"No, I really must insist that you leave my things alone!"

The girl holding her hair pulled her backwards so that she tumbled over the chair with a loud crash. Within what seemed like seconds, Jason was stood in the doorway followed by the rest of his guests

"What the fuck is going on in here!?" He demanded angrily.

"It's your maid, Jase," explained the redhead. "She just started ordering us around for no reason like."

"Go and get your paddle. Katy!" He ordered, without waiting for Kathleen's response.

Kathleen looked up at him from the floor, open mouthed. Was he serious? Was he really going to paddle her in front of a crowd of whooping teenagers?

"NOW!" He bellowed, which made her scramble to her feet much to the amusement of his friends. She ran up the stairs to his bedroom and found the evil-looking thing in its usual place. Back downstairs again she found all of them in her living room.

"P...please, Jason. I...I'm sorry. It won't happen a..."

"I warned you didn't I?"

"Yes, I'm sorry."

Kathleen could hear the sniggers of amusement and the derisive comments all around her.

"Who does the old bitch think she is?"

"Look at the size of her big, wobbly ass!"

"What did I say I'd do if you upset my guests?" Demanded her master.

Kathleen forced herself to think back to what he'd said earlier. he was always most insistent that she repeated back what he'd said to her.

"Th...that you'd t...tan my arse." Kathleen managed to stutter out the humiliating words. Oh God! What must they think of her?

All around her there was laughter as the teenagers drunk in the sight of the humiliated older woman. Jason stepped forward and took her by the ear, leading her to the back of the sofa before bending her over it. He tipped her over so that her shoes couldn't quite touch the floor.

"Please...pleeease," she started to beg even before the first stroke which once again greatly amused the youngsters.

Jason ignored her of course. He didn't even bother to raise her tiny, shameful skirt. Instead he just brought the paddle crashing down onto her trembling buttocks. Kathleen howled in pain. That hurt so much! A second followed, and then a third. The noise echoing around her living room. Kathleen buried her head in the cushions and tried to block out what was happening to her. Three more strokes followed which soon had her weeping and squirming.

Then it stopped. Kathleen daren't move from the position he'd placed her in and then to her intense humiliation she felt hands on her flayed backside. Soft, feminine hands rather than Jason's hard, calloused ones.

"Oooh, look how red it is!" Said one of the girls.

"And look how wobbly it is!" Laughed another.

Kathleen squealed as one of the less considerate ones nipped her bottom cheek painfully which caused another ripple of amusement. This was a new low as far as she was concerned. How had her life come to this? She was a well-established, mature, respected businesswoman and yet she was bent over the back of her own sofa having her bottom inspected by a gang of teenage louts! Another finger pushed between her thighs and rubbed against her sex making her squeal again, but still she did nothing.

Indeed she stayed submissively over the sofa until given permission by Jason to get up. Then she was stood in the centre of the half-drunk little group while they laughed at her and made fun of her age and her appearance. Then she was made to get down on her knees and apologise to Sharon's two grinning chav friends for insulting them. Jason even made her kiss their shoes. As a final touch she had to go to each of the teenagers in turn and politely ask them if they wouldn't mind spanking her for being such a 'naughty little girl',  using those exact words.

***

Kathleen almost ran into the living room, the bell her bell had just been rung and mistress didn't take too kindly to waiting. She came to a halt in front of the blonde girl and executed a little curtsey. She was almost used to doing that now. The intense humiliation she'd suffered when that little method of showing her obedience had been first introduced had virtually evaporated leaving just a faint residue of shame and embarrassment.

"Hurry up, you lazy old bitch, we want it turned over to the other channel!"

Sharon idly waved a hand at the huge TV which Kathleen had recently bought. It was a Saturday afternoon, Jason was out at the football leaving Sharon home in the house. Sharon didn't like being alone and had invited Jade and Tyra over to keep her company. The three teenage girls were slouched over the furniture in various stages of repose dressed in their trademark low-sling jeans and crop tops from the market.

Kathleen on the other hand was dressed in her full, formal work outfit even down to her make-up and nails. However, over her grey pin-stripe suit she wore her familiar, crisp white apron and on her had the humiliating cap, the symbol of her servitude within her own house. She scurried over to the controls and flipped the TV to another channel as instructed.

"Not that one, stupid! Find us a film on somewhere that we like!"

Kathleen's face flushed. The TV had every viewing package known to man that she paid for. However she wasn't sure where they all were because she was forbidden to watch TV now. She prodded hopefully at the controls but couldn't find any films.

"My God, Shaz, she's fucking useless! Why do you keep the silly old bitch around? Why don't you just get rid of her? It's your house now, innit? You and Jase?"

Kathleen felt the heave in her stomach and the increase in her heart rate. Signing her lovely house over to Jason and Sharon had been just one of the conditions that she'd agreed to in order to remain in Jason's life. Once the party had drawn to a drunken conclusion, he'd informed her that he and Sharon were an 'item' and that the party was to celebrate their engagement. And therefore he was done with her.

That was it. There was no effort to try and let her down gently. He was simply leaving, taking all of his stuff out of her house and leaving with that dreadful, stupid-looking, big-titted, teenage chav. Kathleen's mind went blank at the news. She pleaded with him, she got down on her knees and begged him not to go. She slobbered over his shoes and told him she'd do anything, anything if only he'd stay.

"I quite like having her around to be honest," said Sharon. "She's like a slave. She earns all the money and me and Jase spend it. She does all the cleaning and the washing and the ironing and pays us for the privilege. Every so often Jase fucks her or spunks over her, it's more like a pity thing than anything else," explained Sharon to her friends.

"Tell you what, you silly bitch, forget the film. I've got a better idea. Go and stand in your corner, facing the wall."

Tyra and Jade giggled as they watched the well-dressed older woman hurry to obey Sharon's humiliating command.

"I'll play you some of her special videos, me and Jase make them. She lets us because she loves Jase, isn't that like so funny?"

It was all true, thought Kathleen as she stood with her nose touching the wall. Jason hadn't made her do anything. She'd chosen to debase herself in this humiliating way merely in the hope that if she stayed near to him and did whatever he asked of her, he'd change his mind and start loving her again rather than sticking with his ill-educated, common, coarse new girlfriend.

Behind her she could hear her own voice on screen whining and wailing interspersed with the sound of her naked bottom being soundly thrashed with a leather paddle. The laughter of the three teenage dimwits sprawled over the expensive furniture, in the well-appointed living room in the lovely house that she used to own were like daggers to her heart. But while Jason was still on the scene there was always hope...wasn't there?

The End
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