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Pleasures of an Audience
 
   She flailed her legs and arms, whined and moaned and raised holy hell!  But he wouldn’t stop. 
 
   She tried to wriggle from his grasp, but that didn’t work either, for he had her tightly by the waist. He’d done it by the design, it was more intimate and more confining to have her over his lap. There was less chance Roslyn would get away; and when there was a chance she’d get away, she’d get angry and resentful of being spanked, rather than yielding to what she needed.
 
   She was sobbing profusely when he pushed her off his lap, but it wasn’t altogether a sincere cry. It was just special effects that she performed, to engage his sympathy and attempt to ease the painful blows of the ancient butter paddle against her thighs and ass. She never really knew if her acting worked. It probably didn’t because Jack was too astute to be taken in by a whining little wench and her mournful pleas.
 
   Jack loved watching her squirm, he loved the gallant contest; it was amusing to him, knowing that he was a mountain of a man, far far stronger than Roslyn, and far too ornery to be swayed by her spirited protests. Her bottom bouncing on his lap was a beautiful sight. By the time he finished with the butter paddle it was glowing bright red, that creamy white turned a rich shade of scarlet, while the places on her skin that were repeatedly smacked, were beginning to rise with tiny welts. 
 
   He’d loved leaving marks. they both loved looking at them for days after. It was amazingly satisfying for Jack to see them there, reminders that she was his submissive, and willingly allowed him such pleasures.
 
   The fights, the protests and the anger were games they played. They long ago figured out that the two of them belonged together, one submissive, one dominant, and this foreplay of punishment, this reenactment of old fashioned justice, served to satisfy them in ways that reflected their darkest desires.
 
   Judgment, punishment and correction, were terms more aptly associated with relationships as antiquated as the butter paddle and leather strap he used on Roslyn’s behind. 
 
   But nonetheless they took a 1990’s twist in their peculiar household. 
 
   “So my love, what’s wrong?” Jack asked, as she was recouping from the paddling. “Usually Roslyn was serene and peaceful following a vigorous confrontation with the butter paddle. But this time she was not so content, as he imagined she should be. 
 
   “Nothing,” she answered meekly, acting like a little mouse. That was totally out of character for her. She may be submissive, but she was also a feisty brat. To be meek meant only one thing.
 
   “You’re hiding something,” Jack charged. He spoke to her sternly, not liking the prospect of having to drag the truth from her.
 
   “It’s nothing,” she said, trying to sound more cheerful.
 
   They were sitting side by side in their chairs, looking at each other; Roslyn trying to convince him and herself that she was perfectly alright, while inside there was some dark secret bubbling up, though as yet she had no words to name it. 
 
   Jack had a strange smirk on his face.
 
   “No! You can’t read my mind,” she said. “You know nothing about this.”
 
   “Aha! There is something!” he exclaimed with a devilish gleam in his eye.
 
   “But even I don’t know what it’s about,” she said triumphantly. And she was telling the truth. It wasn’t unusual for the wildly creative Roslyn to harbor so many offbeat sexual desires that even she couldn’t figure what had grabbed the attention of her loins, away from the desires she already knew so well.
 
   “So I can expect some grand unveiling,” he said. It was a statement, not a question. He knew in time, probably within an hour or two, Roslyn would have named her new delight, and they’d be off to another passionate rendering of sexual appetites in a manner only Roslyn could concoct.
 
   They played with fantasy, wild scenarios that they enacted between the two. On occasion they invited other people to join them - though that rarely worked out since few people had their unique sensibilities. 
 
   Some of their best times revolved around semi public exhibition. Roslyn was an exhibitionist who loved to flaunt her shapely body to admiring audiences. In their Jeep outside a girlie bar, Jack would fondle her tits and squeeze her nipples through her blouse, so some hot young stud in the car next to them couldn’t help but see the show. What horny man wouldn’t stop to enjoy the sight of a woman with her breasts seductively exposed, and a hand between her legs playing with her cunt?
 
   After playing their game for a while, when Roslyn and Jack were so hot they couldn’t stand it any longer, she’d flash the voyeur a last flirting smile, and Jack would drive away. They’d find some country road to mosey down so they could both get off, Roslyn first, followed by a quick blow job to Jack’s stiff prick. 
 
   Their semi public frolics drove their sexual appetites nearly as high as their punishment rituals and spanking scenarios. They were never bored; there was so much creative variety in their love making and their lives.
 
   They expressed what came naturally from their loins, preferring to be spontaneous rather than contrived. Trying to be too specific with any fantasy never really worked, and that was why Jack didn’t often tell his wife what plans he had in mind. He was a maestro at taking Roslyn’s raw creative material and setting up possibilities. What happened in the end was up to the moment and their immediate fancy.
 
   And hour later, Jack asked again, “So what’s this secret desire?” Instinct told him that Roslyn had the mysterious answer to her earlier quandary.
 
   She fidgeted. That was a dead give away.
 
   “I… I don’t exactly know how to put this Jack …” she hedged.
 
   “You usually don’t have a problem telling me your thoughts.”
 
   That wasn’t true at all, she thought. She had a hell of a time telling him things because she knew he’d only have more raw materials to work with. Before she knew it, she’d see her day dreams played out in real life. Sometimes before she was ready. 
 
   Jack never balked at anything; he never had a problem enjoying her outlandish sexual reveries, whether they were exhibitionist or spanking. But Roslyn was decidedly more cautious, often troubled by the exuberant creativity that spawned such weird wild orgies in her head. Through years of experience with Roslyn, Jack had learned to temper his immediate enthusiasm for her delicious desires, trying to make certain that Roslyn was as ready for her fantasies as he was, before he’d make them real. 
 
   “C’mon, you’re going to tell me sooner or later,” Jack encouraged her.
 
   Roslyn looked at him sheepishly. “Well, this sort of combines my most “out there” ideas,” she began.
 
   “In what way?” he asked.
 
   “Well,” she was hesitating like a guilty child, “I thought it would be really nasty if you spanked me in front of someone else.”
 
   Jack looked at her, surprised by her admission, though pleased. “An audience? Is that so?” he said at last.
 
   “Yeah,” she confirmed. “But listen, it can’t be something contrived, it’s got to be real, I mean I’d really want to get into it, really enjoy it. Goddam, it makes my belly churn just thinking of it.”
 
   “Good,” Jack said. He was suddenly looking pensive, pondering carefully, as if he were right then deciding how to give his dear Roslyn this latest desire.
 
   “But you don’t have go out and make it happen tonight, I’m just telling you because … because you asked.”
 
   “Of course, trust me sweetie,” there was a delicious smirk on his face. “Only when you’re ready.” He looked at her, loving her beautiful face and her soft fragrant body and her wild imagination and even her reluctance. He loved controlling her, though she was like putting a flame in a bottle, like capturing a savage tiger; the flame would go out if not allowed to breathe, and the wild tiger would not remain wild if he kept it captive too long.
 
   All in good time, he thought to himself as he considered her desire, all in good time. This one requires delicacy and just the right excuse, and just the right people to witness the event!
 
   “Come here wench,” Jack ordered her. His demand usually meant one thing. “Let me see you.”
 
   “But we just …. “
 
   “Shush,” he said firmly with a finger pressed to his lips.
 
   She stood in front of him, and he made her turn around, and pull up her skirt so he could see the marks; though only faint lines remained where he’d struck her bottom an hour before.
 
   “Put on some music,” he said. “I want you to dance for me. I want you to pretend you have an audience around you, pretend there’s someone in room that’s going to see this bottom of yours blistered bright red.”
 
   Roslyn blushed. In her imagination she could feel what it might be like to have the audience she craved. She put a favorite seductive piece of music on the CD player, and returning to her place in front of Jack, she began to dance. Swaying her hips in front of him, she moved like an exotic dancer, jiggling her breasts in his face, and pushing her stretch pants down over her hips. She turned around in time to the music and bent over, thrusting out her bottom, churning it as his watchful eyes observed the unveiling of her naked bottom. 
 
   “You are really a slut Roslyn,” he murmured. She could tell, even though she wasn’t facing him, that his dick was rock hard, that it was standing at attention in his lap, with his hand jerking it madly. She churned her ass even more and felt his free hand slap her fanny hard, right over the place he’d just heartily paddled.
 
   “You monster,” she moaned, though she wasn’t in any pain. 
 
   He continued slapping her even when she tried to rise. “Stay put,” he ordered her. And she was forced to jiggle her behind seductively to the beat of his hand coming down on her butt in one stinging smack after another. 
 
   “Oh yes more,” she purred. She wasn’t complaining. The sharp stinging smack of his hand was not painful at all, just hot beating pleasure.
 
   “Quite a time Roz, quite a time I’ll have punishing this naughty little butt for gawking voyeurs.” The slaps continued. “I like this fantasy,” he murmured. The idea had him hot, so hot his stiff dick was about to cum. 
 
   Roslyn in her own erotic world could feel those other eyes staring at her, humiliating her, watching her bottom turn scarlet. Her cunt was throbbing, her juices sticking to the sides of her legs. She wished she could turn her head and see some strange stern face looking on, appreciating every cruel slap.
 
   “Rub yourself,” Jack ordered.
 
   She couldn’t wait; her hand was between her legs, playing with the juicy folds. She rose enough to steady herself, and at last turned around. By then Jack was more interested in getting off than spanking. She dropped between his legs and helped him out, taking his sweet tasting cum into her mouth and letting it dribble just a bit down her chin, just the way he loved it to.
 
   “Lay over the footstool,” he instructed her when he’d recouped enough to think of Roslyn’s mounting orgasm.
 
   She complied. On her hands and knees over the foot stool, she swayed her fanny seductively in the breeze as her hand deftly fingered her throbbing cunt, and Jack resumed his playful burning slaps.
 
   She built to one peak and he stopped her. His hand was joyfully having its way, seeing to it that her bottom was as crimson as it had been earlier that day. 
 
   “Oh not so much,” she moaned. 
 
   He didn’t listen. 
 
   “Play with yourself,” he ordered again. And her hand, wet with her succulent juices, resumed the masturbation, moving her headlong towards her peak.
 
   She smashed into the orgasm. All at once it was there, and she jerked and writhed, and snapped back her head, forgetting where she was, poised precariously on the ottoman.
 
   Jack came to her aid, guiding her back to her place; though she collapsed moments later, to lie across the plush fabric of the footstool. She was breathing heavily, and quivering softly as the last of the sensations had come and gone.
 
   Jack rubbed her rear tenderly. 
 
   “It turned you on, didn’t it?” he asked.
 
   “What, what are you talking about?” she was hardly conscious.
 
   “The fantasy, the audience. You were imagining one, weren’t you?”
 
   She didn’t want to admit it, but he already knew. “Weren’t you thinking about it too, you certainly got off quickly?” she asked.
 
   “Damn right,” he confirmed. “I’ll just have to see what I can do about this one.”
 
   She knew he meant it, as charged as they were … there was no doubt this was one for real life, not just pretend. 
 
   It was at least two months later when Jack threw a magazine in front of Roslyn with an advertisement circled. It was a spanking magazine, a Personal Ad marked with his red pen.
 
   “Answer it,” he said, in a no nonsense tone of voice.
 
   “You mean that?” she asked, looking up to see his determined expression.
 
   “I wouldn’t have said so if I didn’t mean it,” he replied.
 
   “Dominant male, interested in joining couples in their spanking games. For variety and spice - the added exhilaration that comes from exposing your dominant submissive relationship to an appreciative audience. Write to Bryce, P.O. Box … .”
 
   She read the advertisement several times. Jack and Roslyn had read the spanking personals together on a number of occasions but they hadn’t acted on any of them before. This one made her surge with that fine rush she always got when her sexual fires had been ignited.
 
   “What would I tell him?” she asked.
 
   “The truth,” Jack replied. “That you’re submissive to your husband, that you enjoy a good thorough spanking for both punishment and eroticism, and that we’ve both been wanting someone to share our way of life with us.”
 
   “And why this ad?” she asked curiously.
 
   “I’m not sure, something in my gut I suppose. It’s worded rather uniquely don’t you think?”
 
   There were dozens of ads, but he was right; there was none that spelled out their exact desire quite so precisely.
 
   “You’re finding this difficult, aren’t you?” Jack observed her reluctance.
 
   “Yes,” she replied honestly.
 
   “Good, that means I’ve hit the mark. So don’t stall. Get it ready today and I’ll put it in the mail in the morning.”
 
   Perhaps it was some precognitive flash of what was to come, but whatever, Roslyn was trembling as she wrote the letter. It was almost like addressing another lover, though this one would have access to her most hidden secret from the very beginning. What had taken years to reveal and resolve with Jack would be right out in the open from the start with this man. It was a compelling thought.
 
   The letter sent, Jack was determined to keep any replies and arrangements with Bryce secret from Roslyn. At least to begin with. He wasn’t used to keeping secrets from her, but in this case he decided that discretion was necessary. He needed to make sure that Bryce was truly what they needed, and he didn’t want to make Roslyn anxious for no reason. No doubt she’d be filled with all kinds of imaginings anyway. Let her stew for awhile and wonder if he was really going to set up a meeting. 
 
   The first letter from Bryce was a simple, nonspecific reply, digging a little more deeply for Jack and Roslyn’s motives and desires.
 
   Jack replied, ” … I’d like an opportunity to get together in some setting where I can discipline my wife in front of you. But she’s wary of anything contrived so we would both need to guard against that.”
 
   Bryce responded, ” … Perhaps being direct and honest is the best policy. We meet, get to know each other, discuss our mutual desires frankly; and when the appropriate opportunity arises, and Roslyn has earned her punishment, I’ll be there to witness it. The act will be as natural as if you were punishing her by herself.”
 
   His suggestion made sense to Jack. He had the distinct feeling that he was going to like this man; he might be someone quite like himself. Strange in all their years, playing with these unusual fantasies he’d never taken the opportunity to know another dominant. The prospect was fascinating in itself.
 
   Three weeks later Jack and Roslyn were sitting down to dinner at one of their favorite nightspots. Roz was dressed the way he loved her most, in a soft knit dress that clung to her curves. It was cut low in the front to show her cleavage and short below to show off her fine shapely legs. 
 
   His hand was on her thigh, making a pleasant journey up her skirt when a man approached their table.
 
   Jack looked up and smiled at him, reaching out to shake his hand, they acted like old friends.
 
   “Roslyn, this is Bryce,” Jack announced.
 
   “What! Bryce? Of the ad?” Roslyn asked. She gaped at both men, stupefied. Bryce sat down across from them. “I’m sorry, I’m just a little shocked,” she explained, as the man settled in, his eyes quickly drawn to the gaping front of her dress and the soft line of her breasts.
 
