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Lilah Morgan stood in the corner, skirt around her ankles and nose pressed against the wall. Across the room, sitting in his leather desk chair, Wesley Whindam-Pryce watched her, a smile on his handsome face. His soft blue eyes studied her pale, smooth bum, showcased in the black silk thong and he felt his trousers tighten as he thought about what he was about to do with said bum. 


This night had been a long time coming. For weeks he had put up with her smart-ass mouth and basic bad attitude, but no more. No, tonight he was going to teach his bad girl a lesson…one he fully intended on her remembering every time she sat down. And it was time to start. 


"Come here." 


His voice rang through the quiet room. Turning around, she lowered her head and slowly made her way to the desk. Wesley stood up and met her in front, placing a hand under her chin and tilting her face so they were eye to eye. 


"You know why you are being punished, yes?" 


She nodded. 


"Tell me." 


She swallowed hard."Because, I was a bad girl." 


His zipper nearly busted open right then and there. 


"How were you bad, Ms. Morgan?" 


Lilah felt the dampness between her thighs grow. 


"I was disrespectful, to you, to others…and I have a nasty attitude." 


He smiled. "Very good. But after I am done with you, I expect that to be changed." He cocked a brow. "Understand?" 


She nodded. "Yes sir." 


"Good, over the desk, please." 


Trembling ever so lightly, she turned and bent over the desk, placing her palms flat down on the cool, cherry wood, legs spread, positioning her backside high. The Englishman moved closer, putting a hand on her bottom and gently caressing. 


She moaned lowly, pushing back for more of his touch. He smiled, then raised his hand and brought it down hard, eliciting a gasp from the lawyer’s lips. 


"You will learn respect, young lady," he began scolding as he spanked, his strong hand falling into a steady rythym on her now quivering behind. "If I must bend you over this desk every single day and night…" 


SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK! 


"You will learn it." 


SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK! 


Lilah’s moans grew louder, as her bum grew redder and the pool between her thighs was now a river. 


"You will most certainly NOT treat people like yesterdays trash." 


SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANK! 


"And you will speak kindly to ALL of my friends." 


SPANK-SPANK-SPANK-SPANKSPANK! 


"Including Fred." 


SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!SPANK! 


He paused a moment, his hand stinging, tho’ not nearly as bad as Lilah’s now very red and very hot ass. She was panting heavily, desperate to reach back and rub the oh so mighty burn away…to slip a few fingers between her aching thighs. However, she knew better than to do either. So she remained in her current posistion, moaning lowly. 


Wesley finished rubbing his palm and raised a brow, smiling as he checked out his handiwork. His blue eyes traveled over her bum to her thighs and his cock twitched at the view before him. He wanted to bypass the rest of her punishment, to free himself and take her right then and there. 


But he didn’t. He couldn’t. He was out to teach her a lesson and so teach it he would. He stepped over to the desk drawer, opened it and pulled out the small, wooden paddle. 


Lilah’s eyes grew wide when she saw it. Surely he wouldn’t…he had to be just trying to scare her. 


He returned to his former possition, behind her, to the left, and soon she felt his cool hand on her fevered flesh. 


"Nice and warm…lovely shade of red." 


He stroked tenderly and her eyes closed, her body reacting. He chuckled. 


"Although I do believe it needs to me warmer…and I was thinking, perhaps the color of Willow’s beautful hair." 


She whimpered…she had met the redhead…and the thought of her ass THAT shade of red, made her…well, pretty damn hot! 


"You will count and thank me, understnd, Ms. Morgan?"’ 


"Ye…yes, sir, count and thank you, sir." 


Her voice was shaky, dripping with desire and Wes couldn’t help but moan a bit himself. 


He cleared his throat. "Very well then." 


And raising his arm, he landed the first spank. Although it wasn’t very hard at all, Lilah squealed as the wood kissed her already sore bottom. 


"1, thank you, sir." 


Wesley was sure he was going to cum as the words left her mouth and entered his ears. Closing his eyes, he willed it back and continued. 


"2! Thank you, sir…3! Thank you, sir…4, OH!!! Thank you, sir!" 


And so it went…spank after spank fell upon Lilah’s ever tender growing behind, each one a bit harder than the last. And with every one, she counted and thanked him, raising the target a little higher with every thank you. 


After fifteen, he stopped and placed his hand on her. 


"My, my, we are offically hot now," he purred, his fingers gently stroking her inflamed cheeks. "And Willow red," he added, placing the paddle onto the desk. 


She moaned louder, whimpering as he slipped a finger between her thighs. Slowly, he teased her, rubbing back and forth over her wetness, coating his finger well. 


"Ohhh, mmmmm," she groaned, arching her body into his touch. 


Wes smiled and slowly pulled his finger away, only to place it between her raspberry cheeks. 


"Oh!" she gasped as he eased it into her, slowly, tenderly, preparing her for what was to come…the final part of the lesson. 


In and out, deeper and deeper with each gentle thrust until she was open, welcoming, ready. 


He then pulled out and freed hiself, moving behind her, his aching cock pressed against her wetness. 


"Have we learned anything, Ms. Morgan?" he asked, slipping into her warmth. 


"Oh god yes!" she moaned rolling her head back. 


"And what have we learned…" He pulled out and thrust back in, slow and hard. "Ms. Morgan?" 


"Oh godddd, to be respectful…mmmmm…and nice to your friends." 


Another pull out, another slow thrust back in. 


"Very good." 


And again. 


"Including, mmm, ohhhh, yes," she added, clamping down on him. "Including Fred, oh yessssss." 


This time, when he pulled out, he stayed out. Placing his hands on her hips, he posistioned his wet cock at her well spanked ass, pressing lightly against her, letting her know what was about to happen. Lilah arched up, raising her bum higher, her legs spreading wider. 


"Good girl," he whispered, leaning down and brushing his lips over her ear. "Very, good, girl." 


And with that said, he eased into her slowly, taking his time as he gently stretched her, sucking tenderly on her lobe, his hands gripping her hips firmly. 


Lilah was in heaven…and she let everyone know, her wanton moan flooding the air. 


"You are so bloody tight, Ms. Morgan," he breathed, easing out then going back in. "So bloody tight." 


His voice in her ear, his lips on her skin, his gorgeous cock in her ass, it was too much for her and with a toss of her head, Lilah came hard. 


Wesley kissed her shoulder softly and continued his slow thrusting…after all, he DID have a lesson to teach. 


Finished





