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Part of the Proper Job series


Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life.  The book contains nudity, explicit sex, explicit language and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation.


Stella’s Spanking Story

Seven girls work for Skindle Partners, a law firm which has an unusual culture.  At Skindle Partners the male employees regularly discipline the girls with spanking and other punishments.  Six of those girls had experienced corporal punishment before it was applied at their workplace.

In ‘Six of the Best’ the early spanking stories of those six girls were revealed.  In the ‘Six More of the Best’ series, the further experiences of those six amazing females are related.

This is Stella’s story. Stella’s first piano teacher had been a cruel master, but after his dismissal she found his legacy inspired her to an exciting opportunity.


Six More Spanking Stories Series

When I started at Skirdle Partners I had never been spanked.  I have related in The Friday Room how I became acquainted with a new kind of lifestyle. 

One of the interesting aspects of that job was meeting the six other girls in the firm and hearing their experiences of their first or most memorable early spanking experience.  These are recorded in Six of the Best. 

As I got to know the girls even better, I discovered they had additional tales to tell of their spanking experiences before they joined Skirdle Partners.  They are great stories and I have recorded another about each of my female colleagues at the firm.

Of course, because I never got spanked until I worked at Skirdle Partners, from the seven girls at the firm, there are just six stories, and this is Stella’s.


Stella’s Spanking Story

When Stella was learning piano she had been spanked by her music teacher.  He had begun by rapping her knuckles with a ruler when she made a mistake, and evolved his discipline methods to include spanking her bare bottom over his knee.

Stella wasn’t sure if she was glad or sorry when his habit of spanking his pupils was uncovered and he fled the district. Her next teacher had been less inspired, although admittedly much less painful!

She was now at university, studying business, playing piano for fun, having passed every exam through to Grade 8.  She had a part time waitressing job, which required her to wear a short black dress and white apron.  The café owner had chosen the uniform with care, knowing that the girls had to bend over to wipe the tables and serve up which provided the customers (and him!) with tantalising glimpses of the girls’ knickers.

Hardly a shift went by without Stella feeling a hand on her bottom or under her skirt. And now the café boss had told her that he wanted all the girls to wear thong underwear.

‘The punters love getting a flash of your knickers, but I reckon thongs will be better still. Most of the time they’ll think you’re bare arsed! Think of the extra tips!’ He told her.

Since she was pretty certain she got cheated out of most of the tips anyway, this wasn’t much of a consolation. He also told her of his other new idea – Spank a Waitress Day. He would invite all customers to put money in an envelope with their name and the name of the waitress they wanted to spank.

Then each Friday he would open the box, and the waitress who had the most money donated would get a spanking. The lucky spanker would be chosen from one of the donors whose name was on the envelope.

The girl would be spanked over the person’s knee, with her skirt lifted.  The new regime of thong underwear would mean the spanking would effectively be on the bare bottom.  The spanker and the other customers would be invited to pay extra to make the waitress take her panties off, and also if the spanker wanted to use a belt, cane or paddle instead of his hand.

The waitress would receive half of all the money donated, with the boss keeping the other half.

‘Great idea, isn’t it?’ the boss enthused.

‘Brilliant,’ she replied sarcastically, ‘but are you sure you only want one of the punters to spank the waitress? Wouldn’t it be better to have everyone who voted for her have a go at whacking her?’

The boss took her comments seriously.

‘I don’t think we could have every one of them spank her,’ he mused, ‘if it’s as popular as I expect, there could easily be a dozen or more punters voting for the winning girl. Maybe I’ll get the three largest donors to spank her.  So she doesn’t get too badly marked, only one can use anything except bare hands.  And I’ll limit the number of cane strokes to six.’

‘Only six? Why not twelve?’

‘Maybe you’re right – twelve!’

‘Are you sure you only want one waitress spanked?’ she enquired sweetly.  ‘Maybe if you’re letting three guys do the spanking, you should select the top three waitresses as well and have them all whipped.’

Her boss remained oblivious to Stella’s sarcasm.

‘Excellent idea,’ he responded enthusiastically, ‘I’m so glad I spoke to you first before telling the other staff. The top three donors will spank the top three waitresses.’

