
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE SPANKER LANDLORD

A young lady finds the discipline she craves at the hands of her mature, handsome, and strict landlord.
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Prologue

"Come with me, you bad girl. It's time you get the correction you so richly deserve!" Mr. Lockhart ordered.

With rubbery legs, Justine followed Mr. Lockhart into his study. Once there, towering over the pretty, blonde young woman, the handsome, imposing, middle-aged man unbuckled and removed his thick, wide leather belt from the loops of his jeans. A shiver ran through Justine's body at the swoosh of the belt being removed. That gesture, harmless in itself, in those circumstances, was so loaded with meanings that she was overwhelmed by it. It was a gesture that spoke volumes about the Landlord's ability to impose his punitive power and Justine’s willingness to submissively accept his judgment and guidance.

With a finger, Mr. Lockhart beckoned to her. Already on the verge of tears, Justine obliged. He then unfastened her skinny jeans and, grabbing either side forcibly, he yanked them downwards, pushing them to her calves. As the jeans slid down, her tight-fitting panties were pulled halfway down her bottom, too. Instinctively, Justine grabbed them and pulled them back up into place. Mr. Lockhart slapped her hands away and slid his thick fingers inside the panties’ waistband.

"Please... sir... no..." Justine whimpered rather pathetically in an offhand and futile effort to plead for her mercy.

But she knew well that with Mr. Lockhart in that mood, there was only going to be one outcome. So she just stood there feeling helpless as he leaned forward and slid her panties completely down, causing her bare crotch to show off shamefully, a few inches from his face.

With her head down, hands dangling at her sides, and feeling embarrassed, she stood blushing furiously.

"Look at me," Mr. Lockhart said, and Justine, half-naked and with fear in her eyes, looked up to meet his gaze. "I'm so shocked by what you did, and so very disappointed, not to mention angry."

Justine wanted to stare at the floor again in shame, but didn't dare look away.

After staring at her for a few seconds to let the gravity of the matter sink in, he said, with a steely firmness in his voice, "Bend down and put your arms  flat on the desk."

Meekly, Justine turned to assume the required position.

Mr. Lockhart stared at her bare bottom. It was there that he would give all his attention for the next few minutes. As the young woman’s blouse slid up her back, the whole of her cute, round, womanly bottom came into view. Those buttocks that he had come to know by now were candid and looked supple, fleshy but also compact and firm. He was sure they would provide an excellent target for his wide leather belt.

Once Justine had bent over as instructed with her arms forward to stay flat on the top of the desk, Mr. Lockhart said,  "I expect that you stay in this position for all your punishment, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt. Is that clear?"

Justine nodded while he moved behind her and slid her blouse further up her back. Suddenly, she became very conscious of her bare rear, so helplessly and obediently presented to her Landlord's punishing wrath. They felt so defenseless and vulnerable, and could almost feel Mr. Lockhart's eyes staring at them.

Mr. Lockhart took his time to admire Justine's cute, round bottom, awaiting its punishment while wrapping part of the belt around his right hand, letting the business end hang down. He thought that, bared and bent like that, the young woman looked much younger than twenty-eight. It was amazing how she could change instantly from a reliable woman into a bare-bottomed little girl. He raised his arm and let the end of the belt rest on Justine's bottom. He tapped the end of the belt on her fleshy bottom hard enough to make it wobble a little so that Justine felt its heaviness.

Justine braced herself. Waiting for any second now, burning pain would explode across her unprotected rear, her mind for just a moment went back to the events that had led her to be in that position. And, just for a split moment, she felt grateful for them.


I – Knowing Mr. Lockhart

Justine's expression was a mix of hopefulness and slight nervous anticipation, as if she were quietly imagining what the inside of the house might be like, when she knocked on the carved wooden door of the mansion. A soft breeze lifted a few strands of her hair, and she tucked them behind her ear with a practiced grace. Behind her, the afternoon sun cast a warm glow over the front yard as she waited for the door to open.

The 28-year-old woman had a warm, inviting presence, with sun-kissed skin, soft, honey-blond hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders, and curious blue eyes that scanned the porch while she waited. Dressed in a white summer blouse that couldn't hide her pert, firm bosom, skinny jeans that accentuated her round, firm girlish derriere, and cream high-heeled shoes, she looked casual yet put-together, with a leather tote slung over one shoulder and a phone in hand, displaying the room-for-rent listing.

After graduating in economics, Justine had secured a position at a prominent bank, where she has worked for the past four years. As a serious and hardworking young woman, her career was progressing well, and she was now assigned by the headquarters in that city as deputy branch manager. That's why, looking for quiet accommodation and lacking the time and will to arrange a house, she responded to that ad from a gentleman looking for a tenant. And now she was before the door of a beautiful two-story house, well-maintained and surrounded by a large garden, in a residential area near the office where she was supposed to work.

The person who opened the door was a tall, handsome man in his early fifties; he stood with quiet confidence on the doorframe before Justine. His fit figure suggested an active lifestyle, and he had salt-and-pepper hair cropped neatly, and a short, well-groomed beard that added to his distinguished look. His grey eyes were sharp and observant, with a hint of warmth behind them, and his casual attire—a fitted shirt and dark jeans—suited him effortlessly. He presented himself as Mr. Rayland Lockhart and let Justine into the house.

Once Justine was seated in the living room, Mr. Lockhart asked her if he'd like a coffee. Justine agreed, and once he was back with the tray and cups and seated in front of her, Justine fondled him with her gaze. From every point of view, the mature man was handsome, Justine couldn’t help but think. And in her eyes, he seemed a real hunk, since she had always had a special interest in mature men. Since her early teens, she had always been more intrigued by the dads of her friends than by her schoolmates or peers. Even when she was indulging in the lonely sexual activity that the girls and boys that age are so keen to perform, she often imagined herself with one of those fathers, while he hugged her against his muscular chest, took her into bed for lovemaking, or sometimes, as strange as it may seem, punished her. Given this background, it's easy to see how the gentleman before her appeared so manly handsome to Justine's eyes.

While they sipped their coffee, Mr. Lockhart explained to Justine that he was a widow, her wife having died five years after their marriage, leaving him with three daughters to raise by himself. Fortunately, he was wealthy enough to afford carrying out his work as a firearms consultant without undue pressure, allowing him time to educate his beloved daughters, and he never married again. Raising three female children on his own has not been easy, he added, but with a lot of love and plenty of care, not disjointed by some necessary 'reinforcing lessons where it does most good’, he succeeded. Now, her older daughter had graduated and worked in the legal department of a large company in a nearby city, while the other two were still in college. The house had turned too big for him alone, so he decided to rent one of the rooms. He was not doing it for the rent money, even if a little extra income was welcome. He did it to have company as well as to have some help around the house. Right for this reason, he preferred a male tenant. In fact, adding to the rent, the tenant was expected to perform simple chores around the house.

During that conversation, Justine's primary concern was to avoid staring too much at Mr. Lockhart, to prevent him from deeming her behavior brazen and embarrassing. Even so, she couldn’t help to sometimes stare at the imposing presence of the man before her with kind-of-adoring eyes. At one point, Mr. Lockhart offered Justine a second cup of coffee, and his warm grey eyes looked directly into hers. A little knowing smile formed on the big man’s lips that heightened Justine's embarrassment.

Turning bright red, Justine mumbled thanks for the second cup of coffee and, trying to avoid eye contact, she started telling about herself, about the reason that had brought her to that city, and about her need for a quiet accommodation where she could rest after work and feel at home. She added that she can easily perform those simple tasks the Landlord had mentioned. She had grown up in the country, and her parents were firm in ensuring all their children had chores to perform.

When she finished, Mr. Lockhart looked Justine directly in the eyes, and with a wry smile, he told her that she looked like a polite young woman. He would be pleased to try her as his first tenant.

With her insides churning at the very idea of living under the same roof with that handsome gentleman, Justine managed to stammer how pleased she was that it was okay for him to take her as her tenant.

Rayland Lockhart smiled in response and added, "Of course, there are some basic rules to observe."

