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Chapter One – Over the Knee and Here It Comes!


Lisa lay face down over the man’s lap, with her skirt pushed roughly up over her lower back. He was pulling her knickers down and she was begging him to stop. It was a futile protest: he wouldn’t stop and she didn’t really want him to. She felt the knickers dragged from her bottom and left tangled around her thighs. She twisted her head, looked back at her assailant.


He had no face – there was just a mask-like blur where his face should be.


He could be anybody. And he had her exposed bottom at his mercy.


Lisa squirmed with pleasure, excitement rising in her.


‘I’m going to spank your bare arse, young lady, and I’m not going to be gentle about it. I’m going to bring a blush to these cheeks that won’t fade for a week.’ His words thrilled her, as she felt an arm tighten about her waist, holding her firm. ‘Struggle as much as you like, you can’t escape your punishment.’ 


He began to spank her – hard, fast, merciless open-handed smacks across her naked buttocks. After a few minutes she began to struggle, to kick and buck against the restraining arm placed across her lower back. She couldn’t free herself and very quickly her bottom was on fire. She pleaded with him to stop, her struggles more frenzied and her cries getting louder the harder he spanked. But she didn’t want him to stop. 


She looked back over her shoulder once more, to see that the spanker now had a face, and that it wasn’t a man any more, it was – 


‘Lisa! What’s wrong? Are you all right?’


Lisa came up out of the dream, struggling with the single wet sheet that imprisoned her. Blearily she looked toward the rectangle of light that was the open bedroom door. Danielle stood there, her face in shadow but the concern and panic clear in her voice and posture.


‘Unhhh! Nightmare, I think.’


‘You think? It sounded weird. You were moaning and threshing about, but I couldn’t tell if you were in trouble or having the time of your life.’


‘Just a nightmare,’ Lisa insisted, embarrassed by the very idea of sharing details of the erotic encounter with her flatmate. ‘I’m all right. Go back to bed.’


‘If you say so. But these nightmares are becoming more frequent, and they sound bloody odd if you ask me.’


She stepped back into the lighted hallway, allowing Lisa a momentary glimpse of her before closing the door. Danielle always slept naked and in her panic over her friend’s cries she hadn’t stopped to put anything on. Lisa took in the full breasts swaying as she reached for the door handle, the flat belly and shapely legs, and the little triangle of dark hair between her thighs.


The door closed and Lisa rolled onto her back, exhaling loudly and reaching up to brush damp strands of hair back from her forehead.


She’s right. It’s getting worse. The dreams are getting worse, but how do I stop them? And I can’t tell Danielle; she’ll think it’s sick – wanting to be stripped and beaten. And that faceless face, it changed. It was Danielle! Oh hell, what’s wrong with me? I’m dreaming about my best friend spanking me.


Tormented by confusing thoughts and images, she eventually drifted off into a restless sleep.


Walter Bain ran an art gallery further along the mall, and he had already proved to be a regular customer at Scanties.


Lisa greeted him with an extra-friendly smile. Being only recently opened, the store needed all the patronage it could get, and regulars were still thin on the ground. So far, curiosity had been the major factor in attracting footfall: that and a little unwanted controversy in the local press.


The lingerie shop was a joint venture with a close friend from college – respectable enough, but it also catered to a niche market in the more exotic, and decidedly erotic, items of intimate apparel that shocked some of the older citizens of Morrigan Vale. There were those who didn’t want to see the small market town embracing the more cosmopolitan values that the recent Morrigan Mall seemed to be importing. The Yorkshire town had become popular with tourists, attracting especially those on walking tours along the Pennine Way, as a handy stopover to catch a breath.


The mall was an oblong, with a central atrium allowing sunlight to fall through three of its four levels: retail outlets on the ground and first floor, maintenance and administration on the third; the basement level was car parking. The mall had been open almost two years now, and most of the units were taken. Lisa and Danielle had been lucky enough to acquire the lease on a unit close to the central atrium. Walter Bain’s gallery was down near the far end of the mall, close to the rear delivery areas.