   He looked up at Roslyn and smiled warmly. “We hadn’t meant to shock you,” Bryce told her, “but from what Jack’s told me, you thrive on spontaneity. He thought it would be better if we just sprung this on you as a surprise.”
 
   “I knew you’d get all worried about it, if I told you ahead of time,” Jack offered.
 
   She was speechless. Some reply trying to come out got stuck in her throat. She gulped, realizing that the sudden turn of events had put this romantic dinner with Jack in a whole new light. 
 
   “Besides, you can’t tell me it doesn’t turn you on,” Jack whispered, “I can already feel it.”
 
   Bryce heard his hushed remarks and smiled suggestively.
 
   Roslyn blushed.
 
   She always gave herself away; Jack knew when she was aroused, as if he were psychic, capable of discerning her deepest thoughts without her saying a word. He knew that her whole body was aflame just looking at Bryce - this stranger who knew her secret desires, and wanted to play in her submissive playground. 
 
   Bryce, much like Jack, had dark hair and dark eyes; though of average height and build, he was not as big and burly as her husband. He was good looking she supposed, though that didn’t matter. Only time and conversation would tell if her arousal would continue, if Bryce had the kind of qualities that would make Roslyn tremble the way Jack did. So far he was doing a good job.
 
   “So you two have talked?” she asked. She had no clue about their correspondence. It had been nearly three weeks since she initially wrote him.
 
   “We’ve exchanged several letters and had quite a phone conversation,” Bryce informed her.
 
   “You have?” She was amazed. “So does this mean, you’re going to spank me tonight in front of him?” She looked at Jack. Jack took his time before he answered her. He could see how nervous she was. “I don’t think so,” he finally replied, much to her surprise. “Bryce and I thought we’d just get to know each other as friends. Sometime you may be punished in front of him, but tonight we’re just going to talk about our favorite pastime. No pressure, no expectations.”
 
   “No spanking?”
 
   “Only when it’s right,” Bryce affirmed. “Believe me Roslyn I’ve done this enough times to know what you’ll like. The three of us will have some interesting sessions; and before that, the waiting and wondering will be provocative.
 
   “I imagine you’re right,” Roslyn found herself stammering nervously. She was served a bowl of her favorite soup, and with the meal commencing the three of them talked about everything but their erotic and disciplinary desires. Bryce was a congenial and pleasant guy, just the kind of man Roz like to flirt with. He seemed to like her teasing, the playful banter and the suggestive glances. 
 
   She’d almost forgotten the reason he was there, when suddenly Bryce turned to her, his dark eyes peering into Roslyn’s submissive ones. “What’s your favorite implement?” he asked.
 
   The question took her off guard.
 
   “I’m not sure that’s a fair question of a submissive since they can all hurt like hell.”
 
   He smiled appreciatively. “Oh there’s a favorite hiding back inside your mind.” His comment was stern enough to warrant her reply, all kidding aside. His eyes could threaten almost as much as Jack’s. They bore right into her waiting for a response.
 
   “I guess I’d have to say the riding crop,” she answered. “It was my first; we have one with a triangular leather end. You could say it was my first love.”
 
   He nodded at her as if he were imagining her “first love” coming down on her naked bottom. A delicious smirk appeared on his face. “And yours,” he asked turning to Jack.
 
   “A butter paddle,” Jack replied without hesitation, “how about you?” 
 
   “I have a spanker, a leather paddle. Perhaps it has the elements of both your favorites, being leather, but still suitable for a traditional over the knee correction.” He turned again to Roslyn, “bare assed or covered?” he inquired.
 
   “Naked of course,” she replied. Her body was reacting to his sudden authoritative manner. She had to watch herself the way she was beginning to squirm in her seat, pressing her throbbing pussy into the chair. 
 
   “So what does Jack punish you for?” he continued.
 
   “Anything that strikes his fancy,” she answered honestly. She would have suggested that he was very arbitrary, and that pissed her off, but it wasn’t a particularly submissive thing to say.
 
   “That’s good, I don’t particularly like needing to have a good excuse; of course when there really is a good reason, I give the session that much more enthusiasm, if you know what I mean?”
 
   Roslyn knew exactly what he meant, Jack was always the most ruthless when he’d caught her breaking one of his capricious rules.
 
   “So you like to watch?” Jack asked. 
 
   “Absolutely. I love watching sassy buns begin to redden from a hearty paddling. She’s got a very naughty ass, I can tell.”
 
   “It looks terrific when it’s bright red,” Jack assured him.
 
   “I imagine Roslyn can be quite wicked sometimes, with a petulant attitude? I can just see her whine and plead. Of course, she won’t get away with it, will she?” Bryce suggested.
 
   “You do have a grasp of her personality,” Jack suggested. 
 
   “Submissives have some things in common.” 
 
   “She kicks and cries and pouts a lot,” Jack informed him.
 
   “All the more reason to paddle her.”
 
   “She can be quite a bitch,” Jack affirmed.
 
   “Then she gets exactly what she deserves.” 
 
   Roslyn listened to the two discuss her as if she wasn’t even there. She was getting hotter every second, a crude passion awakening within, being the object of their repartee. This was exactly what she imagined it would be like. And the longer they jabbered the more she wished that Jack would simply pull her from her seat and paddle her bottom right then and there.
 
   Alas! She wouldn’t have the satisfaction, at least not that night. Though what began in the restaurant continued as a long slow tease. In the weeks that followed, the three of them were together on a number of occasions. When they were, Jack and Bryce persisted in dropping hints of spanking into their conversations. And each time, the same fiery results occurred; Roslyn’s loins would be searing. When she and Jack were alone again there’d be a firm quick spanking and she’d be cumming madly in her pants.
 
   Jack was delighted by her body’s eager response. After each meeting, he was assured that spanking her in front of Bryce was that much closer to taking place. She was ready, and all they needed was the right moment. 
 
   Roslyn managed to survive the anticipation with Bryce and Jack through two meetings in a bar, and an afternoon after work, in their home. But it wasn’t until a Saturday barbecue in their backyard, that the prospects of a spanking in front of Bryce became a reality.
 
   Their new friend was one of several guests at the party, and he proved to be a charming addition to their casual gathering. Though during the evening, Bryce kept Roslyn off guard, whispering in her ear gentle reminders of her submissive nature and his dominant intentions.
 
   “… we should bare that little butt of yours right in front everyone … “
 
   Roslyn shivered when she heard his voice.
 
   “… wonder what your friends would think, if they heard your bottom being paddled from your bedroom? …”
 
   To that one, Roslyn snapped a sharp retort, and walked away.
 
   “… keep sashaying this naughty ass in front of me and you’re going to get a rude awakening …” 
 
   This comment was accompanied by a brisk slap to her rear, which made her jolt. And she responded by fashioning another snappy retort, that earned stern looks from both Bryce and Jack.
 
   Abruptly reminded that her attitude was being carefully watched, Roslyn toed the line the remainder of the evening, worried that the teasing game was finally over, and the real thing might just begin. 
 
   At midnight, when the guests had left and she was in the kitchen putting the last dishes away, Jack’s booming voice called her to the living room. It took her by surprise. Padding into the other room, she was astonished to see Bryce there. She thought she’d said good-bye to him earlier when everyone else was leaving. She’d even kissed him on the cheek. But now he was staring her down with eyes nearly as intense as Jack’s, and she knew something was about to happen.
 
   “Quite an attitude you had tonight,” Jack commented. He was sitting in his leather chair. Roslyn recognized the authoritarian voice and the cold darkness of his eyes.
 
   She was instantly wary.
 
   “I thought it was just a playful banter,” Roslyn said looking directly at Bryce. 
 
   “Playful? Maybe. But it all adds up,” Bryce countered. “I think it’s time you paid for your sassy tongue.”
 
   “Come here,” Jack said, pulling himself to the edge of his chair. She knew exactly what was waiting.
 
   The familiar soft surge of erotic energy that she’d grown accustomed to in the past few weeks was rising in her once again. Looking from Bryce to Jack, then Bryce again, their stern expressions only enhanced the sensations. The long foreplay finally over, she tingled from head to toe with both fear and arousal.
 
   “Give me your spanker,” Jack asked.
 
   From no where the leather implement appeared, first in Bryce’s hand, then in Jack’s.
 
   “Jeans down, bare bottomed,” Bryce instructed.
 
   “Your call my friend,” Jack said, more than happy to comply. He pulled Roslyn down over his lap and tugged at her pants until they were at her ankles. Roslyn’s ass was bare for them both to see, and if they could have seen her face under the mane of tangled blonde hair hanging over her face, they would have seen a crimson blush rising on her neck and cheeks. “How many?” Jack asked.
 
   She felt Bryce’s warm hand reach out and squeeze her bottom, lest she forget that he was there; though that was hardly possible. The fact that another man was eyeing her in this humiliating pose made her bottom clench as if some how that would expose it less for his eyes.
 
   “I’m sure she can take a couple dozen, but let’s not decide too quickly, she could well take many more than that,” Bryce commented.
 
   Roslyn’s “audience” eyed her firm round ass cheeks with obvious appreciation. Bryce had known many fine rear ends from Jack’s point of view, and a few from the one he now had some few feet away from Roslyn. He could only hope that this tantalizing scene would play out more than just this once. She was not a passive submissive, but the fiery kind he liked best. 
 
   The smacks began with swift, meaningful efficiency. The sting of the leather spanker was nothing like Roslyn had ever felt before. With the first dozen laid on, she was protesting mightily even though a warm surge of sensation was rising inside her. However enjoyable it initially was, the pleasure soon disappeared as the second dozen smacks of the leather hit directly over her warm flesh.
 
   “Oh god no,” she moaned over and again. The burn was becoming intense.
 
   “This has a terrific feel,” Jack commented to Bryce, referring to the noxious leather spanker he gripped in his hand.
 
   “Isn’t it perfect, and look what a rosy red is appearing,” Bryce added, “I think she can keep going for quite a while yet.”
 
   “No I can’t!” Roslyn shouted.
 
   “You, my dear, don’t have the choice,” Bryce reminded her sternly. “It’s up to Jack, but if it were me, I’d be working your fanny for at least a half hour. I can see why he needs to be so firm with you. You get to acting like a little bitch.” 
 
   “I do not!” Roslyn objected, but her objection was drowned out by another swift dozen strokes of the paddle.
 
   “Ow, ouch, oh my god!”
 
   “You just earned an extra long session for that last comment,” Jack said. You don’t seem to know when to quit with that unruly mouth!”
 
   Roslyn wailed as the paddling resumed. Her fiery buns wiggled and squirmed in an unsuccessful effort to get away from the furious blows. But he only held her more tightly.
 
   “If you don’t behave yourself, I’ll keep going,” he warned.
 
   Roslyn calmed herself to some degree, though she couldn’t hide her sobs and protests.
 
   “Please Jack, please Bryce,” she pleaded.
 
   “Are you going to curb your tongue?” Jack asked.
 
   “Yes, yes please, I promise.”
 
   The spanker smacked her again.
 
   “Oh pleeeeese,” her protests continued.
 
   The two dominants could have gone on and on, though they both recognized that Roz was nearly at her limit.
 
   “Has she had enough you think?” Jack asked.
 
   “Oh yes please, please stop,” she managed a sincere sounding plea.
 
   “A final dozen hard,” Bryce said, getting Jack’s silent agreement. There was no nonsense in Bryce’s voice now, not even a hint of play. He was speaking as if she really deserved the cruel treatment and was getting exactly what she earned. 
 
   Jack laid on the final twelve, slowly, deliberately, with emphasis; he always liked to end her paddlings with a flourish. And this was one of his best.
 
   Roslyn sobbed for sometime once the paddling was finished. Finally, not rising by herself, Jack pushed her off his lap.
 
    
 
   “Present yourself to Bryce,” he ordered.  With her pants still at her ankles she found herself standing before her “audience”, recognizing a new level of embarrassment. She’d never exposed herself to another man, and under these circumstances it was dreadfully uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Bryce appraised her thoughtfully. “Yes you have a nice cunt,” he said matter-of-factly, “but that’s for Jack later. Turn around; I prefer to see those red buns of yours.” There was nothing teasing or gleeful in Bryce’s voice, he’d dispensed with the playful torment he and Jack engaged in earlier, becoming the stern disciplinarian she both dreaded and loved.
 
    
 
   Turning around and exposing her bright bottom for his scrutiny in the cool aftermath of her punishment, was an even greater humiliation than when she was bared over Jack’s lap. 
 
    
 
   The effect on her was astounding. 
 
    
 
   And though it was uncomfortable, it was natural for her comply with Bryce’s demands, since she’d yielded to her inherent submissiveness. Likely, she would have done anything he asked at that moment.
 
    
 
    “It’s adequate,” he said, referring to her ass cheeks. “But I don’t think she’s gone to her limit.” He gave each cheek an eager smack with his hand. “Go stand with your face in the corner so I can still see this rosy butt.” He gave her a gentle shove and she took her raging body to the living room corner, feeling like a naughty child.
 
    
 
   “Let’s do it again,” Bryce suggested as he continued to eye Roslyn’s fine backside. He was rising to leave.
 
    
 
   “By all means,” Jack replied. I think we got exactly what we wanted.”
 
    
 
   The two men said good-bye at the door, while Roslyn remained with her face to the wall.
 
    
 
   You had your fill tonight?” Jack finally asked, after the door clicked shut and Bryce was gone and he’d turned to gaze at the fading blush on his wife’s ass cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” she said, cautiously turning around. Her body was on fire with sexual need. Seeing the lust in Jack’s eyes, they quickly made up the distance between then, arms around each other, groping with a passion they were fast becoming used to.
 
    
 
   He squeezed her ass cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Oh more,” she urged.
 
    
 
   Jack pulled her to the couch, and they groveled lustily the next hour, pronouncing the event a huge success, 
 
    
 
   There wasn’t any question about another evening with Bryce. There were many. And true to form there was no predictable pattern for their activities, all three preferred, being spontaneous, never really planning for Roslyn’s next spirited spanking in front of her “audience.”
 
    
 
   The tease worked well on all their loins, even Roslyn couldn’t balk the way her fires were fed by the punishment and humiliation of having two dominants to satisfy her. Then again, she always craved being the center of attention. She could hardly ask for more. 
 
    
 
   But there was more …
 
    
 
   … that inevitable moment when her other dominant took the reins and went from voyeur to disciplinarian; when Roslyn got the chance to feel another man’s lap and another man’s strong arms and another man’s hand coming down to punish her perky round cheeks.
 
    
 
   Even though the possibility was always present, the idea of Bryce actually spanking Roslyn had never been discussed, so it came as quite a shock that first time. Roslyn suddenly had a good deal more than she ever bargained for . . .
 