Justine had to be in by 12:00 p.m. on weekdays and 2:00 a.m. on Fridays and Saturdays. Visitors, male especially, were not allowed in the house after 9:00 p.m. She also had to keep her place neat, refrain from smoking, and not keep alcohol in her room. Justine agreed with all that, and actually, given her state of mind whenever the mature man stared at her with his warm gray eyes, she would quickly have agreed to almost everything he had asked.

Then Mr. Lockhart rose from the armchair in which he was seated and said it was time to see the room. With firm steps, he headed out of the living room and approached the stairs.

"I lead the way, follow me," he said.

They walked up the wooden stairs, the firm, booted steps of the man making a crack as he preceded Justine. The young woman followed him, and, strangely and inexplicably, she felt as if that severe man was leading her to an impending doom...and it excited her immensely.

On the second floor, six doors opened in a spacious hallway. Mr. Lockhart opened one door and let Justine into a spacious room with a window. The room was furnished with a single bed, a desk with a chair, an armchair, a four-door wardrobe, an empty bookshelf, and a small vanity with a mirror.

"It was Amanda's room, my oldest daughter," said Mr. Lockhart. “Do you think it will be good for you?"  

Justine assured him it was just perfect, and they left. Once again in the hallway, Mr. Lockhart opened another door and showed her the bathroom she could use. "I have my private bathroom in my room," he said, opening another door to let her see a room even more spacious than the one he had just seen.

“Attached to my bedroom, there is my study,” Mr. Lockhart said, opening another door.

Through the open door, Justine saw that the Landlord's study had walls covered with oak paneling that gave it a severe appearance. Across from the bookcase, also made of dark wood, was a black leather sofa, a pair of upholstered chairs, and a large desk. It was precisely on top of the desk that Justine noticed something that caught her attention. It was the size of a ping-pong bat but square-shaped. It was made of solid wood and was varnished with lacquer. There were no doubts about what it was. It was a spanking paddle.


II – Justine in trouble

The first weeks of life at Mr. Lockhart's home turned out to be pleasant and entertaining for Justine. Her Landlord’s manner was warm and inviting. It was clear that the mature man liked Justine, and he did not conceal his warm feelings toward her.

For her part, Justine was comfortable in that beautiful, spacious, and elegant house. Even the chores that Mr. Lockhart had mentioned when she rented the room were simple and did not occupy her much. But above all, it was the Landlord's strong, firm, reassuring presence that made her feel good there. In fact, her greater concern in those first days was not to show too much of how she loved Mr. Lockhart's company and the closeness of his presence, in fear that he would consider her cheeky.

Nevertheless, Justine noted that now and then, under the mature man’s kind manners, emerged a streak of severity that left her speechless and made her blush. On more than one occasion, he commented on how "girls need a firm hand where it does most good to grow up well". On those rare occasions when Justine had delayed or neglected to do her simple chores around the house, he had even jokingly hinted that she would have deserved the same treatment he had used with his daughters to teach them the importance of punctuality.

That kind of comment, coming from the lips of such a handsome and imposing gentleman, caused a turmoil of emotions in Justine. Even if the word 'spanking' had not been pronounced clearly yet, still the assumption that she lived with a man who had raised his daughters the old-fashioned way and that, at some level, he believed that such discipline could still be appropriate for a misbehaving twenty-eight-year-old aroused many fantasies in Justine.

Such fantasies emerged from her personal experience in a household where spankings were occasionally used to maintain discipline. Her parents firmly believed that a girl could greatly benefit from the short, sharp shock of a well-smacked bottom, and now and then, Justine has found herself over the paternal lap, on the receiving end of a vigorous pants-down spanking. Of course, those occurrences were dreaded back then, but the very idea that Mr. Lockhart could follow on with his joking threat was at the same time scary and shamefully exciting to her.

In the meantime, Justine had settled into her new workplace and made friends among colleagues. At least once a week, she joined them at a pub close to the office, where they had dinner and passed the evening having a few drinks and good times. So one Wednesday night, she ended up coming home half an hour after her curfew, at 12,30 a.m.

When she entered the house, she found Mr. Lockhart awake in the living room, fully dressed. It seemed as if he was waiting for her.

"Young lady, is this the time to get home?" Mr. Lockhart welcomed her with his arms crossed on his broad chest, frowning sternly.

Taken aback, Justine stood speechless. It had been years since she had had a curfew to respect, and she had forgotten entirely her agreement to be home by midnight on weekdays. She felt genuinely sorry for breaking one of the house rules she had agreed to follow, so with great embarrassment, she apologized heartily.

Moved by the sincerity that emanated from Justine's words, Mr. Lockhart told her that for this time, he accepted her apology and dismissed her to her room with some admonishing words, "But remember, Justine, this is a warning. I won't let you off so easily next time."

Stunned by that scolding, Justine went up to her room. Mr. Lockhart's last words kept spinning in her head, and she found herself excited at the thought of what they could mean.

It did not take her many days to find out.

It was precisely the following week that her office organized a party to celebrate the achievement of their quarterly goals. It was Friday night, and Justine had no worries about her return time. As it was a job event, she was sure it wouldn't last too long.

In effect, the party ended quite soon, and at 11:30 p.m., she and her friends from work were in the street deciding what to do for the rest of the evening. Being still early on a weekend night, Justine followed them to a club, with the idea of staying there for about an hour and then coming back home.

Before getting to the club, Justine had had a couple of glasses of sparkling wine at the party, and being just a very moderate drinker, she was already a bit cheery. After two shots of tequila, she found herself enjoying the evening a bit too much without any other worries. Then two more shots of tequila followed, and she was drunk. She completely lost track of time, and it was only when her friends finally took her out of the club that the fresh night air brought her back to reality. She looked at her watch; it was 2:30 a.m., and she realized then that she would be in trouble with Mr. Lockhart.

She was driven home, arriving there just a bit later than 3,00 a.m. Like the week before, Mr. Lockhart was awake.

Before Justine could do it by herself, the Landlord opened the front door for her. This time, he was in his pajamas and robe, and to the half-drunk woman, he seemed like a stern father waiting for his late, teenage daughter, and she like the misbehaving teenager.

The look on Mr. Lockhart’s face told Justine he was not pleased, not pleased at all. He let her in, and she could do nothing to hide her inebriation when he began questioning her about her state and the time.

Then, instead of scolding her like the week before, Mr. Lockhart coldly said, "Young lady, I do not intend to discuss anything with you in your current state. Go straight to bed now. We can talk about all of this first thing tomorrow morning."

The moment of truth finally came the next morning. Though it was Saturday and despite a bit of a headache, Justine woke up early. The awareness that something hung over her, and the dread of the moment she had to confront Mr. Lockhart, made it impossible for her to lie in bed as usual on a weekend morning. So, by 9,00, she was bathed and dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, her blond hair in a ponytail, in Mr. Lockhart's living room, where she found her Landlord already fully dressed.

After sitting Justine down on the sofa, Mr. Lockhart seated himself in a nearby armchair and said, "Young lady, when you signed the lease here, you agreed to follow certain simple rules that are sure no more restrictive than the ones that apply in any decent home. You had a warning last week, and now I find you coming back home a full hour after your curfew and staggering drunk. Now, as I'm sure you can understand, I won't have any tenant living in this house whom I cannot trust. Since you've already had one warning, I don't see any other choice than to ask you to find another accommodation."

"Please, Mr. Lockhart," Justine responded, truly desolate about letting her Landlord down and jeopardizing her position as his tenant, "I know I was a great disappointment to you last night. I know I shouldn't have come back to your house so late, and I made things worse than ever by drinking too much." Then, with her heart pounding, she added, "I know I've messed up big time. But isn't there anything else you can do instead of making me leave? I really like it here and want to stay more than anything."

Mr. Lockhart paused for a few moments, staring at the pretty girl thoughtfully. Finally, he spoke a little more doubtful, "The only way I can handle a young woman tenant living under my roof is through a system of trust and basic rules. And you have proved yourself untrustworthy..."

"I know I have, Mr. Lockhart, and I really regret it," Justine interrupted him. "There's no question I deserve to be evicted, but I beg you to find some other way to deal with me." Then, blushing, she added, stuttering, "I…I recall you saying, on occasions, that I would have deserved the same treatment you gave your daughters. Isn't…Isn't this one of such occasions?"

