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   Mac manages to get a job as a graduate research assistant to Dr White, an attractive older woman who conducts special research in a secret basement location of the university. Mac later discovers the true nature of the research - he learns that Dr White is studying the effects of spanking young women - and even better, he gets to participate. To start with, he is only allowed to listen to the spankings, but as time passes he is permitted to watch them on tape, and later he gets to administer spankings - some of which lead to the release of sexual tension. He becomes quite the expert spanker, quickly getting to grips with hand, paddle, hairbrush and tawse, just a few of the implements used in his dream job. And when the opportunity arises he indulges in a private and unauthorised session with his favourite girl on the project - although he later discovers his 'private' session wasn't as private as he'd thought! Eventually Mac and his favourite girl are taken off the research program, and he discovers a very surprising fact about her.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



I had just moved to a new college for an advanced degree, and since my funds were limited I gratefully leapt at a job as a graduate research assistant. My first meeting with Dr. White was slightly embarrassing since I was ten minutes late. My flimsy excuse was that her office was deep in a maze of storage rooms in one of the outlying buildings, and it took forever to find the stairway to the sub-basement. As I was nervously trying to justify my tardiness she held up a hand to silence me.
 
   "No need to explain, young man. Consider this your first challenge and you succeeded. Most people don't even know this floor exists. I found this space a few years ago and while I keep a small office in the department for student problems, this is where I do my most interesting work and the remote location suits me just fine. It took some doing to get it the way I want it but it was worth it, don't you think?"
 
   I had to agree with her. After the trip through the dark and dingy hallways it was an oasis. It was actually a suite of sorts with beautiful wood paneling and marvelous oak furniture throughout. The front room had a nice desk, a couch for waiting visitors and a door leading to a storage closet. The main office was a true marvel. The desk was massive and had a large easy chair. Along one wall was a sofa that dwarfed the rest of the furniture. Not only was it long enough for a basketball player to stretch out and not hang off either end, but it was wider than any similar piece I had ever seen. If you sat on it and rested against the back, your knees would not reach the edge. It could easily be a very comfortable bed and I wondered how many times Dr. White had spent the night here. A door off to one side opened into a small lavatory complete with a shower. I was impressed. It was more like what you would expect for the president of a large company. The only thing missing was a penthouse view.
 
   As I sat there in awe of my surroundings, she reviewed my application and asked me a few questions. There were the expected inquiries regarding my previous studies and experience but there were a few that surprised me. Was I married? (No); did I have a steady girlfriend? (Sadly, No again); did I work out on a regular basis? (Yes); and the one that really got me asked if I was a heterosexual. For a moment I wondered if she was planning on making a pass at me. I guess I should describe Dr. White at this point. She was in her late forties and attractive in an older woman sort of way. Not my idea of a dream date, but if I had to make love to her as part of the job it wouldn't be too great a sacrifice. I assured her that I preferred females for intimate company and she made another note on her pad before standing up to shake my hand and offer me the job.
 
   My duties would be to maintain her files, run errands, and generally be at her beck and call as necessary. At her request, I did most of my work on the weekends, and if I showed up during the week she usually sent me on what I thought to be wild goose chases with the primary purpose of keeping me away for an hour or two. My suspicion was increased when I passed a fairly attractive young woman heading down the stairs as I was emerging from the bowels of the building. We exchanged smiles but where mine was all warmth and hopeful, hers was forced and nervous as she quickly scurried on her way.
 
   The folders I filed for Dr. White were curious also. They contained data which I had to enter into the computer. There were a number of fields which were only identified by number and the entries were in a code I couldn't make head nor tail of. Each file also had one or more envelopes sealed with wax so I couldn't see their contents. When I asked about her research project, I was gently but firmly told to be patient and not ask any more questions.
 
   This lasted a few more weeks until I made an unexpected visit to the office. I hadn't finished all my work on Sunday, so I came in early Monday morning to complete the data entry and filing. I had to use my key to get in, so I thought I was alone and was busy at the computer when I heard some sounds from her office. My first response was to open the door and couldn’t see what was going on, but I decided to investigate by ear first. I put my head against the wood and listened carefully. I heard Dr. White's voice and remembered her strong admonition that I was never to enter her office uninvited so I stayed at my post. There was that sound again. Someone was slapping something and with the accompanying gasp it sure sounded like a good hard spank. Dr. White was speaking again in a normal tone of voice so I assumed (rightly) that she was not on the receiving end. The spanking (and I was totally convinced that's what it was) continued for another five minutes. The gasps had turned to moans and muted cries as it progressed. Whoever was in there with Dr. White did not sound like she (it was definitely a she) was having a good time.
 
   When all I heard was quiet talking, I decided to make my exit before I got caught. I was almost out of the office when a new sort of slapping sound, much louder than before, preceded a shrill screech. I wasn't sure if the previous spanking was delivered by hand or not but there was no doubt this application was with a more substantial instrument. While that initial squeal sounded more like surprise than acute pain, it didn't indicate that it was a pleasant surprise. I was rooted to the spot as whatever was being used landed at least a dozen times before the recipient joined in the chorus. There was no gasp of surprise now, but loud vocal acknowledgement of each of the next dozen or so swats. When it seemed to be over, I quietly slipped out and hid in one of the nearby storage rooms. After a half-hour, I was beginning to think I had imagined the whole thing, when the girl I met on the stairway a while back came out. Although her face was freshly washed and showed no signs of the distress I heard from her earlier, she did rub her bottom vigorously as she disappeared down the hall.
 
   Dr. White came out a minute later and looked up and down the passageway. She said, "Mac, you can come out of hiding now."
 
   I shyly presented myself, and my first question was how she knew I was there. She laughed and said, "I didn't. I always say that after a session just in case you actually are hiding close by. It may sound silly but as you can see, it worked. Come into my office."
 
   What followed was a long discussion of her undertaking and my reaction to it. She was working on a paper entitled, The Effects Of Spanking On Late Adolescent Females. The subtitle was: A Comparison Of Sexual Responses Based On The Age And Gender Of The Spanker. Dr. White had hopes of finishing her research by the end of the year and presenting her paper at an upcoming conference.
 
   When I convinced her that I was surprised but not shocked, she smiled and said, "That's good, since I was hoping for your help in completing the study. Each of the files represents a different girl. All of them are volunteers, but for varying reasons. Some feel the need for continuing discipline from an external source, namely me, and some seem to find a sort of pleasure in suffering at my hand. One seems to think this will help her grade in my class, even though I have assured her it won't. I find it hard to categorize the others. Maybe it's the excitement of being part of a new area of research. Whatever the reason, I appreciate their dedication. If you hadn't stumbled on us today I would've told you anyway. It's time to move to the second stage of the project, which is why I hired you."
 
   She outlined my participation. First I would stay at my desk when the subjects arrived. This was to gauge their response to my presence, and knowing that I knew why they were there.
 
   The next week the embarrassment level would be increased. The way the furniture was placed, I could not see into Dr. White's office from my desk, but she would leave her door open so there would be no doubt that I was hearing everything.
 
   Week three called for me to be present as a observer but in an 'only interested in the academic aspects of the project' sort of way.
 
   The fourth week of my participation was when Dr. White intended to see her sub-title in action - remember 'A Comparison Of Sexual Responses Based On The Age And Gender Of The Spanker.' I was to be the other gender and a younger age. The sexual response business was an added bonus for me the last week.
 
   The finale would be me alone with the girl (or so she would think). After I performed the onerous duty of spanking, I was to provide what comfort I could and ascertain the level of sexual excitement my efforts (during and after the spanking) would bring out. Dr. White opened what I had been told was a storage closet, and showed me another one of her secrets. It was equipped with video recorders and monitors. She recorded all her sessions for later review and would be hiding in there, and watching me with the girls. There was an unspoken understanding that while I had a free hand in dealing with the girls, she would be close by in case she needed to interrupt and prevent me from forcing myself on an unwilling victim.
 
   I asked if should watch the tapes of the previous sessions so I had an idea of who was who and brush up on their reactions up to this point. With a motherly smile, she showed me where the tapes were kept, but cautioned that I only watch them in the office. She also broke the seals on the envelopes. Inside were essays written by the girls, describing their reactions to the spankings and a picture of their bottoms, both before and after each session. I quickly perused a few of them and was impressed by Dr. White's dedication. It looked like every subject would've had a very difficult time sitting for quite some time after the 'research'.
 
   She was understanding enough to leave me alone as I watched the tapes. Dr. White had a pretty fancy set-up. She used two video cameras and the tapes were synchronized on the playback device so you could watch the girl's facial expressions and see the impacts on their other ends at the same time. Her project had been going on for quite a while, and it took me the rest of the week and all day Saturday and Sunday to review the results so far. She made me promise to stay clear of the office when she had an appointment, until it was time for my first official appearance to the subjects, so as not to show her hand prematurely. I didn't have a problem with that, although I made it a point of being somewhere near the building to see the girls (I knew their schedules and recognized them from the tapes) as they entered and found myself looking for them on campus. Not being able to use the office as much as I liked limited my time with her preliminary research but it was just as well. Quite often I needed time to, uh, recuperate after viewing some of the tapes.
 
   I'll admit that I found the sight of the girls receiving their spankings fairly erotic, but their initial interviews where Dr. White outlined the procedures they would follow were interesting also. She told them that the study called for the girl to undergo numerous spankings spaced out at one a week. Most would be nothing more than a clinical exercise with little or no emotional stimulus, but there would be a few sessions involving role playing where the young lady would have to present herself as if she had been sent to Dr. White to be punished for real or imagined misbehavior. All meetings would start with a hand spanking and would involve the use of various other instruments associated with corporal punishment. The hand spanking was necessary as a warm-up to properly prepare their bottoms for the real spanking. Dr. White cautioned them that in order for the study to be realistic, the use of those implements would, of necessity, be rather painful. By way of encouragement, she added that all sessions would be in the privacy of this remote office, and they would have ample time afterwards to use the shower or otherwise compose themselves before returning to the outside world. During the week between sessions, the girls were required to write their impressions down to be included in their files.
 
   You may notice that Dr. White neglected to mention that she would be observing their sexual responses or that a well built, virile, handsome (ahem) man would be taking an ever increasing role.
 
   After Dr. White's limited explanation she would leave them alone. This was the fun part to watch. Regardless of why they were taking part in the experiment, every one of them squirmed as they thought about what they were signing up for, and either stood up or raised themselves on the chair to rub their bottoms before signing the paper.
 
   Once that was accomplished, they would go immediately into the introductory spanking. While maintaining a professional air, Dr. White told them to pull down their slacks and bend over the arm of the large chair for their first picture. Usually, there was a nervous giggle or two and reassurances given that their faces would not be in the photograph as the older woman drew various styles of panties down for her (and my) first look at the focus of the project. My boss would reiterate that this first time would only be a hand spanking. However, it was not a few light swats. Dr. White took this opportunity to demonstrate her prowess at this seemingly less severe form of punishment, and to make sure they understood that the project was going to require serious dedication and involve more than a little discomfort. Only one girl called a halt to the proceedings after a few minutes and said she couldn't go through with the study. The others took the full dose and as the video and the after-spanking pictures showed, they were quite red and very sore.
 
   Dr. White would leave them alone to recover and use my desk to write down her observations. (I couldn't see this on the tapes but this is what I was told.) There were many variances, but the common theme of the post-session activities consisted of a slow rise and hands repeating the rubbing I had seen earlier. The major difference being that before it had been in anticipation and now it was done with a definite purpose. I did not see one face that wasn't streaked with tears and needed the assistance of a washcloth to become presentable again.
 
   As for the girls, there were various shapes and sizes and ages represented. Some very plain looking, some pretty as a picture, some short (one very short) and some a little taller (one about six feet tall). The shortest one was downright tiny. She probably didn't weigh more than 90 pounds soaking wet and one or two were a tad on the heavy side, but when they were bent over and getting their rear ends attended to, they were all beautiful. They ranged from eighteen-year-old freshmen to one twenty-three year old Master's degree student.
 
   The spankings in the second session tapes were again done over the arm of the chair, but there were a few significant changes. First, the sessions started with Dr. White reading the girl's essays and discussing them. All the girls reported that the spanking had hurt, but not unbearably, and a few reported that they found themselves spending more time at their studies. The next difference was that the girls took full responsibility at preparing themselves and shoes, socks, slacks and panties were removed entirely. I was a little confused about one thing. I could see why they took their shoes or sneakers off since most of them wore slacks or jeans too tight to slide off over them, but why did Dr. White require them to take their socks off also? She explained that it made the partial disrobing more of a ritual. Furthermore, while taking them off was a fairly innocent process it was the 'official' start of their preparations and made them more compliant about finishing the job that was going to lead to an embarrassing and painful experience.
 
   As I watched the recordings I began to understand. Once they were barefoot there was a subtle change in their attitude. Almost every time (that week and in the weeks that followed) they would wait a second or two with their toes wriggling on the thick carpet before taking a deep breath and removing their slacks. Another moment to let the inevitability of the coming session to sink in, and the panties would follow before a quiet and introspective young lady put herself over the chair for her pre-spanking portrait. The warm-up hand spankings were slightly shorter, but still managed to get a decent glow from their pale (but only at the beginning) rear ends.
 
   Then there was the big difference. The girls were allowed to stand and rub themselves while Dr. White fetched a small paddle. All but one accepted the paddle when it was offered to them to hold. The exception shook her head and immediately turned and put herself into position to feel it applied as it should be. The others did the same after a moment or two to get a sense of its heft in their own hands, before returning it to the strong armed woman who would use it very effectively.
 
