Jerrica sat at the tiny, second hand table she and her housemates used for dinner and breakfasts, watching Jonah finish up cleaning up after himself in the kitchen.
At some point, I have to start this conversation.
As Jonah left out of the kitchen, giving her a nod as he passed through the “dining” room towards the stairway, Jerrica realised she wouldn’t have a better opportunity.  Given the fact that they had housemates, she would only get so many chances to catch Jonah when the other two were either in lectures or out partying.
“I need your help,” Jerrica blurted out.
Jonah stopped with one foot on the first step and turned to look at her.
	“What’s up?”
	She looked around nervously, pretending to make sure no one lingered in one of the two main floor bedrooms, then nodded at the little table.
	“Remember when I took your milk without asking?” Jerrica prodded, pointing at the place where she’d eaten her breakfast that time the previous week.
	“Yes,” Jonah replied with a  frown.
	“I haven’t done that since,” she said with a gulp.
	Jerrica tried to put a hint of purpose into her voice.
	“Right.”
	“You know why, right?” Jerrica made a little twitching motion with her chin.
	“Because I slapped your butt?”
	“Because you spanked me, yes,” Jerrica enunciated clearly, all hinting gone.
	Jonah laughed.
	“Yes, I recall,” he said. “Was that a problem? I was just-”
	“No!” Jerrica blurted out. “I mean, I haven’t touched your milk since.”
	“That’s good,” Jonah gave her a nod before ticking his chin up. “You had it coming.”
	“Yes, I did,” Jerrica sighed and felt humility burning her cheeks. “But now I’m having trouble keeping focused on my work.”
“And?”
	“Could you help me?” Jerrica asked.
	Jonah looked at her.
	“No, seriously,” she said, her eyes widening. “I know it’s weird, but the moment you spanked me, I never wanted to touch your stuff again.”
	“Okay…”
	“So, could you, you know… do that? To help me with my studying?” Jerrica asked.
	“Help you?” Jonah asked. “With spanking?”
	Jerrica gulped and nodded.
	“I keep losing focus and not doing my work,” she said. “And then I end up running out of time and staying up late. And what I hand in ends up being crap.”
	“So you want me to spank you…?”
	“Whenever I get distracted. To… to keep me… you know, in line?”
	“I could just take your cell phone,” Jonah said.
	“I need to use my laptop to do my work, though,” she said. “And that’s got all the same stuff on it.”
	Jonah eyes widened.
	“So you want me to spank you - to punish you - so that you can do your school work better?”
	“Yes,” Jerrica lowered her eyes again, feeling the way she was giving up control of herself.
	Why does this feel good? she wondered.
	“How would that even work?” he asked. “I mean, I’ll enjoy spanking you, but I have work to do, too. I can’t just be hovering over you.”
	“I don’t know,” Jerrica sighed. “I kind of thought I’d leave that to you.”
	Jonah thought about it.
	“Alright,” he said. “First of all. I get to be the judge, right? If I say you deserve a spanking, you deserve it, no arguments.  The first time I get any flak? The deal’s off.”
	“Oh,” Jerrica flinched back a little, then looked up into his eyes with indignation. “I hadn’t thought-”
	“You thought you would get to decide when you’re really slacking off and when you’re not?” Jonah raised his eyebrows. “That doesn’t work, or you wouldn’t be asking me.”
	“No, I guess not,” Jerrica said, lowering her eyes again.
	Just let him do it. It’s the only way.
	Jonah waited and Jerrica looked back up at him.
	“What?” Jerrica asked.
	“Yes or no?” he looked at her directly. “If I say you deserve a spanking, do you deserve a spanking?”
	“Okay,” Jerrica said. She took a deep breath and said, “Yes.”
	“Yes, what?”
	She rolled her eyes and looked back at him.
	“You get to decide if I need a spanking,” Jerrica firmed up her voice.
	“Good,” Jonah said. He pointed to the tining breakfast table, barely suitable for three to sit around. “Now put your hands on the table.”
	“What? Now?”
	“You wouldn’t have come to me like this if you weren’t already goofing off,” Jonah declared. “So you already need a spanking. Hands on the table. No talking back. That’s the rule.”
	Jerked into action by his reminder that he could call the whole thing off, Jerrica moved forward and put her hands on the table.  This was not precisely how he had slapped her cheeks before, but very close.

	That morning, she had simply stood up, holding her empty bowl, when Jonah had come down the stairs, saw her with his milk jug out, and glared at her.  She’d rolled her eyes and turned away, not imagining what would happen.  As she’d entered the kitchen, he’d come right up behind her and slapped her left cheek.
	She’s barely had time to gasp, preparing some words of protest, before he’d struck the right.
	“Thief,” he’d declared, as if that had justified the whole thing.
	Jerrica had spent days thinking about it, about how there’d be no way to prove what happened, or make anyone do anything. 
	But meanwhile, she’d realised, I haven’t touched his milk since.
	Jonah had been effective.

	Jerrica steadied herself on the table, feeling her skin go clammy and cold.
	This is what I asked for. I just hadn’t expected it so…
	Jonah’s palm struck her left cheek.  Through her pants, she felt a modest sting.  The shock didn’t come from that, though, but from the way her body shook.  When he’d punished her for stealing his milk, the two strikes had come through like little snaps, heard more than felt.  This came through with intent.  Jonah had stopped playing, stopped flirting, and switched to something harsher because she’d asked for punishment.
	He struck her again and again, shaking her body five times before he switched to the right cheek.
	After he had delivered ten total spankings, Jonah backed away.
	“Stand up,” he said.
	Jerrica straightened, her face flushed red, and looked at him.
	I can feel how wide my eyes are, how my face burns.  What does he think of me?
	“Will that help?” he asked her.
	Jerrica nodded, quickly and mutely.
“Every time you get distracted,” Jonah said. “The number of spankings will increase.  Understand?”
	“Increase?” she sputtered.
	“It was ten this time,” Jonah said. “If you can’t focus, it’ll be more next time. More and more until you learn.”
	“How will you know?” she asked.
	“Wait in your room.”
	Jonah went upstairs and Jerrica, fresh from being spanked and still basking in the slight fear Jonah had inculcated, obeyed immediately.  Her breath uneven, she waited as Jonah bounded up and back down the stairs.
	He entered her bedroom holding a small USB webcam.
	“You have an extra port on your laptop?” he asked.
	Jerrica nodded and pointed.  Jonah plugged the webcam in and clipped it to her bookshelf.
	As the drivers loaded, he had her unlock the laptop and connect to him over video chat.
	“There we go,” he said, accessing his own phone. “When I get back to my desk, I’ll connect from there.”
	“Oh,” she said. “What if I have to, I don’t know, pee or something?”
	“Well, what do you want me to spank you for?” he asked. “Using the cell phone? Browsing videos? Playing games?”
	“Yes, those.”
	“Alright,” Jonah nodded.
	He placed her cell phone next to her laptop and set the webcam on a shelf, angling it so he could see her chair, her laptop screen and the entire surface of her desk.
	“For the next hour,” he said. “No games, no videos. Internet searches only for school work. The cell phone and laptop stay in view of the camera. If you need to use the washroom, that’s fine, obviously. Anytime you leave the area of the webcam pickup, just tell me and I’ll stop the clock.”
	“The clock?” she asked.
	“One hour, no distractions,” he reminded her. “Right?”
	“Um, Jonah?”
	“Yes,” he stopped at the doorway and turned around.
	“Promise me you aren’t ever recording anything?” she asked.
	“Promise,” he gave her a firm nod.
	Well, I won’t let him spank me in front of the camera regardless.  I’ll draw that much of a line, even if he’s the boss.
	Jonah left the room and went to the kitchen, so Jerrica took a moment to set up her laptop to work on an essay
	“Alright,” he said, setting down a glass of water on her desk. “Time starts now.”
	Jonah left the room and Jerrica got to work.
	He didn’t need to bring the glass of water, she thought, that’s thoughtful, actually, if his goal is to help me focus.
	It put Jerrica in the mind that Jonah meant to help her, not just make any excuse to spank her.
	I’m trusting the right guy here, I guess.

