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Tania Potter
was faced with a real quandary. Her friend April Martin was due to
arrive at any moment, and she still hadn’t a clue as to how she was
going to broach the subject with her. She sat before the mirror of
her dressing table applying the finishing touches to her makeup,
while her mind juggled with a dozen things that could potentially
go wrong.

What if she was
misjudging the entire situation? After all, she had only known
April a relatively short while, and they had really only been out
with one another a handful of times, and then only to the local
café for a coffee and a chat. Sure, they got along like a house on
fire, shared so many common interests, were amused by all the same
things, but how was that proof that April was attracted to her in
the same way that she was attracted to April?

She bit her
lip. What if she succeeded only in ruining the friendship they
already had, and maybe setting herself up as a laughing stock in
the workplace where both she and her friend were employed?

Was it a risk
she was prepared to take?

She remembered
the day, almost three months ago now, when April had entered the
office as a new clerk. She remembered the flutter in her tummy as
she had watched this vision of perfection smile confidently while
being introduced to the members of staff. She remembered how
tongue-tied she had felt the first time April and her had sat
together in the canteen with no one else present; how completely
infatuated she had felt.

Their
friendship had developed, grown in strength, and that was great in
itself. However, there was now the danger that if she didn’t act
soon, friendship was all she would ever have, and the fact was she
longed for so much more than just that.

So, was it a
risk she was prepared to take? Did she really have a choice?

The doorbell
rang. She jumped, startled from her reverie. “Oh my god,” she
gasped. “Look at the time.”

She gave
herself a quick final once-over, and stood. It was now or never.
Her heart was beating wildly, her head spinning. What if she made a
complete mess of it? What if April turned her back on her;
disappeared, never to be seen again?

“Stop it,
Tania,” she whispered. “You are just making up excuses.”

She composed
herself as best she could and opened the door. Before her was
April, lovely as ever, but her lips were trembling and her eyes
looked troubled. Before she even had a chance to form a greeting,
April pushed past her and made her way straight to the sitting
room, where she slumped onto the couch and buried her face in her
hands.

“What’s the
matter, April? Are you alright?” she asked, totally shocked, but
her friend was shaking too much to answer right away. She sat down
beside her and placed her arm about her shoulder, persisting with
her concern, but it was no good: the young lady was distraught.
Make some tea, give her space, she thought, as she rose to put the
kettle on.

By the time the
tea was ready, some of Tania’s composure had returned, but she was
still shaking visibly. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said, her voice
trembling. “I’ve been trying to hold it in all day. I guess it was
just the relief of seeing a friendly face … yours especially: it
just came out. I couldn’t help it.”

Her earlier
plan now most definitely on hold, Tania set about seeing if she
could help. “What is it? What have you been holding in? Surely it
can’t be that bad, babe?”

“It is!” cried
April. “I went and did it again, and now I am facing a second
punishment. I am so stupid!”

“Did what? What
punishment? What are you talking about?”

April sipped
her tea, trying to focus. “I didn’t mention it to you last week. I
was too embarrassed. Remember that day when I wasn’t in work?”

Tania
nodded.

“Well, I was at
the Town Hall receiving a punishment. Oh my god … this is so
embarrassing, Tania.”

“For what? I
don’t understand, April.”

“Traffic
offences; speeding, and now I’ve managed to go and do it
again.”

Tania raised an
eyebrow in confusion. Okay… fair enough … being fined for a
motoring offence wasn’t exactly pleasant, but surely this was a bit
of an over-the top reaction? Even with an apparent second fine on
the horizon? I mean … seriously … those fines weren’t that
heavy, were they? Also, why would anyone care, so what was there to
be so embarrassed about?

“Aww, that’s a
pain in the ass, honey,” she whispered soothingly. “Really. How
much is the fine? If you are short on cash I can …”

“It’s not a
fine. It wasn’t a fine the first time either,” wailed April,
pulling away.”

“I’m sorry. I
don’t understand. If it’s not a fine, then what is it?”

“Have you not
been listening to the news or reading the papers, Tania? They don’t
do fines on their own anymore. All of that's been done away
with.”

Tania shook her
head, completely bewildered. “I don’t understand,” she
repeated.

