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The Landlady

In the end, Tim figured it was a peach of a deal. His new job didn’t pay much and he did not want a long commute, so the top half of Mrs. Howland’s duplex was a real find after a long and frustrating apartment search. Mrs. Howland lived on the first floor and rented out the second floor. The apartment was small, just a one bedroom, but Tim didn’t need much space and the rent was affordable.  Mrs. Howland, his landlady, struck Tim as something of an odd character. She reminded him of a mom out of a 1950’s sitcom or an elementary school teacher from the same period. A large woman, but not fat, she wore the type of flower print dresses church ladies wore, the kind that had gone out of fashion years ago. For a woman in her late 40’s, she still had a nice figure, if a bit overripe. It was the cinched waist. It constricted her middle, but by contrast her hips and bust were curvy and nicely proportioned. Her coppery hair pouffed out to frame a round face with wide set eyes and a prominent nose which gave her an authoritarian schoolmarm look.  

In fact, in some ways she reminded him of a former teacher of his, and that was uncomfortable because he had to admit to himself that he had entertained a few lustful thoughts about her from time to time.  It was the same with Mrs. Howland. That big ripe figure of hers and that full mane of auburn hair appealed to him on some primitive sexual level. She looked like a woman who would smother you with all those lush curves, and Tim found himself checking out her tits and ample sized ass every time they crossed paths. The fact that she was twenty years his senior didn’t seem to matter much.

Tim, who was rather small of stature, also found her intimidating since she towered over him by a good four inches.  She had attitudes out of the 1950’s as well. She was very explicit about acceptable behavior, and there were to be no loud parties, no drink or smoking and no female visitors overnight. As to that last part, she had no need to worry. Tim was new in town and knew absolutely no one, so the prospect of his having an overnight female guest was pretty dim.   

There were certain other expectations, Tim was told. For one thing, he was to keep his apartment clean, and Mrs. Howland reserved the right to inspect it from time to time.  “If it’s not clean, we get bugs, so I insist,” she said.  

Tim understood that, but there was the issue of privacy. After all, he was a guy and wasn’t above keeping a cache of porn mags around for those lonely nights. He wouldn’t want her to see those.  Very proper and old fashioned in that way, she would no doubt disapprove. 

After a time she became an object of Tim’s lust. If he saw her arrive with packages in her car, he’d offer to help. It gave him a chance to walk behind her and see those lush buttocks flexing under her skirt. The sight made him hard, and often he’d go upstairs afterward, pull out a magazine and stroke himself to climax, spewing his seed all over the bedclothes. He promised himself he’d wash those, too, just in case.  

His best intentions at housekeeping went awry, however, and he came home one day to find Eve Howland in his apartment. She was seated at the small table in his dining nook. He looked around. The apartment was clean and all picked up. That meant Mrs. Howland had done it, because he had left the place a wreck, having put off that chore time and time again. With a sinking feeling he noticed a stack of magazines on the table.  

“Well, there you are, Timothy,” she said.  

Dammit all. The porn mags. She’d found them and now he was supremely embarrassed.   

“Mrs. Howland, I can explain. I was going to get to the apartment,” he said, blushing beet red.   

“Never you mind, young man. It’s this I’m talking about.” She tapped the stack of magazines with her finger. “It’s disgraceful, a nice young man like you spending your money on such pornography.”  

“Well, I … I sometimes can’t help myself.” He didn’t know why he felt he had to explain. He guessed he didn’t want Mrs. Howland to think badly of him. “It’s sort of a compulsion I guess.” He shrugged like it was no big deal, and moved toward the stack. “I’ll just throw them away and that will be that,” he said.  

She put her hand on the stack of magazines. Tim froze. “Sit down, Timothy,” said Mrs. Howland. “Let’s talk.”  

Tim sat down at the table. What now? 

“I know boys like this kind of thing,” she began. “But it is a nasty habit, and should be nipped in the bud. I know just how to do that,” she added with a confident nod of her head. “Would you like for me to tell you?”  

“I suppose, that is … yes, ma’am.” Tim sat motionless and listened while she first nodded then continued.  “Well. I used to be the director at a vacation bible school in the summertime. Some members of my church rented cabins from a Christian camp and several of us bible study teachers along with the pastor’s wife acted as staff.  This was a sleepover camp and we had both boys and girls who would stay in two week sessions. One summer several boys, really one boy in particular, snuck some of these magazines in with him. We told all the parents that certain things were contraband, including smut of any sort whatsoever of course, but this one boy hid them in his luggage.”  

“One night I was making rounds after lights out, and I heard noise. It was laughter coming from one of the boys’ cabins. I entered the cabin and walked softly so as not to wake the others. What I saw were three boys on one bed with a blanket over their heads shining a flashlight onto something they were reading. They sat together turning the pages, looking at pictures and giggling like girls.”  She folded her arms, shook her head and frowned as she continued.  “The little scamps were looking at dirty magazines, just like you have here, Timothy. Well, I put a stop to that party, let me tell you. When they saw me they jumped up, all red faced. They tried to hide what they were doing, but I’d caught them all red handed. I also saw some very stiff male members, if you know what I mean. They’d had their hands down in their pants playing with themselves. Disgusting and lewd behavior, that’s what it was. Onanism is a very serious sin, you know.”  

Tim blushed. She knew, of course, what the magazines were really for.  

“The next day we called them into the camp office. It was decided that punishment was indeed due. Pornography had no place in a bible camp, and all three of them knew they had sinned by looking at those pictures and exciting themselves. It was the devil’s work and the devil had to be driven out. Do you understand, Timothy?”  

Tim understood, but what did that have to do with him? These had been kids. He was an adult. “So what did you do?”  

“We prayed on it, and then talked to the parents. The boys were all from God fearing families, and they were appalled. It was decided that each boy could stay at camp on the condition that he accept punishment for his sin.” She stared Tim in the eye. “The punishment we decided upon was a good sound spanking on the boy’s bare bottom, given by me as camp director.”  

Tim gulped visibly. A spanking?  A cold chill formed at the base of Tim’s spine. The atmosphere in the room had turned and there was a palpable tension in the air.  

“That’s right, Timothy. An old fashioned sound spanking was just what those boys needed, and they got it. They reported to my cabin the very next day. The boys lined up along the wall, and one at a time I called them over. As each boy went over my knee, I peeled down his pants and underwear. I spanked that boy’s bare fanny long and hard, until it was beet red and the boy was crying real tears. I’ve got a strong arm and believe you me, I know how to spank. Those boys did not sit comfortably for days afterwards. And just so they got the message, the punishment was repeated a few days later. And, I expect, those boys’ parents may have had something to say about it when their camp session was over and they went home.”  

“I don’t think …” Tim stammered, then stopped. “What are you suggesting?”  

“Timothy, spankings are a very natural and normal part of growing up, and it’s my belief that growing boys need to be put across a motherly knee from time to time, have their pants taken down, and have their bottoms soundly spanked. It keeps them from all kinds of mischief and bad habits. And I think that goes for young gentlemen as well,” she added, watching his reaction with narrowed eyes and a knowing expression.  

“You mean … me?” Tim could hardly believe what she was implying. 

“Timothy, I don’t think I could have a tenant living right above me who I knew was practicing self-abuse with dirty pictures. It isn’t clean, and I insist on a clean house.”  

“Well, ok, Mrs. Howland, I’ll just throw them away. I won’t bring any more into the house. I promise.” That should do it, he thought.  

Eve Howland shook her head. “I’m afraid that isn’t good enough, Timothy. What I see is a young man who may have good intentions, but who will go back and sin again when my back is turned.” She looked Tim in the face and shook her head. “No, there must be a reckoning. I think a good spanking would be beneficial to you, and I think it is a necessary consequence, if nothing else to impress upon you how serious I am.”  

“You want to sp …spank me?” Tim said, incredulous at the very idea.  

“It’s up to you. You can move out, otherwise” She folded her arms and looked Tim in the eye, awaiting a response.  

“B – but I’m an adult. I’ve never had a spanking before.”  

“A young man is never too old for a good spanking, at least in my book. And the fact that you’ve never had one, well, that explains a lot.”  

Tim sat there dumbfounded. His landlady seemed determined to give him a humiliating spanking because of the porno mags. Why hadn’t he cleaned up? So stupid! Good grief, the idea was embarrassing. Spanking was for kids. He was twenty two years old and she was proposing to put him across her knee like he was a boy of ten. What was he going to do? He had few options. He needed this apartment – the rent, the location – it was perfect for his needs.   

He looked at Mrs. Howland out of the corner of his eye, and had another thought. He was sexually attracted to her despite the age difference. It was all those lush curves. Women like her, all large and powerful, but at the same time wholly feminine, held a fascination for him. All of a sudden the thought of her laying hands on him and that body-to-body contact seemed oddly appealing. He hadn’t had any experience with spanking. How bad could it be? He supposed he could take it. The episode would be more embarrassing than anything else. At that thought his cock began to harden.  

“Well, I … ok, but this is silly,” he said, finally capitulating.  

She wagged her finger at Tim. “You may think it silly, young man, but I guarantee you it is not. I am serious. Now, you will present yourself downstairs in my apartment at 7 o’clock tomorrow evening. You will be prompt. Do you understand?”  

“Yes, Mrs. Howland.”  

“Good,” she said and rose from her seat, magazines in hand. “We will nip this little habit in the bud, you and I, and there will be no more of this in the future.”  

*****

All day long Tim was on pins and needles. He couldn’t concentrate at work. Instead, his imagination worked overtime trying to conjure up a picture of what seven o’clock would bring. He felt alternately aroused and terrified. Coworkers told him he looked pale and he was aware of the sheen of sweat across his brow. Images of spankings from comic books and movies floated into his head – The Katzenjammer Kids, The Little Rascals, sitcoms on TV. It was always played for laughs there, but he was afraid what Mrs. Howland had planned was no joke. She’d made it clear that she felt he needed a “real” spanking, and with her size an apparent strength, she seemed fully capable of delivering one. For the umpteenth time he looked at the clock and shivered as the hours dwindled down.  

He arrived home as usual, at around 5:30. Normally he would fix himself something to eat, but his stomach was in knots. He had no appetite. He asked himself for the hundredth time why he had agreed to this shameful thing. It was laughable to think than in little more than an hour he would be receiving a childhood style spanking from a woman nearly twice his age and, one who was serious about it. He paced around. What should he wear? Of all the stupid things to have to think about.  

He decided to be prompt. It wouldn’t do to be late, so at precisely 7 pm he knocked on Eve Howland’s door. She answered the door and ushered him in.  “Please go into the parlor, Timothy,” she said. “To your right.”  The front parlor was a room made for conversation. A high-backed couch with end tables stood along one wall while antique chairs occupied spaces flanking the couch. A coffee table that would have sat in the middle had been shoved to the side. In its place was a heavy armless chair facing the couch.  Mrs. Howland stood in the doorway. She wore a white dress with a short flared skirt that exposed her knees. It was the shortest dress Tim had ever seen her wear and it flattered her legs.  

“Now, Tim, you must get into the proper frame of mind to receive correction, because that is what this is – correction to stop a nasty habit.”  

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.   

“So take off your clothes and go stand in the corner. You may leave your underwear and socks on.”  Tim had a rush of panic. 

“Take my clothes off? That’s crazy … you can’t …” he began. 

She cut him off.  “You will do as I say, Timothy, or there is the door.” She extended an arm, pointing .  

“Oh, geez, ok,” he said. “All of them?” This was getting more surreal by the minute.  

Eve frowned. “You will say, yes, ma’am and no ma’am and speak only when spoken to, young man.”  

Tim gulped. The tone of her voice indicated she meant business, so he had no choice but to comply. He sat down and pulled his shoes off, then took off his shirt.  

“Lay your things across the sofa neatly,” she said.  

“Yes, ma’am,” said Tim.  Blushing red he undid his buckle and pulled off his slacks. This left him in nothing but tight white cotton y-briefs, an undershirt and socks. He looked at Mrs. Howland beseechingly.  

“Now go stand in the corner. I’ll be ready for you in a minute.” 

Tim stood, facing the corner, feeling like an absolute fool. This just got worse and worse.  The minutes ticked by. What was she waiting for? His question was answered, and he nearly jumped out of his skin when he heard the doorbell ring. The sound of Mrs. Howland’s pumps clicking through the foyer as she went to answer the door reached his ears. He panicked and started to grab his clothes when he heard his landlady’s voice.  

“You stay right there, Timothy. Don’t you move or it will be worse.”  

Tim froze. He heard the door open, and with that, voices.  

“Oh, hello, Betty. Come right in. You are right on time. He is in here, in the parlor.”  

“Do not turn around, Timothy,” he heard a voice say as Mrs. Howland and her guest entered the parlor. “He is ready and has agreed to accept his punishment, haven’t you Timothy?”  

Tim could barely choke out a “yes, ma’am,” he was so rattled.  

“So this is your young man, Eve. I must say he is a fine specimen.  Just perfect. Like a young Adonis.” 

