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"What's this?" asked Joel, holding up a handful of gold and silver jewellery he had just found hidden in a sock on Sandra's desk. They were at her place, though her housemates were out. He had come over now that her classes were finished for the day; they had made plans to catch a film together later.
"Oh that." Sandra had just re-entered the room and she looked at what Joel had found with a sense of dismay. "It's nothing. We should probably go . . ."
But Joel didn't move. "I want to know, Sandra."
She could never lie to him. "It's just some jewellery," she muttered.
"You can't afford this stuff," said Joel flatly. "Where did you get it?"
Sandra hesitated before speaking, and when her voice came it was small and whispered. "I stole it."
The words were greeted with a cold silence, and Sandra didn't dare to look at Joel's face, afraid of seeing anger there. Only he could make her feel shame like this. Instead, she looked down at her feet like a naughty little girl.
"From where?" asked Joel.
"A department store."
Joel examined the handful of gold and silver. It was all quite cheap stuff, but that wasn't the point. "That was wrong, Sandra."
His tone of voice, the anger in his eyes almost made her want to cry. "I'm sorry," she said. "Really Joel, I'm sorry." She turned to leave the room but Joel crossed quickly to her and grabbed her arm.
"Wait," he said sternly. "You know I'm not just going to let this slide, Sandra."
"What? Look I know it was wrong. I just . . . I just wanted them was all. And I'm sick of not having any money."
Joel shook his head. "Not good enough."
"Please don't be angry."
His voice was quite calm, but she could sense how dissapointed he was, how furious. "You've been bad, Sandra."
"It's only a few things. It's not much."
But Joel kept hold of her arm. "I don't care. You're going to be punished for this."
"Oh . . . but . . ."
"No, Sandra. No arguments." He guided her to the middle of her room. "Take off your jeans."
"No, wait." Sandra felt a moment of dread along with the shame. "Don't spank me for this. I'm sorry, really."
"Tough." Joel glared at her levelly. "You did it, and now you'll be punished for it. Take them off."
Sandra hated to be spanked. It wasn't just the pain or the humiliation for it (although the pain was usually very bad), it was also the fact that Joel was angry enough with her to resort to it. More than anything in the world she loved Joel, and it was tough when he was angry with her. He's had call to punish her like this twice before, when she had gotten drunk and behaved badly, but those had been relatively minor offences compared to this. Even then, he had been severe in his punishment; her bottom had remained bruised for days afterwards. Both those incidents were in the past, however. If nothing else, Sandra knew spanking was effective, that it worked for her, made her change her behaviour. That didn't make her hate it any the less.
Under Joel's gaze she stripped off her jeans. Her housemates were out of town for the week, and she had been looking forward to spending some time alone with Joel. If only she'd remembered to hide her stash of jewellery before he arrived. She stood there in her red cotton panties, waiting.
Joel swung her chair into the middle of the room. "Over the chair," he said coldly, and Sandra placed her hands on the back, a position which forced her to bend, exposing her bottom. It was a position she had taken up twice before, though both of those times had been in Joel's flat rather than her own room. A sense of worry filled her at the painful memory of her two previous spankings.
Joel stepped behind her and she braced herself against the chair, ready for the sting of the first slap. She shut her eyes.
The first slap landed, and Sandra gasped. The pain was sharp but bearable. But Sandra knew that each individual swat didn't matter. As the punishment continued the pain would build.
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