   With the aid of the videos I was able to understand some of Dr. White's coded entries. In this case P25C7 meant she used the paddle twenty-five times and the subject cried out on stroke number seven. The tallest and the shortest girls lasted the longest at P25C13. Some of them had an additional comment such as P25C7H19 which meant she put her hands back to protect herself at the nineteenth swat. Dr. White would calmly tell them to move their hand and would continue. Interestingly enough, there was no threat of retaliation if they did not comply, but obedience was assumed and given. During the third session (with a wooden ruler) one poor girl had the following: WR25C4H8H9H10(HT)(PS-1). She cried out on the fourth, put her hands back on the eighth, ninth and tenth and agreed to have her hands tied to the legs of the chair for the remainder. The meaning of the last part eluded me until I watched the tape of her session. She met with Dr. White on a Monday and it was obvious from the moment she bared herself that she had been recently spanked. Further explanation was that her parents still believed in corporal punishment, and she had received a well-deserved dose of their discipline the day before. Dr. White offered to reschedule her later in the week, but the offer was refused even after Dr. White told her that she would not lessen the amount of the scheduled application of the ruler. Given those facts, it's easy to see why she was overly sensitive. She was suffering more than normal after the preliminary hand spanking, and the unyielding wood must have been agonizing. Perhaps it is a testament to her resolve that she agreed to be made helpless so she would have no choice but to accept the complete regimen. The picture of her rear end after the session was worth a thousand words, and I heard every one of them on the tape. Each word was a variation on, "Ouch," but not one of them was a plea for mercy.
 
   By the way, since the girl only went home on weekends, Dr. White changed her normal session time to Wednesday for two reasons. First it gave her a chance to recover from family discipline so her reactions during the study would be entirely the result of Dr. White's efforts. Secondly, it gave her a bottom a rest, in case it was the guest of honor for a welcome home party given by dissatisfied parents.
 
   The fourth session was the first role-playing exercise. The girls brought a piece of paper describing the 'crime' they had committed which earned them a trip to the school disciplinarian. It was interesting to note that the handwriting on most of there 'confessions' seemed less bold and self-assured than the way they wrote their essays. After a discussion about the previous week's exercise, Dr. White would read the extra paper. The acting on both parts was not bad. My mentor would slowly bring herself to visible anger, and the girl would begin to squirm nervously as a mock but very stern lecture commenced. The penitent would wring her hands or stare at the floor and, in all cases, meekly apologize for her 'misbehavior', before the order to strip. Some of them caught on to the full meaning of that command immediately, and others had to be verbally chastised for disobedience when they stopped at removing the clothes below the waist. Regardless of when they understood that they were to be entirely nude, there was an almost universal wide-eyed look of surprise bordering on shock. Nevertheless, not one of them voiced an objection. I played a small game with myself as I tried to predict how they would complete the task. Would they do it boldly and quickly, or be shy and self-conscious at displaying all their charms to this woman? Past experience of watching these young woman in their previous sessions was no help, and I was often wrong in my prophecy. Be that as it may, the position of both cameras (and judicial use of the pause control) gave me some very good views of these charming lasses.
 
   It was usually about then that they realized the large chair was not in its normal spot, and had been replaced by a solid straight backed chair. The clinical detachment had given way to a more intimate connection between the spanker and the 'miscreant' and the naked girls were placed over Dr. White's knees. There was (as Dr. White suspected in her preface to the study) a noticeable shift in the dynamics. While a casual observer would note that the hand spanking was no worse than normal, the girls thought (or acted like they thought) the punishment was more intense. Even the most stoic of them were in tears before the hairbrush was brought into play. Each had an 'H' entry in the comment, but only one. As soon as a girlish hand moved to prevent or deflect a blow, it was firmly grasped and held in place at the small of the girl's back for the rest of the HB25-PSWC (Hairbrush for twenty-five swats, punishment scenario) session.
 
   The WC referred to 'With Comfort'. After the spanking Dr. White's voice turned soothing and forgiving and nobody objected to her maternal hand gently rubbing some type of lotion on to their battered bottom. The final entry in the comment was either SR or NSR. Although the Sexual Response (or lack thereof) was noted, it was too early in the study to ascertain if it was because of the gender of the spanker, or due to some other stimulus. In either case, they all seemed to appreciate a platonic hug and the embarrassment (if any) of remaining unclothed was not evident.
 
   In contrast, the next session used the same instrument, but was labeled HB25-PSNC for no post-spanking comfort. Immediately after the last crack of the hairbrush on bare skin, the girls were sent to their feet and Dr. White left the room. Most of them stayed nude for a long time while they either stood in one place (while rubbing their bottoms) or walked in small circles. (One poor girl was so upset she sat in the chair but only for a fraction of a second.) When they put their clothes on (either immediately or after the 'I'm feeling sorry for myself' delay) it was a slow and dejected process. After five or ten minutes, Dr. White returned and not one of them waited more than a moment before throwing themselves into her arms with a renewal of gushing tears. Taken by itself, you might think it odd that a young woman would be happy to be told that she was going to spanked with a leather strap the following week, but it seemed a consolation for the girls to know it would not involve the punishment scenario.
 
   That was the week I discovered Dr. White's project. I didn't get around to the tapes of the girls going through strap week until the weekend. I saved the one of the girl I saw in the hall receiving her spanking till last, even though she was the first on the weekly schedule. It was interesting (to say the least) to compare what my imagination provided to the sounds I heard through the closed door to the actual events on the tape.
 
   This might be a good time to mention the delay between when I heard the last swat and her emergence from the office. Although Dr. White did not have a camera in the bathroom, she did take note of how long the girls spent in the shower after a session. Many times they used a lot of water and in Dr. White's (and my) opinion, the extra time was not just rubbing the soreness out of their bottoms but using their fingers to relieve other feelings spawned by the session. These notes were cataloged in the sexual response area of the file. Of special interest was how my presence was going to affect that aspect and, according to her schedule, it was time to add me into the equation.
 
   I was at the office the first thing in the morning. After receiving my instructions from Dr. White, I sat at my desk to act as receptionist and wait for our first visitor. The images of her struggling to maintain her position during the strapping were still fresh in my mind when she walked into the office. Needless to say, she was surprised to see me, and just as Dr. White predicted, she tried to act as if she made a mistake and was in the wrong office. I smiled and said, "Nonsense, you must be here to see Dr. White. She's expecting you, but she'll be a few minutes. My name is Mac and I'm her assistant. She just changed my schedule, which is probably why we haven't met before."
 
   The last line was true but it was Dr. White's idea to give them the impression that I'd been peripherally involved from the start, and hint that I had met the other participants, so she wouldn't be too embarrassed. It appeared to work, since she mumbled a soft greeting in response and sat on the couch. Neither Dr. White or I expected her to carry on much of a conversation and she didn't. Once or twice in next few minutes I caught her eye and smiled, and got a repeat of the forced and nervous look with only the slightest raising of the edges of her lips. When Dr. White came out to escort the girl into her private office, I noticed Miss Monday Morning looking at me, and then to the woman leading the way, as if she still couldn't believe I was still there. I gathered she was also considering the thickness of the door and contemplating its ability to muffle the sounds of the implement of the week, and her uncontrollable expressions attesting to its effectiveness. I could've told her it wasn't very good at keeping aural secrets, and besides, I wouldn't need to listen with my ear against the wood this time. As soon as the door in question closed, I opened the closet and rolled out the TV monitor and put on earphones. I was going to have a ringside seat.
 
   The first order of business was a question from the girl regarding me and my role in the study. Dr. White confirmed my statement about being her assistant, and added that my interest was in a professional capacity only, so there was nothing to worry or otherwise be concerned about. She said it in a manner that let the doubter know that the subject was closed, and she went right into a discussion of the previous session and having the girl read aloud her written account of her feelings about it. The return to routine calmed her, and she showed no embarrassment about revealing the intimate emotions she experienced during and after receiving the strap. I might point out that she, like the others, were including their sometimes erotic responses in their essays. As an aside, you might be interested to know that only three found the punishment scenario sessions arousing, and of them, two said those feelings were only after the session where Dr. White comforted them immediately following the spanking.
 
   The next thing on the agenda was to introduce the next implement. Actually, it was one they were already familiar with. The trusty hairbrush was brought out with the explanation that a comparison of her response to it in the clinical setting as opposed to over Dr. White's knee was necessary. After the traditional anticipatory bottom rub, the victim, uh, subject took her shoes, socks, slacks and panties off. (By this time in the study they were almost nonchalant about the necessity of the disrobing ritual.) There was an uneasy giggle as she said, "I hope that door is thick. I already know what that hairbrush feels like, and you always seem to get a better swing when I'm over the arm of the chair so I'm sure to cry out a few times."
 
   Dr. White said, "Don't worry dear, he won't hear much and if he does, it won't be anything he hasn't heard from this room before. Don't forget, he's as concerned about the success of this project as I am. Shall we get started?"
 
   I not sure all her fears were allayed, but the semi-nude co-ed shrugged her shoulders and turned to put herself in the familiar position. Supporting the sciences is one thing, but after Dr. White commenced the preliminary hand spanking, it became obvious that any potential value to the academic community this study may or may not provide, was not her immediate concern. Her face showed that the rising sensitivity in her hind quarters as a prelude to some serious pain occupied her thoughts. At the break she rose and did the obligatory sore bottom rub while Dr. White got the hairbrush. During the punishment scenario, the girls hadn't had a chance to hold it the way they did for the other 'clinical' implements. She slapped it on the palm of her hand, but more out of habit than need. As she said a few minutes ago, she already knew what it felt like connecting with her rear end. She returned it to its rightful user, and went back over the chair. The final score was HB25C6H19. For a moment it looked like she was going to put her hand back on the twentieth swat also, and need the assistance of the binding straps to maintain position for the next five, but she was able to withstand the remainder on her own. I might point out that while each swat number where the girl attempts to deflect the blow is recorded, only the first swat where she cries out is mentioned. Once the barrier of stoic silence was broken, almost every succeeding swat elicited equally pitiful lamentations.
 
   The video equipment was back in its hiding place a half-hour later when she passed through my office. I'm sure she wanted to get out in a hurry, but she was forced to remain while the man who she suspected had heard everything, confirmed her appointment the following Monday.
 
   The rest of week saw similar scenarios, except for the girl on Wednesday morning. She was the only one who shook my hand after I introduced myself, and said she was glad to meet me. The uncertainty shown by her sisters in suffering was nowhere to be seen. She was chatty as can be and talked about this and that while waiting for her turn with the good doctor. I had to chuckle when I listened to her tell my boss she thought I was cute. Almost as much fun was watching Dr. White try to maintain a straight face when she heard it. It wasn't until I watched the way she prepared herself for the hairbrush that I remembered that she was the one whose parents still used this form of punishment with her.
 
   On the Monday, she showed up sporting the results of her latest run-in with parental authority. Dr. White delayed the hand spanking while she discussed the nature of those punishments. All were delivered to her bare bottom (that was fairly obvious from the state of her rear end in the tape) and usually involved some form of additional humiliation. It might be a requirement for her to call whoever had been adversely affected by her misdeed, with an apology and description of how she had been spanked. On a few occasions, she was punished in front of non-family members. That was the case on the Sunday before her appointment with Dr. White. The living room was the standard place to correct her faults and the fact that her aunt, uncle and cousins were present was not a reason to even consider a change of venue. Nor did it waive the need for the implement of correction to contact unprotected skin. She admitted that it was (as you might assume) terribly embarrassing to remove her pants and panties (much the same as she does for her sessions with Dr. White) in front of her relatives. Even worse was knowing what they were going to see next. She was going to be further reduced from an embarrassed to be, half nude teenager to a bawling little girl with a rear end getting passed back and forth between her parents until the mere thought of sitting was agonizing, but that's just the way it is.
 
   I think she had the same attitude about my knowing why she was in the office, and her well-trained acceptance of the fact that I was probably going to hear her getting her third taste of Dr. White's hairbrush. Although she was used to getting spanked on one level, that did not mean she was inured to the point of not feeling the pain and letting her relatives, neighbors, and any graduate assistants within hearing distance know how much it hurt. One other thing about this girl. After her spanking that Monday she apologized to Dr. White for putting her hand behind her to protect herself. She explained that her parents would not have taken that action lightly, and while she had learned (painfully) to endure their punishments without interference, she forgot herself with Dr. White. She went on to say she appreciated the way she was able to receive the last fifteen swats without worrying about doing something foolish like that again. She then shyly asked that she be bound like that for all her sessions, and Dr. White agreed.
 
   And so it was this day. After she had been properly warmed-up and took the opportunity for giving herself slight and fleeting relief with the typical bottom rub, she was back over the chair. In a most respectful tone, she quietly asked for Dr. White to attach her hands to the legs of the chair and, believe it or not, she smiled in gratitude as she thanked the woman who held the hairbrush for immobilizing her. Then it was time for the hairbrush to do its work. Her coded entry later read HB25C4(HT).
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   The next Monday the girl from the hall was a little less nervous when she came in, but still didn't have much to say. In her discussion with Dr. White she said she was disconcerted at seeing me in the outer office, but had sort of accepted it as she thought about it during the week. I watched her preparations and still loved it every time I watched each of them remove the lower part of their clothing. Dr. White followed her plan. After the warm-up spanking, she said she had inadvertently gotten the wrong paddle and excused herself to get it from my office. (This week was long paddle week.) When she returned, she left the door between the offices open and moved to her normal post. As expected, the young lady with her bare bottom hanging out over the chair pointed out the lack of aural privacy. Dr. White chided, "Oh, don't worry. He won't mind."
 