She took a seat on the sofa opposite the armless chair.  

“Mrs. Simkins is here as a witness, Timothy. She is also here to learn how a young man should be disciplined for sins of the flesh. Our church’s women’s auxiliary strongly condemns the type of behavior you have engaged in, and we believe several of our young men could benefit from similar treatment.”  

Tim peeked around and sized up Betty Simpkins as she walked into the parlor and took a seat. Definitely younger than Mrs. Howland, she was a tall busty woman with long legs and a rangy build. Her black hair parted in the middle and fell toward her shoulders, framing a face that featured high cheekbones, a hawkish nose and big brown almond eyes. Her breasts strained the front of her blouse and Ted had to admonish himself not to stare. She was hot.  

Mrs. Howland strode over to the chair in the center of the room and took a seat. Tim watched, mesmerized while she pulled her skirt up revealing thighs encased in nylons. The clasps of her garter belt were clearly visible. Nearly instantly his penis began to swell, lengthening and becoming hard.  

“We shall begin. Come here, Timothy,” she said.  

Tim had to obey. He stepped toward Mrs. Howland to stand to her right as directed.  

“Underpants down, Timothy,” she said. “All the way.” She indicated with a finger pointing down.  

Tim gasped. “You mean in front of…?”  

“I do indeed, young man. Take your pants right down.”  His face turned red with embarrassing shame. I have a boner and they’ll see, he thought. It was total humiliation.  He had no choice. Tim slipped his thumbs into the elastic of the briefs and pulled them down. It was supremely embarrassing to strip in front of this woman who was twice his age, and he felt flushed all over even as goosebumps rose on his bare skin. Naked now except for some white crew socks and a shirt, Tim held his hands in front of his groin while he stood for Mrs. Howland’s appraisal, his erection bobbing up and down uncontrollably.  

“Well, I never,…” said Betty Simpkins noticing Tim’s erection. “Will you look at that? How impudent!”  

Tim blushed ten shades of red. He could not hide the evidence of his arousal. Somehow being naked in front of these two fully dressed ladies, and being minutes away from a humiliating spanking had made him erect.  

“Timothy! Tsk. Tsk,” said Mrs. Howland. “This is what naughtiness like this does, Betty,” she said addressing her friend.   

“I see,” said her friend, leaning in to get a good look.  

“Well, we will fix that! Timothy, get over my knee this instant.”  

This was it. Tim leaned forward and allowed Mrs. Howland to guide him face down over her lap. His penis slid along her nylon covered thighs and the sensation was electric, causing a surge of erotic pleasure to course through him. She pulled and adjusted him with her big hands until he was bent right over her right knee, bottom thrust prominently upward. His nose was almost at the floor and his feet barely touched the floor on the other side.  

“Now, this is how you position a boy for a sound spanking, Betty. Make sure his bottom is the highest point. The target is right here.” She patted the lower half of his bottom cheeks just below the crown. Tim felt the contact of her palm with his bare flesh. His cock surged.  

“I see,” said Betty. 

Tim glanced sideways at the woman whose eyes shone bright with excitement.  

“Now, then, you get a good grip and pin his right arm to his side.” She reached around, clamping her left arm over his back.  

Tim felt like a trussed up turkey. His bare ass was completely vulnerable and she had him encircled in a steely grip.  

“All right, Timothy. I begin. Do not try to squirm away.”  

Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Tim felt three hard cracks from Mrs. Howland’s palm land on opposite sides of his bottom and then right across the center. Then, after a second or two, she did it again. Then again.  Tim felt a hot sting that rose in intensity, building into an uncomfortable heat. He fluttered his legs involuntarily. Ow! Ow! He thought to himself. The sting was a shock.  His landlady kept up the tempo, spanking the globes of his bottom with hard openhanded smacks. Was that just her hand? It felt like a paddle. She had a hard hand and it was setting his seat ablaze. He writhed as best he could, but his motion was limited, and he couldn’t evade her punishing palm which spanked alternate cheeks of his bottom with solid hearty blows that sent shock waves of distressing pain from his bottom cheeks outward.  

“Ah…ah…ok! That hurts!” Tim was finding it difficult to take his punishment. He had severely underestimated how much this would sting. Right now his behind felt like she had applied a hot iron to it. He squirmed and bucked, but to no avail. The heat from the sharp stinging smacks from Mrs. Howland’s capable palm seemed to grow ever more intense.  

“See, Betty, this is how you spank a young man – with hard smacks right on the fleshy parts of his sit spots.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Her arm delivered a new flurry of spanks and Tim yelped.  “You have to beat the sin right out of him. Every young man needs to have his bare fanny smacked long and hard by a determined woman from time to time. It’s the only way to make them behave.”  

“Yow! Ow! Arghhh!” Tim was afraid he was bawling like a girl.  

“Oh, does it smart, Timothy?” She asked, even while peppering his bottom with brisk spanks. “It should, and there’s more,” she said landing a brisk volley of spanks.

Tim spoke through gritted teeth. “Yes, Ma’am, please. Please stop.” He bucked across her lap, almost banging his nose into the floor. His feet waved helplessly as her arm rose and fell, rose and fell. His eyes started to water.  

“Oh, we don’t stop yet, young man. You’re barely warm.” With that she redoubled her efforts, launching into another barrage of rapid fire smacking that made Tim throw his head back and howl. Tim squirmed so much that Mrs. Howland shifted him further over and took her right leg, clamping it over the back of Tim’s legs, pinning him to prevent further movement. Now his toes could drum against the floor helplessly, but no other movement was possible. His jackknifed position gave her unfettered access to Tim’s bare cheeks as she landed one sonorous smack after another on his red and swollen fanny.  She finished by making Tim count out a dozen smacks delivered slowly and with the full force of her arm behind each one. Tim was gasping by the time it was done.  

“There!” said Mrs Howland with one final smack that rattled Tim’s teeth. “That’s how you spank a naughty boy.” 

Then she lifted him off her lap and set him effortlessly on his feet.  

Tim started hopping from foot to foot, rubbing his behind furiously. “Oooh … ahhh,” he bleated – anything to put out the fire in his throbbing seat. Mrs. Howland wasn’t having any of that.   

“Stand back in the corner, Timothy, hands at your side. I’ll say when you can rub,” she admonished. “And leave those pants down. I want that naughty bottom on display.”  

Tim reluctantly obeyed. He sure didn’t want any more. He clenched his hands as he stood in the corner listening, his underpants bunched at his ankles.  

“Most impressive, Eve. He won’t look at dirty pictures for a while, I think,” said Betty with a giggle.  

“Oh you’d be surprised, Betty. The scamps recover pretty quickly. I think quite a few young men today need frequent applications of a woman’s hand or paddle to their naughty fannies.”  

Betty chuckled. “If you say, so, Eve. But I must say though, he seems to have learned his lesson for now.”  

The way they talked about it, it occurred to Tim that maybe this wasn’t a rare occurrence. Were there others? 

*****

Eventually Tim was told he could dress and leave. Getting his pants back on wasn’t easy. He winced as the fabric slid up over his inflamed behind. Back up in his apartment, he pulled his pants down, bent over and regarded himself in the mirror. His bottom was red as a beet, a pair of flame red spotlights on the white background of his thighs and back.  He took a cold compress and put it on his bare bottom as he lay face down on the bed and tried to process what had happened.  

Well, he’d managed to keep his apartment -- that was one thing. But his collection of stroke material was gone. In the days following, though, all he needed to do was cast his mind back to that incident and he became aroused. Somehow the memory of the pain faded and what he was left with was the sexual feeling of being held helpless over Mrs. Howland’s knee, of his dick sliding over her nylons, of the knowing and sexy smiles from her friend Betty. Why had Betty been there? She’d said Betty was there as a witness. But why?  

He didn’t see much of Mrs. Howland for the next few days, and that was a relief. He would have been embarrassed to have to run into her face to face and have to make awkward small talk. Instead he went to work, came home and stuck to his own schedule.   

He took to browsing book stores at lunch, and one in particular had a magazine rack with some very interesting publications, titles like Maxim and Playboy and Penthouse. He took to thumbing through a few, feasting on the hot photo spreads. At least for a few moments he could treat himself to some eye candy, but he dared not buy any and bring them home. But then he thought – why not? The first time he’d been careless, just leaving them in a stack on the table. What if he took pains to hide them? Maybe shove them way under his clothes in the sock drawer. She wouldn’t snoop through his drawers would she?  

That thought was interrupted by a greeting that startled him.  

“Oh, hello Tim,” said the voice. “Fancy seeing you here.”  

Tim whirled, still holding a magazine in his hands. There was a flash.  

“Smile. Let me get one more.”  

Tim gaped. It was Betty, Mrs. Howland’s friend. “What -- what are you doing?” Tim managed to croak.  

“Just a quick picture,” she laughed, holding up a cell phone. “Won’t Eve be surprised? I think I got the title of your smut mag in the shot. Penthouse, is it?”  

“Wait a minute,” said Tim. “You can’t do that.” He held a palm up in protest.  

“And why not?” she said innocently. “I think she’d be very interested to know that the patient has relapsed, don’t you?”  

Tim’s face fell. This was quite a pickle to be in. “Wait a minute. Let’s talk this over. It’s Betty, right?”  

She regarded him with raised eyebrows and a half smirk. “That would be Miss Betty to you, Tim.”  

“Yes. Ah…Miss Betty. Can we get a cup of coffee and just talk?”  They sat in the café portion of the big Barnes and Noble. Tim bought her a latte and they sat down together. She sipped on her latte and brushed her hair to the side, all the while scrutinizing Tim with cool detachment as he bumbled about, trying to repair what seemed like, in his mind, a disaster.  “Look, I’d appreciate it if this didn’t get back to Mrs. Howland,” said Tim.  

“And why is that? Afraid she’ll paddle your naughty hiney again?”  

“It’s not that. It’s just … it would upset her,” he countered.  

“Oh, she’d be more than upset, Tim. She really does have a paddle, you know. And she’ll have no hesitation about using it, I’m sure.” She half smiled again, a flirtatious gesture, it seemed to Tim. “You know, Tim, maybe we don’t have to tell her after all,” she said.  

“Yes?” Tim perked up. A ray of hope.  

“I have to say though, I thoroughly enjoyed seeing you punished like a little boy. You were so cute, wiggling and squalling over Eve’s knee. Did you know, you have nicely shaped buttocks? I like a nice ass on a man, and it was a pleasure seeing you get that spanking.”  

Tim sat back. This conversation was veering into strange territory. “So, what are you saying?”  

“I’m saying that things could be much more interesting for you if you will attend me rather than Eve. I saw that big erection of yours just as you were about to go across Eve’s knee. You know what I think? I think the idea of being spanked like a little boy by a powerful woman excites you. It does, doesn’t it? You think about it and get hard.”  

She was reading him like a book. His face was flushed, and his hands twitched as she blurted out his secrets.  

“See? I know, Tim. You should see your face.”  

“Wh – what do you want?” said Tim in a whisper.  

“Simple,” she said. “Come to my house this evening. Shall we say 8 o’clock?” She wrote an address on a slip of paper. “Don’t be late,” she said with a wag of her finger.  

*****

Once again a nervous Tim called upon a woman who had the upper hand, resigned to the fact that he had to do her bidding. He couldn’t figure “Miss Betty” out, though. She affected a domineering attitude at times, and then shifted gears to appear flirtatious. She had witnessed Tim’s earlier humiliation, and had plainly enjoyed seeing him punished in that juvenile way by Mrs. Howland, but what did she intend to do now? The blackmail threat had been clear – do as I say or I show Mrs. Howland the photo of you with a porn magazine in your hand. What choice did he have? He was at her mercy.  

He arrived at the address, an apartment in a garden complex, on time. The last thing he wanted to do was to irritate this woman by being late. 

Betty Simpkins answered the door by cracking it just enough to see it was he, then, standing behind it, she opened it to let him in.  “On time, I see,” she said. “That’s a good start. Please, come in.”  

Once inside, Tim got a good look at Betty Simpkins. She wore a short satin housecoat belted at the waist. Below the hem Tim could see garters attached to stockings. Her dark hair was piled on top of her head held in by pins, and she wore high heels. Altogether she looked quite alluring. Then she unbelted the sash and dropped the housecoat.  

Tim’s impulse was to whistle, but he knew that wouldn’t do. Instead he stared in jaw dropping awe. Underneath the discarded housecoat Miss Betty wore a black merry widow corset with lacy black panties. Garter tabs held up sheer black silk stockings. The ensemble served to display the woman’s lush curves. Her breasts threatened to spill out of her top and her shapely hips and long legs were emphasized by the narrow pinched-in waist.  

“Cat got your tongue, Timothy?” Again that smirky smile.  

“Yes, er … no,” said Tim, clearly flustered.  

“No, ma’am,” corrected Betty. “Let’s not forget our manners.”   She strode up to Tim and slapped him smartly across the face.   