    
 
   The three were together at a party; and as if Bryce and Jack had some ulterior motive, they deliberately talked about “spanking” within earshot of several of the other guests. The well placed hints about the trio’s “secret life” quickly turned to whispers and giggles from curious guests. They were suddenly all a titter about the spanking games, which to most were an intriguing novelty. While beer and wine flowed, and spirits seemed to soar with boisterous chatter, more than once a guest was heard to wonder what it would be like to watch the robust paddling of a female bottom.
 
    
 
   As usual that evening, Roslyn was sparring with Bryce; they often had a jaunty banter that enlivened things between them. Bryce, a little more “party animal” than Jack, seemed to fill Roslyn’s need for such animated frolic and it only added fuel to the fire later ignited, when Bryce would suggest to Jack that she’d earned a good paddling for her saucy disposition.
 
    
 
   On this night however, Bryce was in a somber mood. Initially it didn’t seem to matter to Roslyn; her good humor made her indulge in some witty stinging comments. And no doubt a little wine helped shed her inhibitions, keeping her from accurately ready Bryce’s temperament. But the more the evening wore on, the more annoyed and caustic Bryce became. And when Roz had finally gone too far, there was no one, including Jack, to rescue her from the consequences. (In fact the whole time Jack stood back with a pleasant grin and a shrug to his shoulders, enjoying his wife’s sticky predicament and the results.)
 
    
 
   “You going to keep acting like a bitch Roz?” Bryce said, grabbing her wrist. He was holding it firmly.
 
    
 
   “I’m not being a bitch at all Bryce, you’re the one in a foul mood,” she purred to him.
 
    
 
   “Not tonight,” he warned.
 
    
 
   “Such a snit, you little ass,” she purred again.
 
    
 
   “You want to be spanked, don’t you?” he asked.
 
   Several around them were taking notice of the row.
 
    
 
   “You know I do, when the time’s right.” She batted her eyelashes coyly at him, her lips turned into a taunting grin.
 
    
 
   “Maybe the time’s right now,” he mused. He was eyeing her pointedly, contemplating his next move.
 
    
 
   “Hey, we’re just playing,” Roslyn said. His expression suddenly worried her. She tried to wrestle from his grasp.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been flaunting yourself all night, whining like a little bitch,” Bryce charged. “I’d say you’re asking for it.” 
 
    
 
   Despite the fire raging between her legs she wasn’t sure she liked the ideas popping into her head right then.
 
    
 
   “I’ve just been kidding,” she said, trying to soothe him.
 
    
 
   “Well I haven’t been,” Bryce said, his eyes were glowing darkly.
 
    
 
   “How ‘bout let’s forget it,” she suggested, trying to be as calm and sweet as possible.
 
    
 
   He shook his head no. “I don’t forget.” He hastily glanced at Jack who gave him no reason to not continue; Jack’s raised eyebrows and sly smirk only encouraged him.
 
    
 
   “Bryce …” Roslyn, said, trying again to wrestle away. 
 
    
 
   “You want an audience, how’s this for an audience. They’d love to see your burning bottom.” He looked up to see at least five people attentively watching the conflagration; by their expressions he wasn’t wrong. Spanking had provoked all kinds of thoughts in many minds that night.
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I will,” he answered. For the first time that night, his eyes brighten beyond their dour glimmer. He pulled on her enough to bring her front and center, and with one abrupt jerk, she was falling over his lap, quickly assuming the position for a spanking.
 
    
 
   He began to whack her rear with the palm of his hand.
 
    
 
   “Let’s see how you feel about this audience,” he charged.
 
    
 
   “Bryce no!” she squealed. The smacks were not particularly nasty. It was the humiliation that reddened her cheeks and make her want to wrestle away and never see any of these people again.
 
    
 
   “Oh honey I’m just beginning,” he advised her.
 
    
 
   “Jack, Jack!” she yelled.
 
    
 
   Bryce continued slapping her bouncing rear end. 
 
    
 
   “This is your battle Roslyn, you got yourself in this mess, you’ll get yourself out,” Jack answered. He was thoroughly enjoy the sight of his wife’s rear end getting its due.
 
    
 
   “You fiend, you’re both fiends!” she charged, though she had run out of bargaining power a long time ago and had few choices at her disposal. Her only consolation was that before long, Bryce’s hand would hurting as much as her bottom did, and she could hope he’d have the good sense to stop.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately circumstances were not in her favor.
 
    
 
   “Jack, the spanker is in my coat pocket,” Bryce said. “I think I need it. 
 
    
 
   “No, damn it no,” Roslyn shrieked. “You can’t!”
 
    
 
   “You think I can’t, well you’re wrong! Right in front of all these people you’re going to have your dearest fantasy come true.”
 
    
 
   Jack found the leather implement and handed it to Bryce.
 
    
 
   By then the entire party had gathered around, most watching in awe, though there were some very delightful smiles breaking out on faces all around the room. 
 
    
 
   It was fortunate that Roslyn couldn’t see them; she would surely have died of embarrassment, so mortified by her own most outrageous desire coming true.
 
    
 
   Bryce had been initially reluctant to be too vigorous with the paddling. But as he got his second wind and the spanking paddle in his hand, his courage was renewed. He was resolved to give Roslyn and her audience the show of a lifetime. 
 
    
 
   She was wearing a skirt so it was easy to raise the garment above her waist and out of the way.
 
    
 
   “No,” she shrieked, once she realized what he was doing. She tried her damnedest to wriggle away.
 
   “Don’t even think about it,” Bryce cautioned her. 
 
    
 
   And her bottom was quickly bare for a dozen pairs of gaping eyes. Her soft fleshy mounds fairly gleamed. The hand spanking had only raised the faintest pink blush, and that was quickly fading. It was Bryce’s intention to change all that, with the spanker giving her jiggling ass cheeks a crimson glow.
 
    
 
   Before Roslyn could protest further, the nasty leather spanker was peppering her behind with vigorous swats. Her anguished cries rose into the highly charged air, the humiliation unbearable. How could she face these people and Bryce and Jack… . she was inconsolable.
 
    
 
   The paddle was swift to make its impact since Bryce put every bit of effort into the strokes. Roslyn’s errs and her sassy tongue had given him all the excuse he needed to deal with his glowering mood. The effect was immediate. The sight of her glowing red buns was exhilarating, lifting his spirits and turning the day into one he’d never forget. Likely no one else in the room would either!
 
    
 
   “Oooooo I bet that hurts,” one onlooker murmured.
 
    
 
   “Poor Roz,” another remarked sympathetically.
 
    
 
   “Do they do this all the time?” someone wondered.
 
    
 
   “You know he’s not even her husband?” a shocked young woman blurted out.
 
    
 
   “I think my wife could use that,” a masculine voice commented.
 
    
 
   “I think my husband could…” a female countered, sarcastically.
 
    
 
   It was an inspiration to them all, all but Roslyn perhaps.
 
    
 
   “Bryce, please stop,” Roslyn pleaded after he’d pealed off a stinging round of blows and paused to catch his breath.
 
    
 
   “You’ve had enough?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “You’d better watch it in the future you little wench,” he warned.
 
    
 
   “I promise, I really do.”
 
    
 
   Another smack, smack, smack with a resounding ring, greeted her.
 
    
 
   “Please Bryce please,” she pleaded sincerely.
 
   “Well make these last two the best,” he announced. And with an enthusiastic relish he leveled a resounding smack on her flaming right cheek.
 
    
 
   “Yeow!” she wailed.
 
    
 
   The last and final smack landed with equal intent on her left cheek.
 
    
 
   “Yeow!” she yelled again. Nothing had ever hurt so much.
 
    
 
   True to his word, Bryce was finished. And once he handed the spanker back to Jack, he pushed Roslyn off his lap, and she slumped to the floor. There was no way she could face the people looking on.
 
    
 
   From her submissive repose in front of Bryce, the two looked each other in the eye.
 
    
 
   “Don’t tell me you didn’t expect this,” he said quietly. His voice was still somber, though his eyes were not so dark and beastly as they had been.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe you did it,” she whispered back. Her cheeks were blushing as red as her now covered bottom. Her private talk with Bryce was an effort to send her audience on their way. She may have bared her bottom for them, but she had no intention of baring her soul too. Truth was, her audience was as embarrassed as she was; and they were no more inclined to gape at Roslyn than she was to stare them in the eye. Quietly they walked away, all except for Jack.
 
    
 
   “It’s done now,” Bryce said, “and you deserved it. Besides, you loved every minute of it!”
 
    
 
   “Never!” she whispered.
 
    
 
   “You’re lying,” he answered.
 
    
 
   “No I’m not.”
 
    
 
   Bryce smiled. “You’re just too ashamed to admit it,” he alleged.
 
    
 
   “Will you stop please; you’re a vile, loathsome beast!” 
 
    
 
   “I’m only here to give you want you want,” he reasoned. There was an odd gleam in his eye.
 
    
 
   Roslyn looked at him suspiciously. Something horrifying was dawning in her brain. “Did you plan this?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Plan? What plan?” he replied innocently.
 
    
 
   “You did,” she blurted out. 
 
   “You’ll never know will you?” he shot back jauntily.
 
    
 
   She looked at Jack, though he admitted nothing.
 
    
 
   Even so, her intuition was usually right on.
 
    
 
   Damn them! She thought to herself. They set me up!
 
    
 
   She could have been angry, except that she was so sexually aroused. She really didn’t want to waste any time thinking about their devious underhanded schemes and their perverse sense of humor, even though she had no doubts looking at both of them. She was turned-on, with a juicy cunt and a need that wouldn’t go unanswered for long.
 
    
 
   Bryce read her mind, and flashed her a lewd grin. “Go home and screw her Jack, I think she needs it,” he suggested.
 
    
 
   “She needs it! What about me?” Jack jibed. As Roslyn got to her feet, Bryce whapped her on her sore behind and sent her toward the door. 
 
    
 
   “How about Sunday?” Bryce called after her. “I think you’ll need it again by then, don’t you? Maybe we should make it a regular thing.”
 
    
 
   “You got an audience lined up?” Jack said.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure we can find one,” Bryce answered.
 
    
 
   “You can’t mean that Bryce,” Roslyn whined. 
 
    
 
   “Oh no? Just try me,” he snapped cheerfully, though there were warning signs in his expression. 
 
    
 
   There was no doubt anymore, she had two dominants to look out for, two to please, and two to paddle her tender bottom. She wasn’t sure she could handle all that attention, but for the moment she had good screw waiting for her and there was time enough later for her to ponder what spanking possibilities this curious relationship would likely bring.
 
    
 
   

 
   

Boarding House Blues
 
   I run a boarding house for women in an old grey mansion I inherited from my austere aunt, who conveniently died when I was twenty-five, leaving me with lots of money to guarantee my life’s security. I hated the house, and couldn’t imagine living in it in the form it passed into my hands - enormous, damp and shadowy. So I opened up the small stuffy rooms, creating spacious large ones, redecorated in endless shades of white, and took in boarders. 
 
   There are two large living rooms in the house, an expansive porch across the front, and eight rooms in the two upstairs floors for renters. My own private rooms on the first floor are separated from the rest. Sometimes I need the separation from the giggling school girl antics of the young women that rent from me. 
 
   When I decided to open the mansion as a boarding house, I only wanted women, thinking it would be easier than complicating things with the intrusion of men. But keeping order in a “Women Only” boarding house turned out to be more difficult than I planned. Women can be incredibly messy in their personal habits; I sigh in disgust every time I need to clean the upstairs bathrooms. And it seems an endless task getting my boarders to help clean the kitchen and pick up their things from the living rooms, despite posting schedules and making numerous threats.
 
   However after a couple of years of being in business, quite by accident I discovered a most unusual and effective way of handling my sometimes unruly brood.
 
   It all began with Morgan Cavanaugh.
 
   Morgan is a real first class woman, a tall brunette with long svelte legs, creamy clear olive complexion, and a model figure, face and attitude. It didn’t matter what time of day or night, what she was wearing - some of her fabulous clothes, or just jeans and a t-shirt - she always looked terrific, much to the displeasure of several of the other women in the house. I suppose her ability to look so good all the time had something to do with the fact that she was a professional model. She was also a professional bitch. 
 
   She was haughty, arrogant, and usually in her own world, not often coming down to the “level” of my other boarders. She remained in her room a lot when she was at home, and when she did grace us with her presence some nitpicking little cat fight would likely result from her sharp tongue. The other women grew to hate her quickly.
 
   In spite of her haughty disposition, she was curiously vulnerable when she asked for a room in my boarding house. She’d been having a tough time getting work, had to give up a regular apartment, and my old respectable house was the only “quality” place available to her at the time. As I looked at her standing on my doorstep wearing a tight red dress that clung to the supple curves of her figure as if it were part of her body itself, I wondered what effect her presence in the house would have on every one else. I rented her a room, despite the fact that she had less than perfect references, and no stable income. I figured with her looks, why wouldn’t the agencies be calling her night and day with work? She was just down on her luck. 
 
   So, breaking my first rule of business, I allowed her, and her ten trunks of clothes, to cross the doorway of #4; a gamble yes, but she was interesting even in her arrogance. Little did I know what kind of fireworks she’d set off in my quiet little place.
 
   The fireworks started before I had a chance to get to know her. Of course getting to know Morgan might take years, since she wasn’t a particularly social person. 
 
   “She’s a bitch Roxanne,” Lacy said it very plainly.
 
   Lacy was one of my favorite borders, a sweet young impressionable thing, who was always full of energy and fun and good humor, except when it came to Morgan. I recall the conversation very well. We were drinking Ice Tea as we rocked on the old front porch. “You know she gave me the evil eye this mornin’. I hate women like her, so uppity, almighty perfect all the time. I bet she even makes love perfect, you know never musses that perfect hair, not one smudge of make-up.”
 
   “You’re jealous,” I observed, surprised.
 
   “Hell no!” Lacy charged, though I knew better. “I just don’t get it, she has no bad angles, you know no matter what, she looks good. I hate that!” 
 
   She was no Morgan Cavanaugh, but she didn’t need to be; her short voluptuous form was very appealing, in fact she was much more appealing in many ways than Morgan since she had a pleasant personality and a bright smile. I’m not sure Morgan ever smiled at all. 
 
   Lacy’s only problem I was soon to discover, was that flaming jealousy that could turn mean, without much effort.
 
   “She’d not going to treat me like dirt Roxanne; I’m not going to let her!”
 
   “Hey you’re really getting worked up over this,” I said.
 
   “Yeah I am,” Lacy said.
 
   “Well, I don’t see where you have anything to be bothered about; you can’t let the Morgan Cavanaugh’s of the world get to you.”
 