‘Actually, there’s only four waitresses on staff anyway,’ Stella persisted, ‘you might as well have them all spanked, unless one doesn’t have any votes, I suppose.’

He contemplated Stella fixedly. For the first time, he began to suspect sarcasm behind her suggestions. Then he shrugged the feeling off. Whether she was being sarcastic or not, her suggestions were spot on!

‘Perfect,’ he gushed, ‘I’ll call it “Spank the Waitresses Day”, and every waitress will get smacked.  The highest bidder for each girl will be awarded the privilege of doing the smacking.  But since it’ll be in public of course, all the punters will enjoy themselves watching!’

Stella began to think that her contributions had been regrettable, and her suspicions turned into certainty with her boss’s next remarks.

‘You know what? I’m going to make sure the envelope with the most money in it has yours and my names on it next week! I can’t wait to get your pretty tush over my knee!’

She decided she needed a new source of income.  She had a feeling that he really was going ahead with this plan.  Although she could do with the extra money, she didn’t fancy making it at the expense of getting her arse whacked every week by the sort of customers that frequented the café.

She regretted what would happen to her fellow staff, but consoled herself that at least they’d be making extra dough.

She decided to give up waitressing and teach piano.  She’d passed through to Grade eight so was highly skilled, and had all the music from when she had been a beginner through to her current advanced competence.

She lived in a nice house with a piano, sharing with a guy who was away so often that she generally had the place to herself.

But she wondered if competence in piano and availability of premises for teaching were enough. Maybe she needed a gimmick as well.  All this talk of spanking had brought her first piano teacher, Mr Harley, to mind. She had to do the lessons with him wearing no panties, so as to be ready for a spanking at the end of the lesson if she made any mistakes. 

‘Maybe I should advertise as the spanking piano teacher,’ she mused, ‘and promise a bare bottom smacking for every girl or boy who makes a mistake in their lesson or fails to do their practice.’

She started thinking about it as a joke, but then she wondered if it could be a serious proposition.  She was sure there would be lots of parents who’d see some old-fashioned discipline as the best way to make their child learn.

And, she thought, putting false modesty aside, they’d probably see spankings delivered by a cute 20 year old girl as a lot less threatening than a guy like Mr Harley!

She decided to give it a go.  She wrote an advertisement to go in every social media she could think of.
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She was amazed at the response she received, with more than two dozen enquiries in the first 24 hours.

She was confident enough to text a resignation from her waitressing job and plan her new career as a music teacher. She decided to limit herself to twelve students, which she calculated would give her significantly more money than waitressing (maybe not if she included the bonus for getting spanked!) for about the same number of hours.

She chose only beginners, to make it easier to plan the lessons, with half boys, half girls, half at primary school and half in early years of secondary.

Both parents were required to sign the consent form agreeing that she could spank their child.  It specified that primary school students would be spanked by hand over her knee, while secondary students would be paddled while bending over the piano school.  All spankings would be on the bare bottom and the number of smacks was at her discretion, up to a maximum of twelve.

‘I think it’s marvellous,’ one of the dads told her, ‘it’s just the way to make sure that Chrissie does her practice and concentrates properly.’

Stella gave each student a diary to record their practice sessions, telling them all that they needed to play scales as instructed plus the tunes set for homework, every day without fail.  They had to get a parent to sign every day that they’d completed the required session.

She told them that any day missed would earn two spanks, and any mistake in playing during the lesson would earn a spank as well. If the number of spanks earned exceeded twelve, Stella would write in the student’s diary to ask one of the parents to deliver the extras during the week.

She said that every spanking would be at the end of the lesson, so parents were welcome to watch her spank when they came to pick up the child, or if they’d rather not watch they were welcome to wait in the other room or even in the car if they didn’t want to see or listen.

Stella found that in the first few weeks almost every student earned the maximum twelve smacks.  They would typically miss two or three days of practice, so being awarded four or six spanks, and most of them made enough mistakes during the lesson to top it up to the maximum.

Her technique never varied. The primary students had to take down their trousers or lift their skirt, and bend over her knee. Then Stella would pull his or her underwear down and deliver the required number of hand spanks.