	She lasted about half an hour, focusing on her work.
	Sip the water. Do the typing. Don’t touch the phone.
	Over and over she went.
	Ignore the buzzing phone. Sip some water. Keep working.
	Naturally, after about half an hour, the water glass sat empty.
	It’s helping me focus. I reach for the water instead of the phone when I feel like procrastinating.
	“Jonah?” Jerrica looked up at the webcam. “I need more water?”
	[Go ahead] popped up on her notifications on her laptop.
	She nodded, having satisfied his requirements, and bolted upright.  Filling the water glass was a bit awkward as she leaned over to check her phone.  She slipped back into her bedroom and laid the phone back down, preparing to get to work.
	Jonah thumped down the stairs and appeared at her bedroom door.
	“Bend over your desk,” he said.
	“What?”
	“Now,”  Jonah’s voice went firm. “Do as you’re told.”
	“What did I do?”
	“I’ll explain after you bend over,” Jonah’s voice went darker.
	Jerrica stood up and braced on her desk.
	“You took your phone out of the webcam’s pickup,” he told her.
	Jerrica sighed and rolled her eyes.
	“I didn’t even look at any videos!” she protested.
	“How can I know that if you took it out of my view?” Jonah asked. “Now bend over farther.”
	Well, I did check my messages. I guess that’s breaking the rule.
	“Fine,” she sighed as she leaned over.
	“Stick it out,” Jonah said.
	Jerrica arched her back.
	“Do you deserve to be spanked?” she asked.
	“Yes!” she sighed.
“Why?”
“I took the cell phone out of range of the camera,” Jerrica said.
Jonah started laying into her left cheek, delivering punishing slaps.
This is way harder than I thought he would go, but with pants on it’s no big deal.
The desk shook as he took his tenth shot at her left cheek and began pounding her right.
“Are you doing twenty?” she asked.
“Yes,” Jonah answered without breaking his rhythm.
The last slap, carrying even more force than the others, left a stinging sensation in the lower part of her cheek.
“Hopefully twenty will serve as a reminder,” Jonah said, rubbing the fingers of his left hand on his right palm. “The clock restarts. One hour, no cellphone, no distracting apps on the laptop. Always ask before you leave the room.  Got it?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You could say ‘thank you’,” Jonah’s voice darkened.
Oh.
“Um. Yes. Thank you, Jonah.”
That made me feel… something.
Jonah nodded and left her room.
Jerrica sat down carefully, worried about the soreness in her cheeks, but found that, despite the force Jonah had used, she didn’t have any issues.
Still, it hurt when he did it and it was pretty embarrassing.  I don’t want that happening again.
She also had to admit to herself that she had checked her phone for messages instead of just getting a glass of water.
That was exactly the behaviour I wanted him to spank me for, so I guess it’s fine.
With a sigh, she returned to her work.

Drinking water eventually meant she had to use the washroom.
“Jonah,” she called out, looking at the webcam. “I need to pee.”
[Go ahead] he wrote back. [clock stops now]
Jerrica picked up her phone, pointedly held it before the camera, and put it back down next to her laptop where he could see.
I kind of want to stick my tongue out at him.
She made quick work in the washroom, washed her hands and came back.
It does seem to be working, she thought, I’ve been really focused for a whole half hour.
Jerrica sat back down at her desk.
“I’m working again,” she said.
[Right]
[25 min left]
	Working quickly and without distraction, Jerrica finished her essay in far less time than she had imagined.  She found herself basically twiddling her thumbs for the last few minutes, unnecessarily checking over her grammar at the end until Jonah’s message arrived.
	[Time’s up]
	“Yeah, and I’m done!” she announced to the webcam. “I’m going to take a break until I work on the next thing.”
	[kk]
	Jerrica grabbed her phone and glass of water and left for the kitchen.
	I’ve still got three lab reports due in the next week, Jerrica thought, if I can be this efficient, I can have so much more free time and so much less stress.
	She flipped through her phone for a bit, answered a few messages from her friends and then started looking at a video her friend had sent her.
	Just need to decompress for a few minutes, that’s all.
	After watching videos for fifteen minutes, Jerrica realised she had a problem.
	Dammit.
	She turned off her phone and resolutely marched upstairs to find Jonah at his desk, working on his own lab report.
	“Hey,” she said.
	“Jerrica,” he nodded. With a sigh, he turned toward her. “What’s up?”
	“Um, just wanted to say ‘thanks’,” she said.
	“Oh?”
	“For helping me,” she said. “I actually got through that essay in no time.”
	“Sure thing,” Jonah nodded. “But I really have my own stuff to do.”
	“Right,” Jerrica said, her eyes wide with understanding. “It’s just, um.”
	Jonah waited patiently.
	“I have other work to do,” she explained, her eyes dodging all over his bedroom. “And I’m having trouble getting started.”
	“Oh.”
	“Yeah,” she said. “But when you spanked me before, it really… well… worked to get me going, you know?”
	“You want to be spanked again?” Jonah asked.
	“If you could just do it like before,” Jerrica said. “Ten times. It just gets me started.”
	She bit her lips, waiting.
	“Sure,” Jonah said. “Is it the pain, or the embarrassment?”
	“What?”
	“What motivates you?” Jonah asked. “Is it how much it hurts?”
	“I-I assumed… yes, the pain?”
	“Are you sure it’s not the part where you’re embarrassed?” Jonah asked.
	“I don’t know,” Jerrica blinked in confusion. “How would I know?”
	Jonah rose from his desk and pointed at his bed.
	“Get on your hands and knees,” he said.
	“Oh,” Jerrica said. “Alright.”
	She clambered onto his bed, a space so narrow she had to put herself sideways to him to obey his instruction.
	Jonah looked at her for a moment, surveying her body.
	“Put your shoulders down,” he said.
	Jerrica gulped but, hearing the firmness in his voice, shakily followed this instruction as well.
	Jonah put his right hand on her left cheek and Jerrica turned her head forward in preparation.
	“No,” Jonah said.  “Look me in the eye.”
	Jerrica turned back to meet his gaze.
	“Say this to me,” he told her. “I’ve been a very bad girl. Please spank me.”
	“Jonah,” Jerrica protested, rolling her eyes.
	“Alright,” Jonah said with a sort of ‘I told you so’ voice. “Then it’s not the humiliation, is it?”
	That was a test.
	“No,” she agreed, still looking him in the eye. “It’s because it hurts to be spanked.”
	“Just ten to start you off?” Jonah asked. “Or should it be more?”
	“Ten,” Jerrica said instantly. “I mean, I haven’t made any mistakes yet, right?”
	“Except that you can’t get started, for some reason,” Jonah pointed out.
	Jerrica thought about that.
	“Okay,” she said. “Do twenty, then.”
	“They will hurt,” he reminded her.
	“Yep,” Jerrica took a deep breath. “They have to if it’s going to work.”
	Jonah wasted no time and immediately began slapping her left cheek.
	It’s stinging a little now, even through my pants, Jerrica noticed. Is he spanking me harder? Or is it just sore from before?
	After ten strikes, he switched her right cheek.
	“Ow!” she exclaimed, but quickly bit her lips to silence any further protest.
	Why does it hurt more?
	“Did that hurt enough?” Jonah asked when he’d finished.
	Jerrica turned and sat up, feeling how her cheeks touched his bed. She wiggled a bit, imagining sitting down at her much firmer chair in her room.
	“Yes,” she said. “I wonder why it hurt more than before.”
	“Accumulation,” he said. “But also that position stretched your butt out tighter.”
	“True,” she said as she stood up. “I hope it works.”
	Jerrica started to leave the room, but Jonah coughed, causing her to stop at the doorway and turn halfway to look at him.
	“What?”
	“It’s polite to say ‘thank you’,” Jonah gave her a glare.
	He’s playing a part, she thought, it’s fair.
	“Thank you,” she said.
	“For?”
	Jerrica inhaled and tried not to roll her eyes.
	“Thank you for spanking me,” she said. “Can I go now?”
	“Yes,” Jonah nodded. “The webcam is still on. Same rules as before. No distractions for one hour.”
	“Right.”