Mr. Lochart looked at Justine, frowning. He took his chin between his fingers and stood for a few moments weighing her words. Finally, with a gaze that seemed to lay bare her thoughts, he asked her, "Have you ever been spanked, Justine?"

Feeling her belly churning, and though her mouth went parched, Justine managed to reply, "Well, actually, Mr. Lockhart, my…my father sometimes… well, you know… he sometimes…um…gave it to me, yes."

The gentleman’s severe eyes widened barely, and the shadow of a smile played about his lips.

"Well, I'm glad to hear I'm not the only one who believes in old-fashioned methods, young lady," said Mr. Lockhart. Then, after a short pause as if considering certain possibilities, he added, "I don't know, Justine, I just don't know. What am I going to do with you? My best judgment tells me I should look for a more reliable tenant. On the other hand, until last night, you proved yourself to be a nice and polite young woman, and I must admit that I enjoy having you around the house. So…" His deep, grey eyes stared at her with an inquisitive look. "Tell me, if, and I repeat if, I let you stay, what do you think you deserve for your behavior last night?"

"May…may be a…spanking, sir?" Justine said with a lump in her throat, and blushing wildly. Amidst the turmoil of her emotions, she couldn't even believe that she was pronouncing those dreadful and shaming words.

Without adding more to the topic, Mr. Lockhart rose from the armchair and suggested that Justine come with him. Justine's legs felt like rubber as she followed Mr. Lockhart up the stairs to his study. Although her Landlord had not said so, everything indicated that she would be subjected to that childish, shameful, and secretly exciting punishment at any time soon.

A spanking!

There was no doubt about it once they were in Mr. Lockhart’s study, and Justine saw him reach for the square, wooden paddle on his desk.

"Here in my study is where the corrections have always been dished out in this house,” Mr. Lockhart said, serious. “And this little helper," at those words, he smacked the paddle on his other hand, "has always proven very useful to make girls repentant of their silly actions and disobedience. Soon you will test its effectiveness when used on a bare bottom."

Said that the imposing man sat on one of the chairs and used his thick finger to beckon Justine to approach him.

As if in a dream and completely submissive to the air of conscious authority Mr. Lockhart radiated, the pretty young woman meekly complied. Once she was in front of him, he reached out and opened her shorts, and then dropped them down. Then he inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of Justine’s tiny panties and drew them down too. Eventually, with a stern no-nonsense voice, he ordered her over his lap.

Not wanting to prolong the shame of being half-naked, with her furry patch in front of that man any longer, Justine placed herself gingerly over his strong thighs, feeling her bare crotch rubbing against the jeans fabric of Mr. Lockhart's sturdy lap.

He sat right back so that Justine's chest was dangling in the air to his left. To his right were her legs constrained at her calves with her shorts and panties, and her bare bottom was just in the proper position to be spanked.

For a few moments, Rayland Lockhart admired the smooth, rounded bare bottom in front of him. It was candid and deliciously ripe, the two buttocks swelling out like two snowy fleshy hills. He felt a sense of tenderness as he saw them so exposed and vulnerable, but he soon regained his firm resolve and slid the palm of his hand over them. They felt cool now, but they wouldn't feel cool for long.

By then, Justine's dread for her impending punishment was growing higher and higher. Amidst the worries that the paddling would hurt plenty, her thought made its way that she deserved it for acting so foolish and letting Mr. Lockhart down, as well as a weird sense of excitement for being in that shameful, childish position over the lap of her attractive, powerful Landlord.

It was then that Mr. Lockhart lifted the paddle and suddenly let it smash down, flattening Justine’s right buttock. The pretty, blonde young woman let out an anguished owl, and Justine’s first spanking in years began in earnest.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

From the start, Mr. Lockhart spanked Justine’s bottom hard and swiftly, each smack bringing more pink color to her rounded buttocks. After about ten smacks, he paused to remind Justine that a drunk girl was not acceptable and definitely not allowed in his house, and that she certainly wasn't too old to benefit from a good spanking if she kept behaving in that disgraceful manner!

Justine just murmured, "I know, sir. Oh, I know!"

After that first flurry, the paddle was being bounced on all Justine's rear full force, and she began wriggling and let out a loud wail after each smack. Mr. Lockhart held her pinned down on his lap with his left arm as the paddle kept doing its stinging work.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Despite that, at the beginning, Justine had tried not to cry out too loud, attempting to take her spanking with all the dignity possible for a woman in her late twenties in that situation, as the paddle kept smacking, and smacking hard her bottom, she couldn't help it anymore and she started a pitiful litany of outcries and pleadings.

SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "OWWW!" SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK! "PLEASE NO MOOOREEE!" SMACK! "WHAHAAA!"

Mr. Lockhart always expected tears when he took a girl's pants down for a spanking. No tears indicated no genuine remorse, and the object of a spanking was to make the girl remorseful for what she had done, and right then, he was proving how effective he was in achieving that goal.

SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK! "WHAAA!" SMACK! "IT HURTSSS SO BAAAD!" SMACK! "WHAHAAA!" SMACCKKK!

Under the onslaught of searing wooden smacks, Justine ended up pitifully pleading with Mr. Lockhart to stop and promising again and again to be a 'good girl' from now on and ‘obey him’ always.

Once he stopped the rain of searing paddle's spanks, Mr. Lockhart kept her in position while he massaged her well-spanked, flaming-red bottom until Justine's sobs subsided. Finally, he gave her a few gentle taps and told her to get up.

She did, drying the tears on her cheeks with one hand while the other rubbed her bottom cheeks in a futile attempt to relieve the burning pain her Landlord had ignited there with that horrible paddle. Then, realizing the show she was providing half-naked in front of him, she put up her panties and shorts, wincing as the fabric made contact with her well-spanked flesh.

With his cheeks slightly flushed from the effort to inflict such a thorough correction on a young woman, Mr. Lockhart asked her if she was all right.

"Yes, Mr. Lockhart, sir. I…I'm okay," Justine answered, still sniffling. "I promise I will respect all the house rules from now on." And then while rubbing the seat of her pants, she added with a still-shaking voice, "You…you sure know how to give a spanking to a girl!"

"A lot of experience, Justine," The man said with a chuckle.

She blushed, avoiding eye contact, and admitted, "I…I know I deserved to be corrected."

Mr. Lockhart smiled and told her, "Well, Justine, I hope there will be no need for a repeat of this, but just in case, I will be obliged to do it again, my girl,” and finally dismissed her.

Once Justine left Mr. Lockhart's room, she went to the bathroom. She lowered her shorts and panties again and stood in front of the mirror to check the damage her Landlord had inflicted on her rear end. All her bottom and the very top of her legs were scarlet red, and the lower part of her buttocks sported some livid red paddle marks. All her rear was slightly swollen and very hot to the touch. Sniffling, she had to admit with some admiration that Mr. Lockhart sure knew how to keep discipline in his house. And she couldn't help feeling that, despite the smoldering pain she was experiencing where she used to sit, it had been strangely exciting having her Landlord correcting her as if she were still a kid.


III - Justine’s deep feelings

In the next few days, Justine and Mr. Lockhart managed to act as if no big deal had happened. Nevertheless, even if unsaid, it was palpable that something crucial had changed their relationship in a way that had no possible turnback.

Justine not only felt that she had truly deserved that spanking, and deep inside, she was glad she had accepted being disciplined by Mr. Lockhart, but also she couldn’t deny having found the event weirdly arousing, especially when she was over her Landlord's sturdy lap. Even so, the paddling she had received had left her sore for a couple of days, and sure she was in no hurry to go again across his knees with her panties down any time soon. So she was always on her best behavior, trying not to give her Landlord a reason to get mad at her again.

For his part, Mr. Lockhart took a more thoughtful attitude towards Justine. He began to be closer to her, offering advice on how to act at her job, counseling her on how to dress, and every evening when she came back from work, he inquired about how her day had gone.

All this new attention from the mature, handsome man engendered contrasting feelings in Justine. On the one hand, as she was attracted to Mr. Lockhart, she welcomed his closer, almost intimate attitude. But on the other hand, she was worried about how much he could take charge of her life. 