   Before there was even the slightest chance to hear any further objection, she went to work. I was still watching on the monitor but I didn't need the headphones. Every solid swat and (after the seventh one) dismal sound of distress was echoing through the open portal.
 
   Once again, her departure was delayed as we played the, 'Let's see, your next appointment is 9:00 next Monday. Is that still an acceptable time?' game. It not only forced her to remain in the office with the man who had just heard her receive twenty-five hard spanks with a two foot paddle, but she had to look at him and carry on a short two-way conversation. I did more than confirm her normal time. I prefaced that comment by saying, "Dr. White is going to use a tawse on you next week. That's a heavy strap with the ends split into three pieces. It packs quite a sting, so you should plan on spending a little more time recovering." The business about her appointment was a not too subtle way of making her admit to me that we both knew she was going to be spanked again, and accept that I was going to be the one to arrange it. What she didn't know was how much more of a role I was to play in the future of this continuing study. Of all the girls involved, this was the one I wanted to get to know better, and had hopes that I might be a consistent fixture in her future for a long time.
 
   The rest of the subjects except two raised minor objections when the door was left open but only until the first or second time the paddle landed. After that, they either accepted the loss of some privacy, or were concentrating on the thing slamming into their rear ends. I'm not sure which.
 
   One of the girls who reacted differently to the open door was Wednesday Morning, the girl who was still spanked by her parents. She was bright and chipper as she came into the office. Apparently she had totally accepted me as part of the project, and was not embarrassed in the least to talk about it as she asked what special toy was just itching to visit her bottom. When I mentioned the long paddle she gave an humorous exaggerated shudder complete with unabashed and vigorous rubbing of her rear end. How she could laugh about it was beyond me, but I had to laugh with her.
 
   She went on to say, "My roommate in the dorm has something like that. She's pledging for a sorority and has to carry it with her everywhere, and every time her big sister spanks her with it she has to write the date and time and number of swats on the paddle. If anybody asks, she has to read what they call ‘The Spanking Log’ out loud. She's says letting people know even these few details about the spankings is worse than the actual event. Personally, I don't see what the fuss is about. You're Dr. White's assistant so I'm sure you know my parents still spank me, and I'm just as sure you heard me last week. The houses in my neighborhood are close together, so there's no hiding when I'm being corrected. And I don't know how many times my folks have made me tell people when I've been punished, so maybe I'm just a little more used to the fact that many of my spankings are sort of public knowledge. Anyway, I think she's lying about preferring that to the actual paddle. Last night there was a note on the door from her big sister telling her to report to the sorority house and to bring her paddle. That part was underlined and had the number 15 circled. From the look on her face I'd say she'd much prefer to read the log over a PA system rather than have another entry inscribed. I suspect if I ever pledge, I can expect the same, so it's a good thing if I get to know what it feels like. Today will be a learning experience."
 
   From the way she talked about herself, I assumed she had already accepted the fact that I was privy to all the records of the project, including her family history, so I asked, "What do your parents use?"
 
   She shared that they preferred using a strap. Actually they had a number of different sizes and thickness, depending on their mood or the level of punishment they thought would best serve their daughter's interest. They ranged from short and thin to an old razor strop. I'm sure she would've told me all the details of every spanking she had ever received had Dr. White not interrupted. I listened carefully to hear if she still thought I was cute, but my name wasn't mentioned. After the normal preparations and hand spanking, Dr. White opened the door. The helpless girl looked at it for a moment, but more out of curiosity than concern, and then got her 'learning experience'. When she stopped at my desk on her way out to check the schedule, she again used her hand to rub the sting and said, "If my roommate got upset about fifteen swats with a paddle, imagine how she'd feel about the twenty-five Dr. White just gave me. See you next week."
 
   The other girl that responded differently to my latest addition to the study was the smallest girl on Thursday Afternoon. Her arrival started out normally (for her). She was flushed with mild embarrassment to see that I was in the office again, and was very quiet as she waited. As she had done all week, Dr. White conducted the interview about the previous spanking and the young lady stripped below the waist and was properly reacquainted with the older woman's hand on her relatively tiny bottom. But after the door was opened, she continued her objections for six swats. I could tell Dr. White was really putting herself into her work, to make the girl forget the door, but to no avail. Then she changed the rules and I'm not sure who was surprised the most, me or the girl. The normal detachment between spanker and spankee disappeared, and Dr. White was getting angry. (Actually, she told me later it was all an act and a spur of the moment experiment as she improvised an variation of the punishment scenario.) She put down the paddle and said, "You're acting like a baby, and I've had enough of it. You're going to get spanked with this paddle and whether you like it or not, he's going to hear everything. What's more, you are going to take off every stitch of clothing, and we're going to start from the beginning again."
 
   I expected to hear a defiant rebuttal, but instead she started to comply. She stopped momentarily when she was reaching behind to undo her bra, as Dr. White lowered the boom. "When you've got that off you're going to go out there and ask him to come in here to watch you get the paddling you deserve."
 
   I couldn't believe she would obey, but on the off chance she did, I closed the video cabinet. Not a big sacrifice since I could see the part I missed when I reviewed the tape later. Through the open door I heard a bit of whimpering and a quiet, "Please, don't make me do that." Alas for the lass, Dr. White reiterated her command and I didn't need to review the tape to know the next sound I heard was that of firm but temporary merger of hand and bottom. A few seconds later a nude and contrite young woman said her first real words to me. "I'm sorry I've been so immature about you hearing me get spanked. Please join us and see that I'm properly punished."
 
   I had seen all of them without clothes on their rear ends lots of times, and twice totally naked (during the punishment scenarios) but only on video tape. This was my first view of one of them in the flesh and nothing but the flesh. As I looked at her, I remembered that she was one of the girls who volunteered for the study because she felt a need for external discipline that was lacking in her life. That explained why Dr. White choose this tack with her. She wanted to be told what to do. The other thing I couldn't help noticing was her nipples. Dr. White keeps the place rather warm for the comfort her subjects when they are half (or completely) nude, so cold temperature was not the reason I saw two twin bumps sticking out from her pert little breasts. They reminded me that this was also the one who found both punishment scenarios somewhat arousing. Her face was flushed with embarrassment when she presented herself to me, but when she saw where I was staring, it got even redder. As she turned for me to follow her back into the inner office, I saw that her cute bottom was much pinker than the rest of her (face not included) and wondered how long it would take Dr. White to bring both ends to the same color.
 
   There was nothing but total obedience as the girl went back over the arm of the chair and hung her head, waiting for the paddling to start anew. It was evident from her reaction that she thought 'start from the beginning' meant going back to paddle swat number one, and the repeat of the hand spanking was totally unexpected. When I refer to her reaction, I'm speaking of facial expression only. It quickly changed from surprise to dismay to acceptance, and ended in an unhappy grimace. As to the rest of her, I saw her fists clench and unclench before grabbing the legs of the chair, and while her bottom didn't have much excess muscle, what there was of it rippled and bounced back time and time again. She was in tears by the time the paddling restarted, and I really expected to see her reach back at least once, but she didn't.
 
   When it was over, she struggled to her feet to thank Dr. White and me for punishing her. After she got a maternal hug from the one who wielded the paddle, she looked at me. I held my arms out and we shared a similar embrace. The two hard bumps were still there, and I got a coy smile when she pushed against something else that had gotten rather hard. I had a feeling that she wanted to do a lot more than hug and I was already looking forward to when I got to spank her on my own. The plan called for me to provide relief after the spanking and I had a free hand (as well as other parts of me) to explore the extent of any post-spanking sexual feelings. I had no doubt that this little body in my arms was going to be mine for the taking.
 
   We left her alone to make herself presentable while we discussed how to code her visit. We decided on LP6XHSLP25C1 (?PS) for six with the long paddle, an extra hand spanking followed by twenty-five more with the paddle, she cried out on the first one and it was an unplanned punishment scenario.
 
   The following Monday my favorite walked in, and actually said hello in more than an embarrassed whisper. We made small talk for a few minutes and pretty soon we were laughing at one of my bad jokes when Dr. White made her appearance. She joined in our conversation and you'd have a hard time believing one of us was going to be a voyeur in attendance, while another was going to provide a long hard hand spanking before the traditional twenty-five swats with something more substantial, and that the third member of our happy group was going furnish the bare bottom. In honor of Mothers' Day (coming the next Sunday), Dr. White decided against the tawse she had planned to use. Instead, this week's spanking tool was a hefty wooden spoon.
 
   I was left alone as they went into Dr. White's office for their weekly discussion. (Of course, I listened on the headphones and watched on the monitor.) Then Dr. White said, "Last time you wrote that you were upset when you saw my assistant in the office, and were concerned about him knowing how I spanked you. Then you thought it over and accepted that Mac was part of the team. In your essay today you mentioned that the feelings of embarrassment returned when I left the door open, but again, with time to think about it, you realize there was nothing to be embarrassed about. He knows you're here to be spanked, and I can tell you why. You ought to know that he appreciates your volunteering to be part of my study as much as I do. Now I have a question. Would you still be disconcerted if I opened the door again today?"
 
   After a moment the girl answered, "I guess not. Are you going to? Open the door, I mean."
 
   The response was evasive. "Yes and No. How would you feel if he were in the room during the spanking?"
 
   She didn't need any time to think. "I'd be humiliated and wonder just what the purpose of this study really was. If you're waiting for my permission for him to see me half undressed and draped over that chair you're going to have a long wait. The answer is No!"
 
   Nonplussed, Dr. White said, "No, is not an answer to any question I asked. I wanted to know how you would feel, and I believe the real answer was that you would be mortified."
 
   She was corrected. "The word I used was humiliated, but mortified works just as well. Can we get started? I don't like where this conversation is heading."
 
   With a sweet smile that barely hid the iron will of my esteemed employer, she replied, "I'm not finished. This study is about how young women like you respond to corporal punishment. It is not just about how you respond when I spank you. For the research to be complete and honest, you should be spanked by someone else at least once. That's what going to happen next week, and he's going to be the one to do it. I'll be here watching so you needn't worry about him taking advantage of the situation or making any untoward advances, but he has to observe us today so he can better understand how we do things here."
 
   There was a short break while the young lady's mouth dropped open in speechless shock, and her eyes had the 'deer in the headlights of a car' look. Dr. White had just made it abundantly clear that I really was going to be present for today's spanking and would eventually get to perform the honors on this young woman's sweet naked bottom. Before words to express her horror could be spoken, Dr. White continued. "Additionally, this study covers more than just the physical effects of spanking. Remember our role playing? I know you didn't like the punishment scenarios, but you realized that they were necessary. Sometimes we have to do things we don't care for in the name of scientific exploration. Consider this another bit of unpleasantness if you want to, but in a way I'm glad you said you would be humiliated. That adds a dimension to the project that deserves careful observation. We'll both be watching closely and our two viewpoints will be an important part of my final presentation. Lastly, before he spanks you next week, you'll have the plenty of time to think about it objectively and get over any embarrassment about him, just as you have for the last two weeks. I think it's time to call him in and, as you so gracefully put it, get started."
 
   There was still one objection to be voiced but it was more of an inquiry than a protestation. I had to strain to hear her as she asked, "Will I have to read my essay for him, or have the kind of intimate discussion we normally do?"
 
   Dr. White was willing to give into the unspoken request and said, "No. It'll be just the two of us for that, just like today. He'll only come in to give you the spankings, but enough about next week. Don't take anything off yet. Wait until he arrives. He needs to see the whole routine. Are you ready?"
 
   I saw a barely perceptible nod, and put the video equipment away before going into the inner office. Our young friend was fidgeting, and the light-hearted banter from earlier was noticeable by its absence. I sat at the desk and with a nod from Dr. White, the girl bent to her first task. I'm sure she had taken her shoes off thousands of times but never at a time like this. Her nervous fingers got the laces tangled and knotted, and she ended up yanking them off. However, she was meticulous in folding her socks as if trying to delay the next step. Her eyes avoided mine as she turned around and stepped out of her jeans. I'll interrupt myself for a moment to say that after the first session or so, none of the girls wore the skin-tight slacks or shorts that were so popular on campus, since they would be putting them back on very sore bottoms. That made their removal all the more erotic to me. I had memorized each of their delightful curves and seeing them unveiled from such plain wrappers was a joy each time. Today was no exception. She was beautiful standing there in her panties, but only for a few seconds. With a rapid sweeping motion they came off, but she wasn't going to stand around for my pleasure. In a flash, she was over the chair and hiding what she may have thought was her most secret place, while one of her best assets was prominently displayed in all its pale and tremulous glory, while the before-spanking picture was taken. Seeing the preliminary spanking on tape is one thing, but even though my view of the proceedings was limited to only one end of her the real thing was much better. (I watched her facial expressions on the tape later.) Her bottom bounced and wriggled as the skin slowly increased in sensitivity, and was more beautiful with each none-too-gentle slap.
 
   Since one of the avowed purposes of my close proximity was for me to learn how to give a proper spanking, Dr. White kept a running commentary on her technique and paid special attention to the best way to make sure this particular girl got the most out of the experience. (I got a repeat of the same lesson quite a few times that week with minor variations, geared towards whichever particular girl was over the chair and never got bored.) Of course, hearing someone describe how your rear end is eminently suited for spanking, and being rather specific about how to get maximum results with a minimum of effort can be embarrassing. Especially when the rear end in question is also being painfully used as the demonstration. But mortification (or humiliation) was the other goal, and that was accomplished early in the game. The bad news (for her, not for us) was that it was going to get worse.
 