	Jerrica counted herself amazed by how well she worked, feeling her sore cheeks under her as a reminder to keep her focus.
	She didn’t even have to get up to pee and worked through two lab reports before Jonah sent her a message.
	[Time’s up.  Well done.]
	A little condescending, she thought, but given that I need a spanking to behave like an adult, maybe I deserve that.
	She looked up at the webcam.
	“I’m done for tonight,” she said. “Thanks.”
	[bring my webcam back up?]
	“Sure,” she said.
	Jerrica unplugged the device, heard her laptop’s descending beep pattern, and headed upstairs.
	“Feeling okay?” Jonah asked when she reached the doorway.
	“My butt?” she asked as she handed him his webcam. “It’s a little sore.”
	“I mean, with the whole idea of being spanked,” Jonah clarified.
	“Well,” Jerrica admitted, sitting on the edge of his bed. “It’s a little sad I need this to act like a grown-up, but there it is and it works.”
	“You’re not happy with your own willpower?” Jonah wondered aloud.
	“Yeah, I guess,” Jerrica frowned. “Maybe this will be habit forming and I won’t need the spanking eventually.”
	“Or the habit will become you can only work after a spanking,” Jonah pointed his finger at her rear.
	Jerrica sighed, looking down the right side of her body where he’d aimed his finger.
	“Anyway,” she said. “Thanks again. I - um.”
	“What?”
	“I don’t really know how to thank you,” she said. “I mean, you had to do your work while also keeping an eye on that video window.”
	“Oh,” Jonah said. “Yeah, it’s not too bad.”
	He did a lot of work for me, she thought, and I don’t really have a way to compensate him.
	“Still,” Jerrica frowned. “What do you get out of this? It’s a little unfair.”
	“I enjoy spanking you,” he pointed out.
	“Oh!”
	That’s fair, I guess.  I mean, my butt’s already sore.
	Jonah shrugged at her.
	“Sure!” she said and smiled at him as she stood up. “How do you want me?”
	“What?”
	“To spank me,” she said, turning her body halfway away from him and sticking her left hip out in his direction. “How do you want to do it?”
	“You haven’t done anything wrong, though,” he said, a confused look on his face.
	That’s true. I guess he’s worried about messing up the willpower-punishment thing.
	“True,” Jerrica said aloud. “Is there something else you’d like?”
	“I told you,” Jonah said slowly. “I enjoy spanking you. It’s fine.”
	Jerrica looked at him, perplexed and nodded at her half exposed rear.
	He says he wants to spank me, but then tells me I haven’t done anything wrong like he doesn’t want to spank me.
	“Do you want me to pretend I did something wrong?” she looked at him. “I can make something up.”
	“What?” Jonah looked even more confused.
	“Look,” Jerrica said in frustration, wiggling her cheek. “I want to do something to thank you for watching over me. Do you want to spank me or not?”
	“Oh!” Jonah exclaimed. “I meant that I already enjoyed the part where I spanked you. So you don’t need to ‘thank’ me any further. Some jobs -” Jonah ticked his chin up magnanimously “- are their own reward.”
	Jerrica, still half turned away from him, frowned.
	“That doesn’t feel right,” she said. “I mean, you’re so detached and logical the whole time.”
	“You’re worried I’m not enjoying spanking you?”
	“Yes!” Jerrica exclaimed, realising Jonah had hit the nail on the head. “Or at least not as much as you could. And if you spank me now, it will just be for you, so you will enjoy it.”
	“I, um-”
	“Please,” Jerrica interrupted as she turned her back on him and put her hands on his bed. “Unless you can think of another way for me to thank you.”
	Jonah looked like he might have a few ideas but shook his head.
	“How about this,” Jonah said. “Do you think you’ll need a spanking in the morning, before we go to classes?”
	“I hadn’t thought about that,” she said. “I can normally pay attention in lectures.”
	Jerrica looked at him.
	“But you want to spank me in the morning?” she asked with a stammer. “I guess, um, yeah it would help. Probably.”
	I wasn’t very convincing, was I? Jerrica thought, seeing the frown on Jonah’s face. No, I guess not.
	“When will you need another spanking?” he prodded, making no move toward her beckoning rear.
	“Tomorrow?” Jerrica asked, more a question to herself than Jonah. “My lectures end at 2:30.”
	“You’ll be home by when?” Jonah asked.
	“Three pm, no later,” she said.
	Jonah nodded.
	“You will be home by three p.m.,” he said. “You will receive ten spankings. You will get to work for one hour, uninterrupted.”
	Jerrica, still leaning over his bed, felt a surge of something inside her body as she heard his instructions.
	“Is that an order?” she asked softly.
	“Yes,” Jonah said.
	Jerrica wiggled her rear at him.
	“Hm?”
	“An order needs a little… punctuation, don’t you think?” Jerrica taunted. “So I don’t forget.”
	“Very well,” Jonah said. “Shoulders on the bed.”
	“Yes, sir.”
	Jerrica lowered her chest to the bed and arched her back.
	“Three p.m.,” he reminded her. “Report to me, here, for ten spankings.  After that: one hour of work; no distractions. Repeat that.”
	“I will be home for ten spankings, no later than three o’clock,” she said. “Then I will work for one hour without distraction.”
	Jonah gave her a hard whack on the lowest part of her left cheek.
	“Wow!” she exclaimed. “I won’t forget that.”
	“Get lost,” he muttered with a laugh. “I still have work to do.”

	The next afternoon, Jonah waited patiently in his room, working away knowing that Jerrica lay somewhere en route back to their shared rental house.
	The door opened and slammed shut.  He heard Jerrica turning the lock and moving around downstairs, probably removing her shoes and dropping off her backpack.
	Footsteps bounded up the stairs.
	“Hello!” Jerrica called out when she got to his door.
	Jonah turned in his chair and faced her.
	“Yes?”
	“I’m here for, um, my ten spankings,” she stammered, red-faced and out of breath.
	Jonah raised an eyebrow.
	“Um… sir?”
	“What time is it?” he asked.
	“Well, it’s about three,” Jerrica said.
	Jonah tilted his head.
	Jerrica took out her phone and looked at it.
	“Well, three-oh-five,” Jerrica corrected herself. “A bit late.”
	“And I told you three o’clock,” Jonah said. “And you agreed.”
	Jerrica bit her lip.
	“Five minutes late,” she said somberly. “Sorry, sir.”
	“Then it’s fifteen spankings,” Jonah said. “An extra one for each minute late.”
	Jerrica gulped, feeling the darkness in his tone.
	“Yes, of course, sir,” she nodded.
	This is what she asked for, I hope, Jonah kept the frown on his face.
	“Right,” she said. “So…?”
	“Up, on the bed,” Jonah told her. “Knees and shoulders down.”
	Chastised, Jerrica crawled up on the bed.  Jonah’s hand immediately cupped her cheek.
	“Tell me what you’re going to get right now,” Jonah said.
	Jerrica stalled a moment, wondering what she was meant to say.
	“Ten spankings to help me focus and… um,” she paused. “Five more to help me remember to be on time.”
	As before, Jonah wasted no time.  Unlike before, however, he started his spankings hard, as hard as the little ‘punctuation’ he’d given her last night.  On top of that, he delivered all of the spankings to her left cheek.
	Jerrica groaned, feeling the slap and the sting against her taut muscles.
	“There you are,” he said.
	As she got up, she found him holding the webcam with its USB cord wrapped around it.
	“Hook that up and connect to me so I can check if the viewing angle is right,” he said. “Then we’ll start the clock. Same rules as yesterday. One hour.”
	“Yes, sir,” she said.
	Jonah raised an eyebrow.
	“And, thank you,” Jerrica stammered out quickly.
	Jonah nodded.

	Jerrica got herself a glass of water from the kitchen, rushed into her bedroom and set up the camera. Once she connected with Jonah, she looked up.
	“Can you see the phone and laptop screen?” she asked.
	[Yes]
	“I need to use the washroom first.”
	[kk]
	It’s like walking on eggshells, she thought. I didn’t really think being a couple of minutes late would be a thing, but I guess punctuality is part of the deal. I can’t fault him. And it really establishes his role, I guess.
	After relieving herself, she went straight back to her room and got to work.
	“Back to work now’
	[1 hour] he sent back.
	Those were much harder spankings, I think. It feels more sore, anyway. Although maybe it’s just the accumulation. I’ll stay focused.
	Forty minutes into her report, she realised she needed to ask one of her classmates for his numbers from the lab.
	That's a legitimate use of email.
	
	J.
	What numbers did you get for the lead precipitate?
	Mine look off by about five percent and I can’t tell if that’s what we’re supposed to compensate for or if I just f’d it up.

	Jerrica sent the email off and checked the emails she had received in the meantime in case they were relevant.  She deleted two spam messages and opened a third email from her friend.
	Oh, neat, her parents just got back from Vancouver.
	A thumbnail of a sunset off the west coast came up and Jerrica clicked on it to expand it to fullscreen.
	Her chat window made a small bink, notifying her of a message from Jonah.
	[Get up here]
	Dammit.
	“Coming,” she sighed.
	Trudging up the stairs, all traces of resentment vanished as she wondered what he would do to her this time.
	“The email was fine,” he said when she arrived at his door. “But the vacation pictures? Come on. You didn’t even need to open that.”
	“I know,” she said. “How do you even catch me while you’re working?”
	“It’s pretty easy to notice you looking at pictures,” Jonah pointed out. “It catches my eye and I blow up the window.”
	Jonah shrugged.
	“Alright,” she sighed. “I guess I deserve it.”
	“You guess?”
	“I mean, Jerrica said. “I do deserve some spanking. How you want me?”
Jerrica turned her back to him and faced the bed.
“Shoulders on the bed,” Jonah said. “Arch your back.”
Jerrica obeyed, leaving her rear up high
“Spread your legs a bit,” Jonah said. “I don’t want you falling over.”
Not feeling overly immodest, she placed her feet a little more than shoulder width apart.
“Here it comes,” he said.
The spankings came fast and furious, pounding her left cheek over and over and again.  Jerrica grunted on the tenth one and couldn’t hold back a cry at fifteen.
“It’s alright if you make noise,” Jonah said. “It won’t slow me down.”
He placed his hand on her right cheek.
Released from that inhibition, Jerrica let out a squeak on the first spanking.
“Oh, god!” she called out on the fifth.
“Ow!” came on the tenth.
From there, eleven through fifteen were marked by one continuous shriek of “Aah!”
Panting uncontrollably, but somehow also relieved, Jerrica remained in position.
“Are you done?” she asked.
“We’re up to thirty now,” Jonah said. “And those were harder, so you should be able to stay focused for, let’s say, one more half hour of undistracted work. Then you can have a break, have dinner or whatever.”
Jerrica stood up and faced him.
“Thank you, sir.”
“You’re welcome.”
Jerrica gave Jonah a nod and left his room, both of her cheeks burning.
She touched her left cheek as she walked out and found it sensitive enough that she flinched and let out a little gasp.
“Wow,” she whispered.
This will have to work.
	