However, as the days passed, and the tingle in her bottom faded away, her mind constantly came back to the event that had occurred on that fateful Saturday morning. In the night, she often had dreams of being over the sturdy legs of Mr. Lockhart, and every time she woke up with such a deep sense of excitement to satisfy which she had to masturbate. Even while at work, she found herself daydreaming about her attractive and strict Landlord.

As everybody can imagine, all this thinking and daydreaming had an evil influence on Justine’s performance at work. She behaved superficially and absent-mindedly in the office, and as a result, her relationship with her boss deteriorated. She received a notice from the department head informing her that she had been placed on probation. At that point, this wasn't really a surprise, but she felt disgusted with herself because she knew she could do a lot better if she would rearrange her priorities and stop living in a world of fantasies.

So one Sunday morning, after she once again woke up after a hardcore dream in which she had been shamefully scolded half-naked in front of Mr. Lockhart, Justine found herself seriously considering her situation. While squeezing toothpaste onto her toothbrush and looking at her reflection in the mirror above the sink, she began to wonder if, despite her belief in being a responsible young adult, an inner child was struggling to emerge from deep inside her. Considering how she sometimes acted, that might be the case. And if it was…maybe what she truly needed was a strong, firm hand to keep her in line?

She walked a few feet away from the mirror and looked at her whole body. The reflected image was definitely that of a woman with generous breasts, narrow hips, and softly rounded hips. She turned to observe herself from behind. Her bottom had become fuller, and her buttocks looked plumper. She was definitely no longer a young girl. Yet she realized that, in recent times, she had begun, in her spare time, to dress like a teenager, as if she wanted to assume a more girlish look.

Her mind went to the way her father used to keep her on the straight and narrow and how she felt reassured by his strong guiding hand. Maybe she had not outgrown that need? And again, if that was the cause, wasn't it a lucky strike to live in the house of a gentleman who seemed very capable of fulfilling that kind of need? Anyway, it was clear that things couldn't go on as they were; she had to untie that knot, and she had to do it quickly.

So, following her instinct, while she was seated at the kitchen counter with Mr. Lockhart, having their Sunday breakfast, Justine broached the subject of what was happening at her job. With a bit of shame, she took out the notice from the head office and showed him.

Mr. Lockhart kept the paper from the girl’s hand, noticing it shook almost imperceptibly. He put down the cup of coffee he was sipping and read it carefully. Then, staring at his tenant, he asked if all that was happening because she couldn't do her work or because she wasn't trying hard enough.

"It's because I…I sometimes put things off and…and don't apply with the necessary concentration," Justine admitted with eyes downcast, blushing lightly, and ended with, "It’s not easy to say this to you, Mr. Lockhart, sir."

Mr. Lockhart looked at the pretty, blue-eyed young woman who acted with such shy manners in front of him. She looked so lovely, and he felt a surge of affection toward her. He was pleased that she had come to him for advice.

"Well, Justine," he said, looking at her with the severe glare he understood was needed in such an occasion, "I'm glad that you are so open with me about your performance at work. Nevertheless, and indeed for this very reason, pulling things along and a lack of concentration is not something that I can accept from the capable girl that I know you are."

"Ohhh, sir, you can't…you can't accept it, sir?" Was all a shamed, Justine could utter with a shaking voice.

Mr. Lockhart shook his head in denial and, tapping a finger on the table, started a quiet yet meaningful scolding about the importance of responsibility, reliability, and hard work. As he ended the telling off, Justine felt as if the man’s tongue lashing had taken off some layer of her skin, and she feared that the worst was still to come.

"It has been a few weeks since I had to do what had to be done to help you to come home on time and don't drink too much," Mr. Lockhart purposely said, "you were a very sorry girl at the end of that. Have you come back late, or did you drink too much again after that?"

"Oh no, sir, I swear I didn't," answered Justine uneasily, squirming on her seat.

"I believe you, and why is that?"

"I didn't want to disappoint you, sir…"

"And?"

"And…the spanking you gave me really hurt, sir," said Justine, blushing more than ever.

"AH, now we are getting somewhere," said Mr. Lockhart, crossing his arms on his broad, shirted chest. "You didn't want to disappoint your Landlord, AND your bottom told you, you better not dare."

At this, Justine's hands went to clutch her bottom in an unthinking, childish gesture.

"Yes," said Mr. Lockhart, noticing her reaction to her words, "Red sore bottoms send those messages to misbehaving, careless girls. I better not come back late, I better not drink, and…I'd better concentrate on my job."

"I…I understand, sir," Justine admitted, avoiding eye contact as she just couldn't stand Mr. Lockhart’s glare.

"Then, as we know very well, and from direct experience, that it works…"

"I know that it works, sir, but please, you don't have to do it again!" Justine interrupted him in a sudden fit of fear.

"I very much have to, Justine," said Mr. Lockhart, staring at her with a calm strength. He rose from his seat and took hold of Justine's wrist. "Come with me, young lady, you are due a very sound paddling."

As if to get on with this before Justine had even the time to think about it, Mr. Lockhart made her rise from her seat and brought her to his study.

Justine meekly followed him, and once there, precisely as the time before, the Landlord took the paddle from his desk with one hand and calmly tapped it against his other palm. Then he sat on the chair and stared at Justine willfully. 

Lowering her eyes and feeling her whole face burning with shame, Justine, without even being asked directly, took down her shorts along with her panties. The end of the large t-shirt she had chosen to wear provided a little modesty as she approached Mr. Lockhart and got down across his waiting lap.

The strong man adjusted Justine until she was in the proper position for the paddling. He then lifted her t-shirt tail back to completely uncover those feminine buns he had admired so much the previous time she was in that same position. He gazed at them again and slid his hand over them. They were round and a bit plump yet firm, the perfect target for what he had the duty to do.

Patting the paddle gently against Justine's buttocks, Mr. Lockhart began to lecture her one last time about acting more responsibly and doing her work well and on time so that she could get out of probation. Then he raised the paddle high in the air and brought it down, hard, bouncing it off first one side of Justine's bottom, then the other. The bent-over girl let out a loud wail, and her second paddle spanking began in earnest.

Swiftly, soundly, firmly, and thoroughly, Mr. Lockhart spanked all over Justine's bare bottom in no particular pattern, gradually making the whole punished area turn bright red. The loud pistol-shot-like smacks echoed steadily through the room. Each of the smacks overlapped, alternating from side to side, and up and down the area between her upper bottom cheeks and the tops of her thighs, over and over and again and again.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OWHWHWWW! AHAWHWWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

"AHARGHHH! OHOHOWHWWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

"WAHAHAAA! BWUAHAHAAA!"

This time, Justine didn't even try to be brave, and from the beginning of her ordeal, she was shameless crying and begging, because under the continuous rain of paddle smacks, the only thing she had in her mind from the very beginning was 'WOW! IT HURTS!'

"WAHAHAAA! NO MORE, SIR! AHAWHWW! PLEASE, OH PLEASE, NO MORE! BWUAHAAHAAA!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

But then, amidst the unbearable burning sensation she was suffering on her rear end, Justine started to realize that what Mr. Lockhart was giving her was no more than the loving guidance she had missed from her youth. She knew she deserved that spanking, and in the depths of her heart, she was grateful to the powerful gentleman who was giving it to her…she just wished he wouldn't do it sooo painful!

"WAHAAA! OH PLEASE, SIR, WAHAHAAA! THAT'S ENOUGH! BWAHAHAAA! I'LL BE GOOD! AHAWHWW! I PROMISE I'LL BE GOOOD!"

Securely pinned by Mr. Lockhart's left arm over his sturdy legs, and receiving such an unbearably stinging paddling, Justine had finally become the crying little girl that deep inside her she felt she was. The bad little girl who had broken an important rule and needed to be severely corrected to make everything right again.

It was then that, feeling he had achieved his purpose, Mr. Lockhart mercifully put the paddle down and stood looking at Justine's discolored rear end. Her buttocks and the top of her thighs were hot and swollen scarlet. She was still shaken by hiccup crying, and her pretty face was contorted in an agonizing grimace, covered with tears and snot. He waited a few minutes for her to calm down, then he helped her rise from his lap.