   “Oh, it’s just this one Morgan Cavanaugh that bugs me, just her.”
 
   I didn’t know what to make of Lacy, but I suspected that if Morgan pushed Lacy further, things might get out of hand between them. I wasn’t certain what that would be, but I didn’t like the mean streak rising in Lacy.
 
   Whatever my concerns with Lacy were, my attentions quickly turned to Miss Cavanaugh. I was soon to find myself in the curious position of wielding a good deal of power over her. After just a month, she became delinquent with her rent. I was afraid this would happen, but I thought perhaps a little gentle conversation, a little reassurance from me, maybe even some ideas of ways she could solve her financial problems, would help her right things quickly. 
 
   Yet when I went to her room one evening to discuss things, she stood at her doorway obviously annoyed by my intrusion. She must have been exercising since she was wearing loose shorts and a little crop top; and even though she was sweating and her hair was a total mess, she looked terrific. I couldn’t figure how she did it; maybe some women are born with the knack.
 
   “What do you want?” Morgan said rudely, when she opened the door.
 
   Her attitude startled me; I would think for a woman twenty days late with the rent she would be more civil.
 
   “Morgan, you’re late with your rent,” I said evenly, “I think we need to talk.” I needed to steel myself against the cold coming from her eyes.
 
   “Yeah, I’m late,” she stated, as if that was all the explanation she needed.
 
   I half laughed, “That’s why I’m here.”
 
   “I don’t have it,” she said nastily with a little twitch of her turned up nose. 
 
   “Well, when do you suppose you will have it?” I asked, trying to remain calm, though her attitude was really beginning to bother me. 
 
   “I don’t know, I’m suppose to have a job by the end of the week.”
 
   “And you get paid then?”
 
   “Well no, that’s usually two weeks after.”
 
   “That would put you thirty days past due, I make a policy not to carry people that long.”
 
   “I don’t think you have any choice, you can’t evict me?” She spoke so casually, she sounded bored. 
 
   “Oh?” 
 
   “I know my rights.” She tried to close the door, but I stopped her and pushed my way inside. Apparently this was going to demand a little more effort and firmness.
 
   “The lease you signed requires your payment within thirty days, or I have the right to evict you. I wouldn’t want to, but if you can’t pay, and we can’t come up with some arrangement, I will.”
 
   “You wouldn’t dare, you know I’m good for the money.”
 
   “I know nothing of the sort my dear, you’ve only been here a few weeks, and you had damned poor references when you came. Let’s suffice it say you got the apartment on your good looks.”
 
   She looked as if she might soften for a minute, but she returned to the icy stare instead.
 
   I was appalled by her behavior, and no longer particularly interested in being nice. “Why are you acting like such a bitch?” I asked.
 
   That surprised her, but she didn’t answer.
 
   “I’d think you’d be a little more courteous to me given your present financial position. I’m not a bad sort at all. I can be compassionate to one who earns it.”
 
   “You’ll have your money; I can get it from friends until mine comes in.”
 
   “Good, that would be fine, when?” It was clear I was going to need to pin her down on this.
 
   She looked distracted. “I don’t know.”
 
   I breathed deeply, trying to regain the composure I was fast loosing; she had a way of arousing passions in me I didn’t realize were operating. Devious, malicious thoughts appeared in my head, I was getting off thinking of holding this over her head … what lovely possibilities the idea had. It was certainly was worth a try to scare the living daylights out of her.
 
   “I’ll extract my price Morgan,” I warned, not really sure myself what I meant. 
 
   “How’s that?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t really like your attitude,” I said very calmly, “I don’t like your arrogance, in fact I’m not sure there is much about you that I do like. It wouldn’t bother me at all to send you packing.”
 
   For the first time, she looked worried. Probably because I was threatening the last shed of security, that I had kindly provided for her. 
 
   “Listen,” she said, “I’m sorry if I’m a little edgy right now, I do have a job coming up the end of the week, and I will be able to pay, but you can’t throw me out.”
 
   She was almost pleading, that pleased me.
 
   “I can throw you out Morgan, and I will, I won’t tolerate your nasty attitude. If you don’t have the money, there are other kinds of prices you can pay.” The more I spoke the more I gathered my courage, of course it helped that Morgan was exactly what I thought she was, a fake, all that haughtiness just a convenient cover.
 
   “What kind of prices are you talking about?” she asked, there was still a hard edge in her voice, though I had her curiosity.
 
   I don’t think it was until that moment, that I really knew exactly what I was going to say; but all of a sudden it was perfectly clear.
 
   “What are you getting at?” she asked. I could see she was nervous.
 
   I stared at her enjoying the thought of watching her squirm. This would be a lesson she wouldn’t forget.
 
   “I’ll give you two weeks, Morgan. You bring your past due rent and the rent for the next month on time, and everything will be fine with me. But if you’re short, just one little dime short? I’ll take it out with your flesh.”
 
   “What does that mean?” her eyes were wide as a frightened cat’s.
 
   “You want to stay here, you pay the price, and you’ll pay with that perfect bottom of yours.” I looked at her sternly; she was nearly cowering on the spot.
 
   And before she could say a word, I turned abruptly and walked out. I was churning madly inside; what a delicious triumph! I was wholly exuberant in a dark nasty way. I had an explicit premonition, a savory fore taste of what was to come; it was a novel threat, and it would be an interesting wait.
 
   Two weeks later, there was a call from Morgan on my answering machine. She was prompt, I’ll give her that. But not particularly courageous. I’d envisioned her at my door; but she had chosen a seemingly safer route to communicate her continued lack of sufficient funds. I smiled as I listened to her hard edged voice. 
 
   “I am leaving you last month’s rent in your box; however I will be two weeks yet for this month. I trust that will be satisfactory.”
 
   Satisfactory my foot!
 
   My determination had only grown in the preceding weeks, I wanted nothing better than to teach the little brat a lesson, as much for her attitude as her late rent.
 
   When I went to see her about seven that evening, she answered her door as smugly as ever, inquiring why I should be knocking at this hour. “I thought I told you on the phone all you need to know.”
 
   “Are you forgetting our conversation? I made myself very clear.
 
   She looked at me for a moment as if she had no idea what I was talking about. “Oh!” she finally remembered. “You said something about extracting a price?”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “You were very vague, and this whole business is ridiculous. You’ll get your money in two weeks.”
 
   Apparently she didn’t remember “everything” I’d said; either that or she was choosing to forget.
 
   “No Morgan, I was not vague, I told you, if you didn’t have it all by today, you could pack your bags or I’d take the price out of your bottom.” 
 
   I watched as her eyes widened in horror. Standing there in black bike shorts and an old faded red sweatshirt - she’d cut out the neckline so it fell off her shoulder - she still looked stunning. 
 
   “How about I come inside,” I suggested.
 
   She stepped away; she let me enter the room. She looked like she was in shock. 
 
   I sat down on her wicker couch. Perusing the room, I notice what a lovely job she’d done decorating. It was really quite beautiful, the wide windows covered in a cotton floral chintz to match the pillows on her wicker couch and chair. Unfortunately she’d cluttered the place with clothes and underwear strewn everywhere.
 
   I was a little nervous myself, thinking of what I planned to do and I appreciated a moment of repose.
 
   “Why don’t you sit down,” I suggested as Morgan remained a watchful safe distance from me.
 
   She complied warily, not saying a word.
 
   I really expected her to have some snappy retort, but I guess I left her speechless.
 
   “I’m not here to play games with you Morgan,” I said. “And I meant what I said about taking out of your bottom. It’s a simple trade-off.”
 
   She was confused. I loved watching her squirm. It was about time someone taught her a lesson in humility.
 
   “You’re going to punish me?” she asked. She was refreshingly naive with her query.
 
   “In a manner of speaking,” I answered, “I assume you don’t want to be thrown out at 6 a.m. tomorrow morning?”
 
   She looked terribly disconcerted. “I have to stay, I have to work tomorrow.”
 
   “Well that’s good,” I said, “Then come here, and remove your shorts.”
 
   She looked at me appalled.
 
   “Don’t think about it Morgan,” I said gently, “Bare your bottom, it needs to be punished.”
 
   “You’re going to spank me?” she asked.
 
   “Only til your bottom is very red, and it hurts so much that the tears are running down your cheeks.”
 
   Her body jolted at my words. Her eyes softened just a bit as tears were already forming in her eyes. She was already softer than I’d ever see her. I suspected deep down inside that Morgan needed and maybe even wanted discipline. 
 
   I watched as she pulled the shorts down over her abdomen, and further til they dropped to the floor. From that moment on, she was mine, all mine. 
 
   She edged her way towards me reluctantly. 
 
   “Over my knee,” I said. Her bottom was covered only in the thinnest filmy thong panty. Her ass cheeks were full and round and quivering. As she laid down across my lap, her pussy against my thighs was so hot, the heat burned through them. Apparently I’d stirred something in her… . 
 
   I began to slap her soft mounds with my hand. I slapped hard and joyfully listening to her cries of protest.
 
   “Oh God, this hurts!”
 
   “Of course it does,” I exclaimed. 
 
   She didn’t squirm as much as she seemed to bore into my body with hers. The slaps were repeated, one after another, over and over, my hand didn’t seem to want to quit at all, they relished every blow to her bouncing ass, and relished the way the soft olive cream skin began to turn to bright pink and then to a vibrant red. I wanted the sensations to last a long time, I wanted her to remember this moment, and the very valuable lesson she was learning. 
 
   “God stop,” she panted.
 
   “Hush,” I insisted, her ass was flaming, the brightening red of her skin compelled me to continue 
 
   “Oww, ow please!” she pleaded. But her protests didn’t sway me; I was obsessed with making her hurt; with making the pain intensify until her haughtiness was extinguished… 
 
   “Oh Roxanne, please stop! Ow, ow ow” Each smack brought another anguished cry.
 
   I paused several times, just long enough to allow the pain to subside and let her think that I was finished. But then I started again, with renewed fervor.
 
   “Can I expect my rent on time Miss Cavanaugh?” I said, as I laid a resounding thwack on her bright rear.
 
   “Yes Roxanne,” she cried.
 
   “And no more problems with your surly attitude?”
 
   “No Roxanne, Ouch!”
 
   At last I gave her bottom several finishing slaps, and she collapsed against my lap, exhausted.
 
   “Get up Morgan,” I said, gently. I helped to push her to her feet. She was quivering. She tried to pull her shorts back up. “No, leave them down, haughty little girls need all the humiliation they can get. I want to see how bright those ass cheeks are, turn around.”
 
   She turned to let me see how lovely her rear glowed.
 
   “Go look in the mirror my dear. I think it would do you good to see what you look like with a well punished bottom.”
 
   She walked to her full length mirror, and appraised the damage I’d done.
 
   “You know Morgan, you’re much softer, much more pleasing right now than I’ve ever seen you.” I was telling the truth, with her arrogance at least temporarily gone, she was really beautiful. A soft glow seemed to permeate her entire body.
 
   She reached around to her ass, still very bright red, and rubbed it gingerly as she looked at her naked bottom.
 
   “It will hurt for sometime,” I offered. “How does it feel?”
 
   “It’s hurt terribly, it’s hot,” she said. I could see it wasn’t easy for her to speak, as humiliated as she must have felt. 
 
   She turned and walked back to me.
 
   “You understand and if I need to, I’ll do this again.”
 
   She had no strength, perhaps no desire, to object.
 
   “Come here,” I said gently, we stared at each other for very long time. I held her hand as if she was a submissive child that needed comforting. I felt very maternal, realizing that I was indeed teaching her a very valuable lesson is personal relations, which she needed in the worst way. 
 
   I knew the haughtiness remained. It wasn’t all gone, certainly it would return when the hurt had died away. But I hoped that my method of discipline had made an impression on her. 
 
   “Next time Morgan, if there is a next time … and I certainly hope there won’t be, don’t doubt I’ll an even nastier punishment.”
 
   I slapped her raw rear end.
 
   “Ow!” she said and pulled away.
 
   “Oh no Morgan, I don’t want anything but sweetness from your pretty lips, you understand?”
 
   “Yes Roxanne,” she said so submissively I thought perhaps she was really understanding. “You’ll have your money on time,” she confirmed.
 
   “You say that as if you don’t want to repeat today’s lesson?”
 
   “I don’t like being spanked, who would?”
 
   “I’m not so sure you don’t like it,” I commented, “I do know you need it, and I’ll promise you one thing …”
 
   She looked at me with that wide-eyed curiosity. She was so off-guard, so vulnerable.
 
   “Next time I’ll find an instrument more punishing than my hand, and … you’ll have an audience. I can’t possibly let your correction be mine alone to witness. It’s far too delightful to go unshared.”
 
   “You wouldn’t dare!” she blurted out, that hard edge threatening to burst out of her again.
 
   I just smiled, picked myself up off her sweet little wicker chair, with the lovely floral cushion and the cozy pillows, and walked out her door, not bothering to look back. I conjured in my imagination that wonderful aghast look that was certain to be all about her face. That was enough.
 
   “You should have seen her,” I told Lacy, “all that smugness wiped away, she was lovely.”
 
    
 
   “Lovely?” Lacy flashed back sarcastically, “I don’t believe you.”
 
    
 
   “You just have to know how to get the better of her,” I said.
 
    
 
   Lacy looked at me suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “She gonna have her money next time, or are you going to have to spank her again?”
 
    
 
   “I told her if she didn’t have the cash, I’d punish her in front of an audience, how’s that?”
 
    
 
   “God, I want to watch!”
 
    
 
   “Good, I thought you might like it.”
 
    
 
   “Can I beat that little rear of hers til it’s rosy?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “That’s my job,” I reminded her. I didn’t intend to share that part with anyone.
 
    
 
   “She hates me, you know. I’d love to get her, I mean really get her. You know she always saying these little things to me in the bathroom. Comments about my weight and my hair, everything.”
 
    
 
   I looked at Lacy thinking how silly it was for her to be jealous of Morgan Cavanaugh. 
 
    
 
   “You need a little more confidence in yourself Lacy, you’re as attractive as Morgan, just in a different way.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, a short fat pudgy way!” she pouted.
 
    
 
   “You be careful young lady,” I warned. “Or I’ll have to spank you too.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t take me seriously, even though I was completely serious. Once having broken the ice as it were, I didn’t have any reservations about taking another of my boarders over my knee if their behavior warranted it. It seemed like a perfectly logical solution to some of problems I was having with them. 
 
    
 
   For a couple of weeks life was rather pleasant around the boarding house. But that was the calm before the storm. Little by little, nasty quips, snide remarks and clever put-downs, began to dominant any conversation between Morgan and Lacy. It was usually around dinner time, turning our peaceful mealtime into prickly confrontations. 
 