	It took Jerrica a while to get comfortable in her seat before she looked up at Jonah.
	“I’m starting now.”
	[half an hour more]
	“Right,” she nodded.
	It feels weird talking to a text message, but whatever.
	Jerrica had no problem staying on target, finishing her work in record time. She wasn’t surprised when Jonah sent his last message.
	[good job. Time’s up.]
	Standing up and feeling the soreness in her cheeks as she stretched stiff muscles, Jerrica moved into the kitchen.
Jonah came down the stairs and entered the kitchen behind her.
“How’s your butt?” he asked.
“Sore,” she said. “Probably red, but I haven’t looked.”
“Worth it, though?”
Jerrica sighed and jogged her head side to side.
“It seems like it,” she acknowledged. “Knowing you’re watching me really keeps me mindful.”	
	“Pasta?” he asked.
	“Yeah, sure.”
	Having lived together as housemates for two months, they often cooked food together, which made things faster. But first, they had to wash the frying pan used at breakfast before they could start making the sauce.
	“This is a lot more work than if you’d washed it in the morning when you were done,” Jonah pointed out as he scrubbed off the remains of eggs and old oil.
	“Yeah,” Jerrica admitted as she filled the water pot. “Sorry.”
	Jonah grunted and rinsed off the frying pan, then set to it with a towel.
	“What?” Jerrica asked.
	“Huh?”
	“Alright, fine,” Jerrica sighed and rolled her eyes as she flipped the element for the water to maximum.
	Jerrica put her hands on the corners of the stove and stuck her rear out at him.
	“You need to be spanked?” Jonah asked.
	“Don’t I?” she turned to ask. “I didn’t clean my dishes after breakfast.”
	“How many do you think you need?” Jonah asked.
	“That’s up to you,” she said, now turning away. “Whatever it takes, so I remember.”
	Jerrica waited patiently, having handed over her willpower to Jonah.
	“You’re already pretty sore,” Jonah said as he placed his palm on her left cheek.
	“Hm-mm.”
	“I don’t really know how sore,” Jonah reminded her.
	“You’ll hear me,” Jerrica said.
	“No exaggerating,” he warned.
	Jerrica gulped and nodded.
	Jonah started smacking her rear, alternating quickly between left and right cheeks, heading her dead centre.  Jerrica, holding true to her his warning, didn’t cry out until the twentieth slap.
	“Ow!” 
	Jonah stopped after two more. Jerrica waited to make sure he had truly finished, and straightened, flexing her legs.
	“Am I responsible for all of your willpower now, not just your study habits and milk theft?” he asked.
	“Hm,” Jerrica thought. “Would you do that?”
	“That’s a lot of breadth,” Jonah said. “I think you’d have to tell me which areas matter to you.”
	“Okay,” Jerrica took a breath and thought harder about it while Jonah worked on the sauce. “Focusing on school work, definitely.”
	“Definitely what?” Jonah emphasised.
	“You can spank me for not doing my school work properly, for getting distracted, being late,” Jerrica said. “You can set times and due dates and spank me if I miss them.”
	“Right.”
	“You can spank me if I don’t clean up after myself in the kitchen,” Jerrica said.
	“So, after every meal,” Jonah said. “You can’t leave the house unless you’ve cleaned up.”
	“That’s right,” Jerrica agreed. “And let’s say, I don’t know, I’ve got one hour to clean up if I don’t leave the house.”
	Jonah nodded.
	“So it’s just school work and house cleaning?” Jonah asked.
	“Yes,” Jerrica nodded, then stammered out, “I mean, and I should always ask to use your food - like your milk. That’s how this started.”
	“You don’t really do that anymore, though?” Jonah asked.
	“Exactly,” Jerrica shook her head. “It worked, right?”
	“Your ass,” he said.
	Jerrica took a deep breath and nodded.

	After dinner, and after they had shared the work of cleaning up, Jerrica offered her rear to Jonah again.
	“I want an hour of studying for a test tomorrow,” she said. “Could you give me ten more?”
	“Ten more what?”
	“Spankings,” she said. “Ten more to get me started.”
	Jonah nodded and Jerrica braced herself on the door frame of her bedroom.
	She didn’t hold back on crying out. Her ass had already taken so much that day that the slaps hurt instantly. But she hadn’t told Jonah to stop for noises, so he delivered all ten spankings.
	“Thank you, sir,” she said.
	“You’re welcome.”

	She worked through the hour, studying solidly, waited until Jonah announced her time had expired, and then thanked him again for watching over her.
	And now I can enjoy my evening without worrying about that test tomorrow.  This is way more effective than I thought it would be.
	Jonah didn’t wander down the stairs until late in the evening, on his way past the living room into the kitchen.
	“Hey!” she called out. “Thanks again. It really worked.”
	“Sure,” he replied, but his voice sounded distant.
	Jerrica poked her head out the door and saw the back of Jonah as he entered the kitchen. She followed, bringing her water glass with her.
	He’s not just far away, he’s weird.
	“You alright?” she asked.
	“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I just still have some work to do.”
	Jerrica frowned.
	“You didn’t work while I did?” she asked.
	“Not quite,” he sighed. “I gotta keep a bit of an eye on you, right?”
	“I told you,” Jerrica tilted her head in sympathy. “It’s not quite fair, is it? Me using your time.”
	“I get to spank you,” Jonah held up a finger. “It’s fair.”
	“You like spanking me?” Jerrica asked.
	“Yes,” Jonah said.
	“I mean, you like it?”
	“What does that mean?”
	“It turns you on,” Jerrica asked.
	“Yes,” Jonah sighed. “Of course. Spanking you turns me on.”
	This is no good, she thought. I can’t count on him to boss me around and control my willpower if I’m worried about his scholastic commitments.
	“Fine,” she said. “Come on.”
	She grabbed Jonah’s hand, led him out of the bedroom, through the living room and back to her bedroom.
	“What are you-?”
	“Taking care of my… my boss,” she said.
	“Boss?” he asked.
	Jerrica closed the bedroom door behind her and faced him.
	“My boss?” she asked. Her eyes widened. “My… my master? My ruler? Look, I need you to keep me in line. I don’t want to have to worry about me turning you on, getting you distracted and then you can’t do your work, right?”
	“Um, I guess, but Jerrica…”
	Jerrica knelt on the floor in front of him and started working on his jeans. Jonah moved to stop her but she pushed his hands away and looked up at him.
	“I turned you on, right?” she asked.
	“Yes, but-”
	“But nothing,” she said and went back to work on his jeans. “Let me deal with you. It’ll make me feel right about it.”
	“Jerrica,” Jonah warned.
	“Please, sir,” Jerrica changed her tone. “Let me do this for you.”
	Temporarily stymied by her submissiveness, Jonah froze and Jerrica used the opportunity to yank his pants down.
	“Are you sure-”
	“Yes, Jonah. It’s just a hand job to relieve you,” Jerrica assured him. “Now let’s see. I don’t want a mess.”
	She grabbed a small hair towel she’d already used for several days and laid it on the left end of her bed, then grabbed Jonah and pulled him so he faced it.
	“Now,” Jerrica thought out loud, sitting on the bed, “how do you want this to be?”
	“What?”
	“How do I want it to be?” she thought again, feeling her eyes widen. “Okay, how about this, Jonah?”
	“Hm?”
	“It could be either -” she pitchd her voice low and deep “- ‘Jerrica, I am your boss and you have to take care of me!’
 “Or it could be,” Jerrica pitched her voice higher, “Oh, Jonah, I’m so grateful for your guidance! Let me help you.”
	She gently stroked his erection through the thin fabric of his shorts.
	“I see,” Jonah shivered at her touch.
	He took a deep breath and closed his eyes.  When he opened them, they were stern, so she knew which role he had chosen.
	“Jerrica?” he prodded.
	“Yes, sir.”
	“Watching over you and spanking your ass is a lot of work and takes a lot of my time,” Jonah intoned.
	“I see, sir,” she let her eyes go wide. “I’m very sorry to be such a burden on you. Is there anything I can do?”
	“You can relieve my stress,” Jonah said.
	“Of course, sir,” Jerrica said, stroking him more firmly. “I’m very sorry again. It’s very thoughtless of me to have such little willpower.”
	“That’s right,” Jonah shivered, still trying to stay in character.
	Jerrica reached through the fly of his shorts and pulled him out.
	That’s a solid erection, right there.
	She kept a hand on him while she turned her body so her head faced the towel she’d laid out and her rear stretched out to Jonah’s right.
	“There you go, sir,” she murmured. “I’ll empty you out and make you feel better. I’m so sorry to have abused your time like this.”
	“Yes,” Jonah breathed as she stroked him. “You’ve been very bad… such a burden.”
	“Can you reach my butt?” she asked.
	“Hm?” Jonah asked.
	“I never realised how inconsiderate it is,” she said. “So thoughtless of me. You… you should teach me to be more considerate.”
	“Oh,” Jonah said, his erection stiffening in her hand. “How should I teach you?”
	It’ll only be a couple of spankings then, Jerrica thought with relief.
	“The only way I learn anything is from a good spanking, sir.”
	“You do have to be taught a lesson,” Jonah said.
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica simpered. “Teach me.”
	She jerked him feverishly, pointing him down at the towel, as his hand swung down and struck high on the outside of her left cheek.
	He can only reach the left from where he is. It’s fine.
	“Oh!” she groaned. “Yes, sir!”
	Another strike snapped off her pants.
	“Thank you, sir!”
	His penis twitched in her hand and spat out a strip of semen, arcing under her chin to land itself across her towel.
	Thank god, I stretched that towel out, she thought, he was under a lot of pressure.
	Feeling a sense of relief that she’d properly taken care of her master, Jerrica kept jerking but relaxed her grip, which turned out to be a mistake.  Jonah landed a third slap on her cheek and his penis twitched upward in her weakened grip, its second volley of semen glancing off her left cheek before deflecting down on her towel.
	“Ah!” she squeaked out, more from the shock of the semen than the spanking.
	Jerrica kept stroking out Jonah’s orgasm, but made sure to keep it pointed down, and Jonah landed one more spanking, lighter than the others, as a sort of punctuation to the event.
	“Thank you, sir,” Jerrica murmured as she milked the last bit of come out of Jonah’s waning erection.
	“Thank you, Jerrica,” he muttered back.
	She sat up, continuing her stroking at her side, and frowned at Jonah and then looked down at her left cheek.
	“Gotcha,” he said with a smile.
	“Uh-huh,” she said.
	Jonah tucked himself back into his underwear and Jerrica folded up the little towel, using an unsoiled portion of it to wipe the few drops of semen that still lingered on her face.
	“Just so we’re clear,” Jerrica said. “I really appreciate you spanking me like this, okay? So if it gets you riled up, I’ll take care of you at the end of my work day, once I don’t need any more spankings.”
	“Yeah?” Jonah sounded doubtful.
	“It’s worth it,” Jerrica insisted. “It’s time and effort from you and if it leaves you unable to do your work, that’s way too high a cost.”
	She inhaled and stood up to look Jonah in the eye.
	“So if this,” Jerrica waved at the bed, “is the sort of thing you need, then just… you know, say so. Tell me I’ve been really bad, or, or… say that I’ve been a ‘burden’ on you and I’ll say ‘yes, sir’ and take care of you. Okay?”
	“Okay,” he said. Jonah blinked his eyes several times, “Thanks.”
	“Jonah?”
	“Yeah?”
	“I know this is hard for you, but, um.”
	“What?”
	“Don’t ‘thank’ me, okay?” Jerrica prodded with a since. “Not ever.”
	“Why not?”
	“You’re the boss, ruler, whatever,” she said “Just… just tell me I did a good job. You’re just supposed to tell me I’ve been good, or tell me I’ve been bad and spank me.”
	“I see.. I think,” Jonah took a breath and nodded. His voice and expression shifted into firmness. “Jerrica, good work.”
	“Thank you, sir,” Jerrica fell into her role immediately.
	That feels better.
	Jonah gave her a formal nod and left the room.
	I hope he can get his work done.