Justine stood there, bare from the waist down, both hands rubbing her smoldered rear end, oblivious to the show she was offering to her Landlord. She didn't care; she had just received the spanking of her life, and her bottom burned so badly. She felt as if she didn't need to hide anything about herself from the gentleman who had just given her such a well-deserved and needed punishment.

Looking at his young tenant with a satisfied and slightly amused glare, Mr. Lockhart said, "You are basically a good girl, Justine, but it is clear that you need a firm hand to keep you focused on what is good for you. Don't you think so?"

"Oh yes, sir. Yes!" Justine agreed, heartily, even if with a broken voice.

"I see that more and more. You are not too old to benefit from some strict fatherly supervision."

Shamelessly clutching her throbbing buttocks, her panties still at her ankles, her privates barely covered by the t-shirt's end, Justine also agreed to this.

"Very well then. From now on, I will supervise you more closely, my girl. We will establish a new set of rules to prevent you from going down the wrong path. Now compose yourself and go to your room. You are grounded for the rest of the day."

"Yes, sir," said Justine, taking her garments up.

She groaned when the fabric of her panties made contact with her badly burned bottom. Heading out of Mr. Lockhart's study, she thought about how her life would change under her Landlord’s supervision.


IV - A little girl again

In the following weeks, Justine discovered that it wasn't so difficult to adapt to the new relationship with Mr. Lockhart.

Given that she liked and respected him and loved his company, it was not hard for her to report to him about all she was doing and follow his wise counsel. Not only that, but little by little, she came to understand that since she was under his supervision, her life was easier. Her performance at work improved; she successfully completed her probation, and her boss was pleased with her work again.

But there was also the flip side of the coin.

If, while at work and with colleagues, Justine behaved in a professional and self-confident manner, within the walls of her Landlord’s house, she let herself be carried away in the role of a little girl. Being Mr. Lockhart's attitude that of a father, a little rigid but strongly reassuring, Justine felt regressed to an unspecified age between childhood and adolescence, and behaved accordingly. She often changed into her pajamas as soon as she came back home from work, and at times, she spent all her weekends at home with her Landlord, even asking for his consent to turn on the television or take a bath or those kinds of things, as if she were really a little girl.

Mr. Lockhart tried to indulge in these girlish behaviors, considering them a bit silly but harmless. Especially because, otherwise, Justine behaved like a responsible young woman.

What Justine didn't let Mr. Lockhart know was that in the privacy of her room, she often and willingly indulged in the girlish practice of giving pleasure to herself.

It was on a Monday morning, after one rainy weekend in which she had been all the time in her pajamas around the house, that Justine joined Mr. Lockhart at the breakfast table looking battered. She hadn't changed in her work attire, nor had she groomed. When Mr. Lockhart asked what was happening, she answered that she didn't feel good. Her throat ached, and her whole body was in pain. She surely had a fever. In short, she was in no condition to go to work.

Mr. Lockhart rose from his chair. He touched her forehead and asked her to show him her tongue. Then he said that it didn't seem she had a fever.

"I just tried it with my thermometer, and yes, I have," Justine said, "I think I need to call the office and stay at home, I wouldn't want to infect my co-workers with bad flu."

"Well then, if you really feel bad, go ahead, call your office, and go back to bed," he said, a little doubtful, "I'll finish having breakfast, and after cleaning up, I will go up to see how you are."

After the call at her office, Justine went back to bed. She didn't feel ill at all; she had come up with that story just because that morning she didn't feel like leaving the house in the rain to go to work. So, within the warm of her bed and without any worries, she reached into her pajama bottom and started to caress her crotch gently. Soon she started working with her fingers on her clitoris more and more frantically. Dreaming of being hugged in her fit, mature Landlord’s embrace, while he rubbed her bearded cheeks on her soft bosom, and his hands were grabbing her bum, she pulled her pajama bottoms down her legs, and she slid the blanket off her bed to more comfortably spread her legs wide and give pleasure to her passion-burning body.

Consumed by her sexual urge and activity, Justine didn't hear Mr. Lockhart climbing the stairs. The young woman was in her own happy little world, but it was a world that was about to be crushed.

Unable to knock, with a cup of steaming herb tea in one hand and a thermometer in the other, Mr. Lockhart opened Justine's door with a gentle shove. He stood petrified by what appeared before his eyes. There was Justine, half-naked on her bed, lying on her back, with her right hand rubbing frantically inside her opened pussy.

"Justine!" he screamed.

Justine let go of her pussy and, in panic, tried reaching down to pull up her pajama bottom, but it was tangled around her ankles. The blanket on the floor was also too difficult to get hold of as she desperately looked for something to cover up with. Finally, she just cupped both hands above her most private parts, blushing all the color of the sunset.

"Mr. Lockhart," Justine yelled desperately, "what…what are you doing barging into my room?" She'd never felt that humiliated before in her life. "Please, get out!... Please," she begged.

Although Mr. Lockhart had initially been embarrassed, even shocked by what he had walked in on, he was in no mood to turn straight around and walk out; on the contrary, his rage for what he was understanding had happened, mounted.

"If you had been doing your toilet and walked to your office like you were supposed to, my barging in on you wouldn't have been quite such a problem, would it?" He said as a matter of fact.

Justine was now looking at Mr. Lockhart like a rabbit caught in a car's headlights. She could see he had no intention of leaving. And she knew he had not only caught her in that shaming act, but also discovered her childish, silly prank. She couldn't utter a coherent sentence right then, so she stood shut as Mr. Lockhart followed on.

"I went upstairs to see how you were and bring you some herbal tea," he said coldly once he had regained his composure, "but it seems that you recovered fast, so fast that I wonder if there is any need to check your temperature," he said, showing her the thermometer he had in his hand.

“N…no sir…I don't think it's needed, sir," was all Justine could say, shaking her head in distressed denial.

"No, I don't think so either, because what I see here is just a grown woman who, instead of complying with her responsibilities, faked an illness such like a bad little girl who doesn't want to go to school. Isn't it Justine?"

"I'm really sorry, sir," Justine uttered, blushing furiously.

Mr. Lockhart could see that the only thing the young woman in front of him was sorry about was getting caught in that childish lie and shameful act, and he knew hers was nothing more than a pathetic apology. So he started one hell of a telling off that had Justine reduced like a little girl caught with her hands in the jam jar. How dare she fake her health? How could she so blatantly lie to him about it? And why was she lying in bed jerking off when she should have already headed to work?" As Mr. Lockhart scolded her, a totally embarrassed Justine interjected with the appropriate: I know, and I'm sorry, at all the correct times. But still, Mr. Lockhart showed no signs of letting up.

"You acted as an irresponsible and disgraceful little girl," he eventually stated, "and irresponsible and disgraceful little girls need to be taught a good lesson on their naughty bare bottoms!" He underlined these words by clapping his broad, thick hands.

Widening her eyes and blushing bright red, a crestfallen Justine said with a shaky voice, "Please, sir…I promise I won't do it anymore."

"Oh, I know you won't do it anymore after you have been punished! Get up now!"

Awkward from her pajama bottoms rolled to her ankles, Justine managed to get up. Mr. Lockhart then took a seat on her bed and told her to stand in front of him. He ordered her to put her hands on her head, and Justine's stomach churned as she realized what was about to happen.

Mr. Lockhart bent down and grabbed each of Justine's ankles, one at a time, to guide her pajama bottom off her feet, leaving her standing naked from the waist down in front of him. He then patted his lap, and Justine meekly bent herself gingerly over it. It wasn't a position she relished being in, but better than standing there with her bare crotch showing off under her pajama top right in front of the man’s eyes.

"You have disgraced yourself, young lady," said Mr. Lockhart while taking hold of Justine's waist with his left arm. "You are going to be spanked, and spanked severely!"

He raised his hand and began swiftly slapping Justine's tender, round, and supple bottom. Justine winced and took a deep breath as the first few SLAPPS resounded against the bare skin of her bottom.