“Why …?” Tim began to ask, rubbing his cheek.  

“To emphasize who is in charge tonight, Tim. I told you I would be more interesting than Mrs. Howland. But we play by my rules. You will do as I say. Do we understand each other?”  

“Yes, ma’am,” said an obedient Tim.  

“Good. Very good. Now strip!” she ordered.  

“You mean… everything?”  

“I want you in your birthday suit, boy. Now get to it.”  

Tim took his clothes off as commanded. He slipped off his shoes, unbuttoned his shirt and took his slacks off. When he was down to his underwear, he hesitated but Betty said, “Keep going,” with a twirl of her hand. Tim sighed and took down his underwear. Betty smiled to see that his penis had thickened and bobbed up and down as he moved. 

“Mmm,” she said. When he was stark naked, Betty told him to stand at attention and put his hands on his head.  She circled him, checking him out from all angles, her heels clicking on the wood floor as she slowly looked him up and down. She put a hand on his back and ran it all the way down to his buttocks. “You have such a cute little boy ass,” she said, giving each cheek a squeeze. “Just a peach.” She reached around and took his penis in her hand and stroked it gently, combining that motion with some pats to his bottom with her other hand.  Tim’s knees buckled as a wave of pleasure shot up his spine. His cock lengthened, taking on a steely hardness. He felt her breasts mashing against his shoulder and her pelvis pressing against his hip.  

“Easy, boy,” she said with a soft laugh. “We’ll make use of that later.” She dropped her hands and strolled back toward her couch. Sitting down, she crossed her legs and said, “Well. It’s time we took care of business. First, that nasty magazine I caught you with. Go into my bedroom. On my vanity there is some baby oil, a towel and a wooden hairbrush. Go get them.”  

Tim hastened to do as she ordered, padding down the hall and into her bedroom. There on the vanity were the items she described laid out in readiness. The wooden hairbrush was a big flat-backed black thing with lots of heft. Tim shivered. Did she intend to punish him with this? He knew it would hurt much more than just a hand smacking his hiney.  When he came back in, she was sitting in a sturdy armless chair facing the coffee table.  

“Lay those on the coffee table, Tim and stand over here.”  Tim put the things down and stood to her right side. His hands cupped his groin in an effort to hide his erection but Betty told him to take them away.  “Now is the moment of truth, Tim. I’m going to punish you for looking at that nasty magazine.”  

Miss Betty wasn’t smiling now. She looked all business. Tim’s gaze fell on the ugly hairbrush and the baby oil. He started to sweat. “I – I’m sorry. Please don’t…”  

“Please don’t what? You know you’re getting a good spanking, Tim. You were naughty again, and I agree with Eve. Nothing helps to cure naughtiness in boys better than sound spankings on their naughty fannies. Get over my knee.”  

She tugged Tim by the wrist and guided him down over her lap. As he slid over her thighs, she opened her legs and allowed his penis to slide between them. Then she closed her legs, effectively clamping him in place. The feel of her thighs gripping his cock like a vise was electric. 

“Give me the baby oil, Tim,” she ordered.  

Tim reached over onto the coffee table and handed her the plastic bottle of oil. He looked over his shoulder to see her squirt some in her hand. Then he felt her palm smearing the slippery oil all over his buttocks.  

“A little bit of extra sting, Tim. And the oil helps if blisters form. There,” she said, capping the bottle and wiping her hand with the towel. 

“Give me your wrist, Tim.”  Betty took his wrist and held it in a lock in the small of his back. “Well, now,” she said. “A naughty boy ready to atone for his sin.” She ran her palm along the surface of his buttocks. “There must be atonement before forgiveness, Tim. Don’t you agree?”  

“Y-yes, Miss Betty.” What else could he say?  

“Good. Now hand me the hairbrush.”  

Tim reached over and handed her the implement. This was going to hurt. She tapped the brush against his bottom. “I wish I could say this will hurt me more than it will hurt you, but that would be a lie.”  

Smack! Smack!... Smack!...Smack! Betty’s arm flew, launching into a rapid-fire barrage of spanks that landed fast and hard all over Tim’s bottom in no apparent pattern. The sudden shock of the smarting pain took Tim’s breath away. This was sharp hot sting at a new level.  

“Yah…ahh!”   Tim cried out, surprised by the intensity of the searing heat imparted by the brush

Betty must have landed twenty sharp smacks before she stopped and rubbed her hand around the rounded mounds.  “Sting a bit, Tim?”  

“Yes, ma’am. It hurts. Please not so hard,” he gasped. Good gosh, this is awful, thought Tim.  

“Oh, but it’s a good sting, Tim. I’m going to spank this naughty fanny ‘til it’s learned its lesson.”  Betty proceeded to deliver another volley of sharp smacks, landing them all over the surface of Tim’s behind, from the juncture with his thighs to the crowns of his buttocks, up down and back again. Tim began to squirm, bounding and bucking over Betty’s lap in a lurid lap dance. The brisk smacks made sharp popping sounds that filled the apartment. Tim had to wonder if other tenants could hear. The heat escalated, reaching height upon height, overwhelming Tim’s ability to cope.  

“Ok! Ok! I’ve learned, I’ve learned. Please!” His seat was ablaze. He fluttered his feet, drumming his toes on the floor.  

Betty slowed down, but now made each one count, spanking with hard meaty smacks landing with force on Tim’s bright red behind.  

“One! Two! Three! Four!” she counted them off with enthusiasm bordering on glee.

“Ow! Yow!” yelped Tim.   

“Are we learning a good lesson here, Tim?”  

“Yes, ma’am, oh yes ma’am.” 

Another short barrage made Tim wail. Then it stopped. 

“All right,” she said and put the brush down. “Get up.”  

Tim pushed up off her thighs and stood, rubbing his swollen bottom cheeks. Betty reached over and stroked his penis which was now flaccid.  

“I see we’ve lost a little, here, Tim. Just stand still a moment.” She kept stroking and Tim’s cock began to revitalize, growing, lengthening, getting harder. “Come closer, Tim.” He did, and to his stunned surprise she leaned over and took his prick into her mouth. She pulled her lips along the shaft and Tim moaned. Once he’d become hard again she rose and took the stiff member in her hand. 

“Come along, Tim,” she said, and pulling him by the convenient appendage. Betty led him into her bedroom, slipped off her panties and sat on her bed. At her command Tim knelt between her legs. She pulled his head to her crotch and told him to lick her there. Tim allowed her to guide him and buried his face into her furry nest. His tongue found her slit, and she guided him until he found her pleasure spot. 

“Yes, yes. That’s it,” she moaned. “Keep that up, Tim. Ohhh.” 

Tim kept licking, his tongue working, flicking her little button, making her juices flow. She shuddered through several orgasms before she pulled his head back.  

“Get on the bed, Tim. On your back.” 

He did as he was told but winced as his bottom made contact with the sheets. Betty straddled him on the bed and lowered herself onto his erection, which stood upright like a stiff pole. Tim felt the walls of her vagina grip his cock, and he swooned as she impaled herself, sliding down slowly until he was in to the hilt. Betty stopped for moment. Tim sensed she was relishing the sensation of a stiff cock up her quim. To Tim, the pressure of her vaginal canal gripping his penis was ecstasy.  

Then she started, rocking back and forth, riding him like a stallion. She slipped the top of her corset down and tweaked her nipples as she moaned, pleasuring herself on Tim’s stiff cock. “Oh, yes. That’s it. Keep going until I say,” she said gasping.  The rocking grew more frenetic. She rose and slammed her pelvis down again and again like some out of control wild woman

“Ohhhh…now, Tim. Now!”  Tim couldn’t have lasted any longer anyway. He felt the pleasure wave welling up from below, an eruption building. Then it hit and he spasmed, bucking and pumping wildly, banging his pelvic bone against hers. His seed released in a climax that went on and on. Betty too, was in the throes of her own orgasm. She thrashed about like a wild woman until the climactic wave tapered off and she leaned back with a big sigh, got off Tim, and collapsed on her back on the bed next to him.  

Tim thought that was it. But Betty wasn’t done by any means. After a brief interlude during which Betty lay next to him, catching her breath, she made Tim get on all fours and offer his ass to her. She slipped an oil coated finger into his bumhole and massaged his prostate, renewing him for another go. Tim had never had a finger up his ass, but Betty made him relax and after a time, the uncomfortable sensation turned to pleasure. He sprouted another erection. When he was ready, she switched places with him and got on all fours. Tim entered her from the rear, and he was able to go long and deep before the pair reached another satisfying climax.

Betty still wasn’t done. She had more surprises. She got on all fours again, and commanded him to tongue her rear orifice. He was hesitant to do that, but she threatened punishment if he refused. “You’ll go face down on this bed with some pillows propped under you and I’ll leather your hiney with a belt,” she warned. “You’ll do it until I cum.”

That made Tim very compliant indeed. An hour later, his mouth and tongue practically cramped up, he was allowed to leave, having finally satisfied his mistress.

*****

Tim came to the rueful realization was her boy toy now. She could out him to Mrs. Howland any time she wanted. So when she called, he came running. And she called a lot. It seems Betty Simpkins had a vivid imagination. All she had needed was a partner to act out her lurid fantasies, and Tim had literally dropped into her lap.  That thought was on Tim’s mind as he heeded the summons once again. What would it be tonight? She had eventually followed through on the strapping threat, and had on one occasion bound Tim face down, tied his wrists and ankles to her bedposts with stockings, and striped him with a leather strap before having him mount her and give her satisfaction. That strap hurt like blazes. Tim had to admit, though, the sex was hot, hotter than he could get from any magazine. That’s what kept him coming back. It was a heady mix of fear, shame and arousal. Arousal always won out.

So what was on tap tonight, he wondered? She’d told him to dress like a schoolboy in shorts, a white shirt and a tie. It felt ridiculous to play dress up in these little boy shorts, but he dare not disobey. Feeling self conscious in the juvenile outfit, he hurried out of his car to the apartment foyer and rang the bell to Miss Betty’s apartment, hoping no one would see. The door buzzed and he ascended the one flight of stairs.

“Come in, it’s open,” a voice called from inside.

Coming through the door, the voice was muffled, but it sounded familiar. 

The voice was not that of Miss Betty.

Cautiously, Tim opened the door. The sight that greeted his eyes froze him to the spot. Miss Betty was there, but not as he imagined she’d be.

Stripped to nothing but a garter belt and stockings, she was tied, ass end up, bending over the back of a chair. Her ankles were secured to the chair legs and her hands were bound to the legs in front. She made mewling noises through a ball gag in her mouth. Her behind was beet red and to her side holding a wooden paddle and glaring at Tim was the one woman Tim did not want to see in this place. It was Mrs. Howland. With her were several other ladies and none of them looked happy.

“Well, Tim. I’m very disappointed, to say the least,” she said. “We are the Women’s Auxiliary Committee for Public Decency in my church, and we found out what our fallen sister Betty was doing with you. Licentiousness and fornication. So we have chastised our sister for her sin.”

Tim’s legs began to shake.

“But she had to have a willing accomplice, Timothy, and that was you.”

Tim backed up as the formidable woman advanced, tapping the paddle in her hand.

“Another sinner must atone, and that is you, young man.”

Tim tried to run. Too late. The ladies grabbed him. They hustled him over to another chair placed next to Betty’s. He felt fingers at his belt, at the clasp on his shorts, on his zipper. As his wrists and ankles were secured to the chair legs, his pants and underpants were yanked down, baring his bottom. A ball gag was thrust into his mouth. He struggled in a panic but it was no use. He was trussed up, his bottom bare and vulnerable to whatever these vengeful ladies decided.

For a moment all was silent. Tim flinched as the hard wooden paddle was pressed against the fattest spot of his bottom. There was a whoosh and a loud crack and a sharp blast of hot sting exploded across Tim’s bottom. His body absorbed the shock, his eyes watered and he bleated into the gag.

“Nineteen more, just like that,” intoned Eve Howland.

Tim told himself this wasn’t happening. But it was. The swats came at a slow deliberate tempo, each one more excruciating than the last. Tim wept. The hard wooden paddle hurt worse than anything he’d ever experienced. Twenty hard swats with the paddle on his bare behind reduced him to a caterwauling schoolboy. 

After the paddling, they scolded both of them, then allowed him to dress and leave. Somehow he managed to drive home. Later, after smearing some aloe vera on his behind and placing a cold compress on his swollen bottom, he contemplated his future.

Later Eve Howland knocked on his door and demanded he open it. “I have the photos, Timothy. Betty Simpkins confessed to it all. She has been duly punished, but I think you and I will have to have another session or two to rid you of this nasty habit, that is what I think,” she said.

The future looked grim indeed.


Aunt Sally and Karen

Now that I’m an adult, I can admit that spankings, especially ones administered by a beautiful woman projecting a stern demeanor are a huge turn on for me. But how did this happen? As a kid I had a love-hate relationship with spankings, but this is how our sexual identities are forged. 