Walter was in his early 50s, casually dressed, as usual, in an open-neck shirt and shapeless corduroy trousers, brown moccasins on his feet. His gallery promoted local talent as well as showing the works of better known national and international artists. He was tanned and in good physical shape; confident and with an easy-going humour about him that Lisa found attractive. The thinning salt-and-pepper hair was carelessly groomed.


Walter Bain paused for a moment and stood looking around him. The shop was small but stylish, and hot with the build-up of summer heat. He ran a hand under his open collar, loosening it even more. Morrigan Vale was sweltering under the first week of what promised to be a long and uncomfortable heat wave.


Late afternoon sunlight flooded through the latticed windows, brightening colours and dancing along glass and chrome fittings, while warming the cushioned seats on wicker chairs scattered around the shop. Trays and tables and display stands were filled with brassieres, panties, slips, tights, stockings and nightwear of every colour and style. The sign above the door had the word SCANTIES imprinted on a pair of knickers; a neat touch, Lisa always thought, supplied by her good friend and business partner.


At the very rear of the shop, separated from the rest of the floor space by an archway and a bead curtain, lay another section of the store; separated as much by decor as by geography and architecture. Where the rest of the shop was decorated in creamy light tones, this area was done up in heavy, dark red patterned wallpaper, with black silhouettes of obvious nudes in various immodest poses. It was dominated by two paintings depicting the goings-on in a Victorian bordello, and various items of discipline hung on one wall: a long carriage whip; a leather paddle; a clutch of canes; a wicked looking crop.


A sign over the archway read out in flaming letters the words Erotica Victoriana. This was the area Mr Bain had explored previously, making purchases from the racks of mock Victorian suspenders and garters and corsets in white and green and inky black and shocking blood red. He had bought differing sizes, indicating an excessive number of lady friends. This time, though, he made for a display within the main selling area and spent a few minutes searching there, examining various items.


‘How’s business?’ Lisa asked as she approached him.


‘Slow at the moment,’ he admitted with a wry smile. ‘But that’s often the way with a gallery like mine: some days not a single sale, and the next some well-heeled collector buys everything I have by some particular artist. However, according to reports this heat wave is just getting started, so I’d expect a significant slowdown in footfall in the coming days.’


‘I suppose. Do you see what you’re looking for?’


He gave Lisa a look of admiration, his eyes drinking in her physical attributes like a fine wine. ‘I saw what I was looking for the first time I entered this establishment.’


Flustered, Lisa knew she should resent the sexist comment, but the fact was that she didn’t, and she wasn’t given to false protestations. She started to say ‘Can I help you with something?’ then stuttered to a halt, realising that the question invited yet further un-PC comments.


Mr Bain smiled, understanding her confusion only too well. She got the feeling he could read her every thought. He said, ‘Where is your colleague today?’


‘Oh, Danielle is out back, checking in a delivery.’


‘So we’re not alone.’ It was an observation that had obvious undercurrents, but which was delivered innocently enough, without any leering suggestiveness. It allowed Lisa to read into it what she would, like so many of Mr Bain’s remarks. He picked a diaphanous pair of panties off a rack. ‘I think these will do fine: just what I was looking for.’


As he accompanied Lisa to the sales desk his eyes strayed toward the erotica section. ‘Do you sell much in the way of such implements?’ he asked, gesturing toward the display of whips and canes on the wall.


Lisa felt the usual slow burn flush suffuse her cheeks. It happened every time someone commented on the display. ‘Oh, they’re for decorative purposes only. My partner’s idea. You know – Victorian bordello and all that.’


‘Your partner has sound ideas. You must drop by the gallery when you have the time. I have one or two paintings that would complement the theme.’


‘Oh, I don’t think we could invest any more money at the moment.’


Mr Bain smiled. ‘I was actually thinking you could take them on loan. Put a little card with them, helping to promote the gallery.’