   The next level of shame was when the hand spanking was over. As Dr. White stepped away the girl sighed in temporary relief, while mentally steeling herself for the wooden spoon. What she wasn't prepared for was my hand touching her. Dr. White invited me to feel the warmth that had been generated, so I would know when to stop the hand spanking by gauging temperature as well as color. In keeping with standard procedure, the young woman was allowed (more like forced) to stand up for a short break. Normally they leap at the opportunity to rub the freshly spanked bottom, but this one seemed torn between giving herself some small relief and knowing what a show she would be providing me. The need for relief won, but at a cost. As I had seen at least once before, the subject was very red and flushed on both ends.
 
   Dr. White then asked if the girl was ready for her twenty-five swats. I've never heard anyone so eager to offer her bottom to the considerable sting of a hard implement, but in her defense, the sooner the wooden spoon was passed back to the older woman, the sooner the whole mortifying/humiliating affair would be over.
 
   She went back over the chair, and the crack of the spoon landing echoed off the wall. I could tell Dr. White was giving it her best. She was determined to bring the embarrassment to a higher plane and wanted the girl to break down and cry as soon as possible. Miss Monday Morning held her tongue until swat number seven. She may not have realized it, but I could tell the force of the blows decreased slightly. Dr. White's conspiratorial smile confirmed it. She was back to firm but not overly severe contacts. Her goal at making the young woman cry like a little girl during her spanking had been accomplished, and the barely lighter swats were just the right potency to keep the tears and vocal affirmations going.
 
   The cessation of the second spanking did not mean my study of the fine art of spanking was over. I had to complete my comparison of the heat radiating from them with that produced by Dr. White's hand earlier. There was a significant difference and I reveled in a second opportunity to feel that marvelous surface. Then there was the after-spanking picture. The poor thing had to stay in that shameful position while Dr. White gave me very detailed instructions on the use of the camera and let me snap the photo.
 
   Before the girl struggled to her feet for the traditional comforting hug, I returned to my place sitting behind Dr. White's desk. It wouldn't do to have her see just how much the show had aroused me. It was mildly embarrassing when Dr. White noticed it, but she was a professional and understood. I was able to rearrange myself in my pants before moving to my own desk. A while later she (the girl) emerged as fresh as a daisy to confirm her next appointment. Whether by chance or design, we both looked up at the same time and our eyes linked. I detected a sparkle and a hint of a smile as she said, "See you next Monday."
 
   I didn't mean it the way it sounded but I replied, "I'm looking forward to it."
 
   But you could've knocked me over with a feather when she cooed, "So am I."
 
   I really don't have the space or the time to tell you about each of the girls, but I'm sure you're curious about Wednesday Morning and Thursday Afternoon. In chronological order, Wednesday Morning didn't have a problem with me watching. I was no worse than others who had been present of her family punishments and after all, I was a part of the team. She didn't even flinch when I put my hand on her warm and then quite hot hind quarters. Apparently, when she was at home, it was quite normal for those not directly involved in applying the straps to be invited to explore this area as if seeing her gyrations and hearing her cries were not enough to convince them she had been punished properly. Since this also was meant to be an added incentive for better behavior on her part, she was required to make the invitation. While she was normally completely open regarding her punishment experiences, she uncharacteristically blushed as she told us this. Of course, this aroused our curiosity and we asked her about it with the caveat that she didn't have to tell us if she didn't want to. The blush remained as she agreed that, in the name of scientific research, it was important for us to know more about her familial disciplinary sessions.
 
   She began, "I'm not going to tell I like getting spanked. I may've given you the impression I blithely bounce into the living room when they're mad at me, but that's not the case at all. It's true I accept their right to punish me as they see fit, but that doesn't mean I don't get scared stiff every time I see them getting out the straps. I never think to be thankful that it's just going to be the three of us until I'm sent for them when company is present. Notice the not too subtle difference. They say it embarrasses them to punish me in front of other people and it's only 'fair' that I should share in the embarrassment too. It's not enough that I'm going to be half-naked before, during and after the spankings. By the way, that's only if I'm lucky enough to be wearing slacks of jeans. If I'm wearing a dress or a long blouse, that has to come off too. Can't have anything blocking the path now, can we? So what if I'm only wearing a bra. One thing I've learned. I have a few really sexy ones I like to wear, but it's better to be safe than sorry so a good, 'old-fashioned cover as much as you can' bra is the best choice when I'm home. Anyway, my loss of modesty is a given, and as I said, that's not sufficient humiliation under the circumstances. After I'm properly attired for the event, I have to get the tools they're going to use and give everyone chance to hold them while I put the chairs in their proper place. I know I keep interrupting myself but I have to say that while I don't much care for the spankings you give me, I'm willing to go through with the study. What I really mean is that you don't know how much of a relief it is to come here where everything is all set out and all I have to do is bare my bottom and concentrate of the spanking itself. Even with him here today to watch me, it isn't as bad as baring myself for their spankings with an audience at home. But that's not the worst part. I have to wait until the straps have been passed around and listen to everyone tell me how formidable they look and how much they're going to hurt (as if I didn't already know). Invariably, one of them will ask for a better look at the target so I have to turn around and bend over. When the last visitor has had their fun I can finally collect the straps and pass them to the proper authorities. By then I'm more concerned with the pending renewal of my bottom's acquaintance with those things, and I've gotten over most of the embarrassment of how little I'm wearing and who is watching. My folks believe that mild spankings have no place in their style of discipline, so the spankings are about the same whether there's anybody to watch or not. First a good healthy dose from Mom before I change partners and Dad gets a chance. Then it's back to Mom for her encore and one more time with Dad for the finale. You know, just a normal spanking."
 
   I was about to say that what she described didn't sound like any normal spanking scenario I had ever heard of, but it was apparent she was getting to the point of her story and I chose not to interrupt her.
 
   She continued, "Usually it pretty much ends there, and I stand in a corner with their handiwork on display and that's another thing - I really appreciate it when you let me rub some of the sting out. As you can imagine, that's a definite No-No in my house. However, I was talking about what happens when we're not alone. I still have to stand in the corner with my hands well clear of my bottom, but not right away. The audience now becomes critics. First of me and my behavior, so they echo the lecture I got from Mom and Dad. I already feel like pond scum, and listening to them berate me is not helpful. Of course, that's only my opinion; everyone else thinks pointing out my faults is essential to my upbringing. They always end by pointing out how lucky I am to have parents who love their daughter enough to give her the discipline she needs, and aren't I grateful for it. Who are they kidding? Grateful to have my rear end on fire? Do they expect me to agree? Since the question is always asked before I've gotten up from Dad's lap and he still has a strap in his hand, you bet I agree. That's when I have to ask them to look and feel my bottom to see if they approve of the extent of my punishment, and they get to play critic again but this time they're not judging my behavior, although I certainly wish that were the case. I can count on at least one or more of them finding a place that didn't get enough attention and dear old Dad is ready, willing and all too able to correct the situation. So you can see why I really appreciated your professional and scientific manner."
 
   Our professional and scientific manner was put aside for a moment as we both gave her friendly hugs before she left.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   You may remember that the Thursday afternoon girl had already had the honor of receiving her spankings while I was in the room. Her essay and interview with Dr. White was interesting. She candidly admitted to finding last week's session very embarrassing, more than a little painful, and very arousing.
 
   In her words, "You made me strip entirely for one of the other sessions and I could see you were mad, so when you told me to take all my clothes off I wasn't too surprised. One of the reasons I come here is for discipline, and I didn't question your order at all. What really flabbergasted me was when you told me to go into the other office and get him when I was naked. What's more, I know I pleaded with you not to have me do that, but only once. Part of me knew what you were doing was just a continuation of my punishment, and I needed it. I thought I would be totally humiliated, and I was, but not as much as I expected. As soon as I realized I was going to obey you, I started thinking about how he would react to seeing all of me. That got a completely unexpected reaction on my part. I felt scared and sexy at the same time. I think he noticed too. That was really embarrassing but it got me even more aroused. You gave me a really good spanking (which I deserved) and I forgot about him for a while. But when you stopped I remembered that he was there, and I couldn't believe how turned on I was. I'll tell you a secret about your assistant. When he hugged me I could tell he was ready for action too, if you know what I mean."
 
   Dr. White chuckled, "Yes, I think I do. Now a question. Why were you so aroused? Was it because you were naked with him or because he was watching you get punished?"
 
   The girl thought for a moment before answering. "That's a good question. I've been naked with guys before, but usually we've doing stuff to get us both in the mood, so to speak. I don't think standing in front of a stranger with nothing on would normally get my juices flowing, so it must be because of the circumstances. Maybe I'm a closet submissive."
 
   My boss responded, "That's a possibility. How do you think you would react if he joined us in here again today? Not as part of any punishment, just to observe the normal sort of spanking I've given you before as part of the study."
 
   Again, there was a moment of consideration. "Would I have to strip like last time?"
 
   "Not completely, but you would have to take off your jeans and panties. We'll follow the normal routine."
 
   I saw a slight nod of agreement, and Dr. White gave me just enough time to get the TV away before she poked her head out and asked me to come into her office. Our little visitor was as nervous as most of the other girls, and although she was not showing me anything she knew I hadn't seen before, she was cute and shy as she removed the necessary clothing. Dr. White chose not to give me the full running commentary during the spankings. She was trying to keep the girl's embarrassment to a minimum for purposes of comparison to the previous week, although in keeping with the charade that I was there to learn, I did get to feel the warmed-up bottom. During the between spanking bottom rubbing interlude, the girl kept her back to me but did look over her shoulder once. My aloofness faltered when she smiled at me and I returned the silent greeting.
 
   The application of the wooden spoon was enough to get a few tears but no significant cry of pain until the nineteenth swat. She let us know the last six hurt as well.
 
   Before the required after-spanking picture, I once again had my hand on her significantly warmer rear end. Unlike the other girls who showed some renewed or enhanced embarrassment by this, she moaned as if my touch was meant to be soothing. Then she was free to assuage the sting herself. It was interesting to note the way the other girls did this. Some of them stayed on the chair until absolutely necessary to rise, gather their clothes and head to the bathroom. Others stood up but kept their backs to me and the few that turned in my direction quickly realized I was seeing more than a red bottom and hurriedly put a hand over their crotches before spinning around again. This girl was different. She turned to face me and I saw that smile again while both hands stayed busy on her rear end. With a coy smile she tilted her head towards Dr. White and said, "I think it was the spanking. Would you leave us alone for a while. I think I need to discuss my feelings with him privately. Ouch!"
 
   That last word was due to a playful spank from Dr. White who said, "I think you need a cold shower, but I'm sure he appreciates the compliment."
 
   With a little giggle and an exaggerated sway of her small hips, my almost sex partner picked up her slacks and panties and disappeared behind the door.
 
   On a hunch, Dr. White hid in my closet when the girl was ready to leave. You would hardly believe it was the same person. The petite sexpot was now a shy and slightly embarrassed young lady. I said, "Doc had to leave. If you have time we could go back and put that large couch of hers to good use."
 
   She quickly shook her head and said, "No. I better go now."
 
   I pushed my luck. "That was a pretty naughty suggestion you made in there. Maybe I should take you over my knee and give you a spanking of my own."
 
   There was a noticeable hesitation. She was considering the idea seriously, but gathered her courage to defy me. "I know you're going to spank me next week, but that's just for the study. Dr. White is the only one who spanks me for punishment. But I'm sorry for the way I acted in there. I don't know what came over me. Good-bye."
 
   It was just as we expected: she was very aroused during and immediately after, but without Dr. White as some form of chaperone, she wasn't really ready for sex with a relative stranger. I suppose I should be glad our scientific assumption was correct, but it had been months since sex was not just a solo activity for me, and this was the closest I had gotten since coming to this university. However, that was about to change the next day.
 
   Friday morning is the last appointment for the week, and Dr. White has a class in the late afternoon while I stay in the office to catch up on the paperwork, filing, etc. There was a soft knock on the door and I was pleasantly surprised to see Miss Monday Morning. I should mention that she was the twenty-two year old Master's degree student. Only a few months younger than me, and you already know how I felt about her. I was a little tongue-tied and told her that Dr. White was not available. Her smile was warm, sweet, just a little shy and totally breathtaking as she said, "I know. She has a class, and then she keeps office hours in the other building. I didn't come to see her."
 
   I was as flustered as a kid in high school and said, "I see. Do you want to change your appointment? If Monday's not good for you we can find another time."
 
   She responded quickly, "No, Monday's fine but ..."
 
   It was comforting to see that she was befuddled a little too. I prompted, "Is there a problem?"
 
   She blushed a bit. "No, not a problem, per se. You told me she was going to use a tawse last time, and I have to admit I was a little scared. I didn't get much sleep Sunday thinking about it."
 
   I couldn't help interrupting, "Have you even been spanked with a tawse before?"
 
   She looked up in surprise, "Oh No. I got quite a few spankings when I was growing up, but not with anything like that. Mom was in charge of my discipline except when I spent summers with Aunt Helen. Now, there's a woman who knows how to spank. She was Mom's sister in more ways than one. My rear end wasn't safe from either of them, and they didn't need anything heavier than their hands to get me back in line. No, my limited knowledge of spanking implements comes from this project and some books I got from the library. One of them told about life in English boarding schools and there was a whole chapter on discipline, including the ways students, both boys and girls, were punished. The author spoke with great authority on the merits of various implements so I think he may've had practical experience giving and receiving. Apparently the cane was very popular. I assume he meant for the teachers, I don't think the students would've used that word. Anyway, it sounds like it was pure hell to get only a few strokes, and a dozen was considered a extraordinarily severe punishment. Judging from his description, I can imagine it was."
 