Due to some family issues, as children I and my sister spent a considerable amount of time living with my mother’s sister, Sally. Sally had a daughter named Karen. I loved my visits to Aunt Sally's.  I thought Aunt Sally was beautiful and kind of sexy.  My cousin Karen was a sweet, gorgeous, light-brown haired girl of around seventeen when I first went to stay there.  (At my relatively young age, I thought she was a full-grown woman.)  I firmly believed that Karen was easily the most beautiful "woman" in the world.  

Karen was the one given the chore of managing me. I was your typical rascally boy and I chafed at the idea of being ordered around, but since it was Karen, I usually went along. That is not to say I didn’t get into mischief. One of the things I liked to do was what in later years came to be called streaking. I don’t really know why, but I liked being naked and I especially liked shocking people around me by running around naked. I’d do this after a bath or after swimming and sometimes I’d run through the house just to create a stir. 

Aunt Sally disapproved, of course, and when I did it, she’d tell Karen to catch me. Karen would follow behind in hot pursuit and deliver a few light smacks to my bare butt like she was upset with my antics.  I think secretly she thought it was funny, but it wasn't long after that that I was told by Mom that I was too old to act that way. Of course, I didn't give up easily.  It took a couple of warnings and a couple of smacks applied to my behind as she marched me back into the bathroom to make me see the light.

Once I was playing with Karen, running around naked while she chased me through the house. I was supposed to be getting dressed, but I must have decided it would be more fun to tease Karen. She scolded me, but I wouldn’t mind her. She eventually grew exasperated with me and our game ended when she caught me. Before I knew it, she dragged me squealing to a chair and sat herself down. All of a sudden I found myself flipped over her knee, my little bare butt up in the air. Karen proceeded to pepper my behind with some sharp spanks that were no love pats. It was a pretty good spanking as I recall. Not a real burner, but with enough sting to show she was serious. I think subconsciously, I had wanted this. I squirmed and wriggled like an eel, but the spanks kept falling. Afterwards my behind was a beet red and felt hot, but the whole thing had been exciting.

I had very mixed feelings about that episode and relived it over and over again in my head.  As a matter of fact, I had very mixed feelings about being spanked at Aunt Sally's.  It was no picnic, but it wasn’t so terrible that I lived in fear of earning one. I was a rambunctious kid and I got them if I earned them. Once it was over, though, it was over. No hard feelings. I had misbehaved and I got punished. That was it – part of growing up.

Then came the day I’ll never forget, and this is what I really wanted to get to, because more than any other event, it’s imprinted on my brain, and the memory excites me to this day. This happened when I was older, a teenager. I was staying with Aunt Sally and Karen. Aunt Sally had given me chores to do, but I had ignored her, choosing instead to play video games. She told me several times to hop to it, but I ignored those orders. Karen was put out with me too, because she had to do all the work. The house had to be cleaned for some big meeting the next day or something, but I wasn’t helping at all, and in fact I was surly about it. I could see Karen getting angry along with Aunt Sally.

It turned out that Aunt Sally had a function of some sort to go to – a garden club meeting or something. She was all dressed up and had to go right then or be late. She paused just long enough to scold me again and tell me to get up and get busy. At this point I made a fatal mistake -- I smarted off. The room went completely silent. Both Aunt Sally and Karen stopped dead still and glared at me, then looked at each other in disbelief. In that moment something unsaid passed between them, and my aunt’s face took on an expression of grim determination. In a calm voice that told me she’d brook no further defiance, she made a pronouncement that has haunted me ever since.

“All right,” she said. “Since you won’t do as we ask and are being downright rude on top of it, you can go right up to your room and wait for Karen.” Then she turned to Karen and said. “Karen, I want you to go up to Tommy’s room. Since he wants to act like a small boy, we’ll treat him like one. I want you to bathe Tommy… then put him across your knee and spank his little bottom until it is bright red. I’ll inspect it when I get back and I may add some more with the paddle.”

I think my eyes bugged out like saucers. I could not believe it. I remember Karen’s triumphant smile. She was more than ready to give me my comeuppance and nodded, standing there with her arms folded. I blushed beet red, mortified. Remember, I was still quasi-in-love with Karen, but I was now a teenager. All that kid stuff was behind me, I thought. I kept thinking they could not be serious. This was a joke, right? Still, I sprang an instant woody.

Aunt Sally disabused me of the joke notion. “How many swats with the paddle I add when I return will depend on how well you cooperate with Karen. Now get going.”

I couldn’t believe it. I protested that I was too old for that, it was humiliating, it was crazy – everything I could think of. All the while my heart was racing and goose bumps had broken out on my skin.

Aunt Sally picked up her car keys and walked out without another word. I turned to Karen and said, “You’re not really going to do this – you can’t. You just can’t.” I could not wrap my head around the fact that this was happening.

Karen gripped my arm and said, “Let’s go, Tommy. You heard mom. Upstairs. You’re going to get it from me this time, young man, and I don’t want any back talk. You deserve this, Tommy, the way you’ve been rude and obnoxious lately.”

That last part was right. This had been building. I’d had been a little brat for the last several weeks. I think I’d been bored, or maybe it was hormones. I don’t know. But my attitude had made the house unpleasant and Aunt Sally and Karen had finally had enough.

She propelled me forward with a swat on the butt and marched me up the stairs to the bathroom. I’m whining and begging but she filled the tub then made me stand in front of her while she undressed me like I was eight years old. When she jerked my pants off, though, she saw I was no kid. My boner popped out like a jack-in-the-box. I saw a sly smile on her face, but all she did was shake her head and mutter, “Boys … hmpf.”

I got in the tub. Karen got a washcloth and soaped me up, apparently determined to do exactly as her mother had instructed. I kept arguing, “Karen, you don’t have to do this. Stop.” She was scrubbing me down with a washcloth, and I protested, “I’m not a baby.”

She replied, “Put your hands down, right now, mister, or it will go a lot worse for you later.” 

I did as she asked. I couldn’t win, and so I let her do as she wanted. She even washed me “down there,” my woody bobbing in the water and flopping around under her ministrations. When she did that, I came under her complete control. Her touch was so electrifying that I stopped resisting. 

She pulled me out of the tub, dried me off, and gripped my wrist. “Let’s go, Tommy,” she said, “time to teach you some manners, young man.” Down the hall we went toward her bedroom, Karen had me by the ear, dragging me along.

“Hey! Ow!” I yipped, stumbling after her. That hurt, but as I recall it was pretty effective. She had me under control.

To this day I remember the delightful look and smell of her bedroom. It was a girl’s room, all dainty furnishings done in pastels and warm colors and smelling like a faint combination of female musk and perfume. 

She had a vanity stool and she pulled it out and sat down.

“Are you ready for your spanking?” she said, hands on hips, staring up at me, waiting for my response. I stood there totally naked, my dick sticking straight out, not knowing what to do. Karen was wearing short shorts at the time and all I could do was stare at those lean thighs of hers. I was tongue tied, blushing from head to toe and aroused beyond belief.

“Get across my knee,” she said, pointing at her lap. 

I eased myself down until I was prostrate over her lap. The feel of lying across her thighs was heavenly. My prick was sandwiched between my belly and her left thigh and whenever I moved or shifted little bolts of pleasure shot up my spine.

She shifted me until my nose was at the floor and my butt was straight up and completely vulnerable. I had no idea how much this was going to hurt, I had not been spanked in years, but I knew that it wasn’t going to be those love pats.

“Give me your hand,” she said. “I don’t want you trying to cover up.”

I put my right arm back and she took my wrist and held it high on my back. Now I could not move. I could feel her hand, patting, slapping gently, assessing the target, my bare bottom at her mercy.

“I’m going to spank you good, Tommy. Do you hear? And I don’t want you moving or trying to get away. Your naughty little fanny is in for a hot one. This is for all that attitude you’ve had lately.”

Then she commenced. Her hand spanked my ass four times in rapid succession, right-left, right-left. I flinched, startled that it stung that much. My legs flew up in back. “Down,” she said. When I relaxed my torso, she launched into a long barrage of rapid fire spanks. It took my breath away.

It was a barn burner of a spanking. For several minutes she smacked my bottom hard, her palm falling on alternating sides mostly, but sometimes right across the center and low, near my thighs. The stinging sensation mounted. Each spank drove the blaze that much higher. The heat in my rear reached an intolerable level and I started squirming like an eel.

“Oh. No you don’t, Tommy.” She gripped me tighter to readjust. It was a temporary reprieve at best. When she started up again she spanked harder. “You deserve every bit of this, Tommy,” she said as she smacked me. “You’ve been lazy, rude, and mom and I have had enough. If you want to be an eight year old, you’ll get treated like one.”

She was relentless. She peppered my bottom cheeks with spanks that covered my butt from the tops of my thighs to the small of my back. All I could do was wriggle. The sting was maddening. My eyes started to water up.

“Ok, ok, I’m sorry,” I pleaded, squirming and thrashing around as best I could. It did no good. She kept spanking my bottom without let up. “Ow! Yow!” I yelped.

“Oh, no, we’re not done yet,” she said. She shifted me a little, got a better grip, and said I was getting twenty more. These turned out to be the worst. They were slower, but delivered with the full force of her arm. I’d have never believed that my sweet cousin’s palm could deliver such a licking. I was hiccupping, out of breath, and nearly crying, the whole thing had stung so bad.

“There,” said Karen after one last hearty spank. “Get up.”

I stood in front of her slowly rubbing my inflamed rear and trying to hold back the tears. She had given me quite a shellacking.

“Now go to your room,” she said, pointing, “but don’t bother dressing. We’ll wait for mother.”

In my room I lay on my bed trying to process what had just happened. My behind was hot and throbbing. I looked at it in the mirror and sure enough, my ass cheeks were like two tomato-red balls on a field of white. Karen had done exactly as ordered. I was one well spanked little boy.

I lay back down, this time on my tummy to try and give my seat a chance to cool off. It was then I became aware of my penis, which had gone flaccid during the spanking. It was coming back. As I replayed the incident in my mind, my arousal grew. I touched myself, then stroked it, recalling the feeling of my dick sliding on Karen’s gorgeous thighs. Eventually I came in great jutting arcs all over the bedclothes, and I flopped back down, exhausted emotionally. Now I had to hope they wouldn’t notice.

Eventually Aunt Sally came back. I cold fear seized me as I heard footsteps, first downstairs, then coming up the stairs, along with an exchange between Karen and her mother all about my conduct.

The pair entered the room. Aunt Sally held the dreaded paddle. So I was going to get more, just as she’d promised.

Aunt Sally decided my sentence was eight swats on the bare. I got up, bent over a pile of pillows at the end of the bed. Karen got on the bed and held my wrists. Aunt Sally stood to the side and put her hand in the small of my back. Then she spanked me with the paddle. Slowly, lining each swat up (she pressed the wood on the spot before letting it fly), she paddled my inflamed ass with carefully placed licks. Those eight licks burned my behind like a blowtorch. Each sizzling swat hurt like hell on top of my already tender fanny, and I howled like a banshee.

After that, my attitude became greatly improved. It was not the last time I’d get swats with the paddle. Staying out late, experiments with alcohol and smoking -- all the usual adolescent stuff merited a licking if I got caught. But I never got it from Karen again. I’ll never know what made Aunt Sally hand me over to Karen that one time, but it certainly made an impression. That spanking was embarrassing, mortifying and hurt like all get out at the time, but the mind is funny. Over time, all I remember is the excitement of the lovely Karen handling me in the nude, bathing me, smacking my fanny, making it sting so good. It’s been good for many a memory, and I almost think if I could go back in time I’d do it all over again. Hell, I know I would.


Greta Van Camp

Greta VanCamp and I first met under rather embarrassing circumstances, at least for me. There is no doubt she enjoyed the encounter, as future events were to prove, but at the time I had no idea. All I wanted was for it to be over.

In my freshmen year at a southern university which will go unnamed, let’s call it Southern U, I pledged a fraternity. Being away from home for the first time in my life, away from the strictures of suburban middle class family life, what I wanted was to have a good ‘ol time. Oh, sure, I’d study and all that, but in between classes and on weekends I wanted to cut loose. So the frat I pledged was Delta Epsilon Kappa, “Deke” for short. The Dekes were reputed to be the wildest, most hell raising guys on campus. That wasn’t the half of it, for they would be kicked off campus three years later, their charter revoked, the fraternity disbanded. But I didn’t know that then.

Pledge classes, I found out, were expected to do audacious things, and we quickly set out to make our mark. There was a snooty sorority on campus called KAT, Kappa Alpha Theta. The Kats were aptly named. Only blue-blooded girls, scions of Old South money, were invited to join. These were girls who wouldn’t give a guy in Deke the time of day (or so we were told—actually many of the Dekes came from old money too). So naturally, they were a perfect target.