‘I see, yes, that’s a good idea. I’ll think about it.’ As she dropped the panties into a gift bag, Lisa said, ‘These were all right for you, then? It was what you were looking for?’


She didn’t know why she asked that, but Mr Bain smiled and told her just why they were all right.


Danielle came out of the back storeroom just as he picked up his gift bag, treated Lisa to one last conspiratorial wink, then went on his way. Lisa stood by the counter looking after him, red-faced but with a twisted little smile on her lips.


‘I know that embarrassed but interested look,’ Danielle commented. ‘What was our silver fox saying to you?’


‘Nothing – just the usual nonsense,’ Lisa replied, looking at the wall clock. She came out from behind the counter and busied herself with a display table. ‘Better start tidying up; we’re closing in half an hour.’


Lisa Holloway and Danielle Parker were partners in the ladies underwear shop. So far Scanties had only one outlet, but they were hoping to grow. The combined attractiveness of the two young women was a definite plus in bringing repeat business, especially from male customers. The blonde Lisa was the senior of the two by six months: tall and statuesque, with a classically sculpted face gifted with high cheekbones and a squared-off little chin; her cat-green eyes were feline and striking, especially when she was angry. The smaller Danielle was softly rounded, with a wide, expressive mouth and a curtain of dark chestnut hair that fell over large, mischievous brown eyes.


‘He has to have money,’ Danielle commented as she watched Lisa tidy.


‘And why is that?’


‘Well, he’s 60 if he’s a day.’


Lisa sighed. ‘You’re so immature. Age doesn’t automatically cancel someone’s basic attractiveness. It’s not all based on a buff physique.’


‘It is for me. I go for the ripped and ready rugby player type, not the worldly old fart with the geriatric seduction technique. I’ll bet he uses that gallery as his personal knocking shop. I’ve seen some of the pictures.’


‘Yes, I’ve heard how easy you are. Just throw a beer down your throat and lay you over the bar.’


‘Very humorous, I’m sure. Just because I’m not all repressed and angsty like you. Men like girls to be fun, you know. You’re just no fun, Lisa. Anyway, what was he saying to you? It was something pervy about those knickers he bought, wasn’t it? I’ll bet he’d like to see you wearing them.’


‘Right, maybe he thinks I’m fun.’


‘Well, you do have potential, if you’d just go with the flow a bit more. You’re still not telling me what he said to you. You wear the sort of kinky stuff he’s always buying – suspender belts and stockings and things like that. Did you tell him that?’


‘Suspender belts and stockings aren’t kinky – they’re practical and comfortable.’


‘Of course they are, especially with the heat wave we’ve been getting these last few days.’


Danielle studied her partner’s statuesque body for a second. Her white blouse and pearl-grey skirt and jacket, and the matching pearl-grey heels, spoke of dignity and respectability. But under that skirt there were strong naked thighs above the stocking tops, straps digging into tanned flesh, and the flimsy protection of translucent panties stretched tight across broad, rounded buttocks. Danielle knew what underwear her partner favoured: besides sharing a flat, she’d sneaked more than a few peeks while Lisa was up ladders in the storeroom.


She visualised her partner now, stripped of her outer shell of dignified restraint, and felt the usual forbidden stirrings.


‘So what did he say?’ she asked once more, attempting to suppress the images in her head, as though her friend might somehow see them.


‘He’s not 60 – mid-50s perhaps.’


‘What did he say?’ Danielle persisted.


Lisa was silent for a few moments, and Danielle thought she wasn’t going to answer; then she sighed deeply once more, and said, ‘He’s into spanking, all right. He said the translucence of those panties he bought would allow him to see his young lady’s bottom turning red as he spanked her.’


Danielle’s eyes went round and a delighted grin spread over her wide, sensual mouth. ‘I knew it! He’s a total perv! And you’re attracted to him.’ As the flush deepened on Lisa’s face, Danielle pressed her advantage. ‘What, you want him to put you over his knee and smack your arse? You’d like that?’


Lisa snapped, ‘No, it’s what I’d like to do to you!’