   She seemed to be getting over her embarrassment and continued. "In a way it was good to know about that. It made the things Dr. White used seem more bearable, but I guess that sounds silly."
 
   I said it was quite understandable and she continued. "I mean, it's not like I enjoy what we do here. As I said, I had never really been subject to that kind of treatment. I don't know why I volunteered, except that I have the utmost respect for Dr. White. Her first spanking was a vivid reminder of the ones I got when I was a teenager, but the next time, when she paddled me, I began to realize just what I had signed up for and started to have serious doubts. I almost quit, but I had given my word to complete the project and that was more important than a sore ... um, well, suffering a little discomfort. I'll admit my resolve was challenged when I found out you were her assistant, but you were also only concerned with the project, right?"
 
   She smiled with that question and I tried, unsuccessfully, to hide mine as I said, "Of course."
 
   She laughed. "Liar. Don't tell me you don't find seeing all these cute young coeds baring their rear ends in front of you pleasurable as well as academically interesting."
 
   I know my face was red as I laughed with her. "Guilty as charged, but college girls are nothing compared to a woman like you. If I had my way, I'd move your appointment to Friday and save the best for last."
 
   The blush that had faded during her previous discourse returned. "I guess I should take that as a compliment and be flattered. I've heard innumerable lines from guys trying to pick me up, but you're the first one to say anything like that. 'Hey baby, what's your sign?' is not nearly as original as 'I like the way you look with your bare rear end getting spanked with a wooden spoon'. Do you use that approach often?"
 
   We were both laughing so hard it was hard to find a suitable comeback. I finally responded, "Only on beautiful post-graduates who come here so I can spank them, and you're the only one I know of."
 
   Still giggling, she said, "Well then, I guess I am special, but sorry, I have a class Friday mornings and Dr. White is not available in the afternoon."
 
   I couldn't let that pass without comment so I said, "That's not a problem. I could conduct the research myself and report my findings to Dr. White on Monday."
 
   She simulated outrage and said, "Are you saying you would spank me without Dr. White here? What would prevent you from taking advantage of the situation and making untoward advances?"
 
   I responded as a dirty old man and leered at her as I replied, "Nothing, and you can be sure I would."
 
   She laughed again and said, "Now that's an interesting suggestion. Can I have two appointments? One for Fridays and still keep my other on Monday."
 
   I pretended to look at the calendar and said, "You're lucky. As it happens, I have nothing planned tonight, so we can start right away. Take your clothes off and we'll move to the other office."
 
   We both snickered and the way she leaned back in her chair told me she wasn't going to take me up on my idea, not that I expected her to. But she didn't let the subject drop entirely. "Sorry, I think I'll pass on tonight, but you'll get your chance soon enough."
 
   Her smile faded a bit as she looked down. "Speaking of Monday. That's the real reason I came here today. Remember that book I was telling you about? In addition to the author's opinion of the cane he rated the tawse right up there. He said each individual stroke hurt almost as much as the cane, but the application wasn't limited to a specific number of swats. According to him, it was the worst of punishments. It was always given on bare buttocks, and the receiver usually had to be restrained since the whipping, and that's the term he used, was so severe and took so long. His description was very graphic and when he said the recipient couldn't sit comfortably for days, it struck me as a gross understatement. Maybe it would've been better if I hadn't read that. None of Dr. White's previous spankings were anywhere close to what you would call gentle. She has a strong arm and knowing it would be wielding that thing for twenty-five hard swats was downright frightening. I was determined to endure it, but as I said before, I was scared. Taking my clothes off for my spanking with you watching would have been impossible if I had to get the tawse too. The fact that she chose the wooden spoon made me grateful enough that I was willing to go along with the program and be mortified."
 
   I almost corrected her and said the word she used was humiliated, but wisely kept my mouth shut and let her continue. "I have to know. Was the spoon instead of the tawse? I mean, did it replace it in the overall agenda, or has the tawse just been postponed? Never mind, maybe I don't really want to know the complete answer. What I need to know is if that's what she, I mean you, are going to use Monday?"
 
   She was looking at me again and I saw noticeable relief when I said, "I don't know if Dr. White intends to use the tawse before the study is through, but it won't be next week. We want to keep the variation from what had been the normal routine to a minimum. We'll be looking at your reactions to me spanking you for differences from when she did it. So she wants me to use the same short paddle she used at the start of the project. Feel better now?"
 
   She smiled. "It's funny. Up to a few months ago I couldn't even imagine giving someone permission to spank me, let alone use some of the implements Dr. White has introduced me to, and here I am doing it every week. The really crazy part is now I'm going to voluntarily take my pants and panties off so you use your hand and then a snappy little paddle on me, and Yes, I am relieved. Could I see it again?"
 
   She was talking about the paddle, and since Dr. White kept all her tools in her office we had to go there to fetch the object. As my newfound friend held the paddle she looked around the room almost wistfully. "I've never really noticed. This is a beautiful office, and very comfortable, unless you're in the position I'll be in on Monday of course. Here, hold this so I can see what you look like with it."
 
   I took the paddle and crossed my arms in my best 'stern headmaster' stance, which got a chuckle. I don't think she was really intimidated, but she feigned cowering in fear and pleading for mercy. Getting into the spirit of the act I said, "It's too late to ask for leniency, young lady. You've earned yourself a paddling and that's what you're going to get. Bend over the arm of that chair and keep your hands in front of you at all times."
 
   She went down on one knee and begged, "Please Sir. Not the paddle. It hurts terribly even when you spank me with it over my clothes. Isn't there some other way you can punish me?"
 
   That's when I realized I neglected to say anything about the usual removal of her pants which was an oversight on my part, but as it turned out, a lucky one. I put one hand on my chin and thought for a moment. She gave me a little wink and I decided to offer her an alternative. The straight backed chair Dr. White used in the punishment scenarios was against the wall. I moved it closer to the center and sat down. I tossed the paddle onto the easy chair and said, "I'll give you a choice. The paddle or my hand. If you decide on my hand it will be while you're over my knee and on your bare bottom."
 
   She moved to my side and smiled as she said she chose the hand spanking. The funny thing about her smile was it was one I recognized from other women I had dated. It usually meant something along the lines of 'Come here big boy and I'll show you a real good time'. At first I shook it off as just part of our little game. We were having fun being silly and flirting a bit in the process. I expected her to laugh and call an end to our diversion, and barely managed to keep my cool when she unsnapped her jeans, pulled the zipper down and slid them down till they fell to her ankles of their own accord. Did I say 'keep my cool'? It was definitely getting warmer, and words were hard to come by. When she kept up the 'sorry little schoolgirl' persona and asked, "Are you really going to pull my panties down?" the only thing I could say was, "Yes."
 
   Of course, the way she put it, I had no choice but to reach for the waistband of said garment. I was waiting for two things. One, for her to laugh it off, but that's what I thought she was going to do a moment ago and was wrong. That left possibility number two. She was really going to get over my lap and either ask me to leave her panties on or, if I was lucky, at least wait until she was in position before pulling them off her rear end. It didn't take more than a second of her silent waiting for me, to come to the conclusion that she had no objection to me taking them down while she was still on her feet. Neither of us said a word as I inched them lower and lower. Once they were clear of her hips I had to bend slightly as I took them all the way down to join her jeans. That put my face closer to where I could smell the unmistakable aroma of feminine arousal. As I guided her over my lap, her hand rested a moment on the unmistakable indication of similar feelings on my part. And that part was getting more unmistakable by the second.
 
   It wasn't the first time I had my hand on her bare bottom, but today there wasn't the shiver of humiliation/mortification I felt last Monday. Instead I heard the cutest cooing sound, and she shifted herself slightly. My brain was in a unbelieving haze, but I thought back to when Dr. White spanked her like this. After one or two swats, the older woman had the girls reposition themselves to put their bottoms into the perfect position for spanking. The glorious specimen on my lap was moving herself into that exact pose. She was telling me to go ahead and spank her. So I did.
 
   Not near as hard as the warm-ups Dr. White gave her subjects, but more than enough to get the area nice and pink. At the first sign of her trying to stand, I let her up. I rose, in more ways than one, with her, and our lips met for a fantastic kiss. She couldn't move too fast with her clothes wrapped around her ankles but we slowly shuffled our way to the couch. We broke free of each other while she took her T-shirt and bra off and I got rid of my clothes. She lay on the couch while I removed her shoes, socks, pants, panties and slid my hands up the same path those clothes had traveled down. Whether is was a result of the spanking, my caresses, or just me, I could've written a whole book on her sexual response. But that would only be the prelude to a volume on the many ways, gentle and athletic, to use Dr. White's couch, easy chair, desk and floor as locations to achieve mutual sexual satisfaction.
 
   Before we left the building we decided it would be best if we didn't see too much of each other that weekend since I had to maintain some semblance of objectivity when I saw her Monday. With her parting kiss she said, "I liked the way you spanked me tonight, but Dr. White will be expecting you to give me the full treatment and, to be honest, I will too. You must follow her example. The warm-up is for a reason. The gentle way you put a sting in my bottom tonight won't do. Give it to me as hard as she does, and don't hold back with the paddle. I know it's going to hurt but in a strange way, I'm curious to compare your technique with hers also."
 
   My final words to her were, "You may not have to spend Sunday worrying about the tawse, but don't think the paddle is going to be a picnic. You won't be sitting comfortably the rest of the day."
 
   She smiled and said, "That's the spirit."
 
   Apparently she still had that attitude when she arrived for her appointment. She leaned close to my ear and whispered, "Forget about Friday entirely. Remember, today I'm just a subject in Dr. White's spanking research, and I meant it when I said I expect your spanking to be as bad or worse than hers have been."
 
   I said I could never forget what had happened last Friday, but assured her I would put it out of my mind when it came to showing how well I learned the lessons Dr. White demonstrated last time. With a fleeting smile she said, "I don't know whether to be happy about that or not," and went in for her weekly interview.
 
   Of course, I watched, and while she admitted she found herself thinking about my upcoming spanking, she neglected to mention our Friday tryst. It's funny, given what we did that afternoon, that she said she was apprehensive about my giving her today's spanking, but I don't think she was kidding. After I joined them, Dr. White sat at her desk and announced that she was only going to act as on observer for the rest of the session, and told us to begin. For whatever reason, my friend was just as nervous during the preparations as she was last week, except she managed to get both shoes off without tying the laces into knots. During the rest of the week, I would enjoy the apprehensive actions of the rest of the girls, but I was developing special feelings about this woman and didn't take any pleasure from her embarrassment in front of Dr. White.
 
   As I promised, I was able to detach myself from these feelings when it was time to 'go to work'. The sound of my hands connecting with her bottom echoed off the walls, and she was sniffling and holding back tears when she rose for her first opportunity to rub her rear end. After the passing of the paddle, she was ready for round two. She made it swat number six before giving in to the need to let us know how effective I was. During Dr. White's use of the paddle, she cried out on number seven. I wasn't sure if I should be proud that I made her give voice to the pain earlier or not.
 
   When she came out of the shower and confirmed her next appointment, she whispered, "That hurt something fierce. I hope you don't think this is perverted, but now that the pain has subsided a little, I want to thank you. And that's not all I want. Can you get away for a few hours?"
 
   I kissed her on the cheek and said, "So much for us remaining objective during the project. I'd love to be with you, but we have to get ready for the next girl. But how about dinner tonight?"
 
   She responded, "Sounds great, but it'll have to someplace where I can eat standing up. You weren't kidding about making it hard to sit down today. Here's my address. See you at seven?"
 
   I smiled. "It's a date."
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   The next appointment was the very tall girl, and as I mentioned, I enjoyed the entire event with her. She's a bit uppity and aloof, but that didn't last long.
 
   I got the feeling Wednesday Afternoon would've been disappointed if I gave her anything less than my best. She was a little sexist in her opinions regarding spankers. Although her mother and Dr. White's efforts were nothing to sneer at, it was her father's hand holding the strap that she feared most. She considered it a male characteristic to give memorable spankings, and I did my utmost to prove her right.
 
   Thursday Morning was also interesting (which is not to say all the others weren't). Whether she was stripping partially or completely and getting spanked for punishment, or as an academic exercise, as long as I was in the room and especially when I was spanking her, she got very aroused. Her preparation was a real performance. Maybe because this was the third time I had been around when she wasn't decently covered, but in any event, she was no longer a shy little girl. She had a great show of wriggling and assuming provocative poses during the process. When she removed her panties she bent way over and thrust her rear end towards me. After they were gone, she stayed in that position, but put her feet wide apart as she did a few limbering up exercises and made sure I saw everything she had to offer. She tried to take off her shirt also, but Dr. White stopped her and got the cutest little pout in return. In exasperation, my boss realized this girl was not going to fit into the normal research routine, and decided to try another experiment.
 
   She said, "If you're determined to be nude I'm going to allow it, but not in the way I think you want. The last time you took everything off it was as a punishment, and so it will be today. But just like it was then, that will be only the beginning. Strip."
 
   The shirt and bra were discarded and there was a little less defiance in the way she stood with her legs clamped together and although her arms were at her sides she slumped her shoulders forward to hide as much as she could. That lasted until Dr. White moved behind her and used two binding straps to attach her wrists to the opposite elbows. This caused her diminutive breasts to be trust out prominently, or as prominently as they could, given their size. As the flush of embarrassment crept up the girl's neck, Dr. White said, "You didn't have a problem with him putting his hands on your bottom last week, and I have to assume your desire to show him your breasts is tacit approval for him to put his hands there and see their reaction to the spankings. We'll start with them. Mac, see if her nipples show signs of arousal."
 