The plan for the panty raid may have been a good one, but I suspected we were being set up by the actives, who thought it a great joke to play on the pledges. The idea was that several of us would stage a fake brawl in front of the KAT sorority house. When all the girls came out to watch, several of us would slip in a back door, run through the house, rummage through drawers in the bedrooms and steal the required undergarments. 

We hit the Kat house late on a Sunday afternoon. The fake brawl started, some girls were attracted by the spectacle and came out to watch, and our crew slipped around back while they were watching. Unfortunately, as soon as we rushed the house and did the snatch and grab, some girls remained inside, sealed off the exits, and ambushed us. Why were they there? Good question. It’s like they were waiting for us. We’d been had.

Their president was a tall dark haired beauty named Caroline Sanders. She and her sisters herded the five of us who had been the “snatch squad” into the common room. We found ourselves surrounded by thirty angry women. Remember, we were lowly frosh and most of them were seniors and juniors.

“Well, well,” said Caroline Sanders, eyeing us with her arms folded. “Some lowly pledges. Dekes, I’ll bet. What have you got in your hands, boys?”

We’d been caught red-handed, literally. We had been carrying panties, a few garter belts, bras, teddies – anything that looked sexy.

“We’ll put them back, ok?” said Phil, one of my pledge brothers. “Um, just let us go, ok? It was just a joke, see?” We all nodded in agreement. Actually this was a disaster. Failure meant swats when we got back, but at the time, that seemed like all we could do.

“Why, that’s our underwear!” she said in what sounded to me like mock surprise. “How dare you boys come in here and steal our things!”

The angry murmuring started up. Some talked about calling the campus cops. Some said we ought to be reported to the dean of students.

Then someone else stepped forward, another officer I think. “At the very least we should call the Deke house and tell them what their pledges did.” 

“Please, don’t do that,” said Nick, another brother of mine.

“And why not?” said Caroline, who had a phone in hand and was preparing to dial the Deke house.

“We’ll get in trouble,” said Nick.

“Well, I should think so,” said Caroline who had started to punch the numbers in.

“Wait a minute,” said one of the other girls, holding her hand up. “What kind of trouble, exactly?”

“Um, well,” said Phil. “We’ll get wood for sure…”

“Wood?” said the girl, pretending not to know what he was talking about.

“The paddle,” said Nick. “We’ll get the paddle.”

“Oh, my,” said Caroline with mock concern. “You poor boys.” She looked around and said, “We can’t have that now, can we, girls?” All the girls shook their heads and feigned concern. I could see this was being staged, like they’d planned for this. I felt a cold knot form in my gut. Something bad was coming, I just knew it.

“So, boys, what can you do to avoid getting swats from your pledge master?”

You have to remember, this was back in the day when paddling in fraternities (and some sororities) was an accepted fact of life. Hell Week, initiation, pledge training – they all included liberal use of the paddle. We knew that, but actually it was failure more than anything we wanted to avoid. Nick had brought up the paddle in an attempt to shock the girls and make it seem like we would be brutalized. Little did we know, we had sealed our doom.

“Um,” Nick continued, “we have to show we got in here and stole some underthings.”

“I see,” said Caroline. Then she addressed her sisters. “We can’t allow these boys to return empty handed, can we girls?” There was a chorus of no’s along with giggles and chuckles.

“Well, then, it’s settled. We’ll let you take some underthings of ours back to the Deke house.”

Nick and Phil looked relieved. I knew better.

“We’ll trade our panties for your clothes,” she said evenly. Dead serious. 

No one said anything. They studied us intently, watching for our reaction. It slowly dawned on all of us what the implications were.

“So what do you say, boys?” Now there were giggles and guffaws.

“We, ah, what do you mean when you say ‘trade’? If we give you our clothes then…”

Now Caroline broke out into a broad smile. “That’s right, sugar. You walk out of here in our panties and nothing else.”

Nick nearly choked. “Hell, no I’m not doing that – walk back to the Deke house in girl’s panties? No way!”

Caroline shrugged. She picked up the phone and made like she was going to dial. “If that’s the way you want it …”

“No wait,” I said. “We’ll do it.”

She smiled and put down the phone. Then she pointed at us with her index finger like a schoolmarm about to lecture. “All right then, boys – strip off!”

I looked at my pledge brothers. Some blushed, some were pale as ghosts.

“Let’s go, take your clothes off. And put on the panties you stole.”

Slowly, we all started to strip down. Hoots and whistles accompanied the show. When it came to the very end, when our underwear had to come off, the clapping, catcalls and jeering reached a crescendo. It showed us just how earthy a group of women can get when men strip for their pleasure, not the other way around. I think we all got out of our underpants and slipped on the panties as quickly as we could, but for several seconds we were all stark naked, standing in the middle of a circle formed by thirty jeering women intent on extracting maximum humiliation. But that wasn’t the worst part. The worst was yet to come.

When we were done, we stood there, naked except for the panties. We looked ridiculous. We were all red faced, shuffling around, and extremely uncomfortable. Then Phil made the mistake of saying, “Ok, you had your fun. Can we go now?”

The KAT President looked at him sharply and said, “That’s a bit of disrespectful attitude. After all we’ve done for you. Not calling the dean, or the campus police, or even your Deke brothers,” she said, checking these items off on her fingers.

It was at this point that I noticed several sorority sisters had pushed forward through the circle and they were all carrying paddles. One of them was a girl I’d seen in the university gym.

I didn’t know her name then, but I had noticed her in the gym, pumping iron, which was very unusual for a woman in those days. I’d had a PE class in gymnastics that day, and all through the class I watched her, fascinated. It was the legs that got me at first, I think. She had this build like some Nordic fantasy woman, a Valkyrie warrior with blonde hair in a ponytail and bangs that fell to just above almond shaped blue eyes. At five-eight she was taller than my five-five and that height displayed these perfectly sculpted legs. They were muscled from her hips to her calves, merging into swelling hips and a jutting posterior that defied gravity, an absolutely first class ass in those tight spandex gym shorts. This is typical of girls who are on the edge of what might be called stocky, but who are tall enough to make their body shape a statement of athleticism. Her proud bust filled the halter top that completed the gym outfit. I would later find out her name was Greta Van Camp. Altogether, a knockout.

When I saw her smirking at me, tapping that paddle against her thigh, the unthinkable happened. I sprouted an erection. I willed it to go down, but it wouldn’t. I had a first class boner, tenting the front of the flimsy nylon panties I’d had to put on. Then I followed Greta’s gaze, staring at it. Then she looked me in the eye and smiled knowingly.

Meanwhile, Caroline looked around at her sorority sisters, noting her paddle-wielding sisters and said, “What do you say girls, should we let them go?”

“It is cold out there and they are not wearing much,” offered one of the sisters. 

“You are right, Nancy. It wouldn’t be right to send them back in cold panties, would it girls? What do say we warm them up a bit for these boys?”

There was gleeful assent at this suggestion, but they all knew it was coming, and we realized this had been the plan all along. They were going to humiliate us further by making us take swats on our panty clad behinds.

“All right boys, line up, right across here.”

Sorority sisters holding paddles came forward and positioned us, making us form a line with plenty of space between each of us.

“Ok, boys. I’m sure you know the drill. Assume the position.”

With a groan we bent over and grabbed our ankles. I was really apprehensive. This was going to hurt. These were girls and maybe they couldn’t hit as hard as guys, but all we had on were these thin panties.

“Ladies, choose a boy and take your positions,” said their president.

Greta chose me and that made me apprehensive as hell. With those shoulders and arms I had no doubt she could hit hard. Sweat broke out on my forehead. After some discussion it was decided that we’d get fifteen swats each. That was a lot. But it was clear that for all the feigned sweetness, these girls were pissed off  about Deke pledges raiding their house and they were hell bent on retribution.

Bending over with my butt sticking out, I felt the wood face of Greta’s paddle rubbing little circles on my behind. Then the sorority president gave the command to begin. I tensed when I sensed motion behind me. I could visualize her raising her arm. I gripped my shins hard. Here it comes.

Crack! Fiery sting exploded across my backside. It nearly knocked me off balance.

Whap! The second one was worse. It stung like hell. My knees shook.

Crack! Number three seared my ass. I gritted my teeth and held on.

After that it was a haze of staccato cracks of the paddles and an intense hot sting, blazing across my behind. Smack after smack burned my ass as Greta paddled me like some Midwestern schoolmarm taking a naughty student to task. She spaced it out, taking her time between swats. I’d feel the board patting, making little circles then she lifted it away. I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes. Sure enough, it hit me square across my sit spot -- a ringing crack made me stumble forward. It was sheer hell. My eyes watered up and I willed myself not to cry. I could hear the impacts of wood on nearly bare flesh as the sisters doled out swats to my friends on either side, so I knew I wasn’t alone in my misery. That fact was little consolation. A paddling is cumulative. The next lick is always worse than the last. It’s a shocking blast of heat that blossoms outwardly from the impact site and overwhelms your defenses. There were grunts and stifled yelps from my frat brothers on either side of me as they did their best to cope with the pain and humiliation of the paddles splatting down on their nearly bare behinds. All we could do was bend over and take it.

One thing I realized though, and this was later, was that she was not hitting me as hard as she could. On nothing but thin panties, a heavy wooden paddle could do some real damage, and she must have known this. The swats were sizzling hot, but not unbearable. But each swat was dead on, square across the fatty underside of both butt cheeks. She obviously knew how to spank properly for maximum heat and maximum burn, but I did not bruise badly. Still, she administered a real lesson to me that day, a burning, stinging fanny paddling that rattled my teeth, made my eyes water up and made me feel like a little boy caught with his pants down.

Notwithstanding that, my woody had returned. I don’t know why. Maybe having to strip and humiliate myself did it; maybe offering my bottom to an attractive woman to spank did it. But there it was, long and hard, pushing against the front of the thin panties.

Then mercifully, it ended. We were allowed to rise. Greta saw the tent in the front of the panties and grinned, then gave me a broad wink. I did not know what to make of that. 

The girls formed a gauntlet leading to the door and one by one we ran through it, encouraged by some “good bye” swats. Then we had to run the several blocks, through Greek row to the safety of the Deke house. We were quite a sight, I’m sure. In years to come, “streaking” would become a popular form of prank, but right now our humiliating run home was just that.

The active members, the upperclassmen, of course had been in on the scam and were waiting for us, laughing their heads off as we scrambled for the safety of the Deke house. The incident would be fodder for considerable mirth for days to come.

*****

I was in the student union the following week, sitting by myself, eating lunch when who should walk up and plop down opposite me, but my Nordic goddess. I was shocked, but she just flashed a broad grin and put her elbows up on the table.

“So, how are you? I don’t think we have been properly introduced. I’m Greta VanCamp.”

It was so sudden and unexpected I snorted my Coke through my nose. But I recovered enough to say, “I’m Will Deering.” 

She stuck out her hand and I shook it, wondering where this was going.

“Do you sit comfortably these days?” she said with a giggle.

I noticed something. It was her speech. It sounded foreign, an accent I could not place. I managed a wry grin and said something like ‘you hit hard for a girl.’ And she said, ‘yah, I have experience. I take care of my cousins on holiday and they are all very naughty.’ That’s when it came out. She was from Holland and was here on a JYA exchange. She was staying with Caroline Sanders’ family, she explained, and Caroline had invited her to live at the KAT house as an honorary member for her junior year.

So now it made some sense. But I was not prepared for the next direction the conversation took.

“You know, I saw you, you naughty boy,” she said, her tone equal parts of mocking and teasing. “You were hard,” she whispered, “Even when I spank your hinder with the paddle.”

I blushed but tried to shrug it off, “Yeah, I don’t know where that came from.”

“But I see. It was a nice one. Do you get hard when you have a spanking from a woman?”

This conversation had taken a bizarre turn. I was flattered that a beautiful and exotic girl like her would even deign to talk to a lowly frosh like me, so I hadn’t run away, but at the same time this was getting very strange. She was so direct. I chalked it up to her being a foreigner. No self-respecting KAT member would ever engage in a conversation like this with a Deke pledge. I had to admit, though, I liked the attention and I was intrigued.

“I, yeah, I guess the whole idea of spanking is a turn-on.” This was true. I hadn’t thought about it all that much, but I’d always been aroused by spankings on TV, or stories of other people’s spankings. I’d had a girlfriend once who had confided in me that her mom spanked her and her siblings, and she’d tell me about them. The petting session that followed these revelations was always heavy.

“I have seen this happen. When I was in charge of my cousins, sometimes I have to spank to make them behave. They get the erections – like you.”

Then she made a stunning statement. I guess the Dutch must be more sexually liberated than us because she said, “Back home in my country my boyfriend and I spank each other. I give good spankings. You will see. You should have one of my special spankings for your naughty erection last week. Tsk-tsk,” she said, wagging a finger.  A mischievous grin accompanied this last statement. Immediately, I sprouted a boner. I gasped as she reached under the table and felt it. I looked around nervously. We were right there in the middle of the student union, and she was resting her hand on my cock which was now tenting in my chinos.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “I know what you need.” Then she leaned in and said, “I know a vacant house. You come over Friday night to this address and then I show you. Such naughtiness,” She laughed and threw her head back. “Because then I’ll have plans for this naughty thing,” she added, giving my dick a surreptitious pat that almost set it off.