Danielle was taken aback. ‘You’re joking – right?’


There was a moment’s hesitation, and then Lisa said, ‘Of course I’m joking – it’s just you make me so mad sometimes. Come on, let’s get tidied up. I’ll cash up shortly and we’re out of here. Where do you want to eat?’


‘Not me,’ Danielle answered. ‘You’re on your own this evening. I have a hot date.’


‘Oh yes. Who is it, someone new?’


‘You know the pizza place over on Conway? They got a new guy started yesterday.’


‘Yesterday – you don’t waste any time, do you?’


‘I don’t intend to: a quick meal somewhere, drinks, and then back to his place, into the sack by about 8.30, no later. I’ll be calling a taxi about 11. You’ll be in bed and unconscious when I get in.’


‘How do you know I don’t have a date?’


Danielle gave her a mock-serious look of deep sympathy. ‘Because you’re a repressed, buttoned-up, fun-free, sad old lady. Every guy who’s shown any interest has walked away with a chill on his penis.’


‘I’m not that bad.’


‘Yes, you are.’


‘It’s just – I’m looking for something special.’


Danielle shook her head in despair and started tidying the counter. ‘Just don’t be looking for too long, or you’ll turn around one day and find that what’s special about you is long gone.’


Lisa pulled a face. ‘Thanks for the sage advice.’


‘No problem. We used to go on double dates, remember. It was fun.’


‘Was it? Where are the guys we dated, then? I don’t see them around.’


‘We wore them out.’ Danielle giggled, but she knew what Lisa meant – none of their boyfriends had ever lasted. ‘Variety is the spice of life.’ It was her usual explanation.


For the next half hour they went about their closing procedures, but both were uncomfortably aware of the momentary tension there had been following Lisa’s remark about spanking Danielle. Neither would comment further on it, but it hung between them, pregnant with perverse possibility, and not for the first time.


There had been a tension between the two young women for the last three years. Ever since they’d met in business school and formed a close friendship, there had been an attraction that went deeper than either of them had ever been inclined to admit. Both had been with a succession of disposable boyfriends back then, before Lisa had become so restrictively selective, often on double dates, but the men never lasted – so what did that mean? They liked men, but not to the point of permanent relationships? Did they like each other as well, in the physical attraction sense? Neither had wanted to be the one to broach the subject directly, fearing it would damage both their friendship and their business, although it had come up in supposed jest several times.


Secretly, Lisa was glad Danielle had a date. Although a nervous tremble ran through her insides, telling her that eating was not really an option this evening, she was seriously contemplating an adventure of her own.


Back at the town house they rented in Valance Lane, close to the mall, Danielle quickly changed for her date. ‘Aren’t you eating?’ she said, seeing Lisa idly watching a news channel.


‘I’ll make something in a minute, after you’re gone.’


‘I’m already gone,’ Danielle insisted, and a moment later she was.


Lisa sat for a further half hour, agitated and restless, her mind in turmoil.


I must be mad, she thought, bat-shit crazy to even contemplate going through with this!


But the dream was still fresh in her mind. The news ended and she flicked channels at random, her thoughts in a whirl.


I threatened to spank Danielle, and I saw her doing the same to me in that dream.


She flicked channels once more – John Wayne was spanking Maureen O’Hara in some old movie.


That does it!


She called a taxi. It left her outside the old town, standing indecisively before a block of recently finished and very expensive luxury apartments. Walter Bain had whispered the address to her along with his invitation. Griffin Park Towers was built on the northern borders of the town’s parkland and gracefully landscaped to look like a natural extension of it.


Lisa went into the marble-floored, glass-enclosed lobby and looked down the row of intercom labels for Walter Bain: the penthouse apartment – why am I not surprised? After another hesitation she pressed it, and Mr Bain’s voice crackled a welcome.


‘Come on up, Lisa.’ She heard the snick of the inner door opening and went through to the lifts. He didn’t ask who it was, he was that sure of me. Well, I’m committed now. I better go up.


