Chapter Two -- An Error Corrected
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This story illustrates how we can miss having what we most desire, even when it is right under our noses. My inexperience almost cost me a wonderful relationship.

I met Betty through one of the women she supervised. She was the director of the department where Sally worked. One night, Sally and I attended a party at Betty's house. There seemed to be a mutual attraction, unacted on, of course, but we noticed each other. So when Sally and I did not take as a couple, I asked her about Betty. It turned out that Betty was also interested in me, so I got her phone number and called.

On our first date, we met after work at a local restaurant. She insisted that we go dutch, but since I was used to working with liberated women, that was no problem. We got along very well, and ended up making out in her car in the parking lot across from the restaurant. Because it was very late, we did not do anything else. Both of us drove home alone. Because she had the greatest distance to travel, she agreed to call me to let me know she got home safely. When she called, we ended the evening with some great phone sex.

For our next date, I made dinner for her at my house. We ended the evening in bed for some wonderful vanilla sex. Afterward, she told me that Sally had told her I was a wonderful lover, even describing my skills in detail.

On one of our subsequent dates, Betty ended up on her knees, watching herself suck my cock in front of her full-length living room mirror. She became quite excited looking at her porn self, while I held her head and fucked her face. She seemed to be very liberated sexually, too. I was in my early stages of my attempts to involve my female partners in my BDSM activities and wondered about how I might introduce bondage into our sexual games.

Betty was an expert Scrabble player. She tried to interest me in it, but I was no match for her. I had never played the game and could sense her disappointment. This did not seem to be a big thing to me. I figured there were enough other things we liked to do together, and perhaps I could improve my word game skills. However, the next time I stayed over at her apartment, she began making derogatory comments about my verbal skills and mental ability. Now, I am not a dumb person. I usually have a quick wit, but her attack surprised me and I did not respond well to her words. I tried to figure out why she was behaving in this manner and told her that her comments were hurtful and not appropriate. The evening ended up being one that ended shortly after that. No one got any loving that night.

I spent the next few days wondering about the surprising Jeckel and Hyde personality of a woman I had begun to like very much. When I made my usual calls to her at work, she seemed to be preoccupied. She also stopped calling me at work. Things were not the same between us, and we stopped dating within a couple of weeks. I was left wondering what had gone wrong. It was not a thing that preoccupied me, but I sensed I had missed doing something that could have saved our relationship. I had been dating other women when we met, so picked up where I left off.

About a month after we stopped seeing each other, I remembered the small grill I had left on her patio. I wanted to take it with me on my upcoming vacation, so called her and made arrangements to pick it up. On the way over to her apartment, I again wondered what had gone wrong with our relationship. I thought about her rude behavior, and it crossed my mind that she had been so childish, that if she had been a child, a spanking would have been appropriate.

Suddenly, the whole thing was clear to me. Betty was in charge of her whole life. At work, she was the boss. She lived alone, coming and going whenever she wished, answering to no one. Betty needed a relationship where the man was the dominant individual. It was the one part of her life where she wanted to give up control and to be taken care of. Instead, I had been too nice to her, hoping that I might win her heart, than gradually introduce her to a more kinky kind of lovemaking. She had not been that experienced when we met, so I had gone slow, too slow and mild. I respected her as a successful person and treated her as an equal in all aspects of our relationship. If I was right, as far as the bedroom was concerned, Betty had needed was for me to take control and run with it.

But what if I was wrong? As I steered my car into her apartment complex, I realized I had nothing to lose. But how to do it? When I rang the doorbell, I was still not certain how to proceed. Betty answered the door. She still looked wonderful, greeting me in tight shorts and a tee shirt that fitted tightly over her 38D topside. She seemed distant as she led me over to her patio door. I picked up the grill and took it to my car, telling her I had a question to ask before I left.

When I returned, she still seemed distant. Her blue eyes did not seem to want to meet mine. She did not offer me anything to drink. I sat down in the chair across from where sat on the couch, having decided the best approach was a direct one. "Betty, I have done a lot of thinking about who rude you were to me several weeks ago."

"What do you mean?" Her response was not believable.

