
“I may be your boyfriend, but I’m still your history tutor.  And you haven’t put any work into this paper, have you?”  Tom’s face was supposed to be a mask of anger, but Shelley somehow couldn’t see it there.


“No, I guess not,” Shelley said in her best little-girl voice.  She made her eyes as big as she could and looked up at him through her lashes.


“You were supposed to be in the library, but I don’t think you ever got there.  Where were you?”


“I was at the library.  All afternoon after the game.”


“I was there myself and I never saw you.”  Tom shifted on the couch next to her.  Shelley was still wearing her cheerleader outfit, the knit top and short, pleated skirt.   She had kicked off her shoes when she got back to her dorm room and found Tom waiting for her study lesson.  She had been hoping to make love, but he had started by asking to see her report and, of course, there was only one page of notes to show him.  From a week ago.  And he knew it, because he’d helped her at the library when she found them.  Damn that Lewis and Clark and their stupid Western expedition.


“You’re fibbing to me, aren’t you?”  Tom asked.  Shelley didn’t notice that his arm was around her back.


“Oh, Tom, I wouldn’t fib to you,” she answered.  But there was a glint in his eye that might spell trouble.


“When I didn’t see you at the library, I went over by the gym,” Tom said.  “You were at the barbecue with the baseball team.  Look, if you didn’t want to do the work today, that’s okay.  All you had to do was tell me.  But I wasted two hours that I needed in the lab myself.  And you’re way behind on this paper.”


“You’re right,” Shelley said softly.  “I was fibbing.  Will you forgive me?”  She was looking about fourteen now, in spite of lovely legs and high breasts.  Tom liked those breasts, she knew, pushing them forward just a bit.  Sometimes they got her out of trouble.


“Not yet,” said Tom.  He snaked his arm around her and pulled her suddenly across his lap.  Shelley’s long, black hair fell forward and she was suddenly grabbing Tom’s thigh to avoid falling on the floor.


“What are you doing?” she gasped.


“Forgiveness has to follow punishment, Shelley.  You have to learn a lesson.  Spoiled brats need that once in a while.”


“Spoiled brat!  What do you mean?” she squealed.  She already had a pretty good idea of what was next and Tom’s hand resting on her skirt made her more sure of it.


“I mean spoiled.  I let you run all over me with cheerleading and homework.  Well, it’s time you learned to think about others a little more.  And I think I know how to teach you.”


“You wouldn’t, would you?  Oh, God,” she said as his arm pinned her tightly, “you would, wouldn’t you?”


“Nice poetry, but it won’t get you out of anything.  No, put your hand back down.”  Tom pulled Shelley’s hand off her bottom and clamped it back on his thigh.  Shelley could feel him bulging against her belly and her own body was warming up to both ideas -- the paddling to come and the lovemaking to follow.


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Shelley whimpered a little.  But it was too late and she knew it.  A draft touched her thighs as Tom pulled up her little skirt.  Shelley wiggled a little, feeling his eyes on her panties.  The panties were a bright yellow to go with the blue skirt.  They were low-cut on the leg and the waist; the coach would be a bit mad if she knew just how low on the waist the panties were.  The coach would be even madder to know that a grad student was looking at a sophomore’s panties, but she didn’t plan to tell the coach about that...


Suddenly the grad student’s hand was smacking down on the yellow nylon.  Smack! it cracked in the small dorm room, although it didn’t really hurt.  Shelley was ready to play this game even though Tom had never done anything like it in the year they’d been dating and making love.  She knew Tom wasn’t really going to hurt her.


But he would embarrass her!  A couple of pats on the panties hadn’t produced the response he wanted -- not in himself or her.  Now Shelley felt the elastic at her waist stretching and Tom’s hand firm under the panties.  He was yanking them down and the cool air from the fan was blowing right on her bare bottom.  She felt deliciously vulnerable and naked, but still safe with the man she trusted.


Shelley wiggled hard as Tom smacked the bare skin of her pretty bottom.  Shelley heard her breath coming sharply and Tom’s even more sharply than hers.  The slaps were raising the blood in her skin and sensitizing her thighs.  Even the elastic across her legs felt like a lover’s hot touch.  


“Are you a bad girl?” Tom asked.


“I’m a very bad girl,” Shelley sniffed and cried just a little.


“Is a good spanking just what you need?” Tom said, adding a couple of smacks to make his point.


“No! I mean yes!” Shelley yelped.  The wrong answer had brought a sharper hand than she’d expected!


“Are you going to pay attention to your homework now?”  Another smack, more tingling, Tom’s bulge stronger than ever against her stomach and her own stomach pulled in and excited.


“I’ll do my homework!  I’ll be a good girl!”


“And, finally, will you remember to call when you’re going to miss something?”  Three sharp pats for that one.


“I will!  I will!  Are we done yet?”


Tom pulled her panties up and pulled his sweetheart around to a sitting position.   “That’s done.  But how should we make up?”  His hand was down the front of her panties now and her body was slick with eagerness for him.


“You know how to make up with me, Tom.  Please.”


Tom eased her top over her head. Gently he opened the clasp on the front of her bra and tasted her breasts.  His tongue swept across her nipples; they jumped up to meet the eager tongue.  Shelley wiggled her bra off while Tom was stroking her belly.  Between them they got her skirt off and then her panties slid down her thighs to the floor.


Then Shelley pushed Tom down onto the couch and pulled his T-shirt over his head.  She felt very free and a little naughty, kneeling naked on the couch and stripping her lover’s clothes off.  Soon she had him as naked as she was.  Tom lay on the couch and she stretched on top of him.


“Got ya pinned,” she whispered softly.  “That’ll teach you to strong-arm me, won’t it?”


“It sure did,” Tom laughed.  “I’ll do it whenever you’ll let me!”


“That’s a good boy,” Shelley laughed back.  Then she raised herself and drew his cock into her center.  She rocked up and down, Tom trying to match her movements.  Long minutes later, her own cries mixed with Tom’s as they reached the wavetop that had started with a late homework assignment and a missed date at the library.


The afternoon sun found them wrapped together on the couch some time later.  Shelley woke first.  “Hey,” she said, poking Tom.  “Don’t we have work to do?”


“Huh? What work?”


“Forgetting my homework?  Maybe you need the next spanking!” 