Before the spanking started, Justine had hoped for a moment that, as Mr. Lockhart was going to use only his hand and not the paddle to chastise her, the punishment wouldn't be that painful. But once he started slapping his hard palm down on her tender bottom, she realized how wrong that thought had been. ‘WOW! That man really knew how to deliver a hand spanking!’ Was Justine’s thought just before beginning to bawl with pain.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

"WAAAAAAAAAAAH!"

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

"PLEASE, SIR…PLEASE IT HURTS!"

Justine alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady slaps of Mr. Lockhart's hard palm meeting her tender flesh.

While not losing a beat, Mr. Lockhart’s lips were pursed in anger, and his brow was furrowed with the concentration on delivering a correction that the silly young woman can’t forget anytime soon. Without slowing down, he continued to spank Justine's upturned buttocks with that same vigorous rhythm.

As we already know, Mr. Lockhart firmly believed that a spanking should HURT, and he wanted to be sure that this one did! He spanked Justine's bare buttocks and the upper part of her thighs again and again and again, driving the burning sensation higher and higher, while Justine bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

"WHAHAAAAAAAAAAH!"

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP!

"WHAHAAA! BWAHAAHAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BADDD! BOHOHOOO!” 

Deciding to correct Justine in that childish way, what Mr. Lockhart wanted was precisely to make her feel like the bad girl she has acted as, and actually, at that very moment, the poor woman felt nothing more than that, such as when, years ago, having been bad, she had gotten a deserved spanking from her Daddy in her bedroom with him seated on her bed and her with just her pajama top on. Then she had been squirming, kicking her legs, sobbing piteously, her eyes shut, her face covered with tears and snot, and her mouth opened wide, exactly like she did now. Overwhelmed by the shame and the unbearable sting in her rear end, she wasn't even able to distinguish those situations and understand what she was saying.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP!  SPANK! SPANK!

"WHAHAAA! PLEASE, DADDY! WHAHAHAAA! PLEASE NO MORE, DADDYYY! BOHOHOHOOO"

Having noticed that he had achieved his goal of turning his tenant into nothing more than a sorrowful, bad, little girl once again, Mr. Lockhart relented to her correction.

"Are you sorry for what you did?" He asked with his cheeks a bit flushed by the exertion of delivering that fierce lesson.

"YES, YESSS, DADDY, I'M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD! I SWEAR I AM! WAHAHAAA! BWUAHAAA!"

SPANKKK!

"Are you going to lie to me again, you bad girl?"

"WAHAAAA! NOOO! NO, DADDY! I WON'T LIE ANYMORE! I'LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!"

SPANKKK!

"Are you going to act as a decent young lady?"

"WAHAHAAAAAA! YES, YESSS, I PROMISE I WILL! I WILL  BE GOOD!"

SPANKKK! SPANKKK! SPANKKK!

"Okay then, let this be a lesson to you!"

Mr. Lockhart stopped spanking, but Justine didn't even notice it right away and kept wailing on his lap for some seconds. The imposing man caressed her back gently, trying to reassure her that her correction had ended and that she was forgiven.  

Justine rose from her prone position only to crouch on Mr. Lockhart's lap. He let her do it, softened at the sight of the tears-covered face of the pretty girl he was so fond of. He kept her close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand soothed her burning, red bottom. Justine melted in that embrace, drying her tears on his firm chest.

Holding the sorrowful girl in his arms while she regained some of her composure elicited paternal feelings in Mr. Lockhart. Caressing her hair, he hugged her gentle frame against his strong body. For her part, Justine, with her face resting on the man’s chest, felt her nipples harden while she felt a wet sensation between her legs.

Mr. Lockhart’s right hand gently soothed Justine's swollen and throbbing hot buttocks while he shushed her.

"Ouch, Sir," said Justine in a hoarse voice, "you have burned me back there".

"I know, I know, and I am not sorry to have done it! Some lessons need to hurt to be remembered. This is a very red bottom now," he said, as he gently patted her scalded bum, "and I'm sure you are sorry for what you have done."

"So, so sorry, sir…but…thank you for caring for me enough to correct me."

"You’re welcome, my girl," Mr. Lockhart said, "you know that when you need me, I'm always here for you," then reacquiring his usual coolness, "now is the time that I go to take care of my business."

"Is it okay if I stay in my room for a while, sir? Anyway, I already called the office to say that I'm sick," said Justine, getting up from his lap with her hands ruefully rubbing her smoldered bottom.

Mr. Lockhart also rose from her bed and said, "Just for a while, Justine, I expect that you work all day around the house. We don't want a lazy girl hanging on all day in the house on a workday, do we?"

"No, sir, of course not," she answered, lying on the bed on her belly.

"Good," he said and headed to the door.

Turning her head, Justine stared at the big man as he left, her eyes fixed on his muscled frame, still feeling her pussy throbbing as much as her bottom.


V - A well-whipped girl

After the events that had happened in her room, the domestic routine of Justine and Mr. Lockhart became even more intimate.

Mr. Lockhart stopped treating Justine just like a tenant to taking care of her like a family member. He never avoided giving her advice on how to behave; he helped her with her job issues and started to be more expectant of how she did her chores around the house. He often underlined his words with warning slaps on her clothed bottom or bare legs in case she was wearing shorts.

Justine welcomed her handsome Landlord’s attention heartily. After that intimate spanking over his knee, she felt that whatever else would happen, she was safe in a loving household with a man who cared enough to make sure she would behave properly, be safe, and, if that was required, she would get the discipline she needed. Mr. Lockhart had imposed her structure, expectations, and accountability. All reasonable, all geared towards helping Justine function productively. And it was clear that if she slacked, shirked, or outright disobeyed, he would impose the needed discipline with strength, strictness, and love, exactly how she felt it must be. No fuss. No theatrics or excuses. Over his lap, she'd go and he'd just smacked her bare bottom as long and as hard as was called for.

It was after a few weeks of harmonious life that one Saturday, the day Justine was expected to pay the rent, she didn't. Thinking that she had forgotten it and not wanting to embarrass her, Mr. Lockhart said nothing, sure that soon enough she would have done her duty. But another day went by without hearing from Justine. The Landlord started to feel annoyed, not so much because she had not paid the rent, but because she had not spoken to him about it. Yet, playing cat and mouse, he decided to wait for her move. Then, on Monday morning, while she was leaving for the office, Justine stopped by to speak with Mr. Lockhart. Not without some embarrassment, she explained that she was having a little trouble gathering the rent money, and he wondered if he could wait a little longer. Mr. Lockhart assured her that if she were having a problem, she would be willing to give her all the time she needed. But he told her firmly that he wanted to know what the trouble was.

Blushing more and more, Justine explained that she had used the rent money to go shopping with a friend and even borrowed some from one of her colleagues. Now she was broke and also had to pay back her colleague.

Mr. Lockhart was stunned by Justine's attitude toward using the money she was supposed to pay for her rent, as well as borrowing some to buy expensive bags and shoes. He began a lengthy scolding about financial responsibility. Was she so irresponsible that she didn't care about wasting money that she didn’t even have? And if it were so, how did she plan to repay everything she owed?”

Don't know what to argue. Justine just apologized for paying her rent late.

"It's not the question of the money for the rent, Justine, I don’t care about that!" Mr. Lockhart replied, "How can't you see that what you did is irresponsible, and that you are going down a bad path being so inattentive to your finances!"

Justine's face turned white. She had a bad feeling about this. This was the kind of talk that had preceded her getting spanked the times before.

"I…I hadn't looked at it that way, but now I see that I was irresponsible, Mr. Lockhart. I hope you will forgive me this time. I promise I won't do it again."

The look in the Landlord's eye told her he wasn't about to forgive her so easily.

"You have to go to your job, Justine. We will finish this discussion when you come back in the afternoon. Now, go,” he said, serious.

Justine's mind kept coming back to Mr. Lockhart's words all day. She realized now that it had been wrong to have spent all her money shopping and even borrowed some more from her colleague. She shouldn't have done it at all. But now that she knew that she had been wrong, she didn't need a punishment to remind her that, didn’t she? But deep inside, she was scared stiff that Mr. Lockhart didn't see it that way.