    
 
   Most of my boarders had busy schedules and finding at time when eight women could sit down together for a meal was next to impossible, so I made things simple with “eat on the run” meals. Even so about six o’clock every evening, I seemed to have at least five or six women in the kitchen eating. Even Morgan appreciated this little aspect of home, though she was the least likely to be found with a plate of food at the dining room table. Usually she’d steal away with her repast and eat in her room; yet never before she had shot a few snotty remarks to Lacy or whoever bothered to listen.
 
    
 
   After several weeks the “cat fight” became so spiteful, I was tired of it, so were the other women in the house. It was time to do something about it. 
 
    
 
   Calling both Lacy and Morgan into my office I thought we’d have a little “chat.” I wanted to be objective, and the truth was, despite the fact that I liked Lacy a lot more than Morgan, I was as sick of her antics, as I was of Morgan’s arrogance; and I wanted to be certain that both women knew exactly where they stood. 
 
    
 
   “Do either of you have any idea why I called you in here?” I asked. They were both standing in front of my desk, Lacy with her arms crossed in front of her, refusing to look in Morgan’s direction. Morgan was staring out the window, looking very disinterested. I would have laughed at how ridiculous they looked, except that I wanted to be sure and get my point across. “Do you?” I repeated.
 
    
 
   “I have no idea,” Morgan said with her typical conceit.
 
    
 
   “How about you Lacy,” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Roxanne, I can’t believe you’d call me in here like this.” She was drumming her foot like a petulant child.
 
    
 
   “Well, let me spell things out. You’re both acting like babies. And I’m not putting up with it anymore. Your sharp remarks at dinner, and in the bathroom and anywhere else you two happen to find yourself, are immature and annoying!” They both looked bored with my lecture. “So,” I continued, “Let me tell you what is going to happen.”
 
    
 
   Both women turned to me, as if there were at least a little more interested.
 
    
 
   “If I hear either one of you snap at the other again, or at anyone for that matter?” I looked at them both very intently. “I’ll bring you in here with the other one present and I’ll spank your bottom until it’s sore as hell. Do you understand?” 
 
    
 
   Both women looked at me with a little more respect.
 
    
 
   “And if there is a second infraction … I’ll gather everyone in the house to watch.”
 
    
 
   “You have no right to do that Roxanne,” Morgan protested.
 
    
 
   “Really? Don’t you remember the little discussion we had a few months ago, Morgan? You comply with my rules and my punishment or you’re out. And we both know that there are very few places that will take you with your record, except for maybe one of the low cost projects downtown.”
 
    
 
   “You wouldn’t,” she seethed.
 
    
 
   I knew that was a particular fear of Morgan’s, being reduced to living in a tenement, with “that other class of people” as she called them.
 
    
 
   She had nothing to say to that.
 
    
 
   “Now, you both walk out this door, put smiles on your faces and not one nasty remark, not one!”
 
    
 
   Morgan turned on her heel and was gone in an instant. 
 
    
 
   Lacy lingered.
 
    
 
   “You had to do that in front of her for the show, huh?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “No Lacy, I meant it just as much for you as I did for Morgan.”
 
    
 
   Lacy stared back at me, and tried to say something several times, but obviously the right words just didn’t come to mind. She could see I was serious. I had no intention of backing down just because we had such a close relationship.
 
    
 
   Lacy and Morgan quelled their little drama, apparently both realizing I was dead serious. I thought that Lacy was a little more reserved with me for a while, though things seemed to return to normal before too long.
 
    
 
   However a few weeks later, something odd occurred that really stunned me. I couldn’t believe it was possible… .
 
    
 
   The situation unfolded when Morgan bumped into me in the hallway. She was making her way back to her room from the bathroom, not looking where she was going.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    
 
   “You’d better watch what you’re doing.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you know,” she looked at me through a vague kind of fog that was typical of Morgan when she was off in her own world. “You know, I’ve lost several things, I can’t figure where they are.”
 
    
 
   “Morgan if you’d pay attention to where you put things, you wouldn’t loose your stuff.” This wasn’t an unusual complaint from Morgan; and her missing treasures usually appeared in some corner of her room. For that reason I wasn’t particularly disturbed by her problem.
 
    
 
   “What’s lost now?” I did think to ask.
 
    
 
   “Well there’s a pink scarf and my bottle of Poison, . . 
 
    
 
   “Your bottle of what!”
 
    
 
   “Poison, it’s perfume!” 
 
    
 
   “Oh I see. Anything else.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah my best styling brush.
 
    
 
   “Well I’ll ask around, and keep my eyes open for you,” I said, not really worried. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t think about Morgan’s missing things again, until I was in Lacy’s room the next evening.
 
    
 
   I spotted a bottle of Poison perfume on her dresser.
 
    
 
   Lacy didn’t have the money or inclination to buy anything so expensive, but I could hardly assume that this was Morgan’s. I didn’t say anything to her about my suspicions, trusting that she wouldn’t steal anything. But when I spotted her open handbag and a distinctive pink scarf falling out, I knew it had to Morgan’s and my worst fears were confirmed.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t exactly certain what I’d do with my findings, though I knew there would be hell to pay right across her little behind. I just needed the right moment.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have too long to wait before it became clear exactly how I’d handle this sticky situation, and kill two birds with one stone.
 
    
 
   We were coming to the end of another month, and though Morgan had been prompt the two months after our confrontation, it was pretty clear that she was going to be late again. She was even avoiding me, not coming down to dinner, and walking in the other direction the moment she saw me. 
 
    
 
   It infuriated me when she didn’t even bother to call. 
 
   I was going to have to confront her again. I imagined her explaining that she’d just forgotten about it all, and couldn’t I just extend her a few more days, as if she didn’t recall in the slightest what passed between us just a few weeks before. Well her explanation didn’t matter and much to my delight, I’d found the perfect opportunity to enact a little plan that would get both Morgan and Lacy at the same time, in the same place, for one very pointed session of discipline.
 
    
 
   I waited until I was sure both Morgan and Lacy were home and called Morgan on the phone.
 
    
 
   “Morgan, this is Roxanne, your payment is past due, when do you suppose I’ll get the rent from you?” I asked. 
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid I will have to make some alternate arrangements with you,” she replied, “I’m a little short again.” She seemed so conciliatory, so sweetly compliant, how charming!
 
    
 
   “Too many new clothes?”
 
    
 
   “No Roxanne really, I’m …” I wish I was there to see her squirming.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be at your room in fifteen minutes to collect,” I said firmly, and I hung up.
 
    
 
   Lacy was a call away, I couldn’t decide whether it was enthusiasm or sheer revenge that ignited in her, when I told her half of what I had in mind. Whatever the motivation, she was waiting at my door within minutes.
 
    
 
   “Follow my lead, dear, with the way you feel about Morgan, you’re in for quite a treat tonight.”
 
    
 
   “The rent again?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes the rent again.”
 
    
 
   “And another spanking?” she asked, hardly able to hide her excitement.
 
    
 
   “Oh I plan to take it out on Morgan’s rear, you can bet your sweet ass on that.”
 
    
 
   The knock on Morgan’s door was resounding.
 
    
 
   She opened it promptly as if she was waiting for it.
 
    
 
   “I suppose I’d better get this over with,” she stated, then caught sight of Lacy beside me.
 
    
 
   “Oh Gawd! Not her!”
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t matter who I choose Morgan, it’s not your choice to make. 
 
   She stepped aside, and Lacy and I entered her room. 
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” I ordered her. She sat on the wicker couch.
 
    
 
   Lacy and I both sat, I in the wicker chair, Lacy on a low bench at the side of the room. I could see from her face that she was going to enjoy this event. 
 
    
 
   “We’ll begin in just a moment Morgan, but there is something I need to know.”
 
    
 
   “What is that?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “You could have been prevented this problem but you didn’t, I can’t believe that you let it go like this again, after our last session together.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes bore down on me hard. Something cruel in them prevailed. I thought I understood what it was, but I wanted her to admit it, I wanted her to affirm in words, for me and for Lacy.
 
    
 
   She cleared her throat, took a deep breath, her head assumed a proud pose, cocked just right to affirm a last ditch effort at arrogance. But it was obvious that what ever her reason, it was not easy to talk about.
 
    
 
   “All I can say is … I need it.”
 
    
 
   “Need it?” I was surprised by her choice of words. I glanced at Lacy, she registered the same amazement.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she said almost defensively, “I know I’m a bitch, my father used to spank me when I was young. You’re the only person that’s ever done that since, and not until I provoked you did I realize that I am a much nicer person when I occasionally get whacked real hard.” It was quite an admission, more of one that I’d ever expect from her.”
 
    
 
   “I appreciate your honesty Morgan,” I replied. “Considering what you just said, I think you should ASK for your punishment.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me in horror.
 
    
 
   “No … I can’t do that,” she whined.
 
    
 
   “I want to hear you ask for it,” I insisted.
 
    
 
   She was deflated. This was the last thing a good arrogant bitch was capable of.
 
    
 
   She took another one of her deep breaths, though this time there was no arrogant pose.  “Please Roxanne, I need to be punished,” she almost whispered.
 
    
 
   “Again,” I ordered, I was enjoying this, from the corner of my eye I could see that Lacy was too.
 
    
 
   She glanced at Lacy too, embarrassed to be so humbled in front of her arch enemy. “Please Roxanne, I need to be punished.”
 
    
 
   I turned to Lacy. “I think your bench there will do, move it to the center of the room,” I instructed Morgan, and Lacy joined me in watching the subdued Morgan scamper to the wall and retrieve the bench already warmed by Lacy’s ample body. Morgan placed it carefully in the middle of the room. She looked at me for approval.
 
    
 
   “Place a couple of pillows on one end, I want your ass very exposed.”
 
    
 
   She complied with that as well, and stopped when she was finished, waiting for my next command. She was surprisingly submissive to my instructions, her arrogance having already vanished.
 
    
 
   “Hand me my bag Lacy, I have something special for the occasion.”
 
    
 
   I found the leather strap inside my purse, and withdrew it to Morgan’s awed expression. The leather was soft, two inches wide and about eighteen inches long. “I discovered this in a shop the other day,” I told Lacy, “I promised Morgan more than just my hand. I expect this punishment will last even longer than the last.”
 
    
 
   “Come here,” I instructed her. And I quickly pulled her bike shorts down and her small top over her head, so except for her panties she stood naked before us.
 
    
 
   “What do you think Lacy,” I asked.
 
    
 
   “I think she’s ripe for the whole treatment, such a devilish bitch deserves it, don’t you Morgan.” There was something dark and sinister in Lacy’s voice. I wondered what she’d think when the tables were turned. 
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you tie her?” Lacy suggested.
 
    
 
   “Excellent idea,” I said, nodding to the younger woman.
 
    
 
   “Over the bench,” I ordered, and Morgan complied.
 
    
 
   From the bureau at the other end of the room, I found several scarves which I used to tie Morgan to the bench. I made certain that they were not tight or too restrictive, but simply gave her the clear understanding that she was mine to control for the moment. Her round ass was prominently perched on top of the pillows; it would soon to be a rich red. I liked the idea that she was prone and could not move. For good measure I wrapped the last scarf around her mouth to stifle the sounds she was certain to make.  “We don’t want the whole house hearing do we?” I said.
 
   She shook her head no.
 
    
 
   With her legs spread to accommodate the width of the bench, her entire bottom and sex was exposed, the target was impeccably perfect and ready. I almost wished there were more to join our festivities, to watch and lust over this gorgeous creature’s torment.
 
    
 
   The strap whisked through the air with a sharp sting that cut the air first, then landed with a crackling smack on the center of Morgan’s firm bottom.
 
    
 
   “Oh gawd!” 
 
    
 
   Her voice was stifled through the cloth scarf.
 
    
 
   Again, I wielded the strap efficiently through the air so that it landed across Morgan’s ass, imposing a three inch wide red welt where it had once been pale beige. 
 
    
 
   “Oh pleeesees!” I heard her muffled cry.
 
    
 
   And once again, the blow landed squarely in the middle of her bottom. The flesh jiggled, and Morgan squirmed against her bonds, though not so fiercely that they would give, certainly she had the power to break away from them if she really tried. In truth she had no intention of doing anything but staying for the full duration of her punishment. She knew she needed it. What insight into her own character!
 
    
 
   I could see Lacy watching, relishing the sight of Morgan’s rear beginning to turn bright red.
 
    
 
   Again and again, the blows landed, one after another creating a band of red that looked painfully sore. Morgan’s desperate cries attested to the mounting agony in her ass, as the strap laid on repeatedly in one place must have made it unbearable.
 
    
 
   “Ah, ow, ah, oh … . oh… … ” She’d begun to cry; I could see the tears streaming from her eyes.
 
    
 
   The wielded leather continued to collide with her bottom, as it made its way over the entire surface of her tender bottom; above the crack and all the way to where her legs began, the rosy posterior glowed with heat and color. 
 
    
 
   I could tell that she was reaching the limit of her endurance, and since this was punishment, not cruelty, I ended with several cuts that were less intense, backing away a little at a time until I finished. 
 
    
 
   I untied Morgan’s bonds so that she lay collapsed against the pillows. She was sweating profusely, and though the redness of her ass slowly faded, there was still a decided rawness, and a glow. She looked quite seductive even in her submissive pose. Lacy was right, the woman just didn’t have any bad angles.
 
   I carefully pulled her to her feet, and gave her a silk robe that was lying on the back of the couch.
 
    
 
   “Relax,” I said, you’ve paid your price. I hope it was worth the trouble you had to go to get it.
 
    
 
   She was a lot softer, than I’d ever seen her. Wiping away her tears, I had the distinct impression that this punishment had effected her deeply, that indeed she’d satisfied a distinct need.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you need to thank me,” I suggested.
 
    
 
   She looked up at me with soulful eyes. “Thank you Rox,” she said, “and I, … I hope you won’t stop. I need this.” Again those where difficult words for Morgan to say.
 
    
 
   “I’ll remember that,” I assured her, “though I really think we have a better understanding between us.
 
    
 
   She nodded as she wiped away her tears.
 
    
 
   “And now Lacy,” I said turning to my self-satisfied friend, “it’s your turn.”
 
    
 
   “What?” She looked at me aghast.
 
    
 
   “You know what I mean Lacy, or are you going to play dumb with me.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes grew wide as saucers.
 
    
 
   I pulled from my bag a styling brush, a bottle of perfume and a pink scarf. I’d pulled the items from Lacy’s room during the day when Lacy was gone, and was glad she hadn’t already noticed them missing. “Do you recognize these Morgan?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, they’re mine.”
 
    
 
   “Do you know where they came from?”
 