I probably looked like a deer in the headlights, sweat popping out on my brow, but boy was I aroused. I gulped and said, “Ok…uh, when?”

She gave me all the info, then with a broad smile, she got up and sashayed out on those fabulous legs, swinging those hips, flexing that perfect ass as she exited the student union.

I sank back in my seat, shaking like a leaf. This woman was a sexual tour de force, like no one I’d ever met. I had to collect my wits before I could get up and leave. I figured she had fixated on me because of the KATs panty raid and my reaction to the paddling. That realization both aroused and disturbed me. She liked spanking. She said so, completely unabashed about it, and it was clear to me that if I kept this assignation some spanking would be involved. I had heard vaguely about women who liked to dominate men, but my understanding was that that whole thing involved whips and leather boots and such. Was I walking into that? Somehow I didn’t think so. Part of me didn’t care because I knew that whatever happened, sex was on the menu, and there is no greater lure for a 19 year old man. All other considerations be damned.

*****

The week stretched on forever. Always my mind was on the coming assignation with Greta VanCamp. It was hard to concentrate. Several times I had to ask myself just what I was getting into, but was overruled by my libido, that devil on my shoulder who reminded me just what a hot babe Greta VanCamp was, regardless how kinky and strange she might be.

When Friday night rolled around, I made my way to address she had given me. It was an apartment in an older section of town. She hadn’t said who owned it or lived there. I just assumed that some friend had loaned it to her. I knocked softly. From inside I heard footsteps. My heart was beating wildly as the steps approached. The door cracked open and I saw Greta’s face smiling at me. She opened the door to let me in.

I had to suck in my breath. Greta looked hot as hell. She wore high heels and a short tight miniskirt that displayed those stunning legs and a tight blouse that showcased her high set tits. Already a woody was rising.

“Ah, you did come,” she said. “I thought you might not after last week. But here you are. My naughty fraternity pledge.” She turned and said over her shoulder, “Come with me.”

I followed, mesmerized by those swaying hips and that great ass. I was apprehensive. What did she have in mind? But being a foreigner, to me she was so exotic I didn’t care. I was fixated on the prospect of sex. She led me into a large back bedroom dominated by a big four poster bed.  At the foot of the bed was a padded chest and opposite the chest was a free standing full length mirror in a wooden antique frame. A vanity with another large mirror stood to one side, next to a door to a closet. I noticed a chaise lounge in one corner with some women’s lingerie draped casually across the back.

Greta sat down on the padded chest. “Take off your shirt,” she said. I did, letting it drop to the floor.

“Come here,” she said, crooking her finger.

I walked over and stood in front of her not knowing what to expect. To my surprise her hands went to the buckle on my belt and she started to undo it. I viewed this as a promising development. 

“Let’s see if you are still the naughty boy,” she said in a husky voice with a bit of tease to it. She pulled the belt through its loops and put it on the bed, then unzipped my fly. I stood still, breathless, letting her do it. That done, she yanked my pants down. Naturally I was in a state. It didn’t take much to get me going in those days and my cock was already hard and poking out of my underwear. She put her hands in the waistband and slipped those down too. My engorged cock popped straight out, almost at her eye level.

“Ooh, you ARE the naughty boy, then,” said with a giggle. She made some admiring noises and positioned me to her right side. Then she reached out with her hand, gently stroking my erect penis between her thumb and forefinger. The sudden surge of pleasure made my knees buckle. But that wasn’t anything. She bent down and gently kissed the tip. Her lips felt like velvet and I almost staggered. Her mouth opened wider and she allowed her lips to slide over the crown of my prick which was pulsing with pleasure. I was afraid I was going to lose it when she withdrew, letting her lips slide over the head leaving a glistening film of her saliva.

“I think you need something else now, don’t you think? Or you come too fast.”

Now she had her right hand on my ass, patting it, rubbing little circles on it. I was looking at her lap. Her legs were bare and her skirt, what there was of it, had hiked up nearly to her crotch. 

“All naughty boys can use a good spanking on their hinders. That’s what you need. You come. Down -- over my knee,” she said, pushing at the small over my back.

She could have said walk across hot coals or swim an icy river. I’d have done it. So I planted myself face down over those wonderful thighs of hers, my dick sliding over the bare flesh as she positioned me so my behind stuck up, offered up like some sacrifice to the goddess to do with as she wished. I hadn’t been in this position since I’d been ten years old, and a wave of panic hit me as an old unpleasant memory intruded. But it passed. I was squirming across her knees trying to get comfortable, but there was nothing comfortable about it. The position felt shameful, but in a delicious way. Somehow being naked and across the lap of this woman with my bottom poised for her attentions was a huge turn-on.

I could hear the glee in her voice. “Now I smack your naughty bottom,” she said, her hand circling around, occasionally patting my exposed cheeks.

Whap! Smack! Crack! She started spanking my behind briskly. At first I felt a prickly sensation, a tingling in my ass cheeks as she spanked from side to side, crisp pops that didn’t really hurt, but just raised the temperature a bit. She kept that up for a while, a rapid tattoo that rained down on my fanny, heating it up. The vigorous warming eventually had me wriggling. From time to time she stopped and rubbed, kneading the flesh. I bucked unconsciously sliding my dick across her thighs. This motion was sending little shoots of pleasure up my spine. She must have sensed this because she started spanking harder.

“Oh, no you don’t (Smack! Crack!). You like this too much (Whap! Spank! Crack!) I show you how I control a bad boy (Splat! Crack! Whack!).”

These spanks were harder and they stung. The stinging sensation was not unbearable, but it was now bordering on uncomfortable and I could feel my bottom heating up as her steady barrage of smacks blasted my bottom.

“This is a good lesson for you (Smack! Crack!). Such a cute hinder, I make it all red. Red as a stoplight (Smack! Crack! Whack!).”

I lost track of what she was saying, but obviously she was enthralled with the task she had set for herself, and that was delivering a very thorough spanking to my stinging behind. I could feel it now, the heat rising quickly . I looked at the full length mirror and saw a determined woman with a broad smile on her face applying spank after spank with gusto. It’s funny how you can disconnect when you see yourself in the picture. It was like I was watching a movie about a boy being spanked by a determined babysitter for some bit of disobedience. I was quite a sight as I flinched and squirmed, bucking and bouncing across her lap.

Meanwhile I was gasping. My feet fluttered. I flopped around, my cock sliding over her thighs still generating friction , but the pleasurable sensations were being masked by the sting from the relentless spanking. The woman had a palm like that sorority paddle, and with those strong arms she could really deliver the smacks.

“Ok! Ok!” I said. “I give up! That’s enough!” My ass was blazing.

She just laughed. “Not near enough for your naughty bottom. You are barely pink. So I continue.”

Smack! Crack! Splat!

The spanks echoed off the wall. They were loud like pistol shots. In the mirror I could see my ass cheeks jiggle with each meaty smack. I didn’t know how much longer I could take this, but I gritted my teeth. I figured the prize would be worth it.

Then in mid spank, her arm raised to deliver another blow, she stopped. Why? Then I heard it. Footsteps. The door opened abruptly. I looked up as a woman entered the room. Greta gasped and exclaimed, “Aunt Trudy!”

“What is the meaning of this? Greta, what are you doing?” said the woman, whose face bore a shocked expression.

Greta froze, apparently speechless, and I was able to take in the woman Greta had called Aunt Trudy. It must be her apartment, I figured. She stood there, hands on hips glaring at Greta. A tall, rangy woman, she must have been in her mid thirties. With her light hair and fair skin she resembled Greta in a way. Her build was similar too. She had the broad shoulders of a body builder and powerful looking legs. She wore workout shorts and a tank top. An athletic coach of some type?

“I---I didn’t know you would be back,” Greta sputtered.

“No, you did not, I see.” The woman’s eyes narrowed and she tapped her foot.

It was the same type of accent, that vaguely Northern European sound.

“And who is your friend?” she demanded.

As she spoke I eased myself up off Greta’s lap. I didn’t know what to say. It was embarrassing to say the least. My cock was still hard and it bobbed up and down as I started to pick up my clothes.

“Stop!” she said, pointing at me. I don’t know why, but I did. I stood there naked, my hands absently rubbing my inflamed ass.

“We were playing a game, Aunt Trudy. Just a game,” said Greta.

“So. While I am gone you play spanky games with a male friend?”

Greta didn’t say anything.

“Get up,” said the woman, gesturing with her hands. “You want to play at spankings? Perhaps it is you who needs a spanking, Greta.”

Greta put her hands together, imploring this older woman who had taken complete control of the situation. But “Aunt Trudy” forged ahead. She sat down on the bench and grabbed Greta by the arm, pulling her over to her right. “Take off your skirt,” she ordered. She put her hands on her hips and waited for Greta to comply.

Hesitantly Greta unzipped the tiny miniskirt and let it drop, and I was treated to the sight of Greta’s magnificent buttocks clad in tiny French cut panties. Trudy immediately toppled Greta over her lap, bottoms up, Greta’s fulsome fanny pointed at the ceiling. She slid the tiny panties down to Greta’s knees. The perky rounded cheeks of her bare bottom were quite magnificent, perfectly shaped globes that juddered ever so slightly as Greta wriggled around on the older woman’s lap. I sucked in my breath, not daring to move.

“Oh, no, please Aunt Trudy,” wailed Greta.

Aunt Trudy was unmoved. “You are going to get a good spanking, Greta, and your friend can watch. This will teach you to play games when I am away.”

With that Aunt Trudy raised her arm to shoulder height and brought her palm down with a loud crack that resounded in the confines of the bedroom. She smacked Greta’s bottom dead center, then added smacks to her left and right cheeks in rapid succession.

“Owww!” yelped Greta, kicking her legs up behind her.

The determined woman proceeded to apply a stinging barrage of spanks, spacing them out all over Greta’s wobbling fanny. She struck in a seemingly random pattern, spanking left, then right, up high, down low. It didn’t matter. Greta’s bottom quickly took on a reddish hue. I was mesmerized. My eyes were probably as wide as saucers as I gaped at the lurid spectacle of Greta’s round fleshy bottom cheeks being spanked to a bright scarlet. Greta wriggled and bobbed, flutter kicked and flailed her arms. All to no avail. Aunt Trudy was a big powerful woman, taller than Greta, and she held the girl over her lap with a left arm that encircled Greta’s waist like a steel band.

“Ohh! Ow! Ow! Please Aunt Trudy!” Greta was beginning to sound frantic. It must be stinging like crazy I figured. These were not love pats but hard whacks doled out at full strength.  I now know what they mean by “sound” spanking. The spanks echoed off the walls like firecrackers But as it progressed I noticed that Greta began to hump her mons veneris against Aunt Trudy’s knee. Then she started moaning. Trudy slowed down and began rubbing each spank in. Greta writhed and made little guttural noises. They were moans of pleasure. Then Trudy’s hand began to stray between Greta’s labial lips. Greta stiffened as Trudy’s fingers slid in and out of Greta’s sex, manipulating her.

Now it was ‘yes, oh, yes, Trudy my love’ that Greta uttered.

Aunt Trudy looked at me and smiled. “You see? The little slut likes to have her hiney spanked.” Greta just moaned, lost in a lust fog.

It was then I realized that something else was going on here. Even my naïve, immature college boy self finally understood. Greta and “Aunt Trudy,” whoever she was, were lovers. But I was to get an even bigger shock.

Aunt Trudy stopped and stood Greta up. The she stood up and started to strip off her own clothes. Trudy hastily took off her top and slipped her shorts off. Now clad in just a bra and thong panties, she was an Amazon goddess. She addressed the two of us.

“Now you have both had a spanking, like naughty children, but before your games are finished, you must both be punished for using my house without my permission.”

What now? I thought.

She sauntered over to the closet door and opened it. Neatly arranged on hooks on the back of the door was an assortment of paddles, straps, multi-thonged whips and slender canes. She fingered a few of her toys and finally selected a strap that was attached to a handle.

She turned back to us and said, “Over the bed, both of you. Twelve strokes of the strap.”

Greta obeyed immediately, prostrating herself over the end of the bed, her bright red rump offered up for more. I don’t know why, but I reluctantly followed suit. I think by then I was in this space mentally where I was an obedient object, obeying any and all commands issued by a beautiful and dominant female. 

We both got a dozen solid licks with the strap that stung like bees. She alternated, one for Greta, one for me. But then when all twelve strokes had been doled out, she had us rise and stand facing her. To my slack-jawed amazement she stripped off her bra and panties. I was in awe. Then she grabbed us both by an arm and together the three of us tumbled into bed. 