The secondary students had to take their trousers down before bending over with their hands on the piano seat. If they were wearing a dress or skirt, they just bent over.  Stella would then lift the dress or skirt.  If it was too tight to lift out of the way, the student had to take it off. Then Stella would take down the student’s underwear and make him or her stick their bottom out with their legs apart.

The wooden paddle she used was two feet long, with a spanking blade of about fifteen inches and a nine inch handle.  This was more than adequate to whack both cheeks together of even the largest student bottom.

She was surprised that most parents wanted to watch the spankings. She often received compliments on her technique, mainly from mothers.

‘I’m so impressed how you get Phillipa to cry after just a few slaps,’ one mum told her. ‘And next year, when she goes to big school, you’ll be giving her the paddle! I’m looking forward to seeing that!’

‘She’s a very good student,’ Stella had replied, ‘I’m hoping by then that she won’t need any spanking.  She already is doing her practice every day, so she doesn’t get smacked for missing that.  I had to give her six smacks today, but that’s unusual.  She’s usually only getting three or four.’

Indeed, quite quickly the regime started to achieve significant reductions in the number of spanks that Stella needed to deliver.

From an average of ten smacks per student per lesson in the first couple of weeks, it reduced to less than five by the sixth week.  She still had not ended a single lesson without needing to apply at least two smacks to a student’s naked bottom however.

She rather enjoyed the ritual of delivering corporal punishment, particularly the paddle, but she didn’t lose sight of the main objective – to get all the students through the exams.

To do that, they needed to make few if any mistakes in their performances. She had always spanked quite hard, but now started to make an effort to spank a bit harder, hoping to encourage the students to make less mistakes.

Then she had a great idea. Get the students to spank her!

She wrote to all the parents to explain that in future, if a student completed a lesson with no demerits, and therefore no spanking, he or she would be entitled to spank Stella!

‘All students have made tremendous efforts and have improved their performance markedly over the past weeks,’ Stella wrote ‘and this is a logical next step.  Any student who has zero demerits will spank me at the end of the lesson. What student wouldn’t love to be able to spank their teacher! I’m confident this will be the incentive all students need to achieve error-free performance.

‘Students can choose to put me over their knee for a hand spanking or have me bend over the piano stool to get the paddle.  I will of course be bare bottom, and the standard punishment will be three smacks. Any student who is reluctant to punish me may appoint their mum or dad to do it, but the student has to watch.’

Within the first two weeks the new policy proved a great success. Stella received her first spanking from a fourteen year old boy, Henry, who took great delight in making Stella take her jeans down and bend over the stool.

‘I have to take your knickers down,’ he announced with ponderous dignity.

He suited action to the words, hooking his fingers in the waistband of Stella’s panties and slowly peeling them down to mid thigh. His father was there, savouring the sight of Stella’s bare arse.

‘Pass me the paddle, please Dad,’ he requested.

The paddle was always hanging on the wall near the piano and his father brought it over for him.

‘Three strokes,’ Henry announced glibly. ‘That’s only half what you gave me last week, miss!’

‘Well, you’d better make them count then son,’ his father observed, ‘or would you like me to spank her?’

‘Oh no, Dad, I want to do it!’

It was Stella’s first spanking since Mr Harley had spanked her about four years earlier.  That had been a hand spanking, and she’d never been paddled before.

The boy tapped the paddle gently on her backside, the same way Stella always did as she got into position to whack a student. Then he drew back his arm and lashed the paddle into her naked buttocks.

The cracking sound of timber colliding with flesh echoed around the room.

‘One,’ the boy said with relish.

He walloped her for the second time.

‘Two,’ he grinned, admiring the instant red marks which the paddle decorated his teacher’s bottom.

‘Always try to make the last smack the hardest,’ his dad advised.

Stella didn’t think he needed the advice. The paddle thudded into her arse with an almighty slapping noise and Stella emitted an involuntary yelp.

Stella always made the students stay bent over until she told them they could get up, and Henry did the same.  He told her not to move and asked his dad if he thought her bottom would end up bruised and blue-black like his own did.