    
 
   “I have no idea, I told you they were missing, I haven’t seen them in days.” 
 
    
 
   I turned to Lacy. She was already beginning to blush. “I can’t believe you’d do this,” I charged.
 
    
 
   She was angry, breathing heavily, the little brat didn’t like being caught.
 
    
 
   “Why’d you do it Lacy, I think you owe me and Morgan an explanation.”
 
    
 
   “I … . I I,” she stammered. “She left them in the bathroom, I guess I was just getting back at her.”
 
    
 
   “It’s no way to right a wrong, vengeance is not going to work, at least not under my roof.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes!” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Please?” she pleaded, “I’ll never do it again.” She was trembling terribly.
 
    
 
   I’d expected to see some triumph on Morgan’s face, but surprisingly there was almost sympathy in her expression, knowing exactly what Lacy faced.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you do the honors with the scarves,” I said to Morgan. “But first, off with your dress Lacy.” She was wearing a flowered print dress that buttoned up the front. I figured if Morgan had her punishment in the buff, Lacy could have hers the same way.
 
    
 
   Morgan and I watched as Lacy slowly unbuttoned each button from the midriff to the skirt, and wiggled from the sleeves. The dress dropped to the floor. Lacy, little tart that she was, was naked underneath. Her cheeks glowed red with embarrassment being so vulnerable in front of us.
 
    
 
   “Over the bench.”
 
    
 
   Lacy complied, still trembling. It had been a long time since she’d had a spanking; and there was definitely more terror in her eyes, than I’d seen in Morgan’s. Despite that fact she deserved it for stealing, and I was not about to let her get away with it.
 
    
 
   “Please not hard,” she begged.
 
    
 
   I didn’t’ bother answering her.
 
    
 
   Morgan tied her ankles and wrists to the fours legs of the bench. I noted how carefully she did this so as not to put too much pressure on her. The little sign of affection from Morgan was remarkable. 
 
    
 
   I noted as she finished her task, that Lacy’s rounded bottom was much more target than Morgan’s svelte one. She had mountains of pink white flesh, it would be a challenge to turn all that lovely posterior a flaming red!
 
    
 
   For Lacy, I knelt beside the bench and started with my hand. I intended to use the strap, but I thought she might need a little working up to the feverish spanking I intended for her.
 
    
 
   Smack!
 
    
 
   I loved the feel on my hand against her. She jolted as I expected, and once recovered, I smacked the other cheek with equal force. Those were just starting shots, I had many more in mind. I must have reigned two dozen across those mellow orbs before I paused again.
 
    
 
   “Yeoww, Plessses Rox… . plessses stop!” 
 
    
 
   Lacy pleaded incessantly, but she had a lot more to go. 
 
    
 
   I continued with another furious round of smacks, her rear now bouncing jauntily on the cushions. 
 
    
 
   “Oh gawd it hurts!” she bellowed. 
 
    
 
   Lacy alternately cried and pleaded and wailed her protest. That only spurred me further. I probably should have put a scarf over her mouth too, but I wasn’t about to stop and do it in the middle of the session.
 
    
 
   Once her bottom was red from top to bottom and side to side, I stopped, stood up and grabbed the strap that was laying on the table. My eye caught Morgan’s glance. She was standing submissively looking at Lacy’s vulnerable pose, no doubt remembering her own turmoil.
 
    
 
   “See what naughty girls get,” I said. “If this is the only way you two are going to learn your lesson, then I can keep this up as long as you live under my roof.”
 
    
 
   I decided to make the finish short, though not very sweet on Lacy’s bottom. It was already pretty hot and raw from my hand, though I was not about to let her get off without some real pain.
 
    
 
   Whack! The strap sizzled in the air, and came down across both bright red mounds with a definite whack. These cuts too would get more intense as they went on. There would only be ten, but by the end, Lacy would have a very righteous correction.
 
    
 
   Whack! Whack! Whack!
 
    
 
   I laid each on with as much precision as I could wielding this strap. “YEOW! PLEASE!” Her cries were no doubt heard by the entire house. That was my plan, should any other of my borders think of breaking my rules. They’d know!
 
    
 
   Whack! Whack! Whack!
 
    
 
   “Do you plan to steal anything again Lacy?”
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” she shouted.
 
    
 
   Whack!
 
    
 
   “Are you certain?” I asked again.
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am,” she confirmed through her tears.
 
    
 
   “And no more vengeful plots against Morgan or anyone else?”
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” she cried. It was more of a wail.
 
    
 
   Whack! The last blow stuck heartily. I was glad to be done. As much as I knew it was important for Lacy to be punished, I was feeling sorry for her, the way she cried and wailed, and tried to wriggle away from the blows.
 
    
 
   “Help her up Morgan,” I said.
 
    
 
   And as gently as Morgan had bound Lacy over the bench, she untied the scarves and helped her stand. She even handed Lacy her dress so she could cover herself. 
 
    
 
   I looked at them both, thinking how delightful it was to see them in the same room, and not glaring at each other. They didn’t even glare at me, which was a surprise, considering how they must have been feeling.
 
    
 
   “Now, you two spend some time with each other.” I handed a bottle of lotion to Morgan. “Perhaps you’d like to use this on each other; and while you’re in the process, get to know each other a little better, so we don’t have these ridiculous theatrics anymore. And no more of your haughty attitude Morgan,” I warned for good measure.” 
 
    
 
   I looked at them both self satisfied. It had taken a lot out of them - a lot out of me for that matter, I was exhausted; though I had the satisfaction of knowing that things should be a little sweeter around my boarding house for a while.
 
    
 
   I walked out into the hallway, I could almost hear my other boarders scampering away like mice. I’d intentionally made certain that they would hear Lacy’s torment. I didn’t want them to miss the stark reality of what could happen to them too, if they didn’t behave. I smiled at one young woman as she tried to walk past me. She looked very meek indeed, no doubt a little embarrassed. I imagined that there were a few more naughty bottoms to tan before long.
 
    
 
   I was delighted to find in the weeks following this punishment session, that the kitchen gleamed and the house was as neat as a pin, and there were less petty arguments to plague our dinner meal. It turned out to be a very satisfactory arrangement, laying down the law so to speak.
 
    
 
   And I was rather proud of myself for discovering this unrivaled manner of keeping my boarding house in order.
 
   I took her by the arm. “Over the bench my dear .” 
 
    
 
   “Oh no!” she gasped.
 
   

 
   

The Razor Strap & the Red Rose
 
   I knew the bookstore well. I’d probably passed it a dozen times; on the corner of a busy street, it was a quaint relic of time passed. Looking at it now however, I couldn’t imagine what secrets it would hold for me inside.
 
   He’d answered my ad, a spur of the moment idea to advertise my plight in a spanking publication. Just reading the ads excited me. And when I submitted my own, I never expected the number of replies that appeared in my post office box. There were dozens, some sweet, others I threw away immediately, and then there was Geoffrey’s. Short and to the point.
 
   “I’d be delighted to discuss your needs. Please call.” He included a card with his name, phone number and the address of the bookstore. I appreciated his openness.
 
   “Mr. Geoffrey Riordan?” I inquired when I phoned.
 
   “This is,” the voice replied.
 
   “My name is Julia, you replied to my ad.”
 
   “Yes Julia, how can I help you?” He seemed so kind.
 
   “The spankings, the discipline?” I found myself at a loss for words.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “You said you’d discuss my needs.”
 
   “Over lunch perhaps,” he suggested, as if he knew how much I was trembling at the thought of putting my bare bottom in a stranger’s hands.
 
   We met at a diner just down the street from the book shop. He was indeed kind, though far younger that I expected, perhaps thirty-five. I’d expected an older man, someone more like my father. Geoffrey was a pleasant surprise seeing his mellow handsome face. Though I could see behind his kind eyes a sterner man with a hidden resolve that could quickly turn him from his gentler self to a man uncompromising and severe.
 
   “So why do you need this Julia?” he asked, after we’d exchanged some insignificant talk about the weather and the food.
 
   “I’m not certain why I need this, I just know I do, I suppose you could say I crave it,” I replied honestly. “At night? Sometimes it’s all I think about.”
 
   “Getting your bottom spanked?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “This began in childhood?” he guessed.
 
   I nodded.
 
   “And have you had someone help you with your need before?”
 
   “Not since I left home, there was a time when my dad just didn’t do it anymore. How could I tell him that I missed it? I mean after eighteen, I just wasn’t doing those things that warranted punishment. But that didn’t mean that the need was gone. I get agitated sometimes, and the thought of a firm hand or a paddle, or a strap across my ass … calming maybe, I mean after it’s over?” I was only speculating since it had been so long.
 
   “It sounds as if you’re in a constant state of agitation?” Geoffrey offered.
 
   “Sometimes it feels that way, I try to ignore the fantasies of my rear draped over some man’s lap, but they just don’t go away. I don’t understand it, I wasn’t particularly thrilled with the way my father would spank me when I was young, kicking and screaming… .”
 
   “Needs change Julia,” he said certain of his message to me, “needs change and reasons change, though the act may stay the same.
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “What your father no doubt gave you in strokes on your bottom, was punishment. What you require now may be something else as well as punishment; spankings create their own brand of “heat”, both in the man and the woman.”
 
   “You mean sexual?” I asked, not believing how boldly I spoke to a man I hardly knew; yet it seemed so comforting to speak with some openly about my long held secret fantasies.
 
   “Sometimes,” he answered, “sometimes it’s other things. I’d suggest you wait and see what happens when you have my hand soundly paddling your rear… and afterwards … you may be surprised.”
 
   I nodded as if I understood, though I still didn’t. I had accepted that he was likely right; that things had changed in ten years, and that at twenty-eight, my desires for spanking and the strange notions in my fantasies might have a far different quality than what I’d know from the straightforward discipline in my childhood. 
 
   “My assistant, Miss Wills, has a session with me tomorrow, perhaps you’d like to witness that. Of course hers is strictly punishment, she has some rather disturbing errors to make amends for. But still, you can see just how serious I pursue this. And it would be good for Miss Wills, after her behavior, I think an unfamiliar audience would be a perfect addition to her punishment.”
 
   “Tomorrow?” I was astonished at how fast this was happening, suddenly my head was spinning, realizing that my fondest wish might soon be real! Just talking of this was raising heat in my rear; it tingled as if it were preparing for firm strokes against the quivering flesh. Fear and anticipation combined to make a potent brew in both my mind and body.
 
   “Yes tomorrow,” he confirmed, “at five-thirty, the shop will be closed then, but I’ll leave the door unlocked for you.”
 
   He was so accommodating, though not altogether encouraging. I had the distinct impression that it was important that I be willing, not coerced or forced. This was clearly my decision.
 
   “I do warn you Julia,” he added, “I’m not as mild mannered when I discipline, as I am now.”
 
   I looked at him trying to picture what he’d be like with his eyes flashing, his arm raised to smack some waiting bottom. 
 
   “And I might add,” he continued, just to make sure I understood very clearly, “I’ll only spank your ass bare, naked,” he said the word naked with wide-eyed knowing fascination, “I don’t think it’s effective otherwise.”
 
   I trembled wondering what it would be like to watching the bare rear of end of some other woman, bouncing jauntily on his lap. I wondered too, what it would be like for mine to bear the blows, exposed to his gaze. “I’ll be there tomorrow,” I said boldly. I knew if I didn’t go, I never would. This was a chance I wouldn’t miss.
 
   For the remainder of our lunch, things changed ever so slightly; he was more stern, his eyes darkening. Was it just my imagination, or was it really happening? Had he changed, or was it me? Then again, did it matter? I studied him carefully, trying to discern what kind of dominant he would be… thorough and unyielding, I could tell from the set of his jaw and the way his eyes, for just the briefest moment, glimmered darkly as he spoke. My mild mannered “friend” had other sides I was soon to see.
 
   The following day, when I crossed the street, it was almost five thirty. I didn’t want to be late. Geoffrey Riordan was a punctual man. As I entered the shop, a bell tinkled overhead. And once inside, I felt as if I’d been transported to another world for the shop was as antiquated inside as it was out. Shelves lined with books were of a dark polished wood, covering all the interior walls. And at one end of the shop there were several more cases of books rising at least seven feet high. There was the smell of wood polish, of paper and dust, and ancient things, that was almost as pungent as stepping into an antique shop. Though this was more fascinating for me. I loved books and on another day I’d love to browse about and find the treasures he had hidden there. Perhaps this common love, was why I’d chosen Geoffrey Riordan. 
 
   “Good evening Julia,” he greeted me with a smile and an outstretched hand. “I’m glad you’re prompt. Miss Mills is about ready.” He was no nonsense, business like, though his behavior hardly gave away the intention of my visit.
 
   There were still a couple of old ladies perusing the stacks of books; I imagined he would wait for them to leave. And Miss Mills, a young woman that could not be more than twenty was dusting and inspecting books on the far side of the room. I stared at her for a moment, as I fidgeted nervously with my purse. She looked nervous too.
 
   When the ladies had left, Geoffrey closed and locked the door, pulling down the shade. It was an ominous sign. Even though I was not the one there for a “session” that night, I could feel the tension in the store, between Geoffrey and Miss Mills.
 
   “Miss Mills,” he said, “To the back room.” His voice was firm, raising goose bumps on my arms. It was exactly as I imagined it should be.
 
   The young woman dutifully stopped her work, her face slightly flushed, embarrassed no doubt by my presence. I followed her and Geoffrey through a door, into a back room that looked like a smaller version of the store, its walls also lined with bookshelves. But in addition to the books, there were two straight back chairs and a table in the center. It was intended as a “reading” room, though for Geoffrey’s purposes it was far more than that as well. I wondered how many woman had bared their asses for him in this room.
 
   Geoffrey moved directly toward a closet on the far wall and pulled from it a wooden paddle. The forbidding instrument was as antiquated looking as the shop. It’s dark wood glistened, well polished. It had a handle wrapped with leather for gripping securely, and the paddle itself was about four inches wide and eight inches long; it’s cool surface was capable of warming a naughty posterior, covering quite a bit of flesh with one stroke. I imagined it would burn dearly. I recalled when my father had taken me across his lap; at times, he used the smooth back of my mother’s hairbrush and that was always the worst. I would have much preferred his hand. I wondered if Geoffrey guessed my fear of this dreaded paddle, though for the moment he was not paying much attention to me, as he was preparing for Miss Wills.
 
   Geoffrey slid a chair across the floor, placing it an open area large enough to accommodate his needs.
 
   “Julia is joining us this afternoon Miss Wills, she needs the same treatment I give to you,” he informed her. “And for you my dear, I think an audience would be appropriate.” There was some unspoken meaning in his voice. 
 
   I wondered about the cause of her punishment, what had made Geoffrey so stern and cold.
 