The two of them attacked like they intended to devour me. I lay on my back while Aunt Trudy planted kisses all over my chest. Greta took me in her mouth reviving my prick, getting it ready. When I was ready, Trudy straddled me and lowered herself onto it. She pumped me until I climaxed so intensely I saw stars. There was a brief respite after that but then Trudy had Greta renew me again. When I was ready it was Greta’s turn. She knelt on the edge of the bed, her spank-reddened ass cocked up in the air. I stood behind her and slid into her cleft, all the way to the hilt. This time I was able to go slower and make it last. I stroked in and out of her deliciously tight sheath for what seemed like forever. I think Greta came more than once before I did.

After that, and for the rest of the night, I was instructed in the fine art of cunnilingus by Aunt Trudy. I lay on my stomach, my head between her legs while she instructed me. Part of the instruction included not so gentle taps from a riding switch poised over my ass. Greta got her share too, and by the end of the night I thought my tongue and jaw would fall off. In the early morning hours I finally took my leave, exhausted, my ass sore, but otherwise feeling like a million bucks.

*****

Later I came to understand the whole thing had been a setup. Greta wanted to be “caught,” and knew exactly what would happen when her lesbian lover walked in on her with a boy. As I thought about it, I questioned why I had thought that surprising. Greta said from the beginning she liked spanking, and had mentioned receiving them too. Another surprise was Aunt Trudy. In reality she was Gertrude Klassen, Phd, a professor of languages in the School of Arts and Sciences. I sometimes saw her, walking across the quadrangle. We did not acknowledge each other by mutual agreement, but if I were close enough I caught a sly smile and a wink. She and Greta had met at the university gym and had hit it off. I turned out to be a bonus.

So after all that I was sometimes invited to come to Professor Klassen’s apartment for the evening. Part of the deal was I had to understand who was in charge. Trudy Klassen loved role play and her favorite was Aunt Trudy and her naughty niece and nephew, so a summons from Greta for a night of fun and games meant not sitting comfortably for a while. But I didn’t care. Here I was, nineteen years old and getting my ashes hauled by two beautiful women. It doesn’t get any better than this.


The Governess and Her Spanking Gloves

[By Adam Hall, published with permission]   

The phone rings three times before it is answered. 

“Bournemouth 448981.”  

“Hello Mrs. Temple. It’s Charles Leyton here. How are you?” Charles realizes as he hears himself speak, that his voice sounds strained and oddly high pitched. 

A brief pause, as if the receiver of the call is collecting her thoughts. “Charles dear, how nice to hear from you. How are you getting on at college?” Mrs. Temple’s deep contralto is warm.   

Charles begins to feel slightly more at ease. “Fine, thank you. That is, well, not exactly.”   

“How do you mean Charles? There’s nothing wrong I hope.” 

“Not really Mrs. Temple. Not in that sense. I mean I’m not in any trouble or anything.” Charles pauses. He can feel his heart beating, and his mouth is suddenly very dry.  

“Charles, is anything the matter?” 

“Well, the reason I’m ringing you is that it’s to do with my… my problem. The one that you helped me with last year. I’m afraid it has come back.”  

“Ah. I see.” Charles waits expectantly. “In that case perhaps you had better come to see me. Would that be possible?” 

“Yes. Yes, Mrs. Temple. I’m coming back next weekend so I could see you. I was thinking if you were free on Friday afternoon I could see you then. Only if it were convenient, though.”  

Charles hears a rustling of paper at the other end of the telephone as Mrs. Temple consults her diary. 

“I could set aside two hours to see you at 3.00pm, Charles. Would that suit you?” 

“Oh yes, that would be wonderful, Mrs. Temple.” 

“Three it is then. Goodbye Charles.” 

"Goodbye, Mrs. Temple. And thank you."  

*****

It is the following weekend. Charles presents himself at Mrs. Temple’s residence. He knocks. The heavy front door with its ornate brass fittings opens almost immediately. Mrs. Temple stands in the foyer.

“It’s good to see that you have not lost the courtesy of punctuality, Charles. Come in. My study is on the left.”   

There is history here. Mrs. Helen Temple had once been Charles’ governess. It lasted for almost seven years. Her regime was very strict, some might say excessively so, and Charles was no stranger to the smart of her gloved hand and the sting of her punishment strap whenever he’d been naughty.  Those days have a curious effect on Charles later in life. Charles has always been in thrall of his Governess, and although no longer a callow youth, he still trembles slightly in her presence. 

Today, Mrs. Temple is impeccably attired in a tight fitting black leather pencil skirt and bolero jacket, a high necked red latex blouse, seamed black nylons and her trademark five inch black patent stiletto heels. She wears heavy make-up: thick red lipstick, foundation, eyeliner and mascara. Dangling from her ears and complementing her steely grey hair are a pair of silver, hooped earrings. 

As Charles enters the study, she reaches across and takes a file from her desk. Charles cannot help noticing that Mrs. Temple is wearing a pair of soft black leather gloves.  

“Charles Leyton,” begins Helen, opening the file. “Yes, I last saw you eighteen months ago about your problem.” She smiled. “I thought I may have cured you at that time but it seems not. Is that correct?” 

“I’m afraid so Madam”, replies Charles, tentatively. “It’s, well, I have found it difficult to….” 

“To what Charles?” 

“To control things, Madam.” Charles looks pleadingly towards the older woman and then, his face redder than ever, casts his eyes down in shame. 

“Indeed, Charles. Well, we shall have to see about that won’t we?" Mrs. Temple pauses. "To say I am disappointed in you would be an understatement. I can see that we have more work to do.” Mrs. Temple pauses once more to allow her words to take effect. She is gratified to see that Charles has at least the grace to blush.

“Shall we begin? Remove your clothing young man and fold your things neatly on the sofa.”  This is a familiar request. Mrs. Temple believes that shame is a part of the punishment, and nothing shames a lad more than being naked before a woman. Charles undresses completely and places his clothes on the sofa as instructed. Mrs. Temple notes with interest that he has grown a little and that his slim, still boyish body is still nicely tanned from a recent holiday.  

“Stand upright boy. Hands by your sides.”   Mrs. Temple removes her jacket and comes towards him. Charles notices that her tight, red latex blouse is sleeveless and that the leather gloves she wears are full length, reaching almost to her shoulders. As Charles knows well, these are Mrs. Temple’s famous “spanking gloves,” black, beautiful and shiny, made from the finest glacé kid and responsible for turning many a bottom, including his own, from pure white to deepest crimson.  Mrs. Temple moves closer to him. In her stiletto heels she is three or four inches taller than he. As her face comes closer to his own, Charles inhales the mix of expensive perfume, leather, rubber and cigarette smoke, familiar scents from his childhood.

Although 45 years old, Mrs. Temple is still devastatingly attractive. Her high cheekbones and full lips are accentuated by heavy make up, her bust and legs strain against tight latex and leather.  Mrs. Temple slowly reaches out a leather gloved hand and cups Charles’ balls in her palm, looking down at him. The young man's penis swells and stiffens at the touch of her gloves. 

Such a joy to play with a responsive boy, thinks Helen.  “My we are a naughty little boy, aren’t we?” Her voice is deep and full of amused menace. Charles feels his penis harden in his Governess' palm. “Such a naughty boy.” Mrs. Temple runs a gloved finger along the hard shaft. The young man can feel her varnished nails through the leather, toying with his glans penis, making his cock even harder. “And what do naughty boys require Charles?” 

“P-P-Punishment Madam.” Charles stutters, his mouth dry with arousal.  

“Yes, that’s right. Naughty boys require punishment don't they? Punishment and discipline. Strict discipline is the only way to teach a certain kind of boy isn’t it? A boy who does not do what he is told. A boy who is disobedient. A boy who cannot control his stiff little penis." Mrs. Temple squeezes his cock to emphasize her words. "I think a good spanking is required Charles. In fact I’m sure of it. I think you need to spend some more time across Madam’s leather skirt learning a few lessons in how to behave. Don’t you Charles?” As she is speaking Mrs. Temple continues to play with Charles' erect cock and balls, reveling in her complete dominion over him.  

“Y-Y-Yes Madam. I think I need … correction.” He can hardly say it. 

“Yes you do Master Leyton. So it’s just as well I’m wearing my spanking gloves isn’t it, young man? It has obviously been too long since your bottom received a warming, and you have evidently forgotten what I taught you.”  

For Charles the ecstasy induced by the touch of the soft black leather on his cock is almost unbearable. Now she moves her fingers to his nipples, both already rock hard. The feel of his former Governess' leather gloved fingers on his nipples is electric, sending shivers of pleasure through his cock. Mrs. Temple moves even closer to him as she speaks, brushing her latex covered breasts against his chest. Charles looks at Helen's thick red lips as she speaks, intoxicated by the sweet smell of her make-up and perfume. He glances at the swelling of his Governess' full breasts, her own erect nipples pushing against the shiny latex, and then bows his head once more.  

“You need to be taught obedience don’t you Charles? You need to be put across Madam’s knee and spanked until you learn how to behave properly.” 

“Yes, Madam. Yes, I do need a spanking Madam.” Charles is almost weeping with his arousal. “Please spank me Madam. Please spank me, I beg you.”  

Mrs. Temple lifts her fingers from Charles’ engorged nipples and smiles. “Ask properly for your spanking, boy.”  

Charles immediately falls to his knees and presses his eager lips to the shiny black leather of Mrs. Temple’s stiletto heeled shoes. He covers her exquisite shoes with hundreds of tiny kisses as he professes submission to his Governess. He then raises himself from his devotions and, his large blue eyes looking into hers, begs for his punishment.  “Please Madam. Please put me across your leather skirt and spank me. I am a weak and disobedient boy, and I need your discipline.”  

Mrs. Temple pauses for a moment, savoring once again the experience of seeing a virile young man kissing her shoes and pleading to be disciplined. Towering above Charles in her stiletto heels, she looks down and smiles. What a pleasant afternoon it is going to be.  “Very well, boy. I see that you have learned at least one lesson. You have understood that with appropriate guidance it is possible for a boy to learn to be obedient. And we both know what sort of guidance is required, don’t we Charles? Yes, indeed we do. There is only one way to teach a boy like yourself how to behave. Only one method is effective, isn’t it child? The only reliable way to get through to that rather dense brain of yours is to warm your naughty fanny, isn’t it boy?” 

“Yes Madam.”  “Put on your spanking pouch boy. I do not want your fluids to soil my skirt.” After they reach a certain age Mrs. Temple insists that all of her charges wear a spanking pouch for over the knee discipline. This soft leather garment ensures a boy’s penis and testicles are encased and his emissions contained, while his buttocks remain nicely exposed for punishment.  

Leaving Charles on his knees, Mrs. Temple moves across to the chair, smooths her leather skirt beneath her and sits down. She admires herself in the large mirror opposite, primping her tightly coiffed hair and adjusting her red latex blouse, ensuring that she is comfortable for the dispensing of discipline. She feels her own nipples through the rubber of her blouse. Mrs. Temple then spends a few moments smoothing her gorgeous black leather “spanking gloves” up her arms. As she does, she smiles, recalling the most enjoyable shopping trip in Paris when she acquired them. Three thousand five hundred francs from Maison Hortense, if she was not mistaken, paid for by one of her former pupils, and worth every centime. The gloves feel wonderful and soft on her arms and so, so sexy.   

Charles is by no means the only boy who finds it necessary to return to Helen Temple for “further tuition.” At least six of her previous charges pay regular visits to their old Governess. And all, without exception, return to place themselves across her knee. Charles has always been one of her favorites. Blond, clear skinned and slightly built, he is both naturally submissive and a very appreciative boy.  

Helen looks across at Charles. He is still kneeling, his face red with shame but within his pouch she can tell his penis is very stiff. She smiles.  “Come here Charles. It’s time for your spanking.”  Charles rises and stands before his Governess. Helen points to the floor and Charles kneels carefully before her.  “Kiss my high heels.” Charles obeys instantly.  “Kiss my skirt.” Again obedience without hesitation.  “Kiss my glove.” Charles presses his lips to the soft leather instrument of his correction.  “Now. Come here boy and bend over my knee.” 

Charles gently lowers himself across Helen’s leather skirt, allowing himself to be positioned to his Governess’ satisfaction. The shiny black material is warm against the skin of his stomach and he can feel Helen’s garter clips through the leather. Helen presses Charles down so that his buttocks are nicely poised at spanking height, feeling the hardness of the boy's penis against her thigh. Once he is positioned, Helen begins to stroke the soft, white skin of Charles’ bottom cheeks with her gloved hand. 

Charles feasts his eyes on his Governess’ shiny black five inch stiletto heels. Wickedly elegant court shoes that never fail to arouse deep sexual longing within him. Charles sighs and his whole body stiffens in anticipation of the pleasure and pain to come.  

“I am now going to spank you Charles.” The voice authoritative with a hint of cruelty. “You are a very, very naughty boy. You have played with your penis when I expressly forbade you to do so. I am afraid when you disobey Madam, you have to be punished and punished very severely. Do you understand, boy?” 

“Yes Madam,” comes the meek response.  