‘I think so son,’ his father said, ‘you’ve done an outstanding job with just three strokes of the paddle.’

‘Thanks Dad.  Ok miss, you can get up and pull your knickers up now.’

Stella did that, feeling embarrassed at having been paddled by a fourteen year old, but also feeling strangely excited. Perhaps it was Henry’s dad being there, with her cunt enticingly exposed to him.

A few days later, Zoe, one of the primary girls, achieved nil demerits. She asked her mum to spank Stella. 

‘I don’t think I could spank anyone, let alone Miss Stella,’ Zoe told her.

‘That’s all right,’ her mum said, ‘I can do it.  I guess you want her spanked the same way you get it, over the knee.’

‘Oh yes,’ Zoe agreed, ‘with her knickers down!’

Stella was wearing a skirt this time, so it was no difficulty to bend over Zoe’s mum’s lap and have her skirt flipped up.  She felt her knickers being pulled down and a hand smoothing over her bottom.

‘Bit bruised!’ Zoe’s mum said.

‘Got paddled,’ Stella mumbled.

‘Well, luckily for you it’s just three spanks today.’

She spanked Stella as hard as she could, but three smacks of the hand were not going to cause any great suffering.

‘Next year Zoe will be at big school,’ she said, ‘so I look forward to using the paddle on your lovely bottom!’

‘No mum, next year I want to do the spanking!’ Zoe announced.  ‘I reckon I could use that paddle all right!’

‘Well,’ Stella said, still bent over with her panties round her ankles, ‘you have to keep making no mistakes before you get the chance to spank anyone!’

‘I’m not going to make any more mistakes,’ Zoe bragged, ‘and I’m going to work super hard.’

Stella was allowed to get to her feet and pull her knickers up.  She was happy that her plan was really driving the students to work so hard, but she was getting a bit nervous about the potential impact on her backside!

She even wondered if staying at the café for Spank the Waitresses Day would have been less painful and more lucrative!

After the Zoe spanking, the local newspaper got on to the story and a reporter interviewed Stella.

‘It’s a bit of a “man bites dog” story,’ the reporter told her. ‘It would be a story I think even just the fact that you insist on spanking the students on the bare bottom if they don’t meet your standards.  But now that you are letting the students spank the teacher, it’s a big story!’

Stella explained to the reporter the discipline methods she used for her piano students.

‘So in effect,’ he observed, ‘every single lesson ends with a spanking! If the student doesn’t earn one from you, they automatically get to spank you instead!’

‘Well, yes, that’s true,’ she admitted.  ‘But my methods are getting students through music exams quicker than any other system!’

‘Can I observe a lesson?’ He asked.

‘Well, it’s ok with me, but it would be up to the student and their parents,’ Stella said.

She had a 14 year old secondary student, Lena, arriving shortly.  When she got there, accompanied by her mother, she was more than happy for the reporter to stay for the lesson.  Her mum agreed on condition that the reporter changed the names for the story.

Lena was a very good student, had already passed Grade one and was well on track for Grade two. But today she was off her best.  She had missed a day of practice and made two errors in her recital, so at the end of the lesson she was up for four strokes of the paddle.

Lena’s mum always stayed during the lesson, just sitting in the other room catching up on calls and emails.  She had no problem with the reporter witnessing Lena’s punishment, so Stella went ahead with it.

Lena undid her jeans and pulled them down to her knees.  As Stella took the paddle down from the wall, Lena bent over with her hands on the piano stool.

Stella then pulled her knickers down, noting that the reporter took care to choose a good position to watch the spanking.

She delivered the four swats with the paddle, putting extra effort in two of them which she told Lena were for the day she missed practice.

‘You can’t always help making a mistake,’ she told her, ‘but there’s never an excuse for missing practice!’

The reporter took a photo of Stella sitting on the piano stool holding the paddle.  The picture appeared in the paper a few days later under the headline “New Age Piano Teacher – Spanker and Spanked.”