As soon as she came home that evening, Justine reported to Mr. Lockhart in the living room for their little 'discussion'. She assured him, again and again, that she was now well aware that what she had done was wrong, that she had already learned her lesson, and that she hoped he would forgive her. But with a stoned face, Mr. Lockhart assured her that he was ready to forgive her after she had been thoroughly chastised for her actions.

"You, my girl, really need to be taught a lesson this time. Get up to your room now,"  Mr. Lockhart hissed menacingly, looking at Justine with cold fury in his eyes and pointing up the stairs.

Shocked at Mr. Lockhart's evident anger, Justine started to head in the right direction. Now that she was no longer a stranger to being punished by that powerful gentleman, she knew that it was better to do as she was told at once. So she moved, as fast as she could, up to her bedroom as instructed. Once there, she sat on her bed. She couldn't think of anything else than her impending punishment, and waiting for what she knew was now inevitable twisted her stomach into knots. Images of the previous punishment she had received kept swinging in her mind, and amidst the fear that gripped her, she started to feel that unmistakable tingle in her lower region, and her pussy started to get wet.

Mr. Lockhart seemed to take ages, and when, finally, Justine heard his footsteps rising the stairs from the living room, she was almost relieved that the excruciating wait had ended.

"Come with me, you bad girl. It's time you get the correction you so richly deserve!" Mr. Lockhart ordered after opening Justine's door.

With rubbery legs, Justine followed Mr. Lockhart into his study. Once there, towering over the pretty young woman, he unbuckled and removed his thick, wide leather belt from the loops of his jeans. A shiver ran through Justine's body at the swoosh of the belt being removed. That gesture, harmless in itself, in those circumstances, was so loaded with meanings that she was overwhelmed by it. It was a gesture that spoke volumes about the man's ability to impose his punitive power and her willingness to submissively accept his judgment and guidance.

With a finger, Mr. Lockhart beckoned to her. Already on the verge of tears, Justine obliged. He then unfastened her skinny jeans and, grabbing either side forcibly, he yanked them downwards, pushing them to her calves. As the jeans slid down, her tight-fitting panties were pulled halfway down her bottom, too. Instinctively, Justine grabbed them and pulled them back up into place. Mr. Lockhart slapped her hands away and slid his thick fingers inside the panties’ waistband.

"Please... sir... no..." Justine whimpered rather pathetically in an offhand and futile effort to plead for her mercy.

But she knew well that with Mr. Lockhart in that mood, there was only going to be one outcome. So she just stood there feeling helpless as he leaned forward and slid her panties completely down, causing her bare crotch to show off shamefully, a few inches from his face.

With her head down, hands dangling at her sides, and feeling embarrassed, she stood blushing furiously.

"Look at me," Mr. Lockhart said, and Justine, half-naked and with fear in her eyes, looked up to meet his gaze. "I'm so shocked by what you did, and so very disappointed, not to mention angry."

Justine wanted to stare at the floor again in shame, but didn't dare look away.

After staring at her for a few seconds to let the gravity of the matter sink in, he said, with a steely firmness in his voice, "Bend down and put your arms  flat on the desk."

Meekly, Justine turned to assume the required position.

Mr. Lockhart stared at her bare bottom. It was there that he would give all his attention for the next few minutes. As her blouse slid up her back, the whole of her cute, round, womanly bottom came into view. Those buttocks that he had come to know by now were candid and looked supple, fleshy but also compact and firm. He was sure they would provide an excellent target for his wide leather belt.

Once Justine had bent over as instructed with her arms forward to stay flat on the top of the desk, Mr. Lockhart said, "I expect that you stay in this position for all your punishment, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt. Is that clear?"

Justine nodded while he moved behind her and slid her blouse further up her back. Suddenly, she became very conscious of her bare rear, so helplessly and obediently presented to her Landlord's punishing wrath. They felt so defenseless and vulnerable, and could almost feel Mr. Lockhart's eyes staring at them.

Mr. Lockhart took his time to admire Justine's cute, round bottom, awaiting its punishment while wrapping part of the belt around his right hand, letting the business end hang down. He thought that, bared and bent like that, the young woman looked much younger than twenty-eight. It was amazing how she could change instantly from a reliable woman into a bare-bottomed little girl. He raised his arm and let the end of the belt rest on Justine's bottom. He tapped the end of the belt on her fleshy bottom hard enough to make it wobble a little so that Justine felt its heaviness. Justine braced herself. By now, she knew that Mr. Lockhart always gave it really hard. And she was expecting that any second now, burning pain would explode across her unprotected rear.

With a sudden movement, Mr. Lockhart brought the belt back as far as he could and then propelled it towards Justine's bottom as fast and as hard as he could. It sounded like a gunshot as the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Justine's proffered bottom. The belt buried into the fleshy mounds, causing them to bounce from the impact.

"ARGHHHH!" Justine screamed.

It had precisely the effect that Mr. Lockhart knew.

The shock and the intense sting had taken Justine's breath away. WOW, it stung way more than she had feared. With just one lash, her whole bottom was on fire. She wriggled and writhed in pain.

"Legs straight and keep still," that was all Mr. Lockhart said after allowing her a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time.

Even though her bottom was burning like mad, Justine managed to straighten up, get her bottom in the required position, and stay as still as she could. Mr. Lockhart then delivered four swats in a row with the same force.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The gunshot sounds of the belt that struck the young woman’s bare, tender flesh echoed loudly around the room, along with Justine's loud screams. The five lashes had overlapped, and by now, all of Justine's bottom was covered by ugly red stripes. She had started crying after the first stroke and was sobbing now.

Mr. Lockhart paused for a moment to remind Justine that getting her rent money late wasn't why he was punishing her. His primary concern was her attitude about wasting the money she owed. If she were going to live in his house, she would have to be more responsible.

With a blubbering voice, Justine completely agreed with everything Mr. Lockhart said, and not only because in that position and with her bottom that stung like she was seated on a hot stove, she would have agreed on anything, but because she genuinely believed he was right about it. She did have to learn to be more responsible.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The second flurry of five lashes landed as fast and as hard as the previous one, accompanied by louder and louder screams. Justine, with her legs bent, was now hiccupping and crying like a toddler. Her face was covered in tears, and her nose was running. The pain-burning sensation she was feeling in all her rear ends was unbearable.

"Back in position, NOW!" Ordered Mr. Lockhart unmercifully. And when with some effort Justine succeeded in presenting once again her bottom for the kiss of the belt, he asked, "Are you ever going to overspend again?"

"NO! NO SIR! I SWEAR I WON'T!" Replied Justine through her tears with a broken voice.

By now, Mr. Lockhart could see that her bottom was already a livid red, but he knew that to drive the lesson home, more had to come.

CRACKKK! "ARGHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!"

"GET BACK IN POSITION!" Ordered Mr. Lockhart.

Again, Justine managed to put herself in the required position. He came closer and ran his hand across her naked, wounded, proffered bottom. The whipped flesh felt hot to the touch and a little swollen. Her rear sure looked very sore, beet red, and crisscrossed with ugly purple marks of belt edge.

"And what is going to happen if you don’t take good care of your finances?” Mr. Lockhart asked.

Completely submitted at the will of that powerful gentleman, Justine got the answer out between sobs, "I…I will be whipped with the belt again, sir."

He nodded, satisfied with what he had heard, but he knew there was still a little step to take. He turned away from her, resumed his position, and again brought the belt down.

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHH!

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHHH!

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHHHH! WAHAAAAAA! WAHAHAAAA! WAHAHAHAAAAAAA! WHAHAHAAAAAAAA!"

By now, the pain that Justine was experiencing in her whipped rear had escalated from unbearable to excruciating. She was screaming louder than ever. Not even able to beg for mercy anymore, she just cried and cried, jumping around and somehow managing to stay in the required position.

"Okay," Mr. Lockhart said at least with a softened voice, "you can get up now."

But instead of getting up, Justine slumped down on the floor and lay there on her side, sobbing piteously and rubbing her scorched rear end.

Softened by seeing the beautiful woman in so much, even if well-deserved, pain, Mr. Lockhart approached her.

"Let this be a lesson to you," he said, his voice soft and paternal.

“OH, sir…yes…yes…I am so sorry to have been bad," Justine said, still crying, and getting on her knees, she hugged the legs of her chastiser. 