“Minor common
offences are dealt with differently now. They reckoned that fines
weren’t enough of a deterrent on their own; people were reoffending
too frequently. Now, on top of having to pay up, you have to face
corporal punishment as well.”

“Corporal
punishment?” laughed Tania. She couldn’t help herself. This was
ludicrous. It had to be a joke, surely?

April stood up,
her face now red with anger. “You think this is funny, Tania? You
wouldn’t be sneering like that if it was you.”

Tania
swallowed. Her friend was serious. No, this couldn’t be right.
“This is not making any sense, babe,” she said, still doubtful, but
trying to calm things down. “What kind of corporal punishment are
we talking about here?”

April paused,
her face burning an even deeper shade of red. “I was paddled.”

Tania’s hands
shot to her cheeks, her eyes going wide. “Paddled? You are kidding
me!”

“No. It’s true.
I promise you, and now I am facing another paddling in two days’
time for doing the exact same, stupid speeding thing again. I guess
it must have happened when I was on my way home after the first
time. I wasn’t concentrating properly, so it has to have been
then.”

Her anger
appeared to subside, and she slumped back down on the couch. “Hold
me, Tania. I need a hug.”

Tania eagerly
obliged, drawing her friend close and stroking her hair. The heat
radiating from April’s body and the intimate touch immediately
reawakened her desires and she scolded herself for her selfishness.
This wasn’t the moment.

But, at the
same time, she couldn’t help herself. It wasn’t just the closeness
itself that was now sending shivers racing along her spine: the
image of April being punished … being paddled … was having a deep
effect on her. Stop it! You are being a bitch, she thought, but the
pictures were becoming more vivid by the second, tormenting
her.

She herself was
submissive by nature, quite often fantasizing about being tied up,
spanked, or punished while playing with herself, but this was quite
different: this was a real situation.

Confusion made
its appearance. To her shame, she envied her friend. Part of her
wished it was her who had been punished, and who had a further
punishment to look forward to. Another part of her wished she had
been there to witness April wriggling beneath the paddle, to hear
her cries of pain, her pointless pleas as the punishment was meted
out.

“Tell me about
it,” she whispered, doing her best to hide the hoarseness in her
voice.

“You don’t
believe me, do you?”

“I do.
Genuinely, I do. I just want you to get it off your chest. Talk
about it.”

April sat back,
carefully studying her friend’s face. Now it was Tania’s turn to
blush.

“No, you don’t
believe me. I’ll prove it to you.”

“Really, honey
… You don’t have to …”

But April was
already on her feet. She bent forward, gripping the back of a
nearby chair, and stuck out her bottom. “Come on, Tania. Lift my
skirt. See for yourself.”

Tania was
stunned. This was mad. Okay, let’s be honest here, under different
circumstances she would have dived at the opportunity, but …

“Do it, Tania.
What are you scared of?”

As if in a
trance, Tania approached her bending friend. April stood, her
tanned legs straight, their fine toning accentuated by the high
heels she wore. Her backside was perfectly positioned, as if she
was presenting herself for a further paddling, and she was
trembling slightly despite her bluster.

Tentatively,
Tania raised the skirt, revealing the soft, feminine flesh of the
upper thighs, and noted that her friend was wearing a pair of white
silk briefs. She swallowed, unsure of how to proceed.”

“Pull them
down, Tania. You are hardly going to see through them, are you?”
Her voice was still firm, but it had now taken on a new timbre.

Tania’s heart
skipped a beat. She raised the skirt higher and hooked her fingers
into the waistband of the briefs. Slowly, as if scared of somehow
offending, she peeled the garment down along April’s now trembling
buttocks. She gasped, her hand darting to her mouth. The mark of
the paddle was still slightly visible on the soft flesh, more so on
the right cheek than the left which could probably be attributed to
the position whoever had inflicted the punishment had adopted

“It’s not so
bad now,” whispered April. “It was a heck of a lot worse at the
time, and it stung like hell.”

Tania nodded,
and mumbled something incoherent.

“You can touch
it if you like,” continued April. “It actually still feels a bit
hot to me, See what you think.”

Tania’s pulse
was racing. Did she dare to? Would she be able to hold back the
arousal which was already becoming almost too much for her? Her
eyes wandered across the presented
































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
Judicial Tales

The Suhstitute Spankee
®