The article read: “Stella Hoxton, 20, may be a model for a new style of teaching piano. She guarantees exam success for her students up to Grade 3 and has had extraordinary results in the first few months of her teaching career. What’s her secret? All students are subject to being spanked on the bare bottom for any deficiency in practice or performance. Stella says that means they all try extra hard and work the extra hour, so as not to feel the paddle across their uncovered backside.

Every student will be spanked at the end of each lesson, with the primary school ones spared the paddle and spanked by hand over Stella’s knee. Parents are invited to witness the punishments and according to Stella, most do.

The only exception to a student getting spanked is if he or she achieved perfection in their performance in the lesson, together with an unblemished record of practice in the week since the previous lesson.

In that case, not only are they spared a spanking, they get to spank the teacher!

‘I wanted a meaningful incentive for my students to seek excellence,’ Stella told The Record, ‘and in this era of childhood obesity it didn’t seem right to offer chocolate bars or sweets.  The penalty for imperfection is a spanking so it seemed appropriate that the reward for perfection should also be spanking.’

Asked if this incentive was popular with her students, Stella smiled widely and said: ‘Absolutely! So far I’ve only had two spankings, but I know that every one of my students is working extra hard to earn the right to punish me!’

Stella gets the same penalty as her students, a bare bottom spanking either by hand or from the paddle. The only difference is that the students earn demerit points and get one spank per point up to a maximum of twelve, where Stella gets a standard three smacks each time she is punished.

If a student doesn’t feel confident about spanking Stella, she or he may ask their parent to do it, but Stella does not escape the punishment.

The Record spoke to a student and a parent about Stella’s unusual methods. ‘She’s a brilliant teacher,’ the student said, ‘and she always explains very clearly what you did wrong.  I don’t like getting spanked but it’s totally fair and it helps you focus on not getting it wrong next week!’

The student’s mother said, ‘Stella stimulates my daughter so she really wants to learn. With her previous teacher, we had to force her to practice. Now she loves playing and works hard.  She’s even making nice music! We weren’t sure at first about the spanking, but it’s an integral part of the method and now we think it works perfectly. We’re looking forward to the day, hopefully soon, where my daughter can begin to return some of the spankings she’s had from Stella!’

The Record observed a lesson and can attest that the spanking which concluded the session (delivered by Stella on this occasion, not received by her) was certainly not a token gesture. The student received four robust strokes from the paddle and as well as getting a thoroughly red backside, shed a tear or two. 

But the student clearly had no hard feelings. As she left she thanked Stella for the weekly study plan and told her she was very confident she’d be the one with the paddle in her hand next week!

Stella is a full time student herself, studying business at university, so limits herself to twelve music students.  She says she is considering franchising the Hoxton piano teaching system.  The Record suspects there may not be an abundance of teachers willing to allow their students to spank their bare behinds, however.”

After publication of this article, including the photo of Stella in a low cut minidress looking stern and holding her paddle, she attracted enormous attention. As well as being pestered by fellow students at the university for spankings, she appeared on breakfast television.

On TV she was asked if she considered her methods could represent child abuse.

‘Certainly not,’ she replied. ‘I won’t take any student who doesn’t want to work hard and learn quickly. Students and parents have to agree at the beginning about the reward and punishment arrangements. I encourage the parents to attend every punishment session and they almost invariably do.’

‘But why do you have to spank on the bare bottom?’

‘I suppose it’s just that every time I have been spanked it was on the bare, so I just never thought of there being a different way!’

In fact the only time she’d been spanked was by her old music teacher, Mr Harley. It had been on the bare, but he had run away when the parents of his students discovered he was spanking their children, as he had never sought or received permission to do so.

Stella had never been spanked by her own parents.  She thought if they were ever to see this TV performance, which suggested that they walloped her regularly as a child, they might be a bit cross.  But living in a different part of the country, that was unlikely. Anyway, what could they do? Spank her?!

‘Are you really intending to franchise your teaching system?’ the interviewer asked.

Stella laughed. ‘No, I was just having a bit of fun with the reporter.  This works great for me, because I’m only 20, which is not so very different from the students I teach.  No student or parent is going to want to spank the bottom of an overweight man of 50, and I doubt they’d want their kids’ backsides paddled by him either.’

‘So you’re saying it only works because you’ve got a cute bottom?’