	[When you finish today?] Jonah texted.
	Jerrica read his message while on her way to her 1:30 lecture.
	[3:30] she sent back.
	[I’m done at 4:30] came his reply
	[Can I get 10 sp then?] she wrote
	[it’ll be 5 before I’m home]
	[10 right after dinner then] Jerrica asked
[right]

Jerrica wasted zero time.
They ate their dinner, took care of the dishes together and, as Jonah put the last dry dish in the cabinet, Jerrica braced herself on the kitchen counter.
“Right after dinner,” she said, arching her back. “As promised.”
“Damn right,” Jonah said. “Someone needs to be reminded to focus on her work.”
“Yes, sir.”
Jonah put his hand on her left cheek and began delivering her punishment.
He’s doing this harder than before.
Jerrica grunted by the fifth, then gritted her teeth and held her breath for the last half of her spankings, all of which he delivered to her left cheek.
This is what I need, and I promised not to argue about it.
“Thank you, Jonah,” she said as she stood up.
“One hour,” he told her. “Same as always.”
Jerrica nodded and got to work.

The hour having gone smoothly, Jonah’s message over the video app came through in text.
[Time’s up]
“Yeah,” Jerrica looked up into the camera. “I could, you know, use a little boost to get me through another half hour.”
[?]
“Can you come down, or you want me to come up?”
[Oh. How many?]
“Five more?” she pleaded.
[otw]
After turning the webcam off, Jerrica stood up and put her feet on the floor, a little wider than shoulder width, and lowered her shoulders to the desk.
Thumps came down the stairs and Jonah found her that way, her cheeks up in the air and waiting.
“Thanks, Jonah,” she said.
“A little inconvenient,” Jonah’s voice turned firm, “that you need constant reminders.”
“Yes, sir,” Jerrica gulped. “Sorry, sir.”
Oh, he’s playing this just right.
“I think you need ten spankings instead of five,” Jonah said. “Just because I had to come down.”
Well, that’s fine, but I’ll make it sound like a chore. I wonder if that means he’d rather me come up there? Or does he want to be “dragged” down here so he can demand extra spankings?
Jerrica decided that deserved investigation later.
“I, um, yes, sir,” Jerrica gave a theatrical sniff and a gulp. “If you say so.”
“I do.”
Jerrica wiggled her hips a bit, spread her legs slightly wider and set her muscles firmly to prepare for her spankings.
Was that a good enough show?
Jonah started laying into her left cheek.
Wow, this hurts.
Jerrica held back from making any noises or protest for the first half.
Actually, he said it’s okay if I let him know I feel it out loud.
“Oh!” she cried out on six. 
At seven, she squeaked, then let the last three spankings pull a long, “Aaaah!” out of her throat.
“You’ll pay attention now?” Jonah asked.
“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”
God, this is going to start getting expensive.
But she didn’t rub her cheek until he’d left.

It works, though, however much it hurts.
Half an hour later, she’d mowed through so much work, she counted herself amazed how effective Jonah had proved as an anti-procrastination tool.
The harder he spanks, the harder I work.  Crap.
“I’m all done,” she announced.
[Time is up, too.]
“How are you?” she asked.
[Still working]
“Right,” she said.
So he doesn’t need me right now, obviously, Jerrica thought, but he might need me later.
She deemed it unfair to expect him to do this much work, watching over her and substituting for her willpower, but leaving him turned on.  For some reason, it didn’t occur to Jerrica that Jonah could just masturbate while thinking about her.
I should make sure he knows I’ll take care of him later, Jerrica’s thought train continued, it’s an open offer every day that he does this for me and I don’t want him to feel it’s putting me out.
But how could she do that in a subtle way?
She looked up at the webcam and pursed her lips.
Pretence.
In the corner of her laptop’s screen, she saw the tiny image from the webcam, put there so she would always know that she was obeying Jonah’s rules about staying in view.  From its shelf off to her left side and just behind her, it showed her right shoulder and the back and side of her head, as well as her laptop screen and part of her desk.
Okay.
She stood up and, just before she stepped out of frame, started pulling her shirt off over her head.
He should have seen that.
She left her bra on, which felt a little fake for someone pretending to get ready for bed, but found a clean knee length night shirt in her closet, a cute light blue one with tiny yellow stars printed all over it.  Before putting the nightie on, she changed her underwear to a clean pair.
Timing now.
She pulled the night shirt over her head and got the hem down to just above her navel.
Let’s get this just right.
Jerrica stepped into the view of the webcam and, the moment she saw the cornflower blue of her underwear flash on the screen, dropped the night shirt into place to cover it.
Hopefully, that makes it clear that I’m here for him, she thought with a shrug, but also fetched the slightly soiled towel she had used for him the night before, passed it in front of the camera and set it on her bed.
	She clicked on the little webcam window and turned off the video, then the audio.  The connection remained up so they could still send text messages, but that was it.