   The girl looked at him warily, though she didn’t resist. This wasn’t the first time. As he sat down, and he ordered her to turn around.
 
   “Raise your skirt,” he said, a rich resonate commanding tone in his voice.
 
   She raised her skirt revealing her long legs and a firm round ass, that was as naked as a newborn’s, pink white with just a few specks that looked like tiny bruises, healing from her last foray.
 
   I let out a little gasp. The reality of Miss Wills plight suddenly becoming very acute. I couldn’t believe what I was about to witness. I’d never been an audience, just a participant in the numerous spankings my father had seen fit to bestow on my rear end. The sight of those white round mounds of flesh, trembling as they waited, gave me a strange thrill. I wondered how I’d feel seeing this girl bouncing on Geoffrey’s lap. To my amazement my already churning body, churned even more. Was it desire or fear?
 
   “Over my knee,” Geoffrey ordered. I couldn’t believe how he’d changed, mild mannered no more! His eyes flared with a need all his own, as he guided the girl so she was lying squarely on his lap, her bare rear end poised and ready. She had an ample ass with lots of pink white to redden. 
 
   Geoffrey picked up the paddle making certain that Miss Wills was aware that he was about to begin, though the onset would be at his discretion, only when he decided he was ready. The wooden paddle seemed all the more ominous as he held it over her bare ass making that fateful decision. I watched as Miss Wills expectant bottom clenched and relaxed and then clenched again. Briefly, Geoffrey lowered the paddle to her rear, and allowed the smooth surface to caress her waiting posterior, then … . 
 
   Smack! the first blow stuck with a resounding crack. Hearing it reminded me of my earlier years, when that same sound engulfed me, as I tried to struggle free of father’s angry grasp.
 
   “Ow!” she cried. Her body jolted, her bottom quivered, her round mound already turning pink.
 
   Smack! Smack! 
 
   Several more in quick succession landed evenly over her fine rear end. Geoffrey worked intently, smacking her bottom all over, so that there was not one place where the wooden paddle did not land. 
 
   “Ow, ooooo, pleeeeses,” his victim pleaded, to no avail.
 
   Smack! Smack! 
 
   He settled into a regular rhythm of blows, covering again her bouncing jiggling bottom. She continued to struggle against it, but it was to no avail.
 
   “Ooooooo,” she pleaded. “Ooooo, please stop.”
 
   “I’ll stop when it’s time to stop, you’ve not even begun to pay for your insubordination. You’ll not even want to sit when I’m finished with you!” He was seething, I wondered what it was that had angered him so much?
 
   “Oh, please stop!,” she cried, “I’m sorry, I’ll never do it again.”
 
   But her pleas meant nothing. He continued to cover her rear several times, each time her ass glowing more brightly red, the crimson flame looked raw and painful, as he struck again and again. The pain would not go away for some time. 
 
   “Oh gaaawd!,” she whimpered, softly sobbing as he continued.
 
   I could see the grimace on her face as she endured each blow. I wondered if he’d ever stop. 
 
   Though after several minutes of his repeated blows, it seemed to change. It was almost imperceptible. Geoffrey’s fervor was no less, but Miss Wills cries were becoming less vivid, less sharp and pleading as if she’d reached some particular place where it didn’t hurt so much, or maybe the hurt was turning pleasing? 
 
   At that moment Geoffrey raised his hand and struck her all the more fiercely, his arm coming down with the paddle in unbelievable strokes. There were a half dozen sharp blows in succession that sent Miss Wills screaming, that brief lull when I thought her punishment was turning into pleasure, was over! Could I even begin to tolerate this abuse. Could I stand what Miss Wills endured, I’m afraid I’d struggle and kick and fight. Or would I?
 
   Geoffrey ended with several quick sharp blows. His victim cried out this time, with a screeching wail that pierced my ears.
 
   When he was done, the pained young woman remained over his lap for several seconds, no doubt to calm her churning, shaken body. When he set her on her feet again, he steadied her with his hand.
 
   “Miss Wills,” he said sternly, “can I expect your behavior is going to change?
 
   “Yes sir,” she answered without question.
 
   “No more talking on the phone all day?”
 
   “Yes sir.”
 
   “No work left for me?”
 
   “Yes sir.”
 
   “And no more rude remarks to our customer’s?”
 
   “Yes sir.”
 
   “And especially no taking “little” loans from my cash drawer?” He added this with a particular emphasis.
 
   “Yes sir, I’m dreadfully sorry.”
 
   “I hope you are, though I would imagine only your future behavior will tell us that.” She was sniffling, wiping the tears from her eyes. She looked well punished, well corrected for the long line of offenses Geoffrey had named, but oddly she looked incredibly erotic. Her full womanly chest was heaving, as if she were in the act of sex. Her trembling legs and thighs looked as if they were inviting Geoffrey’s attention. I couldn’t believe the picture of arousal she created in my mind. I wondered how aroused I might become after the same zealous treatment. I longed to be standing in her place.
 
   “Now, you can calm yourself in the corner, while I take care of Julia.”
 
   Miss Wills looked at him, the added indignity made her blush bright as her bottom in embarrassment.
 
   “In the corner,” Geoffrey repeated, “or I’ll start again.
 
   Miss Wills quickly scampered for the corner.
 
   “Now Julia, your turn,” Geoffrey said turning his attentions to me.
 
   It took a moment for his statement to register, I was so engaged with Miss Wills intriguing state of “body.”
 
   “What!” I exclaimed with my eyes widening, when I realized what he meant.
 
   “Your turn Julia,” he stated again.
 
   “I … I … . thought that I was just here to … .”
 
   “Do you really want to wait?” he asked me. I loved looking into his stern eyes, I stared at him for what seemed like hours, though it could only have been a moment or two. I realized that indeed I wanted over his lap, the paddle coming firmly down on my naked ass. But I was scared and speechless.
 
   “No… . . no,” I stammered.
 
   “Up with your skirt,” he ordered, his no nonsense manner taking over, where my fear left me trembling and hesitant.
 
   I waited too long.
 
   “Up with your skirt,” he repeated, this time more sternly.
 
   “I tugged at the hem of my tight skirt, raising it to my waist.”
 
   He looked displeased.
 
   “Next time, no panties, and no panty hose, take them off!”
 
   I blushed embarrassed, this perfect stranger watching as a removed my stockings first and then my panties. A curious, even erotic rush raced though me, remembering all the times I’d fantasized in bed at night this very scene, this very compelling, arousing, fascinating scene, as I stripped myself of the last barriers between my dominant master and my waiting body.
 
   If he was aroused I couldn’t tell. I only hoped he wasn’t aware of the dampness between my legs. I wonder if it had been arousing for Miss Wills too, or just punishment?
 
   Yet he had other things to attend to than my arousal. He grabbed my arm and guided me over his lap, taking great pains to settle me there exactly where he wanted me, so that I could not squirm away. The warmth of his legs while initially comforting, soon became as hard and unyielding as the paddle he was about to wield. I felt it momentarily caressing my rear, it was as smooth as it looked, almost comforting.
 
   SMACK!
 
   The first blow was a rude surprise.
 
   “Yeoow!” I cried. My bottom burned with just one stroke, how could I take more?
 
   SMACK! A second blow landed squarely on the other cheek of my bottom, my twin mounds with twin pains.
 
   SMACK! A third blow landed directly on the first, compounding the sting.
 
   “Yeeeoww!” I cried again. “Oh please no!” I protested.
 
   “You need to be firmly spanked Julia, you’ve waited too long!” he said, as the paddle came down again and again, peppering my bare bottom with smack after smack.
 
   “Ow, oooo my god, please stop,” I pleaded. I didn’t know how much I could stand.
 
   “I’ve only started with you,” Geoffrey insisted. As he continued, my arms and legs flailed in protest, though it didn’t seem to matter what I did. He was far stronger than I imagined him to be. When I tried to put my hands back to protect my burning rear, he grabbed them, and held them to my back, so I couldn’t move them, and there was no way I could struggle free.
 
   Smack! Smack!
 
   “Pleeeese!” I cried. It was useless to protest, he was far too intent to stop at my command!
 
   The paddle burned, over and over on the same burning flesh, I’d be red for days, how could I have done this? Why, my anxious mind raced with terrible regret. As the strokes continued, one after another I could only think of how fast I could run from this place and this horrible paddle, and this dreadful man. My eyes welled with tears, my protests fell on his deaf ears. But much to my astonishment, there was a curious sensation happening in my loins; the stinging fire dulled … perhaps I was becoming used to it, perhaps I was getting numb; or perhaps I was becoming aroused - in the same way I’d briefly seen Miss Wills. It started in my loins and spread through my body. I was red hot! 
 
   There was pleasure in the paddle whacking my rear end, it hurt like hell, but when he paused I waited expectantly for the next smack to fall. I couldn’t believe what was happening. My hips were grinding against him, did he know it was arousal, or did he think it was pain that caused my wild gyrations? 
 
   My cries changed too, into whimpers, and then indeed the blows began to mellow, I could tell that he was slowing down, the wild fury dwindling away.
 
   They mellowed until at last they stopped. And as he’d done with Miss Wills, he waited while I caught my breath. As heavy as I was breathing, he was breathing heavily too. My salty tears stung my eyes, one dripping down my face I tasted as it ran into my mouth. He pushed me off his lap, steadying me as I stood before him… well torn apart, my skirt still hiked, my stockings and panties half on my feet, half off, my blouse pulled loose, my hair a mess.
 
   “Lower your skirt,” he advised. The kindness in his voice returned.
 
   I complied without thinking, thankful that he’d thought of it first. He was still a gentleman in the end.
 
   “Tell me what you feel,” he said.
 
   My heart was pounding, my head was swimming, my legs were trembling and my ass was burning. All of it, every bit of it was glorious feeling. 
 
   “I don’t know what to say,” I answered. That was the truth.
 
   “Would you rather have waited?”
 
   “No, no, not at all,” I answered, I felt so peaceful. 
 
   “Go home and feel it in you loins, look at your blushing ass, and let your hand run over your raw skin. See how it feels then. Don’t diminish this in any way, my little submissive. And come back to see me next week, you are in need of many more vigorous spankings.”
 
   I suspected he was right. But I had so little to say, I wasn’t sure what all this meant, this punishment, this arousal, this curious relationship I had with this man I hardly knew. He called me “his little submissive.” I liked that. I looked at him gratefully, for having opened up this need in me. The thought of him taking “matters into his own hands again”, thoroughly excited me. I was glad that he demanded my return, even though I knew by next week, my fears might rise to block my journey to his shop.
 
   “Next week,” he said again quite firmly, so I had no questions in my mind.
 
   “Next week,” I mimicked back. 
 
   At home that night I looked in the mirror as he’d ordered me. By then the red of my bottom had faded to a pale pink glow, though I could still feel a slight heat, and the tenderest places had settled into a subtle soreness that I felt when I moved just the right way.
 
   I wished I’d seen my rear right after it was over, as I’d seen Miss Wills fiery bottom glowing in the corner of Geoffrey’s back room. I wondered if there would be bruises or marks the next day. I could only wait and see.
 
   That day changed my life; from one of wanting, to one of realizing my great need met. I could see contentment in my eyes, my agitation was less apparent. And when I lay back on my bed, my hand immediately found the sweet moist place between my legs, another need was clamoring to be filled. 
 
   In my head I ran pictures of the spanking, seeing Miss Wills red bottom bouncing on Geoffrey’s lap. I imagined what it might have looked like seeing my own bouncing there too, Geoffrey’s firm swats with the wooden paddle reddening my posterior. As my mind created the images, my fingers played, deftly finding just the right places where the sensations were the most rich. With an abrupt jolt, my body began to explode with all the stored energy of the day surging to be released. 
 
   My mind raced further, to the pictures of Geoffrey as my dominant, taking charge of my aroused body, his hands not just the instrument of punishing blows, but the instrument of my deepest pleasure. As my fingers played, so too played the pictures of Geoffrey fondling me after a thorough spanking, his hands kneading my bruised rear, his fingers finding all the right places, where my own were now briskly rubbing.
 
   It wasn’t long before my body spasmed, I couldn’t hold back any longer, though the erotic dreams in my head wanted to play out their thrilling conclusion. I wanted to see the final pictures, what would happen in the end… . I wanted to see what wild sex Geoffrey and I would fashion from the savage heat generated by my punishment. Never had such exuberant rushes flooded me through, never had my hips and my thighs heaved with such exquisite sensation, never had my puss pulsed and grabbed and cum with such bright abounding jolts. If only it had Geoffrey’s sex to milk! 
 
   Once the ecstatic rush was over, my fingers rested on my private places, gently fondling the tense heated folds, wet now with a flood of juicy cum. 
 
   My mind, my body so satisfied, I realized that my life had been missing an important element, the one I feared and loved the most, the spanking!
 
   When I saw him weekly in his shop, he repeated the “treatment”, each time bringing on the same wonderful flood of arousal that occurred that first time. I loved it, and my nights after were pleasantly spent reliving the episode in great detail to the satisfaction of my pussy; my weeks between my sessions were spent remembering the last and in anticipation of the next. Each punishment went deeper, and so too the ensuing physical satisfaction. But even more important to me, the bond between Geoffrey and me became more dear. I cherished looking at his face, whether stern or soft. I thrilled to his hands and their commanding authority over me, whether it was from the hearty blows to my ass, or from guiding me to the door after our session was over. A quick and complete intimacy had developed between us, I wondered if I were falling in love, and yet … we’d never made love, we’d never even talked as just friends. It was too absurd to consider it love so soon.
 
   He must have sensed my feelings for I noticed a considerable change during my fifth session. That time, Miss Wills remained in the outer part of the store, while Geoffrey and I went into the back room alone. And instead of pulling the paddle from his cabinet, he sat directly in his straight back chair.
 
   I looked at him puzzled.
 
   “After all our sessions are you deciding to resist now?” he asked.
 
   “But … ?”
 
   “Don’t question me, raise your skirt.”
 
   “I pulled my long wide skirt to my waist.”
 
   He noted the garter belt and stockings and my naked rear. I’d complied with this order earlier that morning, when he called to tell me he wanted me without panties all day, just as a reminder of what was to come.
 
   “Over my lap,” he directed.
 
   “I complied, I had no idea what would happen if I didn’t. And I didn’t want to find out, though there was this tempting notion to try sometime.
 
   Smack!
 
   His hand came down on my bare rear end with an enthusiastic sting! Different than the paddle it was more intimate, more personal; though the harsh smacks commenced with the same intense fury that he used with the paddle. In fact I don’t doubt that his strokes were even harder than those with the that wooden instrument, the pain rising quickly as one bright sting on top of another had me reaching my limits in mere seconds.
 