She laughed again. ‘Well, I do think it’s pretty cute, yes!’

She stood up and did a twirl for the cameras. She was wearing another short dress and the camera picked up tantalising glimpses of her panties as she pirouetted.

‘Well,’ the presenter said, when she sat down again, ‘I know you get spanked on the bare bottom, but I’m glad to see you have your knickers on today! Thank you, Stella Hoxton, now it’s time for the news, after a short break.’

A few hours after the television interview, Stella’s phone rang. A number she didn’t recognise, but for some reason she answered anyway.

‘Well, well, Stella Hoxton,’ a voice drawled, one that she did recognise. ‘Do you know who this is?’

‘Mr Harley!’ she gasped.  It had been four years since she’d seen him, but he’d been her piano teacher for more than a year so he was very familiar to her.

‘Quite right,’ he replied. ‘I saw you on the telly this morning! I see you’ve pinched my teaching methods!’

‘I do spank my students, that’s true. But the difference is that I get permission and their parents are witness.’

‘Well, we won’t argue about that.  But I believe we have some unfinished business…’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You know perfectly well.  Last time I saw you, I told you that on our next meeting not only would I give your pretty little bottom a sound thrashing, but also I’d allow you the privilege of making the acquaintance of my cock.’

‘Well, you ran away so that’s that!’

‘Yes, your town did get a bit hot for me.  But that’s water under the bridge now.  I want to see you and I want to complete my promises to you.’

‘What on earth makes you think I’d let you spank me, let alone anything else?’

‘Because I felt your cunt the last time I spanked you, and you were the most excited girl! And I think I gave you a little feel of my cock.  You couldn’t wait to get smacked again and make my cock spurt.’

‘Well, even if that was true, that was then and this is now!’

‘Yes, and now I’m coming over to your house!’

‘You can’t!’ she yelped.

‘Why not?’

‘Well, I’m going to uni, then I’ve got a student at 4pm.’

‘One you’ll spank, or one who’ll be spanking you?’

‘I don’t know, it all depends!’

‘Well, it doesn’t matter anyway.  Whether you spank them or you get a spanking, it’ll put you in the mood.  I’ll be there at 5pm.’

Stella’s mind went back four years, after she’d been spanked by Mr Harley.  When she got home, her cunt still wet and throbbing, she’d lay on her bed and masturbated to the biggest orgasm she’d ever had.  She remembered his hands on her bottom, his fingers in her cunt, her fingers on his cock.  She shivered with a frisson of excitement.

‘All right, come over then,’ she said.  ‘Only for a drink and to say hello though.  I’m not saying you can spank me or do anything else!’

‘No problem,’ he replied suavely.  ‘I’ll see you then.’

He rang off. Somehow, they both knew that there would be a lot more going on that evening than catching up for a drink.  A thoroughly thrashed arse, a cum splattered face and probably a well-fucked cunt was what he was anticipating for her!

It was actually a few minutes before 5pm that Mr Harley arrived at her apartment. He had always intended to be there early, hoping that he would witness Stella spanking or being spanked.

The student was still there when he arrived and the lesson just concluded. Stella let him in, saying to the student vaguely that he was a friend, and asked him to wait in the kitchen, closing the door firmly behind him.

The student, Carmen, was the oldest Stella taught, a girl of 16 who had decided to learn piano to complement her study of the flute, which she’d been learning for years. 

She played beautifully during the lesson and Stella realised she’d probably be in for a paddling. She’d never been paddled by a girl before, so that would be interesting, but of course Mr Harley would be listening in the kitchen!  She wasn’t completely sure why, but she had put on her best French cut sheer lace black knickers.  She imagined Carmen, a very attractive redhead, peeling them down and felt a tinge of excitement without even contemplating what Mr Harley might do afterwards.

However, when she checked Carmen’s notebook, she found three practice days unsigned. Each day needed a parent signature to show the proper time had been spent, but on three days there was a red cross instead of a signature.

‘How come you missed three practice days?’ Stella asked.

‘I didn’t,’ Carmen replied gloomily.  ‘I always practice piano and flute at the same time and my stepdad sometimes claims I neglect the piano in favour of the flute. Then he won’t sign.’