	Almost forty-five minutes later, a message popped up on her laptop.
	[?]
	Just that, a question mark.
	Jerrica turned the camera and the audio back on and looked up at the webcam.
	“Yes, sir?”
	[You’ve been a lot of work today]
	“Yes. Sorry,” she kept her voice meek. “Is there anything I can do?”
	[Come up here.]
	“Of course, sir.”
	Doing it in his room would be different.  Jerrica disconnected the chat entirely and grabbed her towel before heading up to Jonah’s room as quickly as she could.
	Eager, eager, eager, Jerrica reminded herself. I need his help and he needs to be relieved. Don’t let him think there’s anything wrong with this arrangement.
	Jerrica stood in the doorway, seeing Jonah at his desk, facing away.
	How should I look when he turns around?
	She glanced down at the towel in her hands, folded it neatly over her right arm and held it out in front of her.  Her left arm she then tucked behind her back.  It made her smile a little, a silly little play on being his servant.
	“Sir,” she said.
	Jonah turned around and saw her then, in her nighty with her towel, and gave her a surprised blink before his face firmed up and he resumed his role.
	He stood up and waved her over to the bed.
	“Like before?” she asked.
	“Exactly,” he replied.
	A little dull, she thought, but doing it a second time, like it’s my job, is okay.
	She walked past him to his bed, laid her towel out neatly on the left side, then crawled up on the bed, same as before, with her body stretched out towards Jonah’s right.
	Jonah unzipped his own pants this time.
	“You’ve been a big burden today,” he reminded her.
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica said as she pulled his erection out of his pants. “I’m very sorry. You help me so much.”
	Wow, he’s already so hard. Poor guy probably couldn’t see straight for the last hour or so.
	She pointed him under her chin, so his semen would shoot over the towel, and started jerking.
	“I’ve been pretty annoying sir,” she offered by nodding at her rear.
	“You have,” Jonah gasped, trying to stay in character.
	“I wish I could be more self-sufficient,” Jerrica mewed. “Please help me.”
	Jonah put his hand on her left cheek and Jerrica felt her eyes widen as she realised how much she could feel his fingers through the thin fabric of her nightie.
	Oh, crap. That’s way, way less protection than my pants gave me.
	The first spanking cracked down on her left cheek, loud and high-pitched, stinging like none of the others ever had.
	“Ow!” she cried and sucked air through her teeth.
	Jonah twitched, realising it was too much.
	I don’t want him to feel bad.  I have to make it sound like it’s fine.
	“Thank you, sir,” she mewed out desperately. “One more, please?”
	Jonah raised his hand, but didn’t strike, setting it down gently again and squeezing her rear.
	What’s he doing? I don’t want him to stop.
	His left hand found the back of her head and pushed her down slightly.
	And slightly more.
	Oh, Jerrica realised as his erection lined up with her left cheek. Instead of the spankings.
	“Yes, sir,” she said, and jerked more feverishly.
	Jonah grunted and Jerrica squeezed her eyes shut. The erection twitched in her hand and hot wetness struck the side of her face, splattering over her cheek and the side of her nose, dripping down almost instantly.
	He held her head in place as he twitched again, firing more semen into her skin.
	So much, she thought, feeling the way he squeezed her ass cheek, pulsing in time with the twitches of his orgasm.
	Jonah grunted his last pulse out and his grip on her gluteus weakened.
	“Hoo,” he breathed. “Well.”
	“Do you feel better, sir?” she asked, not lifting her head and continuing to gently milk him out onto her towel.
	“I do, Jerrica, I do,” he said, trying to stay in character. “That makes this whole business almost bearable.”
	“I’m glad, sir.”
	His grip on the back of her head weakened and she relaxed a little, knowing she’d done her job.  She carefully used a clean part of the towel to scrape Jonah’s semen off her face.
	She folded the towel neatly and sat up to face him.
	“Good,” Jonah said firmly, fixing himself back into his pants.
	Jerrica nodded.
	“Anything else, sir?”
	“Good for today, Jerrica.”
	“Yes, sir.”
	She got up and left his room but, hearing Jonah following her out, turned to look at him in the darkened space.  He stood silhouetted in the doorway.
	“Jerrica?”
	“Mm-hm.”
	“This is okay with you?” he asked.
	Sometimes, we might need to step out of character.  I get it.  We can’t just play without checking.
	“Yes,” she said firmly.
	“Your face, even?”
	She looked up at the ceiling and sighed.
	“Yes, even that.”
	“And the spanking?”
	“It was harder without pants on,” she said. “But it’s fine. And, I don’t know, maybe I’ll need it that hard at some point.”
	“Right,” Jonah said with evident relief. “Right. Okay.”
	“And you?” she asked.
	“Me?”
	“Is this fair to you?” she asked. “I’m taking up a lot of your time, getting you to watch over me like this. It can’t be easy.”
	“You’re paying for it,” Jonah said.
	“Paying enough?” she clarified. “Coming on me? Spanking me? That’s enough?”
	“Yes,” he said.
	“Good,” she replied and turned around. “Good night, then.”
	“Good night.”
	Jerrica paused and turned around.
	“Jonah?”
	“Mm-hm?”
	“If we have questions,” she said. “Either of us. Questions like these. We’ll ask them here, in this hallway.”
	“I… see? I think.”
	“Otherwise,” Jerrica clarified. “In other places, we’ll try to be - you know - those other people we were pretending to be.”
	“Good idea,” Jonah agreed. “Just here, in this hallway.”
	“Right.”
	“Good.”
	Jerrica turned and walked down the stairs, satisfied.

	When she reached her bedroom, she had a chat request from Jonah.
	Are we back to role-playing?
	She turned on the video and audio and looked up into the webcam.
	“Yes, sir?” she asked.
	[What do you have tomorrow?]
	Jerrica turned her eyes up to look into the camera.
	“Lectures until 2:30,” she said. “A meeting with a TA at 2:45 and then I’m coming home.”
	[When will you be home?]
	“I can’t say for sure,” Jerrica said. She shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t know what my T.A. wants.”
	[Come home after the meeting. For now, I’ll expect you by 3:30, but send me a text with a better ETA when the meeting ends.]
	“That’s fair,” Jerrica said, giving the camera a nod.
	[10 sp when you get home.]
	“Yes, sir. Then right to work,” Jerrica replied. “Anything else before I get to bed?”
	A long pause followed.
	[One other thing.]
	“Yes, sir?”
	[Nice underwear]
	“Thank you, sir,” Jerrica replied.
	He did see my pretty blue panties, she thought, but if he wants to see it again, he’ll have to say so.
	[good night]
	“Good night.”
	She disconnected from the chat and, for good measure, disconnected the USB cable to the webcam.
	Good night, indeed.
	Jerrica turned out the light and lay in bed for a while, thinking of what she’d done with her life.  She’d asked her friend to spank her because she couldn’t manage her own self-discipline.  And then, once by accident and once by his own intent and with her permission, she’d let that friend come on her face as a way to thank him for it.
	Semen, she thought, on my face.
	The only thing that bothered her was how little it bothered her.
	What else will I do for this? For him?
	Jerrica pulled the sheets up over herself and curled up on her side.
	What else am I willing to do? She wondered as she drifted off to sleep.

	The next warning she woke up, intending to start her day as normal, but felt a lancing pain in her cheek as she put pressure on it.
	Whoa, she gasped and stood up.
	Okay, it’s not that bad, just surprising, Jerrica thought.
	She hiked up her nightie and turned her left cheek toward her bedroom mirror.
	Mild red spot, there, she thought, but nothing too bad.
	Jerrica knew she’d have to be careful with spankings like that in the future.  If she could feel just one spanking the next morning, she had trouble imagining what five or ten might feel like.
	On the other hand, maybe I could ride the pain all day.
	She didn’t see Jonah that morning, but her promise hung in her brain.

	The meeting with Greta, her Chemistry T.A., only lasted 15 minutes.  That gave her 45 minutes to get home, which was only a 25 minute walk.  She stopped at the caf, ran into one of her friends from first year and grabbed a coffee.
	She got a little lost with that discussion and realized she’d already hit 5 minutes after 3pm.
	“Whoa,” she told her friend. “Gotta head out.  I gotta… do a thing.”
	“Take care!” her friend called back.
	Jerrica double-timed it home.