"I…I promise I will obey," she was saying while drying her tears on his trousers, "I will always obey you!"

She was experiencing the same sensations of love and arousing that she had felt the last time she had been spanked. The smoldering heat that was consuming her bottom had also spread to encompass her entire loins with a pervading warmth, and her pussy was dripping.

She looked up and saw the stern face of her Landlord looking at her tenderly, lovingly, and lower down, the bulge in his jeans that unequivocally showed his own arousal.

Happy to see that Mr. Lockhart shared her same feelings, she reached into his pants for what she saw that swelled there. Reluctantly at first, and then with an enthusiasm she didn’t know was in her, she pleasured the man who had punished her so thoroughly. Mr. Lockhart's strong hand caressed her hair, holding her to him to the last as he convulsed in the climax.

Collapsing on the sofa, the Landlord moaned in the afterglow of pleasure. Justine knelt motionless for a moment, then pillowed her head on his knee. Part of her was still inflamed with an incredible passion while the fire in her bottom kept stoking.


VI - An odd couple

It took a few days for Justine to heal her whipped bottom, but finally, the following weekend, she was able to sit down again with comfort. In those days, their home life had followed as intimate and quiet as before, but there was in the air a clear sexual feeling. A sparkle had been lit up, and it was not possible to ignore what had happened.

It was the Sunday morning, with light spilling lazily across the kitchen, painting the table in a warm glow, that Mr. Lockhart sat at the breakfast table, and across from him, Justine lounged with bare feet curled under her.

“You made the coffee so strong I could use it to strip paint,” Justine declared in a pouty voice, wrinkling her nose dramatically before taking a slow, deliberate sip. “But fine, I’ll suffer for you, sir.”

The Landlord arched an eyebrow, momentarily stunned by her outburst. Justine had never complained about his coffee before.

“Suffer? That’s gratitude for you,” he replied, his voice a mix of affection and mock severity. “You’re lucky I made it for you.”

“Lucky?” she said, leaning forward on her elbows with a sly smile. “I’d make better coffee if you let me, you know. But you like being in charge of the ‘important’ things, don’t you? You brute.”

He blinked at her cheekiness, even more stunned, searching for the right retort. “Important? It’s just coffee.”

“Exactly,” she said, grabbing a slice of toast and taking a carefree bite, “and you act like it’s state business. You always want to do it yourself. Never trust me enough to make your precious ‘morning coffee’.”

Mr. Lockhart's jaw tightened, half with mock indignation, half with amusement.

“I don’t think you’re ready for that kind of responsibility,” he said, trying to downplay the discourse that seemed to him to be not only absurd but also taking a bad turn.

She smirked, sarcastic and teasing, “Responsibility? It’s coffee, not a nuclear launch code. Relax, commander.”

“Okay, that’s enough,” Mr. Lockhart finally said, tired of putting on a good face at her cheekiness. “Where exactly is this attitude coming from, Justine?”

“I dunno. From me,” the pretty blonde woman said as cheekily as possible, “Obviously.”

“Be careful, young lady!” Lockhart warned, staring at her, frowning.

“What?” Justine answered, as if she were dripping with disdain.

Mr. Lockhart remained doubtful for a moment, then said, “I can’t believe it. You’re trying to make me mad.”

“Oh, I’m so scared...” she said, plainly looking him in the eyes.

“Excuse me? What did you just say?” Mr. Lockhart asked, his annoyance at Justine's way of behaving, steaming up.

“You heard me,” She spat back at him.

“Young lady, I have raised three daughters, and I know everything about attitude. And what I’m watching now is a serious case of a very bad attitude!”

Justine shrugged. “Oh really? So, what do you want to do about it?”

Mr. Lockhart stared at her for a thoughtful while. Then, as he began to understand the situation, he asked, “Let me guess…do you want a spanking?”

At that point, Justine couldn’t hide a light blushing; nevertheless, she said as nonchalantly as she could, “I don’t care.”

“You don’t care is not an answer. Yes, you do, or no, you don’t?” Mr. Lockhart demanded.

“Mhm…Let me think,” she said, pausing for effect. “Yes, I do.”

“Oh really?” Mr. Lockhart asked with a grimace, “You want a spanking?”

“That’s what I said. Are you deaf?” The pretty blond said haughtily. “Apparently, I’m not doing a good job because you aren’t spanking me yet.”

“Well, well, well, so you want a spanked bottom?” Mr. Lockhart said calm and determined now that Justine’s play had come into plain view. “If you want to get a spanking, I can accommodate that. Heaven knows I wouldn’t want to deprive you of something you so desperately want.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” I appreciate that greatly,” answered Justine, keeping her tone cheeky and ironic.

“And to make it properly, what do you think if we do it on your bare tushy, too?” This time was Mr. Lockhart's turn to be ironic.

“Oh yes, please, that would be just fine!”

“Of course, whatever you want,” the Landlord said, his voice turned stern. “And why don’t we get this over with now, shall we? How about if I spank you right here in the kitchen and right now, just like a cheeky, brazen little girl who can’t respect her elders?”

At these words, Justine was suddenly unsure of what she was doing, but unable to stop her attitude, she followed on, “That…that would be just lovely.”

“Then you can come here and bend over my lap!” Mr. Lockhart said after he had put a chair in the middle of the kitchen and had sat on it. He watched Justine’s resolve waver as she remained seated at her place.

It was then that Mr. Lockhart said with a demanding voice, “Young lady, any time!”

While she felt her face going a shade paler and her eyes assuming a scared rabbit look, Justine swallowed, got up, stepped in front of her Landlord, and started to bend over his lap.

“Oh, no, young lady, drop them,” Mr. Lockhart said, pointing to her shorts. “You wanted this on your bare bottom, and that is exactly how you are going to get it.”

“Mhm, Mr. Lockhart, I don’t know if I really meant what I said,” Justine whispered.

“Too bad. You will learn that with me, your mouth can get you into trouble if you don’t think before you speak. Pull down your shorts and your panties. Now!”

As in a trance, Justine inserted her fingers in the waistband of her shorts and started to pull them down. She looked at Mr. Lockhart when she got to her panties.

“I’m waiting!” Mr. Lockhart said.

Justine sighed and pulled her panties down.

“Now bend over,” Mr. Lockhart ordered once Justine was standing bare from her waist to her ankles in front of him.

The pretty, blonde girl complied, and on Mr. Lockhart’s lips a smirk was painted, observing once again those snow-white, smooth, round buttocks swelling upward before his eyes. Then, without further ado, he raised his thick right hand toward the ceiling.

SPANK!

Mr. Lockhart’s broad palm landed hard on Justine’s plump buttocks, which compressed and then jiggled as they sprang back.

“AHAWWW”

While a few tears started to trickle from Justine’s eyes, Mr. Lockhart quickly landed smack after smack after smack on those tender bum cheeks. Unashamedly wailing her discomfort, Justine was kicking her legs just as rapidly as her determined Landlord tore her bottom up. The image the severe middle-aged man and the young pretty woman were creating, there in the kitchen on a Sunday morning, looked really like that of a naughty girl being corrected by a strict father, and at that moment the two of them felt nothing else than that.

The punishment was intense but brief, and after not even a minute, the rain of powerful hand spankings ceased, leaving Justine whimpering, her hands glued to her burning buttocks, and shamelessly displaying to Mr. Lockhart her body bare from the waist down, as she had managed to kick off her garments during the spanking.

The sight of Justine, sobby and red-faced before him, tears streaming down her pretty cheeks, and her pert nose running, while she bites her lower lip just like a punished little girl, touched Mr. Lockhart's heart. He got up and wrapped his strong arms around her, enveloping the blonde beauty in a warm and loving embrace. He ran his fingers through her hair soothingly and dried the tears on her cheeks.

“It's okay, sweetie, everything's fine. You don't need to come up with tricks to get my attention. I'm always here for you. I love you, Justine.”

Hearing those words coming from the lips of the man she secretly adored melted Justine's heart. She felt reassured and loved in the arms of the man who knew how to give her what she needed, and now that she knew he also felt strong feelings toward her, she was looking forward to many happy days in the house of her Landlord.
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