‘That doesn’t seem fair,’ Stella agreed.  ‘I don’t think you deserve a spanking for that.’

‘Well, you’ll have to give me one,’ Carmen said sadly. ‘He’ll want to inspect it as well, so better make it a good one!’

‘So you have to show him your bottom?’

‘Yes, he used to spank me if I did anything wrong, but Mum said I was too old to get spanked when I turned 16 last week.’

‘Oh, but how about when you’re here?’

‘That’s what he said. He said if I was going to get spanked at piano lessons he didn’t see why I shouldn’t get spanked at home. But Mum just said that was different!’

‘Well, she’s right I guess. You know the rules. If you don’t agree to the spanking conditions you’d have to stop the lessons.’

‘I know, and I don’t want to do that. Besides, I’m getting so good that it’d be me spanking you today except for my bloody stepdad!’

‘Yes, and I put my best knickers on today, just in case!’ Stella said mischievously, lifting her skirt to show the sexy sheer panties.

‘I knew I was getting a hiding, so I put my best on too,’ Carmen replied saucily, lifting her own dress. She was wearing black pull up stockings which left a sexy gap of bare thigh to her red lace high-cut knickers.

‘Mmm, they do look cute,’ Stella agreed.

She was intrigued about Carmen’s spankings at home.  ‘So did your stepdad used to spank you a lot?’

‘Yes, I reckon about once a week on average.’

‘Wow, what for?’

‘Might be anything. Forgetting to do a chore, being late home, low score in a school test, anything!’

‘Wow,’ Stella said again. ‘How did you get spanked?’

‘When I was little I used to go over his knee and he’d smack me with his hand. But the past few years I get sent to my room. I have to put a short nightie on, and nothing else except knickers. Then I have to bend over with my hands on the bottom of the bed. Sometimes I’d have to wait ages bent over like that until he came up. I’d get extra if I wasn’t in position, so I just had to do it. Then he comes in, and takes the strap off the hook where it always stays hanging up on the back of the door.’

‘A special strap just for spanking you?’

‘Yes, he bought it after he decided I was too old to go over his knee. It’s about two feet long and two inches wide, made out of thick leather.’

‘Sounds pretty fearsome!’

‘Yes. Anyway, I have to bend over the bed, like I said. Then when he comes in he says there’s no need to talk about why I’m getting the strap, I know what I’ve done. Then he pulls my knickers down.’

‘Oh wow, bare bottom!’

‘I don’t know why you’re surprised,’ Carmen said pertly. ‘You always spank me on my bare bottom!’

‘That’s true,’ Stella laughed.

‘Then he makes me spread my legs.  The nightie is so short he doesn’t need to pull it up.  Then he whacks me with the strap.’

‘How many do you usually get?’

‘About 12 strokes.  I don’t know why they are called strokes, more like slashes!’

‘Does it hurt worse than the paddle?’

‘Oh yes, the strap is definitely more painful.’

‘Well, at least you won’t be getting that any more!’

‘No, not if he sticks to what Mum told him.  But he says I’ve got to show him that you give me a proper spanking if I deserve it.  I think that’s why he made up the excuse to not sign three days of practice.  He knows I’ll get at least six with the paddle even if I don’t make any mistakes.  He’ll insist on examining my bum when I get home.’

‘I guess I’d better make sure he knows you’ve been properly chastised then,’ Stella said with mock severity.

Both girls had forgotten Mr Harley was in the kitchen, and he had taken the opportunity to silently open the door a crack. He licked his lips as he saw the girls displaying their knickers to each other and enjoyed hearing Carmen talking about the beatings she got at home.

He hoped the spanking that she was about to receive would be somewhere visible to him.

He was in luck! Stella invariably paddled her students as they bent over with their hands flat on the piano stool. As Carmen took her position, he realised he would have a perfect view of her bottom.

Stella lifted Carmen’s dress and once more congratulated her on the sexiness of the lingerie.

‘Seems a shame to have to take such cute panties down!’

But even as she spoke, she was peeling them past the black stockings and letting them drop right to the floor.