	Breathless, she arrived at home with two minutes to spare.  She shucked off her boots in the entryway, dropped off her bag beside the boots and then rushed up the stairway to Jonah’s room, arriving in the doorway with a minute to spare.
	“Rushed all this way?” Jonah asked.
	“Didn’t want to be late,” Jerrica insisted.
	“So the meeting with the T.A. took exactly as long as you had time for?” Jonah wondered.
	“Oh, no,” Jerrica said. “I had time to spare and grabbed a coffee.  Ran into Trisha.”
	Jonah pursed his lips and raised his eyebrows.
	“What?”
	“You were to come home after the meeting,” Jonah reminded her. “Not ‘stop for coffee’.”
	“I - what?”
	“Being later than taht because of the meeting with the T.A. is one thing,” he said. “But you were to come home directly after that meeting. Those were my instructions, punctuated with a spanking or not..”
	Jerrica froze, mentally going over the text-and-audio conversation the night before.
	“Damn,” she said. “That’s not really fa-”
	Jonah raised an eyebrow and leaned forward, waiting for her next words.
	No flak, she thought. That was his rule. He gets to decide.
	“Right,” Jerrica sighed. “I should have come straight home. Sorry, sir.”
	Jonah nodded.
	“So?”
	“So, when did the meeting end?” Jonah asked.
	“It took about fifteen minutes,” Jerrica said.
	“So you could have been home fifteen minutes earlier?” Jonah clarified.
	“At least,” Jerrica admitted, “probably twenty.”
	Twenty minutes late. Yikes. And my butt’s already sore.
	“That would make thirty spankings,” he told her casually, his voice suggesting he knew exactly how hard that would be.
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica gulped.
	Not too bad unless he spanks the same spot he tagged last night when I only had the nightie on.
	“That seems to be a very harsh lesson,” Jonah said. “But you’ve been very disobedient.”
	“Yes, sir.”
	Neither of them moved.
	There’s nothing else I can offer him, is there?  It’s his right, at this point, to spank me thirty times.
	Jerrica waited.
	“Let’s do the first ten,” Jonah said. “Then I’ll think about the next twenty.”
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica nodded. “On the bed or on my feet?”
	“Bend over the bed,” he directed.
	Jerrica, figuring what that meant, spaced her legs out a little extra wide and put her chest and shoulders down on his bed.
	“Why are you getting ten spankings?”
	“To help me start doing my homework,” she said.
	Jonah started.
	Of course he’s hitting that one spot and only that spot, Jerrica grimaced.
	By the third spanking, she cried out.  Jonah kept it up, listening to her moan the rest of the way through to ten.
	“Enough,” he said. “You’re not making it to thirty.”
	Jerrica sniffed.
	“But you deserve twenty more, don’t you?” he asked.
	“Yes, sir. I do,” Jerrica said, still in her position.
	Can I ask him to just spank me elsewhere?
	That seemed a little out there at that moment.
	“You said before that it was about pain and not humiliation,” Jonah mused. “Perhaps you are rethinking that now.”
	“Maybe,” Jerrica winced and looked over her shoulder.
	“Still wearing the same underwear?” he asked.
	“Um, yes.”
	This is taking a turn, Jerrica thought as she felt her eyes widen.
	“Yes?”
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica said.
	“I’d like to see it,” he said. “From behind.”
	“Oh.”
	“Or,” Jonah shrugged. “More spankings.”
	“I mean,” Jerrica said hastily. “I have been very bad, but if you’d like me to take my pants off-”
	“I’d like to see you in your underwear, yes.”
	“See me in my underwear,” Jerrica nodded. “Right. So should I just-”
	Jonah pointed to the corner opposite to where she stood, off the right side of his desk.
	“Stand over there,” he said.
	“Oh, okay.”
	Unsure of what he planned, Jerrica obeyed and walked to the corner and remained facing away from him while she heard him typing on his keyboard.
	“Pull your pants down,” Jonah said. “And put your hands on your knees.”
	This is better than spankings, she thought, my butt hurts way too much.
	She unbuckled her pants, took a breath, and pushed them down to her lower thighs, enough that he could see her underwear all the way to her crotch.  Keeping her legs tight together, she put her hands on her knees and, assuming he wanted it that way, arched her back.
	At least it’s proper underwear, cute, but not a thong or anything. 
	“Like this, sir?” she asked.
	“Perfect,” Jonah said. “Lovely.”
	He turned to his computer and began typing.
	Huh?
	Jerrica turned and looked over her shoulder at him.  As he worked at his keyboard, he glanced over at her.
	“I - um,” she stammered.
	“Something wrong?”
	“No, sir,” Jerrica said instantly. “It’s just, well, how long do I stay like this?”
	“How late were you?”
	“Twenty minutes.”
	“There you go,” Jonah smiled, pointing at a widget on his computer screen.
	A countdown. It’s at 19:50.
	Jerrica turned around and looked at the wall, feeling heat rise in her face.
	“Just stand here for twenty minutes?” she asked, aghast.
	“Unless you’d prefer the spankings,” Jonah reminded her. “There’s a delightful shade of pink on the left cheek I’d love to darken into red.”
	“Hmph,” Jerrica said and turned her head away again. “Yes, sir. Twenty minutes.”
	She kept her eyes on the wall, trying to ignore the fact that Jonah’s door lay open.
	No one can see.  It’s just him, occasionally ogling me but mostly ignoring me for fuck sakes.
	Humiliation rolled over her in waves, but she also felt the pain in her rear, which made it feel like she was getting away with something here.  But then Jonah paused in his typing and she knew that had taken another look at the pink spot on her lower left cheek where he’d spanked her so hard.
	I know it’s below and outside the hem of my panties.  He can see the mark.
	It whirled around in her head, that vortex of shame and relief, a kind of torture worse than just getting spanked.
	Not worse than the pain though. Ugh.
	“Do I really have to stay this way the whole time?” she asked him.
	“Are you complaining?” Jonah pointed out.
	Oh, shit.
	“No, sir, I-” Jerrica stammered, her brain improvising madly to try to find a way to sound obedient. “I just wonder if there’s another way you’d like me to pose.”
	“Fine,” he said. “Turn and face me.”
	With relief, Jerrica straightened and turned her body toward him.
	“Hm,” Jonah grimaced. “Put your hands behind your head.”
	Jerrica obeyed, feeling the hem of her shirt lift.
	I get it, she realised, he can’t see my underwear because my shirt’s too long.
	“I still can’t see,” Jonah grimaced.
	Jerrica lifted the hem of her shirt up.
	“Is that better, sir?” she asked.
	“Put the hem of your shirt in your mouth,” he said.
	Jerrica felt her eyes bug out, but she took the centre of her shirt’s lower hem and put it between her lips, revealing most of her abdomen and possibly the underwire of her bra.
	“Now hands behind your head,” Jonah said.
	She did that, too.
	“Perfect.”
	“Yeshur,” she mumbled back.
	From his perspective, she could now watch the countdown, which stood at fourteen minutes.
	“If you don’t like being exposed, Jerrica,” he told her a minute later. “You can switch back to spankings any time.”
	“Noshur,” she muttered through her shirt, shaking her head.
	The time ticked down. Jonah wasn’t shy about looking at her either.  His gaze, casual as he kept it, made her feel like a little toy he owned.
	I should be in a glass case or something, Jerrica thought, under a little light. This is horrific.
	The clock ticked.
	He stared right at her crotch, not even making eye contact.
	This is brutal. I’d rather have the spankings - no wait.  No I wouldn’t.  Stare all you like.
	At ten minutes, right while he was staring at her again, Jerrica realised she couldn’t take it.
She mumbled to him.
“What’s that?” he asked her.
Jerrica mumbled again, slightly frustrated because she couldn’t speak through her shirt.
But I won’t disobey him, she thought, gotta keep my hands up.
“You may remove the shirt,” Jonah said. “But don’t hide your underwear.”
“May I,” she started with relief. “I mean, would you like to see my… rear… again?”
Jonah took a long breath, still staring at her crotch.
“Yes, I would,” he said. “Turn around. Hands on your knees.”
With her pants still clenched between her thighs, she turned around awkwardly and posed again for him.
Showing him my butt is much less invasive, she thought, and I can face the other way and pretend he’s not staring at me.
	“Still nice and pink,” Jonah remarked.
	Unless he tells me he’s looking, she sighed. Ugh.
	The time passed more quickly, the shame of the rear view paling in comparison to the discomfort of the front view.
	“Turn around again,” Jonah told her.
	Gulping, she turned to see two minutes left on her clock.
	“Pull your pants up,” Jonah instructed.
	“Yes, sir,” she said, instantly grateful. “But there’s still time…”
	“I’ll use it later,” he told her.
“Oh,” she realised exactly what that meant. “Yes, sir.”
She zipped up her pants and buttoned them.
“Off to work now,” he told her. “Get an hour in before dinner.”
“Yes, sir,” Jerrica whisked herself out of his room.
This means I’ll have to make him come again, and I’ll have to take my pants off.

With a strange chill running through her, Jerrica kept her focus on her homework. While the soreness in her left cheek, especially while she sat, kept her doing anything that Jonah might think of as an infraction, the thought of what was coming at the end of the night gave her a different kind of distraction.
He’ll want to spray the side of my face again, I bet, she thought. Dammit, do your work. It’s fine.
She had never seen herself after he ejaculated, only imagined it.
I’ve got lots of time to think about it, Jerrica realised. We haven’t even had dinner yet.