   Our young pseudo-exhibitionist desperately struggled against the ties until the sharp command of, "Stand still" was obeyed. I'm certainly not averse to having my hands on female breasts, and these perky twins were most inviting, but I wasn't comfortable taking a liberty like that against her will. But in the name of scientific research, I forced myself. I was learning to expect the unexpected, so when my approach was not greeted by shrinking away but by leaning into my hand, it was no major surprise. Nor was the smiling face looking up at me or the two hard bumps on the small hills of flesh. I was catching on to Dr. White's methods, and as I rolled the nipples in my fingers, I said, "Just as you suspected. She's very aroused. This isn't a punishment at all. Perhaps we should compensate by giving her an extra long spanking."
 
   My proposal was met by a quiet moan from the girl, and I'm not sure if it was a hidden plea to be spared the spanking I suggested or the opposite; a pleasurable response to my tweaking and the thought of receiving her physical punishment from me. Regardless, the other woman moved the straight back chair away from the wall as she said, "I think it's a very good idea. Take her over your knee and spank her like a naughty little girl. I know you know how to do that."
 
   That last comment concerned me, but I let it pass for now, and carried my victim to the chair where I placed her in the proper position. True to my word, my hand was landing very hard and I was in no great rush. I was watching Dr. White for her signal to stop, and it wasn't until there were plenty of tears and two final swats that got the kind of screech we normally heard only after a few with an implement. We sent her to the easy chair and in answer to her complaint that she couldn't reach her bottom to rub the sting out, she was told she had forfeited her right to the comforting interlude. However, that did not mean her bottom was spared the feel-for-heat test or the verification that her nipples were still as hard as ever. So it was a very sore and totally uncomforted rear end that met the paddle. The comment on her file eventually read OTKHS-SP25C1HT (?PS) (MS) which meant she received an over the knee hand spanking, the short paddle for twenty-five swats, cried out from the first and it was an unplanned punishment scenario with a male spanker.
 
   When the paddling was over, we had our charge stand for another nipple test and the tear streaked girl leaned into my hands again. Then the observer wanted to know if the girl was wet. Since her legs were open it was a simple task and a small change in her position to put this area into my hand was added assurance that she found punishment an erotic experience. When I reported my findings the real test of Dr. White's hypothesis began. She said, "Last week you asked me to leave you two alone. I assume you had more than verbal intercourse in mind. Do you want me to go today?"
 
   The lithe body in my hands stiffened. Just as we thought, she was more into the idea of being aroused as long as she didn't actually have to do anything about it. Dr. White's presence gave her the safety net she needed, and she pulled away from me as she shook her head. But Dr. White wanted more. She spoke again. "Well, in that case it seems we finally found a suitable punishment for you. Mac, it looks like we're going to have to keep her tied a little while longer and maybe give her another spanking, but I'll leave that up to you. I'm going to be in my other office if you need me and I'll be back in time for our next appointment."
 
   There was no doubt the entreaties we heard were genuine. She was scared, and if Dr. White's plan was to get the girl to admit her limitations, it was successful. She begged, "No, Please No. I need you to stay here. I'll take another spanking if you think I need one, but don't leave me alone with him."
 
   Dr. White pushed the issue. "Don't you want to have sex with him afterwards? That's what I thought you said last week."
 
   With tears of shame, the response was, "I know that's what I said. I was really turned on, but I was just kidding. I'm scared to be here alone. This is where I get punished, and only by you. Regardless which one of you actually spanks me, I know you are the one truly in charge of punishing me. Please stay."
 
   A nod from my boss, and I undid the bounds. The girl rushed into Dr. White's outstretched arms for a much needed maternal hug. That's when the professor's plan began to fall apart. Between sniffles, the naked nymphet started a request that shocked all of us. "Would you spank me over your knee. I know it'll hurt, but I need it."
 
   Somewhat flustered, the older woman agreed. "All right. Let's go to the chair. Mac, would you leave us for a while."
 
   The special request didn't stop at receiving a spanking from her selected disciplinarian. Silence reigned after she made the full extent of her desire clear. "No. I want him to stay. After you've spanked me I want you to order me have sex with him. I want you to hold me down on the desk while he ... does it."
 
   Flabbergasted doesn't begin to describe the look on Dr. White's face, and I'm sure my disbelief was evident also. However, after a moment Dr. White grabbed the girl by the arm and dragged her over the waiting lap. Slaps and cries filled the room and intermixed with the piercing wails of despair were words of truth. I'll condense her dialog to the essence. She was sorry she challenged Dr. White. The present spanking was hurting her more than she expected. She had only offered herself for extended punishment to shock us, and hadn't really meant it. The present spanking was still hurting her more than she expected. She was a virgin and wasn't ready for sex. The present spanking was hurting her much more than she expected. She was sorry she cheated on her test for Dr. White's class. (That got an extra dose of heavy hand.) And finally, wordless acceptance of the punishment she was receiving.
 
   I left the two of them while I went for sandwiches, so Dr. White and I could have something to eat before our next appointment, and the girl was gone by the time I returned. My boss commented that we had all learned a few things this morning, and chuckled as she added, "But at least you and I can sit down."
 
   After a few more bites she said, "By the way, I don't know if I ever mentioned that I invited a guest lecturer to take my class last Friday. I didn't mean to spy but when I came back here and heard you in my office, I turned on the cameras. I must admit, you two were rather energetic. Don't blush. She's a pretty woman and you both qualify as consenting adults. The question is how your relationship fits into our study."
 
   As she noticed, I was blushing and said, "I don't think what we have is anything you could call a relationship yet. We were attracted to each other, and Friday night just happened."
 
   Dr. White gave me a motherly smile, "And your date Monday night. Did that just happen? And did you find a mutually agreeable activity that did not require her to sit? Never mind, that's none of my business, but if you get any redder I'll put you on my sandwich in place of this excuse for a tomato. My concern is how you are going to respond to the rest of the girls in the study. You're going to be alone with them next week, and the plan was for you to see how aroused they became, and I thought I made it clear that you were free to act as you think the situation warrants. I hired you because you looked like a strong virile fellow, but if you think you'll have a difficult time providing a comforting service because of an attachment to a specific girl ..."
 
   I held up a hand and said, "There's no need to worry. We're not at the stage where there's been any sort of commitment. We're both free to date as we please. In fact, she's going out with one guy on Friday and another on Saturday. But I'm going to ask for one small favor. Just in case something serious clicks when I spank her, can we move her appointment to Friday?"
 
   Dr. White smiled and said she would arrange it. Just about then, the door opened and our next appointment arrived looking so sweet, shy, and delectable.
 
   Time seemed to drag the following Monday morning. I kept looking at the door and expecting to see the woman who usually arrived for her appointment at that time. For the last three Mondays I started my week by watching (either on the monitors or in person) and, as of last week, delivering her spanking. I was torn between disappointment and eager anticipation. It was best that I put her out of my mind, as I was going to spank a number of young girls in the next five days, and had to be ready to provide, um, comforting services as necessary. I didn't need thoughts of her casting a shadow on my libido. Besides, she wasn't gone entirely. Dr. White honored my request to save this woman for last, but she didn't want to disrupt the other subject’s schedule, so she changed her appointment to right after lunch on Friday. That way Dr. White could watch us from the video closet during the spankings and, if things went as I hoped, quietly leave us alone when she went to teach her class.
 
   But, back to Monday. The morning wasn't wasted. Dr. White let me in on a little secret. First I should mention that I have a class immediately following the Tuesday afternoon appointment, so I never saw what happened after the second spanking. At her suggestion I made arrangements to miss that class this week, although until that moment, I didn't know why. As normal, she recorded everything but transferred the extracurricular activities to another tape and erased it from the original, which is why I'd never seen them. She explained the situation and said I would have an additional duty. Then she let me watch the tapes so I would have a good idea what to do. I'll tell you more about that later.
 
   Dr. White had told all the girls I was going to give them this week's installment also, so it was no surprise that Monday Afternoon (the tall girl) eschewed a verbal greeting in favor of a polite but 'grimly determined to go through with it' smile. I had done a good job paddling her last week, and I got the feeling she wasn't looking forward to today's spankings. As I mentioned, she was normally a bit aloof anyway, but her uppity attitude was not evident. It's hard to put on airs in front of the guy who's going to watch as you ceremonially remove the major portion of your clothes and then present your sacred bottom for not just one, but two spankings.
 
   Dr. White's original plan was to be 'gone' for the entire session, but just about all the girls expressed the same concern I first heard from Monday Morning a couple of weeks ago. Although they agreed to let Dr. White's male assistant spank them as part of the study, they were strongly opposed to sharing their essays and special feelings about the sessions with anyone but her, and especially not me. So I had to be content with watching and listening on the monitors until invited in for the unveiling. As always, that's something to watch. It's even better when you're in the room and seeing their faces and ineffectual attempts to hide as much as possible as each item is removed. In this case I would've needed a hammer and chisel to get anything between her thighs. She had them tightly pressed together as she took tiny steps and modestly put herself over the arm of the chair. Her whole demeanor said, 'I may have to offer my rear end to your punishment but I'll be damned if you're going to see anything else.' Of course, what she didn't know was that, with the aid of two cameras, slow motion and pause control, I'd already seen absolutely every inch of her, and had studied the images of her statuesque body intently.
 
   The other change in Dr. White's plan was for her to stay during the warm-up. Since that was not limited to a specific number of swats, it could be too frightening for the girls to be alone during a spanking where I had complete control on the length and severity. She waited until the girl was on her feet, facing us, and holding the wooden ruler I was to use, before she made her exit. She had a button under the edge of her desk that made the phone ring. She answered it and carried on a one sided conversation that gave the impression that there was some sort of crisis in her department, and she had to leave. This girl led the way (most of the others did about the same) in reaching for her clothes as if the session was over. I loved the looks on their faces when Dr. White nonchalantly said, "Don't be silly, why waste a warm-up spanking? Mac is going to give you twenty-five with the ruler, and he doesn't need any assistance from me. I trust him to take good notes, and he and I will discuss your spanking later. Now, give him the ruler and get back over the chair."
 
   The girl uncertainly passed the implement to me, and stayed standing until Dr. White left the office and we heard the outer door close. Her awareness of her semi-nudity seemed to be magnified now that it was just the two of us. When she first stood up for the between spanking rub and jiggle she kept at least one hand covering her pubic hair, but in her surprise at the turn of events, she had forgotten her modesty and moved the hand not holding the ruler to her mouth and moved her feet apart to steady herself. All of a sudden she realized how exposed she was, and quickly spun around and put herself on the chair. She held her thighs together tightly during her first spanking but now they were welded shut. They stayed that way, but not for the entire spanking. Although she didn't cry out until the twentieth swat, she had been squirming to better absorb the pain since the eighth, but by the sixteenth she had moved her feet apart to brace herself against my onslaught and give herself more wriggle room. The arm of the chair is just about the right height for the average girl, but not for her. In order to keep her feet firmly planted on the floor she wasn't resting her torso on it as the others did. The combination of her raised bottom and ever increasing gap between her legs was exposing the very area she tried so hard to hide earlier.
 
   When it was over and I took the required picture, I put the camera on Dr. White's desk and returned to the chair. She was still in position, but both hands were busy rubbing the bright red skin. I added one of mine to the enterprise in order to increase the soothing effect (Yeah, right.) and said, "I know it hurts terribly, but I can't tell you how much your support in this study means to Dr. White. We both admire you for your courage. I'm sorry the spanking had to be done, but it's over now. Does this help?"
 
   The 'this' I was referring to was my hand rubbing and squeezing gently, especially on the lower portion of her rear end. She was still sniffling but managed to say, "Yes, thank you."
 
   I could just imagine Dr. White sitting in that little room and nodding to herself as she wrote on her notepad. Step one of the post-spanking plan was complete. For step two, I kept my hand in place but moved to her side and put my other one on her shoulder muscle. As I started to knead the tension I said, "I'm sorry. Where are my manners? You probably want to be left alone. I'll go into the other office so you can get cleaned up and dressed."
 
   I made a small motion as if I was going to leave, and step two was satisfactorily completed when she said, "No. Stay here. That is, if you don't mind?"
 
   I said I didn't mind at all, and the shoulder massaging hand moved to stroke her cheek while the one massaging her bottom moved more to the center and inward. You'd hardly believe it, but her previously clamped shut thighs were now wide open gates.
 
   Step three called for direct genital stimulation, and I smiled at the hidden camera to indicate success although I think it was obvious from her gasp, and the way she panted the word, "Yes," a couple of times.
 
   Step four, removal of all her clothes was optional, but worth a try. After a few more short flicks and thrusts of my finger I held her arm and brought her to her feet. She moaned for me not to stop what I was doing down below, but as I silently pulled the hem of her T-shirt skyward, she grabbed it from me and yanked it over her head. Quick as a flash, I was squeezing her breasts through her bra while she was unfastening it behind her back, and it came off in my hands. As soon I dropped it, she grabbed my hands and put them back where they just were, and pulled me along as she backed towards the couch. She sat down, but only for as long as it took for her battered backside to remind her it was still very sore. My firm and supple handholds slipped from my grasp as she spun around, knelt on the couch, raised her rear end, spread her knees and said, "Now!"
 
   It takes longer to describe than it actually took for me to open my zipper, extract myself and bury the evidence of my arousal in a nearby cave. Alas, the state of my penis was not disguised so easily, and the owner of my hiding place noted how big and hard the intruder felt. Let me tell you, hearing things like that does wonders for a man's ego and spurs him on to greater efforts, which were appreciated by both parties.
 
