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Part 1. The Invite
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The speech was good, it had the jury nodding in agreement and, to Ivy’s annoyance, even the judge seemed to be buying it. Ivy watched the other lawyer, Denise Holden, she looked good in her tight black jacket and pencil skirt. The thick glasses were a nice touch. Ivy knew they were just for show, but it gave the woman that intellectual yet approachable vibe – ‘I’m smarter than you so listen to me – but I am also sweet as pie’ look. But Ivy’s eyes were drawn to the Denise’s ass. It was adorable, the tight skirt showing off the perfect peach, the glorious curves... the clear firmness. It was just the kind of ass Ivy loved. She struggled to listen to the woman’s statement and instead found her thoughts wondering... imagining squeezing that butt... spanking it... feeling the firm round cheeks under her palm. Ivy didn’t consider herself a lesbian or bi or anything like that – she just appreciated a good ass and women’s were just so fucking shapely. It had been a kink she had since school. Her parents had put her through an exclusive boarding academy and one of the teachers had a very strict way of dealing with unruly brats. Ivy hadn’t been alone when it came to intentional misbehavior to get a late-night spanking. 

“So while AJM may argue that this was made clear in the contract we can see that the terms and conditions were changed without proper notice and hence my client was not informed,” the lawyer with the cute ass continued.

Denise had a few good points, this case wasn’t going to be easy, but Ivy wasn’t brought in for easy. She was brought in when a pit bull with a jaw full of shark’s teeth was required. Today the opposition had a minor victory – tomorrow would be another day. She would spank this girl metaphorically even if not literary. 

As they adjourned for the day Denise gave her a smug smile, a ‘take that, bitch!’ smile. Ivy just snorted and walked past, only turning a moment later to enjoy the sight of the lawyer walking away.

“I want her ass nailed to the wall!” said Ivy as she sat behind her office desk, slamming a wad of papers down at the same time.

“Er... yes... Erm...” squeaked Priya, her new paralegal. Ivy wasn’t sure how this Barbie Doll had gotten a job at Morcombe & Riley. She was doe-eyed and ditzy and always seemed to be a nervous wreck. Ivy had been told many times that she had an intimidating manner about her. That she should be more ‘sensitive to others,’ was Mrs. Riley’s words. Fuck that! She was who she was. 

“So don’t just stand there, get the subpoenas ready. We will call their mothers and their grandmothers to the stand if we have to.”

“Yes...right away...” the paralegal was halfway out of the office when she turned, “Er... how do I do that?”

‘Be more sensitive’ came Mrs. Riley’s words into her head, “I’ve already told you once. I don’t have time to repeat myself. Get it done, or find someone who can and send them to me.”

Priya quaked nodded and scurried off.

Ivy shook her head. The standard of paralegals had dropped since her day. When she started it had been a dog-eat-dog world – now they were all ‘be nice,’ and ‘be supportive’ - that wasn’t how it used to be. It was eat or be eaten.

She opened one of the folders, her mind already thinking up some loopholes that could be deployed to their advantage when a burgundy business card fell out and onto the floor. She picked it up and was about to chuck into the trash along with all the other random cards she was given when the gold foil writing caught the light and made her pause. ‘Cherry Red Spank Club,’ was embossed on the thick, luxurious card. How had this card gotten here – and more to the point – what was it? Her eyes darted to the glass walls of her office and out into the open workspace beyond - was this some kind of prank? The rest of her colleagues were just getting on with their duties – none appeared to be looking at her. She turned the card over and saw written there, ‘You will be tested and you only get one chance to join.’ She kept on staring at it hoping the answers to her questions would suddenly manifest – what is a Spank Club and how does one join? 

For the next hour she tried to concentrate, to focus on her presentations for tomorrow but her mind, and eyes, kept drifting back to the gold and burgundy business card. How did anyone know she had a keen interest in spanking? Was this some kind of fetish club? She had tried such things before and had barely stepped through the door before seeing that such BDSM kinks were not for her. And a test? What kind of test? She picked the card up and shoved it into her handbag, not wanting to be distracted by it – but certainly not wanting to throw it away. Focus! She told herself. She lasted another five minutes before thoughts of being spanked once again swirled into her mind. It was hard to find a romantic partner at all let alone one that indulged in the joy of spanking. It had been ages since she had been bent over and given the thrashing a woman like her deserved. Could this club be the answer. She felt her teasing warmth tease her pussy at the prospect of once again feeling a firm hand on her ass and that stinging sensation that accompanied that sharp ‘smack.’ She squirmed in her seat... this was a club she wanted to join!

*****

Ivy hit the gym to work off both the stress of the day and also the nervous anxiety that revolved around the mysterious invitation. She wasn’t used to such feelings – she was used to being calm and in control – yet this Spank Club had her going, as did the apprehension of this so called ‘test’ and the possibility of failing it – to have whatever ‘this’ was denied to her forever.

As she heaved at the rowing machine, she watched a woman on the cross-trainer. The woman was a regular. They had never spoken although they shared an occasional nod, nothing more. She was mid-twenties with the toned yet curvy figure of a swimwear model.  It wouldn’t have surprised Ivy if that was exactly what this woman was. She was outrageously beautiful with wavy chestnut hair that streaked with blond highlights. Ivy always enjoyed watching her work out. The woman’s full breasts bouncing, her cleavage glistening with sweat, the tight leggings clinging to the impossibly round peach, how they moved with every step on the machine, the outline of the crack that made it clear beneath the thin lycra there was no underwear, just smooth firm ass cheeks. Just the sight made her row faster. She knew that ass would be coated with sweat... and firm from the work out... so fucking firm! What she would do to spank that butt! Unfortunately, it wasn’t something that you could just ask someone to let you do. She didn’t have the time in the day for dating – she just wished she could have an ass on call to smack whenever the need arose – which was very frequent. 

Then a thought popped into her head – was she being watched? Was whoever it was who left the card watching her? Was the ‘test’ happening right here, right now? She pulled her eyes off the perfect peach and looked around. No one stood out. It was just the regulars - people who finished work so late they had no other time – and didn’t care because they didn’t have a life outside of work anyway. People like her.

By the time she returned to her empty luxury apartment and eaten it was time for bed. She lay there, in the dark, still thinking about that card and until finally convincing herself it must be some prank. Unless it wasn’t... Her hand eased into her black silk pajama bottoms and started to caress her pussy. She imagined herself being spanked... the face of the spanker was a blur, it wasn’t important, man or woman, it didn’t matter – only that sweet, sweet stinging sensation – the sense of being owned. Sometimes, when she pleasured herself it was her giving out the spanking, sometimes to the woman from the gym, a cute lawyer from work – even her ditzy paralegal and her small ass. Tonight, though, the thought of being the one spanked excited her.

She rolled over and pulled up her knees, sticking out her ass, tenting the bedsheets as she did so. She kept rubbing her increasingly wet labia as she fantasized about a palm striking her cheeks again and again. She came. It was a solid orgasm but nothing special. While masturbation may be an act one could achieve on your own – the joy of spanking always required two. 

Even after her climax, sleep was elusive and she tossed and turned. Tomorrow was important and she needed her rest. She cursed that business card and whoever had given it to her. 
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Part 2. The Test
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Even without a full night’s rest, Ivy was a force to be reckoned with. She came at Denise with everything she had. 

“Objection.”
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