Distraction or no, Jerrica completed her hour of work and attended dinner in the kitchen with Jonah.
“Went well?” Jonah asked.
“Oh, yes,” she said. “Thank you, sir.”
Jonah gave her a gentle pat on the rear before they set to dinner.
“I still owe you two minutes,” she said quietly. “Of, you know, seeing my panties.”
“Or two spankings,” Jonah pointed out.
	“Oh,” she stirred the boiling pot of pasta. “You want them as spankings instead?”
	“Up to you,” he said.
	“The underwear,” she said quickly.
	“So your butt is so sore from those bare ass spankings,” Jonah pointed out. “That you’re obeying the rules.”
	“Yeah,” Jerrica admitted. “I didn’t realise when I started how much it would hurt - or how hard you could spank.”
	Jonah nodded.
	“Regrets?” he asked.
	“No,” Jerrica insisted quickly. “None at all. Given where I was, as such an easily distracted person, I think this was a really good way to fix myself.”
	“You don’t think it’s juvenile?” Jonah asked. “Needing a spanking to behave?”
	Jerrica thought about that for an instant, watching Jonah fry the ground beef for the sauce.
	“I guess it is,” she shrugged. “But it’s working. I’ll worry about the rest later.”
	“What if you keep needing harder and harder spankings?” Jonah asked. “Or more and more humiliation, to keep you focused?”
	Jerrica’s eyes widened but she softened and turned to focus on the boiling water.
	“I’m leaving that to you,” she said. “When I need spankings, how many, how hard, what position.  If I need to expose myself.  That’s all up to you.”
	“I - see,” Jonah stuttered. “A lot of faith you have in me.”
	“You haven’t failed me yet,” she said.

	After dinner, they cleaned up and went their separate ways.
	I need him to get me started, Jerrica thought, but my left cheek is already so sore. And I don’t know if just standing there in my underwear gives me the right kind of motivation.
	Humiliation, she realised, worked as a kind of punishment.  But it didn’t get her started on her homework.
	Resolutely, she marched up the stairs.
	“Sir,” she said to Jonah’s back.
	“Yes, Jerrica?” he asked and turned in his chair.
	How should I do this? She thought. I want to play the humble servant asking for mercy.
	Jerrica walked over to his chair, took a breath, and knelt on the ground.
	“Sir,” she said, looking down. “I know it’s your right, by our agreement, to spank me whenever you feel I need it, however you feel I need it.”
	“That’s right,” Jonah frowned. “As many times and as hard as I think it takes.”
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica said. “But I’ve come to ask you a favour.”
	“I’ll listen.”
	“I need your spankings to get me started,” she asked, turning her eyes up. “But my left cheek is too sore. Could you please spank the right?”
	Jonah inhaled and closed his eyes.
	Ha, too much for him.
	“You really need your spankings?”
	“Yes, sir,” she simpered. “Please?”
	“And you think you can tell me where to spank you?” Jonah’s voice turned dark.
	“No, sir,” Jerrica said. “Ask. Not tell.”
	“Very well,” he said. “Since you’re being so polite. Get up on the bed and get your ass up.”
	“Yes, sir,” she said as she jumped up and set herself on her hands and knees.
	“Get your shoulders down,” he said.
	She obeyed.
	“How long do you need to study?” Jonah asked, setting his right hand on her right cheek.
	“An hour more, sir.”
	“Normally I’d give you ten,” he said. “But I think you deserve fifteen since you’re asking for this accommodation.”
	Just keep sounding obedient and accept it, she reminded herself.
	“Very kind of you, sir,” Jerrica mewed. “I really do appreciate it.”
	That last bit wasn’t even acting, she thought, if he really smacked my left cheek right now, it might kill me.
	Her body shook with each spanking, but the pain wasn’t nearly as serious as the other side of her ass.
	“There you are,” Jonah said, stepping back. “Fifteen spankings to get you started on your evening’s work.”
	“I can feel it now,” Jerrica said as she sat up. “I wanna get right to work. Thank you, sir.”
	Jonah jerked his head towards the door and she departed.
	She stopped at the end of the hallway at the top of the stairs.
	“Jonah?”
	He looked down the length of the hallway from his bedroom door.  Quietly, he stepped out of his room and faced her while silhouetted in the doorway.
	“Yes?”
	“That was perfect, really,” she said. “Thanks.”
	“The begging thing was nice, too,” he complimented her.
	Jerrica smiled and nodded.
	“It felt right,” she shrugged. “And, um, later?”
	“I will need you,” Jonah nodded.
	“In my underwear, yeah,” Jerrica twitched a nod. “Of course. No worries.”
	Jonah gulped.
	“Back to work?” she asked.
	“Back to work.”

	Absolutely flawless, Jerrica thought, no distractions, work all done. The more I submit to him, the more pain I feel in my butt, the harder I work.
	With both cheeks stinging, the left much more than the right, the reminder of Jonah’s authority over her kept her focused for the entire hour.
	[All done?]
	“Yes,” she looked up at the camera. “Thank you, sir. How are you?”
	[Still have work to finish]
	She turned her chair to face the camera, noting that it cut off just below her waist.
	“Is this your favourite colour?” she asked, waving at her crotch. “I have others.”
	Long pause, this time, she noted.
	[It’s fine]
	Then, very quickly.
	[Get up here]
	Jerrica smirked at the camera.
	“Yes, sir,” she said. “Right away.”
	She disconnected the chat and fetched her towel.
	No, wait.
	With no one else in the house, she had a chance to shake him good.  She took off her pants and left them on her bed, then grabbed her towel.

	“Sir?” she asked when she arrived at his doorway.
	Jonah turned around, already breathless, and his eyes widened in further shock when he saw her pants gone, just the blue panties covering her lower body.
	“You wanted to see me in my panties, sir?” she asked.
	“Yes, Jerrica,” he tried to firm up his voice. “Good girl.”
	“Thank you, sir,” she said, holding up the towel. “Shall I take care of you as before?”
	“Indeed.”
	Now I should be super-duper honest about what I’m going to do for him.
	“You want to get my face?” she asked.
	Jonah gulped, speechless, and nodded.
	“You won’t have to hold my head,” she told him as she crawled up on his bed, turning to show him her rear before taking a position side-on to him. “Unless you want to.”
	“Oh?” he asked, unzipping his pants and letting them fall to the floor.
	“I know you want it on my face,” Jerrica shrugged. “And that’s fair, so that’s what I’ll do.”
	He held his erection out in front of her and she grabbed it, touching the tip to her cheekbone.
	“There you go, sir,” she said.
	“Jesus,” Jonah whispered.
	“It’s alright,” Jerrica whispered back as she jerked on the hard rod next to her face. “Nice underwear, just like you wanted.”
	Jonah’s hand rested on her left cheek, the coolness soothing the stinging spot.
	“Yeah, real nice,” he said.
	It’ll hurt, she thought. I know it’ll hurt. But I still feel like I need one.
	“Jonah?” she said, pausing her hand motion and resting his erection against the soft hollow in her left cheek.
	“Hm?”
	“I think I need one little reminder,” she said. “Of what a burden I was on you today.”
	“One?”
	“Right when you come,” Jerrica said and nodded to her rear.
	“I-”
	Jerrica started jerking feverishly before Jonah could even answer. He groaned, gripping her cheek, as she bumped his head repeatedly into the soft part of her cheek.
	That’s probably uncomfortable, hitting my teeth, even if it’s through the skin.  It needs something softer.
	Jerrica opened her mouth, making a gap between her teeth where his erection could push more easily as she jerked him.
	Jonah’s hand lifted away from her left cheek and came back down softly.
	“Yeah,” she prodded him. “Yeah. Do it.”
	He grunted and unleashed a splattering of semen into her face as his hand lifted and came crashing down on her cheek.
	“Ha!” she cried out, her mouth opening farther as his second volley of semen launched out.
	Her jerking made a horizontal line from the corner of her lips to the edge of her ear lobe.
	There’s probably some in my hair, too, she thought, although most of her attention had been directed towards the lancing pain in her rear.  At least he went higher. It’s not the same sore spot as before.
	More diligently, she jerked out the next few shots into her already soiled cheek.
	It didn’t get into my mouth, Jerrica noted, milking Jonah out onto her towel. Or my ear.
	“Good job, sir,” she said. “I won’t forget how much trouble I am.”
	Panting, Jonah nodded.
	“That’s… that’s a… pretty… red butt,” he remarked.
	“I bet,” Jerrica gave a little nod.
	She released his erection and waited a moment for some of the semen to drip off her cheek onto the towel.
	Once she’d milked him dry, she let him go and turned her head to look at him.
	“Nice,” Jonah said, stepping just slightly out of character and observing the side of her face.
	“Yes, sir,” Jerrica’s tone implied a little bit of admonishment, reminding him of his role.
	“Clean yourself up, Jerrica,” Jonah’s voice darkened. “I’m done with you, tonight.”
	Well, that’s better. He’s almost treating me like a prostitute. Almost
	“Yes, sir,” she said. “Thank you, sir, for watching over me all day.”
	Jerrica wiped her face off with the towel and decided that three such uses meant it was past time to wash the damn thing.
	“Good night, sir.”
	She left his bedroom and stopped at the end of the long, dark hallway, looking back to see if Jonah had anything to say, but found him re-immersed in his work.
	That’s what matters, she thought, I get to focus and now he gets to focus. It’s only fair.
	It hadn’t occurred to Jerrica, until right then, that Jonah might need her before he could work.