As the lift doors hissed open he was standing by the inner doorway to his domain, drinks in hand. His smile was wide and welcoming as he ushered Lisa inside, handing her a wine glass as she passed him.


She stood inside the doorway for a moment, unsure of what to say or do. She had come here for more than just an innocent social visit, and both of them knew it.


‘This is very nice,’ she said awkwardly, taking in the very modern decor of clinical white walls, subdued lighting and minimalist furnishings.


‘Please, sit down.’ He gestured to a deep sofa – a slash of red against the white walls and carpet. It rested under a vast photograph of city streets caught in an instant of time, the rush of car lights caught in frozen streaks of motion.


Lisa lowered herself onto the sofa, doing her unconscious thing of pulling her skirt hem down an inch as she sat. She caught his amused smile and flushed.


‘I know. Foolish habit, especially considering why –’ She stammered to a halt.


‘Why you’re here,’ he finished for her.


‘Yes.’


As he sat down on a chair opposite, his gaze was both quizzical and penetrating – seeking out the hidden needs in her. His voice was even and candid when he said, ‘I have been attracted to you since the first moment I entered your establishment, Lisa. You know that. I think you also know that I am unmarried and will remain so. I like women too much to commit to any single one. I have certain tastes, and I think it was no surprise to you when I mentioned spanking today, and I saw at once your own interest. Am I correct?’


‘I don’t really know,’ Lisa confessed.


‘But you’d like to find out, yes? Please – drink up! It’s a particularly fine Rioja.’ He raised his own glass to his mouth. ‘Over the lips, over the gums, look out stomach, here it comes – as my father used to say.’


‘I don’t usually drink much, not even wine,’ Lisa told him.


‘So it’s an evening for new experience. I feel that delay will only result in your becoming fearful, questioning your presence here and perhaps having second thoughts. You see, I am quite experienced with nervous young ladies.’


‘I don’t doubt it.’


‘Please, take your jacket off,’ he instructed.


He finished his drink and came over to her, taking her own glass out of her hand and placing both on a small coffee table. The jacket he neatly placed over the back of his vacated chair. As he eased himself down beside her Lisa’s heart leapt, for his intentions were unmistakable and the moment of truth had most definitely come.


She asked herself in panic, am I up for this?


To her surprise, he repeated the question.


‘I’ll do nothing that’s not mutually consensual, Lisa. You understand?’


‘I’m ready,’ she said, her bottom lip trembling slightly.


He placed an arm across her shoulders and, smiling gently, he said, ‘Over the knee and here it comes!’


She turned toward him and allowed herself to be laid face down across his lap, her face inches from the deep-pile white carpet. His left arm went around her waist, holding her captive. At the first touch of his right hand gliding over her bottom she flinched involuntarily.


‘Easy now,’ Mr Bain whispered, ‘this is purely exploratory, for the moment.’


His eyes drank in the long, shapely legs and the feet encased in neat, pearl-grey shoes. The pearl-grey skirt was tightly stretched across rounded thighs and the twin mounds of her large, perfect buttocks – so tightly that the outlines of stocking straps and knicker elastic were indented in the material. Mr Bain lifted the skirt in one fluid motion and flipped it up to above the stocking tops, then, requesting that Lisa raise her tummy for a second, he eased the skirt all the way to her waist.


Lisa felt horribly exposed lying across this man’s knees with her underwear on display. She heard his deep sigh of pleasure as his gaze feasted on her soft, creamy thighs and the mounds of her buttocks showing pinkly though the pearly translucency of her knickers. He placed his hand on her bottom once more and his splayed fingers roamed at will, caressing her buttocks and easing into the deep cleft between, then plucking teasingly at the gusset between her legs.


‘Looking at such a wondrous display,’ he told her, ‘I feel that you’re the best advertisement an underwear shop could possibly have. I’m especially pleased to see my recommendation as to the proper kickers for a spanking has been observed.’


‘I always wear pants like this.’


‘Indeed: then you’re always prepared for punishment.’


