Usually when she was sent to her room her mother came up and
gave her a smacked bottom. It really used to hurt and Anna was always
in tears at the end. It was worse of course when she was little, now
she was older she didn't mind quite so much. This time her mother
promised that David would be coming up instead, to give her the sort
of hiding she wouldn't forget in a hurry. David looked up from his
crossword when her mother said this, with a sort of bemused look on
his face. He was a lodger at their seaside boarding house and had
stayed so long; he had become part of the fabric of their lives. To
Anna he seemed such a gentle sort of man that she couldn't imagine
being spanked by him. He, unlike her mother, had never been known to
raise his voice. In fact although she was careful not to show it, she
was secretly rather delighted at the thought of David spanking her.
Anna wondered whether he would take her pants down.


As Anna waited she could hear the sound of the
rain outside. Through her little bedroom window you could see the sea
in the distance. Only one little boat was out their now, looking so
tiny against the dark waves. It was a small fishing boat surrounded by
seagulls that flew around as if floating on the wind. She stared at
the sea for some time lost in thought. Inside the house the only sound
was the ticking of her alarm clock that stood on the small pink
dressing table. Anna had been waiting as she had been told to wait in
her own small bedroom for what seemed like an eternity. It was
probably not more than twenty minutes but time seemed to crawl by. She
was sitting on the bed, dressed in her green school uniform still
wearing the white socks she had worn for PE.


Every morning she would get up at a quarter to seven before
any of the rest of the house was awake and bring David a cup of strong
tea. He always made her laugh, not with jokes or funny stories but
just by always being able to see the ridiculous side of things. He was
meant to be an author but rarely seemed to write anything and was
obviously wealthy or at least much wealthier than her mother was. Anna
who missed very little of the adult world knew that he always gave her
mother money which her mother tried to pay back. He wouldn't let her
though, saying he really didn't need all the money he had. Her mother
said David was a real diamond.

Now she could hear his footsteps coming up the stairs. She knew
it was him because his footsteps were always much softer than her
mothers, who was always very heavy on her feet. He knocked on the door,

"Come in, "she was surprised her voice was not trembling. Anna
wondered why she didn't feel more scared. David was looking at her
with a half amused expression on his face. He walked slowly into the
room and sat down on the bed. He was struck by just how beautiful she
was. She was so fragile looking with her blue eyes and softly curling
brown hair. He couldn't reconcile this enchanting girl with the large
blonde woman downstairs.

"Your mother thinks you deserve a smacked bottom"
"I know" she replied.
"Well do you think you deserve a smacked bottom?"
She sighed and said

"Well probably not but if you don't do it she will. I really don't
mind. In fact I really don't mind a smacked bottom from you at all"
she said. She was trying so hard to be solemn and serious that David
almost laughed. Really how did he get himself in such a ridiculous
situation?

He looked at her and put his large hand on her bare knee. He gave her
knee an affectionate squeeze. He felt so sorry for this girl who was
forced to grow up too soon. Her mother always seemed to think much
more about going out and having a good time than she did about looking
after her only daughter.

"Perhaps I should pretend to spank you Anna?" he suggested. She
shifted her cool gaze upon him.

"No, it wouldn't fool her. It's got to be a real spanking and honestly
I don't mind in the slightest. You must do it properly. Promise you
will do it properly?"

He met her eyes with his. She stood up from the bed almost eagerly,
the springs creaked. He reached for her skinny adolescent wrist and
pulled her towards him. He lifted the hem of her green dress.
Underneath she wore the skimpiest pair of black briefs he had ever
seen in his entire life. It looked as if they were struggling without
success to contain her small plump bottom. She was standing beside
him, half leaning over his lap as he drew her skirt further up. She
slowly without being asked eased herself across his lap. As he tugged
down the skimpy briefs, two white cheeks seemed to almost pop out. For
a few moments he paused.

He really couldn't quite believe what he was about to do. His hand
stood poised above her for what seemed like an age then met her bottom
with a hard, solid smack. He paused awhile to see the skin turning
slowly pink under his gaze. During the spanking, which lasted several
painful minutes, she made hardly any noise at all, only at the very
end did her eyes fill with tears and her chest and thin shoulders
heave in rhythm with the last smacks. Her bottom afterwards looked as
if it had been stained with a fine purple-red claret. She had bitten
her lip so hard it had drawn a minute bead of blood. Tears trickled
down her cheeks.

"Its okay" he said. "Its all over" as he spoke he stroked her hair.
Downstairs her mother switched on the little black and white
television. It was time for her favourite soap opera.