"I mean the time you insulted me because you beat me at Scrabble." I let you get away with it. Right after that, you seemed more distant." I replied.

"Well, that's all past history," she replied.

"Maybe you think so," I answered. "I realize now that I made a mistake in allowing you to be rude to me. What I should have done was put you over my knee and given you a good spanking. In fact, I think I need to correct that error right now and give you that spanking you deserve."

Her blue eyes got big, and she swallowed. "What do you mean?"

"I think you know what I mean," I stated firmly. "Come over here and lie across my lap."

"This is ridiculous," she argued as she involuntarily took a step toward me.

"The only thing that is ridiculous is you fighting it. Get over here and across my lap or it will be even worse," I insisted.

She walked over to me, almost in a daze. She had not seen that side of me before. She stopped next to my right knee. I decided to see how far she would permit me to go. "Let's get you ready." I tugged at her shorts, and the elastic allowed them and her panties to be easily pulled down around her knees. "Now lie across my knees." I guided her across my lap before she changed her mind and balanced her there, so her toes barely touched the floor.

What now? I had where I wanted her. I looked at her beautiful round bottom cheeks and ran my hand across them. She shivered. I had never really spanked a grown woman before. My experience was limited to kid's type birthday spanking, years ago. "Well," I thought, "This is where you get the experience. I had read about spanking many times. If I could just remember what I had read.

The longest journey begins with just a single spank. I brought my hand down hard on her right cheek. Betty jumped and gasped. She tried to raise herself off my lap, but my left hand pushed against the small of her back, holding her in place. "Hold still," I commanded. I did not give her any more time to resist, swiftly striking the other cheek.

"Ow! That hurts!" she protested. I could see my handprint on both sides of her bottom.

"It's supposed to hurt, or it doesn't do any good," I replied. I was beginning to get into it. I proceeded to give her about 20 more on each side. She kicked her legs and struggled the whole time. When I was finished, her bottom was blushing red, and she was sobbing. I helped her up and sat her on my lap, letting her cry it out. Her head rested on my shoulder. I told her to tell me she was sorry, and she did.

"I think you needed that," I told her. "Perhaps you will not be rude to the next man you date."

"What do you mean, 'the next man?'" Betty whispered. "I am not really interested in anyone else. You are just what I need." Her face was flushed and she was beginning to breathe heavily. I realized that my cock was stiff from where her burning bottom was sitting on it. She wiggled it on my lap. I could feel the heat radiate through my loins.

"Things are going to have to change around here from now on," I stated. "I want you in the bedroom on the bed, naked and on your knees, now."

"Yes, Sir," she whimpered as she jumped off my lap and hurried into her bedroom. When I got there, I found her naked and kneeling on the bottom of the bed, facing the headboard. I stacked a couple of pillows in front of her and stretched her across them. Grabbing one of her silk scarves from her closet, I quickly tied her wrists together behind her.

I was so hot, I didn't even take the time to undress. I unzipped my fly, worked my stiff rod over the top of my shorts and rubbed it across her bottom. I nearly fainted when the heat radiating from it sizzled against the underside of my cock. Her love slit beckoned to me, and I teased us both by working my tool through it, spreading her steamy love juices over us. With one thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, the hairs around my cock scratching her abused bottom. Betty screamed and moaned into the mattress. I reached under her and grabbed her full bosoms in my open palms, squeezing and using them as love handles. I rutted her like an animal, thrusting and grunting with each movement into her tight love tunnel.

She began to moan and whimper as she came, and I spanked her already abused bottomflesh. That seemed to make her more delirious. Her cuntwalls tightened and massaged the top half of my prick, sending me over the edge. I could not move as my organ spurted hot sticky fluid into her squeezing hole. Her screams were muffled by the mattress. My groans were loud enough for both of us. I thought I had died and gone to heaven as each contraction grabbed my cock head and sent another set of shivers quivering through my body.

Finally, we were done. I lay there on top of her helpless body, pressing it into the mattress. Eventually, I mustered up enough strength to roll off of her, so she could be more comfortable. I patted her bottom. "And don't you forget it," I chuckled.

She turned her head and looked into my eyes. "Forget what," she giggled. I could tell she was going to need more correction very soon.