Lisa was about to reply that such a thought hadn’t crossed her mind while choosing underwear, but an unexpectedly sharp smack across the very centre of her buttocks elicited a shocked gasp instead.


‘Owww! Uh – OK, you’re really going to spank me then?’


‘That is very much my intention, Lisa. And I warn you, it isn’t going to be a few light smacks and on your way. In the next few minutes I’m going to beat your lovely bottom a deep and very painful crimson. Do yell and struggle as much as you feel necessary; it shall not deflect me from my purpose.’


His words made Lisa’s insides tingle delightfully, with both fright and excitement.


His hand descended in a hard slap across her right buttock. Lisa felt her cheek flatten and then bounce, as a shock of pain was followed by a spreading warmth. A second smack across the left cheek produced the same result.


I’m being spanked! she thought, her mind a sensual whirl. I’m really being spanked! This is just crazy!


Mr Bain paused, allowing a moment for her to absorb the pain and adjust to what was happening to her. Then he began to spank her with serious intent, a barrage of sharp, hard smacks across both cheeks and across the creamy thighs where they swelled above the stocking tops. Lisa bucked and jerked and cried out under the assault as her bottom grew ever hotter.


‘Ahhhh! God, it really hurts! Oowwww!’


Eventually he stopped. Lisa lay gasping across his knees, her bottom a throbbing mass of heat.


‘If you had the view I have, you’d see the truth of what I was telling you earlier today,’ Mr Bain said. He plucked at the flimsy material of her panties. ‘I can see just how reddened your cheeks are through these semi-transparent knickers.’


‘They must be very red,’ Lisa moaned softly. ‘They feel very red, and very sore.’


‘Of course there’s an even better view to be had with your knickers removed.’


‘What? No – wait a minute, I don’t –’


But Mr Bain wasn’t waiting. Inserting his fingers into the waistband, he dragged the knickers over her inflamed buttocks and down around her thighs, turning them inside out and then leaving the tangle of flimsy material twisted just above her stocking tops. Lisa felt the shock of sudden exposure as cool air touched her bare, reddened cheeks.


She jerked involuntarily as she felt his hand on her bottom, stroking the hot mounds of naked flesh. ‘Please, Mr Bain, I didn’t think you were going to strip my bottom bare. Please, pull my knickers up. I can’t stand being exposed like this.’


Her voice sounded small in her own ears, and she knew that she meant not a word of what she said. Shamed and humiliated as she was, the tingle of fear and excitement had become a raging sensual pleasure, and she might have begged for more had she not been sure that was his intention.


She felt his left hand pushing down more firmly on her, holding her in place across his knees, as he said gently, ‘No, my dear, your knickers will remain where they are for the duration. I’m going to spank your beautiful bare arse so brutally that I doubt you’ll be able to pull them up for quite a while after it’s over.’


‘Oh no, please, Mr Bain, don’t. I’ve had enough.’ She made to rise and he pushed her back down, understanding that she was now into the fantasy of it – the unwilling captive being punished against her will.


‘I’ll decide when you’ve had enough, Ms Holloway.’


The first smack across her naked, reddened buttocks was a sweeping slap that had both cheeks wobbling and bouncing, the second a more directed, harder smack on the crease of her left buttock, where it joined with soft thigh flesh. Both blows made Lisa jump and cry out.


She didn’t know how long it lasted; time had ceased to exist along with her modesty – there was just his punishing palm smacking and smacking and smacking the tender, naked cheeks. She was yelping and screaming and crying out helplessly for him to stop: she was aware that as her arse cheeks churned and bounced, and her legs kicked, Mr Bain was being treated to momentary glimpses of her more intimate parts.


When he finally paused in his assault, allowing her a moment to catch her breath and to absorb the stinging pain spread across her buttocks and the backs of her thighs, the humiliation of her position settled on her once more – lying across a stranger’s knees, being soundly spanked. If Danielle could only witness this, what would she think of me?