‘Step out of them and I’ll put them on the stool, so they don’t get stretched or dusty.’

Carmen obediently did so and Stella bent to pick them up. Mr Harley had an excellent view of Stella’s enticing lingerie as she bent over, but he realised that the sight of Carmen’s bare arse and visible cunt lips was infinitely more enticing.

His cock was getting hard and he eased it from his pants.  Stella remembered Mr Harley was in the kitchen and glanced over, seeing that the door was open slightly. She guessed he’d seen and heard everything. Well, she thought, I’ll put on a little show for him. She wasn’t sure whether she wanted sex and spanking with him, but just in case, she might as well make sure he was in the mood!

She lined up the paddle on Carmen’s ravishingly rounded bottom, and gave it a couple of light smacks.

‘Six strokes,’ she announced, ‘or should I say slashes!’

She crashed the first one into Carmen’s arse with a little more force than she generally employed. She told herself it was to ensure Carmen was well marked, to spare her any adverse  consequences from her stepdad’s inspection. But in her heart she knew that she was finding that beating Carmen, knowing Mr Harley was watching, was a stunningly sexy experience.

She took her time over the paddling, pausing between each strike. She thought of her old piano teacher watching from the kitchen. He had been the first person ever to spank her, and his cock was the first she had touched. Carmen was the only girl she had ever spanked who stirred sexual interest in her.  She had always considered herself strictly heterosexual, but she was very tempted to slide a finger between the pussy lips which mesmerised her.

She resisted the temptation. She was now sure, conscious of the wetness she could feel in her pussy, that she and Mr Harley would be doing more than just having a drink!

However, Mr Harley had other ideas.  His lust was now all for Carmen, whose body was breathtaking and who was the perfect age. He loved sixteen year-olds, and of course Stella had been just sixteen when he last saw her.

He had been slightly disappointed at how much older she looked when he saw her again, but in any case his attention now was 100% for Carmen. He pulled his dick as he watched Stella wallop her backside and could only imagine doing that himself and feeling how her cute cunt was creaming up as the spanks rained down.

He reached orgasm as the last paddle stroke lashed into her arse, and spurted cum over the door and floor, not caring for anything except the sight of that luscious body.

His spunk had spattered the door, floor and furniture. He paid no attention, made no effort to clean it. He suddenly had no intention of staying long enough to think this would be a problem.

As Carmen pulled her knickers back on, he stuffed his cock back in his pants.  He saw through the crack in the door Stella turning towards him and smiling, and he guessed that she had realised he had witnessed the entire scene.

He waited, smiling, until Carmen had collected her belongings and was heading for the door. Then he opened the kitchen door and came into the living room.

Stella was still holding the paddle and smiled saucily at him, making a little curtsy as if seeking appreciation for the show she had presented for him.

He certainly had appreciated the show, but only Carmen’s role in it. He smiled perfunctorily at her as he walked past towards the door, saying merely that he was sorry, but he had to go.

Carmen had exited a few moments before him and was walking down the street.  He decided to follow her at a discreet distance, hoping she lived within walking distance. 

He turned over ideas to get involved with her, and to meet her stepdad, who sounded like a kindred spirit. He decided an offer to provide free piano lessons, together with an absolute guarantee that Carmen would be soundly spanked every week, would be a lure the stepdad could never resist.

Already he had forgotten Stella as he contemplated weekly sessions with Carmen. He hoped she was a virgin!

Stella stood alone in her home, still clutching the paddle, utterly bewildered.  She had welcomed Mr Harley, the first man who had ever spanked her, put on a thrilling show for him, and this had been her reward.

For two pins, she thought, she really would ring her old boss at the café and see how it felt to be a spanked waitress.  At least she was sure that the café patrons wouldn’t walk out just when her bottom was available!
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Guaranteed Success in Piano!

Grade 8 qualified teacher guarantees
every student will pass through to Grade
3 piano.

How do I guarantee it?

Every time a student shirks practice or
makes a mistake in a lesson, they get a
bare bottom spanking from me.

Old fashioned? Yes! But trust me, it
works!

Email or call me today!
Stella

spankingpianoteacher@gmail.com