   By the way, that was step five.
 
   As she was getting dressed afterwards, she said, "Thanks, I needed that. I hope you didn't read too much into it. I've never told Dr. White, but my boyfriend knows about my part in the project. He doesn't like to spank me himself, but he appreciates its effect on me. After my session with Dr. White, he meets me and we can't wait to get to his apartment. It's a good thing neither one of has any classes after my appointment, because we go at it for hours. He's not here this week and probably thinks I'll go to my room and masturbate. Actually that's what I was planning to do but ..."
 
   She trailed off with a smile and I said, "I understand, and I'm happy to have helped."
 
   After she left Dr. White emerged and said, "Wow. That was something, and who'd have believed it. She mentioned feeling slightly aroused when she thinks about the spankings, and hinted at playing with herself a little in bed but I never imagined she'd be as hot as you made her. Nice work, Mac. I might ask you to spank me some day."
 
   The grin as she made the last comment led me to believe she was just kidding, but maybe, just maybe, she might be serious.
 
   Tuesday Morning's reactions to Dr. White's departure and my subsequent application of the ruler were very similar to Monday Afternoon's but only up to step three. She let me feel how wet she was and seemed to enjoy it, but then she remembered where she was and who she was with. She quickly stood and backed away from me, saying, "I'm sorry, I don't know what come over me. No offense, you're a nice guy and all, but I have a boyfriend. Maybe you should leave now."
 
   I apologized also, and tried to slip back into social scientist mode by asking if she was going to take her arousal to him while she was still turned on. She shook her head and explained that he didn't go to the same school, and she only saw him on weekends, and shyly said, "I've already told Dr. White about this, but I like to make believe he's just spanked me the first time we do it on Friday nights. Do you mind if I ask you a question? You're a guy. What would you think if your girlfriend said she likes to be spanked prior to sex? Would you think she's perverted?"
 
   I said I would be happy to find such a girl, but I couldn't speak for all males. Everyone has diverse ideas of what's normal sex, but that doesn't make anything else wrong, just different. I switched from scientist to sex counselor and suggested that she wait until the next time they made love. Sometime during the event she should put herself in a position that invites, nay, begs for a little slap on her rear. I said, "The minute he takes the bait you should moan, tell him you're a naughty girl and ask him to do it again. Don't use the word spank until he's given you a few more swats. If he stops, laugh it off and go back to your previous methods. But if he keeps going, you've found a lover to really have fun with. Lots of luck."
 
   She responded, "Thanks, I'll try that. Now would you go into the other room so I can get dressed?"
 
   I remained celibate the rest of the day, but that was no surprise or disappointment. I knew my only chance was with the one who had just left. As promised, now's a good time to tell you about the secret tapes. You may remember Thursday Morning's need for external discipline. She's not the only one to have taken part in the project for that reason. The girl who came on Tuesday afternoons also needed physical reminders of the consequences of improper behavior. So much so that it was necessary for her to get a third spanking on each of her visits. It didn't matter if the spankings the girl had just received were part of a punishment scenario or not, they was never enough. She would wait until she was completely dressed again before asking for the real thing. In her mind, the pain she experienced during the warm-up and the use of the implement was only for the study and not associated with her day to day conduct. So, without the need for specific confession and resultant lecture, they would begin their little ritual.
 
   The girl would get the straight backed chair (if it wasn't already in place) and Dr. White would announce(?) that the girl needed a good hard spanking. That led to begging and pleading against the decree, but to no avail. During this time Dr. White would use the Velcro straps to bind the girl's hand together, pull the girl's slacks and panties down (but not off) and put the poor thing on her lap. What followed was just as Dr. White had decreed, long and hard. It would be impossible for anyone to return to the outside world after receiving a spanking like that, much less the two preceding ones, so the girl would wait at least an hour before leaving the office. By the way, the first thirty minutes of which was spent with her standing in the corner with slacks and panties still crumpled at her ankles. Of course, the Velcro bindings kept her hands from providing any relief to the sting.
 
   Now that you know the background, let's see what happened that Tuesday.
 
   As Dr. White started her disappearing act that afternoon, the girl shyly asked, "What about the, uh, you know, the thing afterwards?"
 
   My boss asked, "Do you think you need it?"
 
   After a quiet, "Yes," Dr. White responded, "I won't be able to come back in time, but I've told Mac about it, and he's volunteered to take care of it. Gotta go now. Bye."
 
   The girl looked at me, gulped and said, "I guess we better get started with this."
 
   I'm not sure if 'this' meant the ruler or the spanking but it really didn't make any difference. I took the proffered item and she went back over the chair. After the event I didn't even get past step one. She wasn't interested in anything I had to offer, and I returned to my desk while she dressed.
 
   A short while later, Dr. White's door opened and a young face leaned out. All she said was, "I'm ready."
 
   She had the straight-backed chair already set out and was standing next to it as I sat down. Taking my cue from the tapes, I followed Dr. White's patter. I sternly said she was a naughty girl and needed to be spanked very hard and for a long time. Just as I had seen in the tapes, she gave a very convincing performance in arguing against my decree. It's a good thing I saw those tapes or I would've believed she had really changed her mind and didn't think she needed this extra punishment any more. However, she was only a few feet from the office door, and could leave if she really wanted to, so I continued. I was saying things like, "I don't care whether you think you need a spanking or not. You're going to get one, and it will be on your bare bottom."
 
   As I put the Velcro straps on her wrists, she varied her pleas from not wanting a spanking to not needing to be tied up. Then it changed to not wanting me to take her pants down. Her next words were heart-rending, as she begged and offered to do anything in lieu of my pulling her panties down. In spite of her persuasive pleadings, she didn't balk when I put my hand on her arm and, with only a slight amount of pressure, guided her over my lap. I had learned a lot from watching the tapes. Not only of these extras spankings but the punishment scenarios where Dr. White had the girls over her lap. I had also gotten to practice twice before, so I knew exactly how to maneuver her bottom into the best position for spanking.
 
   During my two previous experiences having girls over my knees, I was looking down at unspanked and pale rear ends. This time my target had already been well attended to twice in the last half-hour. It was still very red with a few sharp lines from the ruler and I could only guess at how sore it was. Be that as it may, I had a job to do, and it was going to be in agony again. Lest sympathy slow my hand, I remembered the tapes. In every one of them she expected a severe punishment, and Dr. White made sure she got it. I intended to emulate those spanking as much as possible.
 
   At first I concentrated on her bottom to refresh my prior work. Then, as I had seen Dr. White do, I moved my swats to the hitherto untouched backs of her thighs from her knees to the swell of her rear end. Of course, she was not a silent recipient, although her screeches diminished for a few moments when I would start on a new spot. Notice that I said diminish, and not cease. Even the first swat on unspanked skin hurt, and after a dozen or so on the same location, she was back to screeching again. We repeated this rise and fall of her vocalization until she became too hoarse to make much noise at all. That was just as well, since I had managed to get an even shade of red over as much as I intended to. The last part was a return to her bottom for a flurry of spanks, and she lay limply on my lap sobbing uncontrollably. After a few minutes she was able to rise and shuffle to her corner. I stayed to stare at her for awhile and then went to my own office. Dr. White peeked out of the closet and said, "Disregard my comment about letting you spank me. You've certainly done a fine job on her, and I don't think she'll be sitting comfortably for the rest of the week."
 
   I filled out the paperwork and when the corner time was up, I went back in the other office and freed her hands. Instead of reaching back to her bottom, she put her arms around me for a hug, and actually thanked me for what I had done. It wasn't till I left her and joined Dr. White at the monitor, that I saw her wince and grimace as her hands touched her battered skin. She was a sight as she took her shoes, socks, jeans and panties off without sitting down. The rest of her clothes were discarded also and she went into the shower.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Our next appointment was Wednesday Morning. She came into the office as bright and cheerful as ever. The fact that I was going to spank her didn't appear to weigh heavily on her mind. As she went in for her weekly talk with Dr. White, I got to thinking. On the tapes of the sessions prior to my arrival, none of the girls showed much anxiety when they arrived for their weekly spankings. They would read their essays and have the discussion without apparent concern that they would be suffering under her hand and other objects in a few minutes. It wasn't until I made my appearance that we saw the first signs of uneasiness when they came into the office. But, even then, they would relax after they got past me. Subsequent to my presence in the room and especially when they knew I would be the spanker, there was a marked change. They were still alone with Dr. White for their discussions, but we could see quite a few furtive glances towards the door where I would eventually enter to give them their spankings. I wrote down my observations and reviewed them with Dr. White. The trick is finding out why they were so uncomfortable with me and not with her. Was it because I was male, about the same age, virile, or obnoxious or frightening? We didn't come up with a definitive answer but it will be brought out at the convention when she presents her paper, and it is an area of study that requires further research.
 
   By the way, I didn't get too far with Wednesday Morning. She appreciated step one, but when I offered to leave in step two she said, "Yes, that would be a good idea. I appreciate you helping to rub the sting out but ... Well, that's something my father would never do and ... I know this sounds silly, but taking my pants off for your spanking is one thing and having you here afterwards is another. It sort of reminds me of when I have to stand in the corner when I'm punished in front of company."
 
   I said I understood, and quietly left her to provide her own comfort.
 
   That afternoon I got to step five and then some. Dr. White had warned me that this one talked about getting aroused by the spankings more than any of the others, and I might have my hands full with her. I'll say! I had both hands full and putting her sore rear on the couch as I was on top and pushing her down with each thrust got her even hotter. Our coupling was hard and fast and totally devoid of any emotional baggage. It was pure, raw sex.
 
   Thursday Morning's experience was also a 'success' although we skipped step four (optional removal of all clothing) and went right into step five with her still bent over the arm of the chair and me slamming into her from behind. At the conclusion of this advanced portion of the study, she stayed as she was and said, "That was very nice, but would you leave now so I can get up and get dressed."
 
   There was a coolness in her voice that belied the moans of enjoyment I had just heard from her. I know she climaxed twice, but now that it was over, I was dismissed. She had an itch and I scratched it for her. Nothing more and nothing less.
 
   That afternoon the little minx that fluctuated between a sexy woman of the world and a frightened little girl arrived. True to form, she shyly asked if Dr. White was in her office, and when I nodded she moved next to me and lifted my hand. She said, "Is this mighty hand going to spank my hot little bottom and make it even hotter?"
 
   I played along with her little game, and put that hand on the aforementioned bottom and squeezed as I said, "You bet. I'm going to use the wooden ruler on this but I'm only allowed to give you twenty-five swats."
 
   She pouted sexily and said, "That's too bad. I was hoping for a lot more."
 
   I squeezed again and replied, "Don't worry, you're going to get a lot more. As I said, I'm limited as to how many times I can swat you with the ruler, but the warm-up is another story. The name doesn't do it justice. When I'm done with it you're going to feel like you've been sitting on a hot stove. I think you'll appreciate the ruler's capabilities after I've properly prepared you for it."
 
   She cooed, "I can hardly wait. Do I have to be on the easy chair or will you take me over your lap again? I like it when I can feel you getting excited too."
 
   As she spoke she put her hand in my crotch and continued, "I can feel it growing already. I'll bet it gets as hard as a rock when you spank poor little me."
 
   Our repartee was interrupted by Dr. White, who called on the intercom and asked me to send the girl in for her reading and discussion. Before she left, the girl took my hand from her bottom and put it under her T-shirt. She said, "Oh my! I've forgotten to put a bra on, and you can put your hand right on my bare breast. Such a shame I can't take everything off. I like it when I'm nude and you're spanking me."
 
   I gave her nipple a tiny pinch and sent her into the other office.
 
   When I followed her a little while later, she was already starting on her shoes. I mentioned her desire for me to take her over my knee and Dr. White agreed to the change of venue. After I moved the straight backed chair into place and the semi-nude girl moved to my side, I added, "She also stated a preference for total nudity."
 
   The girl quickly said, "I was just kidding," but Dr. White firmly responded, "Too late, young lady. If that's what you asked for, that's what you're going to get. Strip."
 
   Hearing it as a command was all she needed, and her last remaining item of clothing was removed. As she bent over my lap I assisted her by putting a hand under her torso and just happened to grab one her small but delightful breasts in the process.
 
   I am a man of my word most of the time, and since I promised an extraordinary warm-up, that's what I gave her. Dr. White understood what was going on. Did I mention that the intercom between our offices was on when the girl first arrived? Anyway, my boss was privy to the whole conversation and knew why I was spanking so hard and so long. She also knew this kind of thing was necessary to get the girl into a more compliant mood when the phone rang. Just as expected, the young lady hopping up and down and frantically rubbing her bottom did not want the other woman to leave. But Dr. White was not going to back down. She said, "That's quite enough. I have to go and you're going to stay here and get the ruler, exactly as planned. I'm tired of your whining and complaining. I seem to remember you didn't care for the strap. I've half a mind to tell him to use that instead, and make it fifty strokes. Oh, and one more thing. I don't like being lied to. Last week, when I was spanking you, you said you were a virgin, but in all our discussions you talk about having sexual intercourse with your boyfriend, or should I make that plural and say boyfriends? So which is it? Are you a virgin or not?"
 
   The girl had stopped her gyrations during Dr. White's verbal chastisement, and hung her head as she said, "I'm not. Everything I said in our discussions is true. I don't have a boyfriend but I like sex and ..."
 
   She raised her face, and with a look of determination and defiance, she fired, "There, are you happy now? You've made me say it, and in front of him. I suppose you'll want to give me another spanking when he's finished like you did last week."
 