   “Oh, my god please!”
 
   He paused just a minute, but only so he could continue again, with repeated slaps that burned and stung, until I couldn’t stand it.
 
   “Please stop!” I yelled.
 
   And he paused, as he heard my pleas, though it would be a while before he’d stop altogether.
 
   Again a burst of smack after smack drove the pain higher still, but as he continued I found, just like the other occasions, there was a switch when I could feel my body begging for the next flurry, as if we were on an unending journey to the stratosphere of pain and pleasure.
 
   I wanted it to stop, and then I didn’t; though I was grateful when he finally did, panting, crying, I was too filled for any more. This time when he stopped, instead of a paddle resting on my rear, it was his hand. His palm was hot but comforting; and as it rested there he began to play, to knead my well punished flesh. The effect was like taking hot coals and spreading the fire so that everything that surrounded it was touch by the scorching heat. His hand played with my ass, with my thighs, and the tender places between my legs where my juices flowed and my hot-fired sex was throbbing. 
 
   Yet he was careful, he didn’t tread on that sacred ground for long, I’d have wait, it was not yet time - I could hear those thoughts rattling in his brain.
 
   Then there was just tenderness, the soft stroking of his hand. And then pulling me to my feet, he stood himself. This time he was quiet with me, no directions, no commands, nothing. I wondered what that meant.
 
   But as he was leading me to the door, my rear still flaming hot, I could tell he had something else to say rather than the usual brusque send off.
 
   “I’d like more time with you Julia.”
 
   “More time to spank my ass?” I asked meekly.
 
   “No, more time to get to know you.”
 
   I brightened in my passive, submissive state (where I always was when he was finished with a session). He’d said the most important words in the world to me. I responded, agreeing to a date the following night. 
 
   We spent next evening at a cafe together, eating cracked crab and sour dough bread and some delicious salad, but I could hardly think of food then. We were absorbed in conversation. He listened well, and I listened to him. There wasn’t even the thought of spanking, or his dominance, or my submission, though there was an understanding, a tacit agreement that we both accepted. It played out in little ways in the way he treated me.
 
   When he walked me to my door, I wanted to invite him in, my mind already imaging a lusty roll about my bed, but my instincts decided that it was Geoffrey’s move to make, that first erotic coupling. He gave me no indication that it was time. Kissing me pleasantly on the mouth before he left, I watched him as he sped away in car, longing for more. 
 
   When it came time for my next session, I entered the bookstore with a different attitude. Though I knew Geoffrey had disciplined many women in his life, he told me so, and he was continuing with his rather parental relationship with Miss Wills, I knew that he had no special love. I realized it could be me that would fill that place. I read that in his face, his eyes, and his tone of voice. The affection that seemed so natural when we first met and had developed over the weeks, was something very real and personal. All this gave me special cause to dream just what a more permanent relationship with Geoffrey would mean.
 
   It would certainly not be boring!
 
   With the idea of his hand smacking my rear end a constant companion to torment me, life with Geoffrey would be one of constant expectation. My curious need for submission to his will would be with me each day, not just for once a week. Even if we didn’t practice our special secret every day, it would taunt me deliciously every hour. I imagined life like that would be very sweet. To have my agitation and stress and turmoil relieved by the Geoffrey’s spirited spankings, and to have his tender affections thereafter, I could certainly live happily with that!
 
   “Good evening,” he said, as he held the door for me. He’d opened it before I had a chance to turn the knob. As I moved inside, I thought I noticed a peculiar glint in his Geoffrey’s eye.
 
   “Hi,” There was something different about the shop. It seemed peculiarly empty, looking around, I noticed that we were by ourselves.
 
   “Miss Wills?” I questioned.
 
   “She’s gone for the day,” he said.
 
   “Oh!” 
 
    
 
   Alone! With Geoffrey! The possibilities flooded though my loins and heart.
 
    
 
   “You ready for your session?”
 
    
 
   “I am,” I said, my loins already tingling, though that little ounce of fear and dread was flooding through them too. It would hurt like hell, and that was never something I really looked forward to, it was everything thereafter.
 
    
 
   “I have a present for you,” he announced.
 
    
 
   “A present?”
 
    
 
   He handed me the long narrow box that had been sitting on his desk. A pink bow held it together. I carefully undid it the ribbon and it dropped to the floor. Opening the lid, I pushed the tissue paper away and inside, to my mixed horror and thrill, I found a razor strap and a red rose.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to the depths Julia, this will help take you there.” Looking in his eyes, he was already in that dominant place, that altered personality that normally rose when we went from his outer shop to the back room. It startled me its suddenness, rising abruptly here in the middle of his shop. He had something unique planned, I knew that in an instant.
 
    
 
   Instead of leading me to the back room this time, he led me to the stacks, to a ladder he used to reach books on the top shelves; it leaned against the cases at an angle, comfortable enough to climb … and for other things, it was soon made clear.
 
    
 
   I stood looking at the ladder imagining all sorts of things, but waiting for Geoffrey’s move.
 
    
 
   “Hand me the strap,” he instructed.
 
    
 
   Reaching into the box, I pulled out the leather. It must have been nearly three feet long, what a compelling piece! The rose remained by itself amid the tissue.
 
    
 
   “The rose?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “For later,” he said. 
 
    
 
   I accepted that, though just looking at his two gifts side by side in the box, I was reminded of the contrast and the similarities between the two. The soft leather, the soft petals. The harsh stings of the strap against flesh, the harsh pricking of the rose thorns. The beauty of the rose, the coarse severity of the strap… .
 
    
 
   “I want you totally Julia, not just a little part of you,” he said. 
 
    
 
   I’d hoped to hear those words from him, but with that cold steely edge they took on a whole other meaning. 
 
    
 
   “You are a fine submissive, you have it in your blood, just like I have my dominance in mine.”
 
    
 
   I listened to him carefully, the commanding energy streaming from his voice and loins was arousing beyond comprehension.
 
    
 
   “I want this relationship permanent, I want it complete, and I sense your devotion to that idea is as real as my own.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know if I should speak. If I should, I wasn’t sure what to say. Was this a proposal of some binding contract, of marriage … or what?
 
    
 
   “I want to punish you when I will, everyday if I choose, or not for weeks, if I choose that. I want to be in every corner of your life - not just these weekly sessions. And I want you to submit because you want to, because you need to. I want you to become my perfect submissive.”
 
    
 
   “Oh God, I’m never perfect Geoffery,” I blurted out. To relieve the tension probably, though it was the truth. I was trembling almost uncontrollably.
 
    
 
   “Then I can punish you for your haughty, wanton, feisty ways, if that’s what you need. Don’t doubt I’ll do it.”
 
    
 
   I looked at him, so stern, so honest. Wasn’t this everything I’d been imagining? Wasn’t this the bliss my dreams had showed me? 
 
    
 
   I turned around, without being asked.
 
    
 
   I knew what he wanted, he didn’t have to say it.
 
    
 
   I raised my skirt and tucked it into the waist band. I spread my legs and leaned forward to rest against the leaning ladder. It was his plan.
 
    
 
   Another sensation, and another adventure in our altered state of physical passion - the strap - was to me the ultimate in pain, in punishment, in submission. 
 
   My heat, my heart and my body were ready waiting to begin.
 
    
 
   I heard the sizzle first, the strap snapped, but not against me, against the floor. I cringed before it landed on the bare wood, and was cringing still when I heard it hit, and was cringing seconds later when the second sizzle and snap landed a blow against my ass.
 
    
 
   “Oh Gaaaaawd!” I cried, in one long lingering bellow.
 
    
 
   “A dozen Julia.” I heard him say. “Now count,” he demanded.
 
    
 
   The idea of concentrating on each blow enough to count, was contrary to my desire, there was no way I could count I thought, so I was silent.
 
    
 
   “Count!” he demanded again, and the strap struck my ass with another resounding blow. “I start counting only when you start to count. Twelve! Begin!”
 
    
 
   I wondered what dastardly deed had caused such incredible treatment, yet I loved the thought of it, and the sensation that the strap sent through me soared and mingled with all the other arousal so I was raging with desire and need, for more, for sex, for my hands between my legs, fingering my cunt, for his hands.
 
    
 
   “One, please,” I cried meekly.
 
    
 
   Snap!
 
    
 
   My body jerked. “Ooooh Gawd!”
 
    
 
   “Two please,” I cried again.
 
    
 
   Snap!
 
    
 
   My cry lifted into the air.
 
    
 
   “Hush!” he said, not angrily, “you can’t cry loudly out here my dear.”
 
    
 
   “Three please,” I announced again.
 
    
 
   Snap!
 
    
 
   The strap roared through the air, and coming down on my lower rear, it wrapped around me rudely with a biting sting to my side. My cry was acute, as if I hadn’t heard his admonishment for quiet. But he said nothing, waiting for me again.
 
    
 
   “Four please,” I said firmly, knowing that this would not be over until all twelve of the dozen strokes had landed squarely on my ass. 
 
    
 
   Snap! I jerked. I wondered how I appeared to him, so submissive before him, compliant with his wishes, my ass bared, my body laid out for his complete control.
 
    
 
   “Five please,” I said, we were half way there.
 
    
 
   Snap!
 
    
 
   The strap stuck, though I wondered if this time, it were not less vivid that the other blows.
 
    
 
   “Six please,” I said. The flood of tears that had filled my eyes was disappearing, whatever was happening with Geoffrey or with my body, I knew that this was not the pain I’d had before; it was easing in it’s fierce bite, allowing me to feel not just the pain, but pleasure seconds after, as the heat spread throughout my ass and thighs.
 
    
 
   “Seven please.” Even my voice was less strained, the welcome blow sent tingles through me now, not pain.
 
    
 
   I wiggled, feeling the throbbing between my legs. My sex was raw with need, and each blow now seemed only to heighten the feelings in my puss, as if there was some direct line between my ass and my cunt.
 
    
 
   “Eight please.” Would I be satisfied with twelve, maybe by then I’d want more.
 
    
 
   “Nine please.” 
 
    
 
   Sizzle. Snap! This blow struck harder than the last few, as a reminder of the pain. “Yeeeow.” I was surprised, expecting another soft stroke. He was reminding me that he was still in command.
 
    
 
   “Ten please,” I whimpered lightly, the tears were coming back.
 
    
 
   I heard him sigh, almost as if he were weary. I wondered what was in his mind, I certainly knew what was in mine.
 
    
 
   “Eleven please.”
 
    
 
   This one was almost light and without saying “twelve”, the last blow landed directly after the one before; and this one was almost as sweet as a tender caress.
 
    
 
   Where the dozen stripes had descended on my rear, his hands followed. Where the stings were turning to bruises, and the flaming heat was descending into the tender folds and valleys of my private prize, his hands caressed. His deft fingers challenged all the stored power, opening it to release and let go, so it could flood me fully, swim over me, take me and explode.
 
    
 
   His hands between my legs played with the moist center, he was preparing me for entry.
 
   I could sense his clothes changing, perhaps his pants lowering though I couldn’t see for sure. My eyes closed, it didn’t matter what I saw, only what I felt.
 
    
 
   When I felt his cock press against me, it was warm and hard, it’s own need surging and insistent. His hands grabbed my punished ass on either side, to steady him as he hit the mark with a penetrating thrust.
 
    
 
   He groaned deeply, the first real sign of satisfaction that I’d heard from Geoffrey; it was a welcome sound.
 
    
 
   He grabbed my waist, and thrust again.
 
    
 
   Though I’d not seen his prick before, I could tell it was long and thicker than I was used to; but the full feeling pleased me. Knowing I was to be completely and thoroughly taken, made me squeeze against it eagerly. I bucked back on him, waiting for him to thrust again and again and establish a rhythm that would take flight.
 
    
 
   But not yet. He was content to move his prick slowly in and out, allowing the head to push against the door anew each time. The effect was amazing. Those tender folds massaged with a skillful awareness of female need, I churned on him loving it though wanting even more.
 
    
 
   His hands massaged my ass, bearing down on it with a delightful zeal, knowing how my gasps and cries were from where he’d just made the flesh so tender with the strap.
 
    
 
   “You sweet bitch,” I heard him whisper. The vulgar sentiment, was exactly what I loved to hear in the heat of a good screw. He seemed to have all the right tricks up his sleeve, the ones that made me jerk and buck and wiggle against him for more, the ones that made my mind reel with more excitement.
 
    
 
   He began to pulse inside me, to move more rapidly, and finally in rhythmic gesture, pulling in and out and in and out with a lusty abandon.
 
    
 
   I heard his groans, next to mine, such savage music!
 
    
 
   I loved the way he thrust against me, the way his hands controlled my ass, the way he reached underneath and manipulated my swollen lips.
 
    
 
   “Oh god!” the cry was strictly pleasure.
 
    
 
   He was cumming fast, his thrusts taking over everything. I couldn’t wait for the roar, for the explosion; I wanted nothing more that his loins against my sore ass, slapping his thighs where it still burned and his final pleasure as I milked him dry.
 
    
 
   “Aaaauggh!” he bellowed. “Aaauggh!”
 
    
 
   I moved up and down on him naturally. It was my delight to please him so! I churned against him, pulsing hard, as his orgasm peaked, and then gradually died away.
 
    
 
   He held me tightly in my place for a long time, his cock still pulsing in me as the sensations ceased, his hands still firmly hanging on to my well used bottom. I relaxed as best I could against the ladder.
 
    
 
   When he finally pulled away, he turned me around. His arms swung around me, holding me as I stood on my feet. He knew my thighs were trembling from the vigorous workout, that I was exhausted and spent, but he wanted one thing more and wouldn’t wait until later.
 
    
 
   The red rose came out of no where. He used it to tickle the inside of my thighs. It felt cool and tender. With the rose first and then his hand he caressed my own soft places, and as he carefully fondled me in his arms, I came to my release gently and easily, not with the fury that I’d know all those nights of secret bliss alone; but quietly, peacefully, my whole body resting against his, submissively giving into the need that was rushing through me. It was different than I expected, and thoroughly satisfying.
 
    
 
   There was a big overstuffed easy chair in the small office at the back of the shop. He led me there and set me down, the rose in my lap, the strap at my side on his desk.
 
    
 
   We’ll hang it here he said. He was already pounding a nail in the woodwork with a hammer he’d pulled from his desk. He was planning to hang the razor strap in clear view of anyone entering this office.
 
    
 
   “But won’t people ask what that’s for?” I said.
 
    
 
   “Of course and I’ll tell them it’s yours, and your mine, and that’s the way we both like it.
 
    
 
   I picked up the rose and smelled the pungent fragrance. He was right, I thought, I belonged to him and this little play of harsh and soft belonged to me. And that’s the way we both liked it.
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