‘Do you think you’ve been punished enough?’ Mr Bain asked, stroking the inflamed flesh.


After a moment’s thought, she replied, ‘That’s for you to decide, sir.’


He chuckled contentedly. ‘A very good answer – and I liked the “sir”. Very well, a last few very hard smacks, I think.’


He began a final punishment of her throbbing, hot cheeks, each slap more measured than before and delivered with harsh precision on quivering, shaking mounds of deeply reddened and fiery-looking flesh.


These last few merciless spanks, landing on top of already punished flesh, seemed the worst and most painful yet. Lisa bucked and jumped at each hard smack and yelled and moaned loudly.


With a final, big, open-handed slap across both buttocks, he released her.


Lisa almost fell off his lap. Her sore bottom made contact with the deep-pile carpet and she winced, rising quickly to her knees and clutching desperately at her wounded arse cheeks, kneading and stroking at the beaten fleshy mounds.


Mr Bain got up and refreshed the wine glasses, then sat facing her on the sofa as she tended to her sore bottom. ‘Was it as you anticipated?’ he asked her after a moment, genuine curiosity in his voice and in his amused-looking eyes.


She gave him a curious look. ‘Is that it? I thought you might have – You know, after the spanking.’


He smiled gently. ‘Oh no, my dear, I’m far too old for you.’


Lisa stared at him in astonishment for a moment, and then she began to giggle. The giggle quickly became a full, throaty laugh. Mr Bain joined in and for a few minutes they laughed and chortled and giggled until they were spent.


Still kneeling on the floor, her skirt around her hips and her knickers twisted around her thighs, Lisa felt a warm glow of satisfaction. ‘Yes,’ she told him, ‘it was even better than I anticipated. It was embarrassing, humiliating and painful.’


‘And you enjoyed it.’ It wasn’t a question.


‘I enjoyed it very much.’ Better even than the dream. You were the faceless man – but you’re not Danielle. She shrugged the thought aside.


Mr Bain handed her a glass. ‘Then we’ve made a good start. We’ll see where it goes from here.’


They chinked their glasses together in silent toast.


‘My arse is throbbing,’ Lisa commented, surprised by her use of the word. She usually referred to that part of the anatomy as “bum” or “backside” or “behind”, sometimes even “ass”, although never that dreadful American import – “butt”.


“Arse” – it was so much ruder sounding, much rougher and more evocative.


He spanked my arse.


She giggled once more.


*               *               *


Danielle stood in the doorway to Lisa’s room, allowing an oblong of light to fall across the bed.


‘I’m home,’ she said, ‘if you’re awake.’


‘I’m not,’ Lisa mumbled sleepily. ‘What time is it?’


She pushed up a little, the better to focus. Danielle looked a little blurry, but that might be her own sleep-filled eyes, Lisa decided. Then again, knowing her friend’s habits, it could very well be Danielle.


‘It’s sometime after 12.’


‘You’re very late. If you’re this late again I’ll have to punish you.’


‘Oh yes, and just how do you plan on doing that?’


There was a muffled answer that sounded a lot like “spanking”, but then the deepened breathing indicated that Lisa was asleep once more. Danielle watched her for a while, naughty little thoughts running through her head. The guy from the pizza joint had been a complete dickhead who seriously overestimated his charm and charisma. She’d have been better staying home with Lisa – but doing what? Images tumbled through her mind once more.


Oh hell! She’s nearly naked under that sheet. Just her panties on, I bet. Which ones, I wonder – I like the cerise ones myself: the way they cling to her cheeks when she – oh! Stop it, for heaven’s sake!


Still, I’d love to pull that sheet away, see if they are.


As on the previous night the single sheet was soaked in sweat and clinging to Lisa’s body in provocative ways. Lisa usually wore a nightdress, but clearly it had become far too hot for any sort of clothing in bed, hence the knickers and nothing else – the source of Danielle’s frustration.


As she eased the door closed, Danielle made one final observation.


That’s strange – she doesn’t usually sleep on her stomach.
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