   Dr. White smiled, but it was not one that gives you a warm feeling as she refused to be led into a shouting match. "No Dear, I'm not going to spank you. Mac is. You're going to get back over his lap as soon as I leave. If you give him any problems he has my permission to give you as much extra punishment as he thinks you need, and he can use whichever implement will do you the most good. Good-bye."
 
   With those parting words my boss quietly but resolutely closed the door behind her. After a moment, I patted my lap and the dejected girl was back in position. Whether from the protracted warm-up or some other reason, she cried out from the very first swat and each one thereafter. It's worth mentioning that aside from the normal uncontrollable physical responses to a hard ruler slamming down on a previously well-spanked bottom, she made no effort to get off my lap or avoid the swats.
 
   When it was over, I kept her where she was and put the ruler to one side. She still had her hands hanging in front of her as I put mine on her rear end and rubbed gently. I told her she had been a good girl and had taken the spanking well. I made the step two offer to leave her alone and she refused it, and even asked if she could stay on my lap. I assured her she could remain there as long as she wished, and continued my caressing. I slowly increased the scope of my comforting(?) and as my fingers moved between her thighs, her legs moved apart, and I was silently invited to go further. My fingers probably weren't visible to the cameras, but the fact that step three was complete was obvious to anyone watching the monitors. Step four had already been done so the only thing left was step five, but as I pushed my finger in a little more, I was surprised to find an obstruction.
 
   I said, "You lied again. You are a virgin."
 
   She scrambled off my lap and told me, "I'm sorry, I know it's nothing to be ashamed of, but it was too embarrassing to tell Dr. White. You won't tell her, will you? She'll give me another spanking, but I guess I deserve it. Should I get the strap so you can punish me for lying?"
 
   I left that question hanging and asked, "Why did you tell her about all those times when you supposedly had intercourse? She was counting on the truth for her study. How's she supposed to gather data when she can't be sure of the source?"
 
   She was in tears again as she replied, "I know, I know. I shouldn't have lied, but the stories were mostly true. I did have sex with all those guys but never intercourse. They would play with me until I came and then I would repay the favor."
 
   I queried, "Do you mean you would stroke their penises until they ejaculated." (I love using scientific jargon like that.)
 
   She smiled at my phraseology, and knelt between my legs as she answered, "Sometimes, but they really liked it when I did this."
 
   She had me unzipped and in her fingers before I could object  - not that I wanted to - and then slid her mouth over me. I was no stranger to receiving oral sex, and let me tell you, this girl was world class at fellatio. Dr. White and I decided that it qualified as completion of step five, and I never got around to giving the girl the extra punishment for lying.
 
   Friday morning's appointment stopped me indignantly at step one, so I left her and joined Dr. White in the closet to watch her. A few moments later we noted that she may not have cared for me to comfort her but she was obviously very sexually aroused. It was a bit embarrassing to sit next to a mature woman like Dr. White while watching a girl masturbate so enthusiastically. But after my boss made a few funny comments about the performance in the next room, I was able to enjoy the show also.
 
   The whole office brightened when Friday Afternoon (formerly known as Monday Morning) came into my office, and smiled as she said, "So you were successful."
 
   I wondered if she knew of my post-spanking activities throughout the week, but she clarified her statement. "You got Dr. White to change my appointment so you could save the best for last. Well, here I am. What do you have in store for my rear end today?"
 
   I told her it was wooden ruler week and she smiled again. "I forgot to ask you if you were going to use the tawse. I thought about calling you all week to find out, but there was nothing I could do about it either way."
 
   She leaned real close and whispered, "Besides, there's something exciting about knowing you're going to spank me and not knowing just had bad it's going to be."
 
   With a glance to make sure we were still alone, she continued, "Thinking about it made me want to call you anyway, but for a different reason. Are you free for dinner tonight?"
 
   I reminded her that it would have to be someplace where she didn't have to sit and she laughed. "I was thinking about pizza at my place. I'm sure I could find a comfortable position during and after the meal."
 
   I kissed her cheek just before Dr. White took her away from me. I could see Dr. White trying to keep a straight face as her visitor told her about meeting a guy who spanked her before making love and how much she liked it. By 'it' she meant both the spanking and the sex and I could vouch for the fact that even the more severe spanking with the paddle hadn't diminished her eagerness for sex afterwards.
 
   She continued the shy but dedicated woman act as she prepared herself for the first spanking. After only one swat Dr. White got her call and excused herself, but before she left she asked me to come to my office for a moment. When we closed the door behind us she said, "I'm afraid I'm guilty of lying also. I have tons of work to do before my class, so I can't stay. The two of you are far beyond my study so have fun, and there's no need for these."
 
   She reached into the closet and turned off the cameras and tape recorders. With a friendly smile she said, "You've got a treasure in there. Spank her well and don't lose her."
 
   I assured her I was very aware of how lucky I was to have met the woman waiting on the arm of the chair in the next room, and promised Dr. White (and myself) that I would do everything in my power to keep that woman close to me forever. But her gorgeous bottom was waiting for my hand and then the ruler. It wasn't necessary for the study any more but why waste the opportunity.
 
   When I returned to my victim she looked up at me and said, "Is she really gone?" I nodded. "Would she know if we changed things a little?"
 
   "No, what do you have in mind?" I asked.
 
   She smiled and said, "I'll tell you later but for now, do what you were going to do as if she was in the room watching."
 
   She was asking for me to spank her as hard as I did last week and that's what I did. Her change request came after I gave her the ruler. She went to where Dr. White kept the tools and returned with the Velcro straps and the tawse. She said, "I want you to use this. I can't get it off my mind and I have to find out what it feels like. I know I won't be able to keep my hands away, so tie them to the chair."
 
   I asked if she was sure this was what she really wanted. She replied, "Yes. Like I said, I've been thinking about this, and every time I did, I wanted you in me. I don't know if I'll feel the same way after the real thing, but if I do I'll let you know and I want you to take me while I'm still bound to the chair."
 
   Apparently she had no fear of being thought strange or perverted for asking for this type of foreplay, and to show her I agreed with her plan, I kissed her. What a kiss; it lasted a good five minutes and under normal circumstances it would've ended with us on the couch. But this wasn't a normal circumstance. When we broke free of each other I peeled her shirt and bra off. Her breasts were so inviting I had to kiss each nipple before putting her over the chair. She was still smiling as I affixed her wrists to the chair, and then hung her head as I moved behind her.
 
   Her head snapped up at the first stroke. I wasn't hitting as hard as I could, but it wasn't a token swat either. She groaned and said, "That's as bad as I imagined."
 
   I asked is she wanted to switch back to the ruler and she said, "No. Keep going."
 
   She refrained from further comment for the next twelve, but her pent-up expressions of pain erupted at the next one. It came out as a shrill screech. I dropped the tawse and ran to her face. I wiped away the tears and said, "I think you've had enough," and started to undo the straps, but she said (actually it was more of a shriek since she was still recovering from the last contact), "No. You're forgetting that I wanted you to keep me tied up. Take me  - now!"
 
   I ran back to my former station and after minor adjustments to my clothing, I found out she really wanted me and didn't seem to mind how hard I slammed against her red-striped rear end.
 
   We spent the rest of the day in the office, and after she had a chance to recover from the tawse we made love again. After dinner (pizza at her place as planned) we retired together and it was a while before we got to sleep. Not just because of what you think. That's a given, but it was the long conversation and gentle snuggles that kept us awake most of the night.
 
   I awoke to the smell of fresh coffee and the sight of her standing in her bedroom door looking back at me. She said, "I had a date for tonight but I just called him to break it. I think I've found someone I'd rather spend time with. Ready for breakfast?"
 
   I pulled the covers off and she could see my answer even before I said, "Not yet. Come back to bed."
 
   She did and Yes, we did. Lots of times and lots of ways, but just like the first time we made love, I'm not going to tell you about them. But I will tell you about the next week.
 
   Dr. White had completed her study and had a final interview with the girls. Each of them thanked me for my participation, and after the last one left on Friday morning, Dr. White said, "We still have a lot of work to do to prepare the paper, but we won't start on it until Monday. I'll be gone the rest of the day. Be sure to lock up when you leave."
 
   I was putting my stuff away and said, "I'll lock up right now and walk you out."
 
   She smiled and said, "You've been pretty good at keeping secrets so far so I'll let you in on another one. My niece is going to school here and she's determined to make it on her own. She's afraid people will think she's getting special treatment because of my influence, so she wants to keep her relation to me quiet."
 
   I assured her of my silence on the matter and added, "I'm not sure why you're telling me this. I don't know who you're talking about."
 
   You're probably a step ahead of me but their timing was perfect. Dr. White's niece walked into the office, said hello to her aunt and gave me a big kiss. As I held my special friend she said, "Don't you have somewhere to go, Aunt Helen? This nice man is going to tie me to the chair and whip my butt with the tawse until I can't take any more and then he's going to do the most horrible things to me. You probably shouldn't watch, and I'm personally going to make sure you have those damn cameras turned off. Now, scat and remember that I've got him and this room reserved for every Friday afternoon till the end of the semester."
 
   Turning to me she explained to my disbelieving ears, "This is the only place where you can really spank me, and I don't have to worry about scaring the neighbors."
 
   I quickly got the Velcro straps and the tawse and said, "You're in for it now. Strip."
 
   As she bent to take her shoes off I glanced at Dr. White. She smiled and said, "I told you she was a treasure. Have fun, kids."
 
   And so we did.
 
   As you might guess, I'm now Dr. White's nephew-in-law. My wife and I both teach at the university where we have a standing reservation to use that remote office every Friday afternoon.
 
   Life is good.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Also by Quentin Quillis...
 
    
 
    
 
   The Surrogate Daughter
 
   This is the story of Megan, a student studying for her Masters degree who goes to live with Eva and Fred, a middle-aged couple who were her folks' best friends. Her pseudo family make her welcome and buy her clothes and presents, but it isn't long before Megan realises she is in a deliciously kinky household as she embarks on an ageplay role-playing adventure that involves lots of spanking and humiliation. She is dressed in petticoats and frilly panties to be the naughty little girl they want her to be, and she is lectured, spanked and scolded as a little girl, with bedtime spankings to complete the day. But other times, Eva and Fred dress her as a sexy teen and discipline her appropriately for that age - and always on the bare bottom. The punishment rituals continue and become even hotter when Megan is punished as an adult woman, but first stands submissively as they fondle and stroke her naked body, then displays herself lewdly when the restraints are applied and she is bound and helpless. The dynamics change yet again when Eva and Fred's son Tommy moves back home - not only does he participate in Megan's discipline, he becomes her lover and ultimately her husband. He continues to dress and punish her as a little girl or teen or grown woman and their ageplay relationship flourishes.
 
    
 
    
 
   Their Slave for a Week
 
   Carla is no stranger to discipline, but when she stays with Joan, a family friend, and her son David, things quickly begin to develop in a most unexpected way. Joan doesn't hesitate to spank the 18-year old Carla when she misbehaves, and it isn't long before David not only witnesses the spankings but delivers them too. Carla is embarrassed because she has had a crush on David for years, but her feelings turn to lust when he orders her to undress. Petting leads to sex, and Carla begins to understand her submissive nature and her need to serve. Her relationship with David changes - he becomes her Master and she his willing and obedient slave, subject to pain and pleasure and humiliation.
 
    
 
   Matters accelerate when Joan gets more intimately involved, announcing that Carla can be David's slave during the day, but her slave in the evenings. Thus Carla experiences the delights of both a Master and a Mistress. Naked, she wanders round the house wearing a collar and leash, and endures punishment spankings and paddlings. Her tormentors have exciting things in store for her involving clothes pegs on her nipples and thighs, forced masturbation and orgasm denial. Carla's sexual relationship also extends to Joan, and she finds herself obeying her mistresses demands. But it is David in whose bed Carla sleeps every night, to be punished and pleasured as he sees fit.
 
    
 
   More than content with her week as a slave, Carla doesn't want it to end, so when an opportunity arises to make things more permanent, she embraces it wholeheartedly.
 
    
 
    
 
   From She-Devil to Slave
 
   When Mike has dinner with Bill and his wife Debbie, he is surprised to discover that Debbie is a changed woman - no longer rude and caustic, her attitude and manners have improved drastically, and she is pleasant, polite and charming. He is informed that he himself is indirectly responsible for the transformation, because some time ago he gave Bill two options - either leave Debbie, or give her a good spanking! It is revealed that Bill decided to implement the latter option, and as a result Bill and Debbie's marriage has improved greatly - and so has their sex life. Mike and Debbie give Bill all the details, even showing him  their collection of spanking implements, and the false beam in the ceiling, complete with winch, cable and snap hook - all ready for a willing submissive woman and a pair of wrist restraints...
 
    
 
   The evening gets even more interesting when Mike informs Bill that they sometimes indulge in their spanking games with Nancy, and goes on to suggest that Bill might like to spank Debbie. Bill is more than happy to do so as Debbie is an attractive woman and he has long been fascinated by the idea of spanking her. As a respite from the spanking, Debbie is secured to the beam while both men tease her sexually, then later, Debbie rewards Mike with oral sex, and when she has sex with her husband, they invite Mike to watch, and then ask him to spend a whole weekend at their house.
 
    
 
   We learn more of the relationship between Debbie and Nancy, and their erotic games as a threesome with Bill. When Mike visits Bill and Nancy for the weekend, they are joined by Nancy, who is eager to have Mike spank her, followed by some great sex. The four friends enjoy plenty more fun and games with blindfolds and restraints and having the women wear sandpaper panties after their bottoms have been paddled.
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