“I am wearing my spanking gloves, and you are going to receive a very sound spanking across my knee. At the end of that period you will apologize to me for your disobedience and thank me for your discipline. Is that clear?” 

“Yes Madam.”  “Good. If you wish to cry during your spanking you may do so. But do not squirm or fidget while I am spanking you. If you do I shall give you extra punishment." 

“No Madam, I shall try not to move.” 

“Very well child. You may look in the mirror while I punish you.” 

Charles turns his head to look in the large mirror opposite. In it he can see his former Governess, her shiny red lips creased in a cruel smile, luxuriating in the pleasure to come. Charles notices Helen’s nipples, high, hard and erect against the tight red latex of her blouse. He feels one hand on the back of his head. This is absolute power, exercised with elegance. He looks at his own pale body draped compliantly across her leather skirt, completely at the mercy of his Governess.  

Helen takes a few minutes to admire herself. What other woman of 45, she thought, could keep a 21 year old man fully erect for hours and have him obey her every command? Wearing high heels, leather and latex she feels completely and wonderfully dominant. 

Charles senses rather than sees his Governess’ leathered palm fall to administer the first spank. He hears the sharp crack of soft leather on his skin and, a split second later, feels the wave of stinging heat sear his bottom. He manages to resist making either a movement or uttering a sound. Helen begins to spank with a steady rhythm. Again and again her leather gloved hand falls on Charles' unprotected buttocks. Slowly the milk white flesh of the young man's bottom turns pink then a deeper and deeper shade of red. Finally, after ten minutes of spanking, Mrs. Temple elicits the required response from her charge. A muffled sob comes from the young man across her knee and the first tear begins to make its way down his cheek. 

For those who have never experienced a proper spanking the punishment may seem rather mild. So it is, compared to the cane or strap. However, when administered by an experienced disciplinarian, a prolonged spanking is very, very painful. After ten minutes across her leather skirt Mrs. Temple's elegant spanking gloves have transformed Charles' buttocks into twin globes of exquisite agony. The merest touch of her palm is now sufficient to cause him acute discomfort.  But, while Charles may be crying from the pain, Mrs. Temple knows that this is not the only response her spanking has elicited. The young man's penis remains beautifully hard and erect against her thigh, confirming that her pupil is in the perfect state to learn from his discipline.  Helen rests her gloved hand against one red bottom cheek. Charles flinches and lets out a tiny gasp. Helen's stockinged feet squirm with pleasure in her high heels. Now the real instruction can begin. She flexes her gloved hands like a concert pianist about to begin a virtuoso performance and once again admires herself in the mirror opposite. 

"Now young man, I hope that this time you are going to learn your lesson properly. You know very well that if there is one thing that Madam will not tolerate, it is disobedience. And you, Master Leyton, have been extremely disobedient, haven't you?" 

"Yes Madam. I'm sorry Madam." 

"What did I expressly forbid you to do boy?" 

"You told me not to play with myself Madam." 

"And what did you do?" 

"I played with myself Madam." 

"Precisely. You played with yourself. You played with your penis didn't you? Like the naughty, disobedient boy you are. And that is why Madam has had to put on her spanking gloves and high heeled shoes and put you across her leather skirt for yet another spanking. Isn't it boy?"  

"Yes Madam." 

"Isn't it boy???"   SPANK! She smacks his seat hard.  

"Y-Y-Yes Madam." 

“I. Will. Not. Tolerate. Disobedience!” Each word is accompanied by a hard spank right on the crown of the boy’s bottom.  "Do you understand?!"

"Ow! Ow! Yes Madam." This very meekly between sobs.  

"I said, do you understand?!!" She unleashes a flurry of hard smacks, alternating right and left cheeks. His fanny wobbles with the repeated impacts from her gloved palm. He drums his toes on the hardwood floor.  

"Yes, Madam. I do understand. I will learn my lesson this time. Please Madam I will be obedient." 

"I do hope so, Master Leyton." The stern voice is heavy with authority. "I do hope so. Because if you persist in your disobedience, I shall continue to spank you until you learn. I do not mind how long it takes or how sore your bottom becomes. I shall spank you until you obey. Do I make myself clear boy?" 

"Perfectly Madam. I am so sorry for being naughty."  

Helen can feel Charles' erection stiff against her thigh a she speaks. The boy is very aroused now, as is she. Helen's nipples rub against the latex of her blouse sending shivers of pleasure through her core that find their way to her sex.  The rhythmic spanking begins again. This time Charles' bottom is already aflame with pain. Each crisp crack of Madam's black leather spanking gloves on his bottom sends a blast of hot sting through him but ends in a surge of sexual pleasure. Madam continues for several minutes, sometimes spanking in a fast volley of light stinging smacks, sometimes slowing down to deliver hard crisp spanks to a pair of sit spots rapidly turning a brilliant red. The room echoes with the staccato cracks of her gloved palm against the boy’s tender flesh and Charles’ muted sobs. 

Charles slides on Madam’s lap. He can feel the leather pouch enclosing his erection is slick with pre-cum. He looks down lovingly once more at his Governess' elegant stiletto heels as her gloved hand continues to do its work. 

As Helen's glove falls at a steady tempo, she can feel the young man's penis begin to spasm in time with her spanking. She is about to enjoy spanking young Charles to orgasm. 

"Look at my high heels as you climax boy!" 

As if he needs to be told.  A barrage of crisp spanks burns with a hot fire and sends him over the edge.  Charles' cock pulsates as huge spurts of semen flood from him. Waves of pleasure course through him, untempered by the fiery sting in his bottom. For Charles, no orgasm is as powerful or as fulfilling as those he enjoys across Mrs. Temple's knee. He collapses, fully spent.  

"You may thank me for your discipline." Helen's voice is icy cold.  Charles gently removes himself from the older woman's lap.  "Kiss my high heels." Charles complies willingly. This time Helen allows him several minutes of devotion at the altar of her stilettos. She notices with amusement that his bottom is very, very red.  "Kiss my skirt." Again instant obedience.  "Kiss my glove." This time Charles kisses the instrument of his correction with genuine reverence. 

He inhales the sweet smell of the shiny black leather glove, the palm still warm from his spanking.  He then bows his head. "Thank you for my discipline Madam. I promise to be obedient."  

There is a short pause. Helen smiles. Having enjoyed applying a wonderful spanking to the young man’s glowing bottom, she is wet with pleasure and arousal. It is time for young Master Charles to show his gratitude with more than words.  

"Follow me, boy. I hope you have not worn out your lips and tongue with your devotion to my high heels."  

And they depart for Madam's bedroom.   


Obsession

Ted had never met anyone quite like Molly Cantwell. She possessed this aura of natural dominance that seemed to come from some inner conviction, expressed as if it were the established order of things, like a schoolteacher who steps into a room and with a glance silences any and all chatter. That interested Ted to no end. He felt drawn to her for a reason he could not put his finger on. A voluptuous, tall, dark haired woman, well into her forties, she had an aquiline nose, high cheekbones and piercing grey eyes. Her dark hair hung in bangs, covering her forehead and straight down to her shoulders on either side of her face in a pageboy style hairdo. One might have said she was handsome rather than pretty, but to Ted that still equaled attractive in a big way.  At first glance she struck Ted as thin, but that was misleading, for when she wore short skirts and sleeveless tops Ted could see that she was actually very athletic, muscular even, like maybe she ran or lifted weights or something. Besides her looks, though, it was her attitude that made her intriguing. Maybe it was how she seemed to dominate a room. It was the way she carried herself, like she was in charge, whether you knew it or not.

The truth, Ted had to admit, was that he was drawn to strongly assertive women. Probably a childhood legacy. His mother had controlled his life completely, but despite that, he had adored her. She had been the family authority, as his father, a university professor, had been too distant and too distracted to bother.  She made all the major decisions for Ted -- the right friends, the right clubs, the right college. She had directed his life like a stage manager on Broadway.

Both Ted’s parents had now passed away, but the experience of his mother’s imperious control of him had imprinted Ted with the need to pair with a strong-willed woman. That was her legacy, and that had been his problem with Cathy, his ex. She’d been passive as well, and since it is opposites who attract, the marriage failed.

Ted met Molly Cantwell at a school board meeting. Divorced and in his early thirties, he still did his part for his two kids. Volunteering to attend board meetings was one of them. Molly also appeared at nearly every board meeting, and could be counted on for pointed opinions on everything from curriculum to teaching methods. Someone had pointed out that Molly was an ex principal at some Christian school, so she brought considerable expertise to the table. Tonight had been particularly interesting because the subject had been the re-institution of corporal punishment, i.e., the paddle, for misbehavior or tardiness.

Paddling as punishment was a subject that made Ted’s pulse quicken. He found whole idea of spanking distinctly arousing.  Just why, he couldn’t say. He’d had one experience with it, but it had hooked him.  For all her control, his mother had never employed corporal punishment, but his Aunt Helen had. In the summer of his sixteenth year he’d spent a month at his Aunt Helen’s house, a farm in Tennessee. Aunt Helen’s family was one of those closely knit clans whose life revolved around the traditions of faith and home and community. For the children there were rules, and the kids were expected to obey them. Sometimes the rules got broken. An incident occurred that summer in which rules had been broken. The memory of that incident was seared into Ted’s brain.

On this one occasion, his younger twin cousins, Betsy and Ben, had taken him to a cave, a forbidden place on a neighboring farm, which was in reality an old mine, long since abandoned. They’d never told Ted the place was off limits, but the twins knew it was. Big time off limits. The plan had been to explore and get back before Aunt Helen returned from town. Instead, they’d gone into the mine, sometimes crawling on their bellies exploring the various rooms inside, and had completely lost track of time. Upon emerging from the mine, they’d realized how late it actually was and had run for home, muddy, disheveled, clothes torn – it didn’t matter. The goal was to get back before Aunt Helen returned. They didn’t make it.

The twins’ mom was waiting for them, standing on the porch, arms folded, foot tapping impatiently, and glaring at the three of them who were way late and covered with mud. Predictably, she was furious. Not only had they gone to a forbidden spot, they were so filthy they could not be let into the house. Aunt Helen made them strip down to their underwear so she could hose them off outside. Ted got an eyeful of his nubile sixteen year old cousin clad only in bra and panties, but that was just the appetizer. After they’d been washed off, the questioning began. Ted was clueless, so he was not in trouble, but Ben and Betsy were. Then Aunt Helen pronounced sentence.

“Both of you are getting the licking of your lives,” she said, wagging her finger in the faces of Ben and Betsy, which were pale and panic stricken at this pronouncement. “You know you were told never to go in that mine. Now go down to the basement rec room just as you are and wait for me.” Though Ted was innocent, she said, “You too, Ted. You should witness this. If you are going to live with us, you should understand how we do things in this family.”

Ted remembered being embarrassed and excited at the same time. What was going to happen? 

“What will she do,” he asked the two siblings.

“I hope it’s not the paddle,” said Ben to his sister.

“Me too,” said Betsy, shivering. Her hands had drifted behind, to cover her bottom cheeks unconsciously. Ted could appreciate that she had a really cute butt, pert and curvy. Then she remembered Ted had asked a question. “Our parents, especially mom, spank us when we disobey.”

“At your age?” Ted was amazed. He’d always thought that was for little kids.

“Our church says it’s in the bible. All kids around here get spankings when they mess up.”

That was a revelation to Ted, but he did know that this was a tight religious community, very different from his own back in the city. He heard the sharp intake of breath from the twins as Aunt Helen strode into the rec room, a paddle in her hand. It was made of some highly polished wood, about a foot and a half long and six inches wide.

Ted watched in rapt amazement as Aunt Helen made Ben and Betsy stand a few feet apart and bend over, hands on their knees. The shameful posture made their bottoms stick out, presented to Aunt Helen like fleshy targets. Then she took up a stance beside Betsy and gave her three solid licks with the paddle, 1-2-3. The whacks sounded like popping firecrackers and Betsy yelped. No wonder. All Betsy had on were flimsy panties and a bra – no protection at all from that hard wooden paddle. Her body flinched with the impacts and her cute butt rippled with each whack.  The sight gave Ted a huge hard-on. Then she moved over to Ben and gave him three. Then back to Betsy for a second three. There was wailing and pleas for forgiveness as the punishment progressed. Each set of three swats produced yelps and pleas and eventually, tears. Both twins had to be admonished several times to hold still and take their punishment, and to Ted it looked severe. The sharp pop! pop! pop! of the paddle produced a visible reaction. Knees sagged and bodies flinched as the paddle flattened the cheeks of each twin’s behind on impact. And so it went until both teenagers had been given a dozen solid cracks each. By that time both were frantic, hissing with pain, wriggling in place and dying to get up and rub the sting. By the end they were pleading forgiveness and promising never to go there again. When allowed to rise, both did a little fanny rubbing dance that would have been amusing if the punishment hadn’t been so obviously serious.

After that, Ted got an earful on the disciplinary practices of the family.

“When we were little, mom would spank us with her hand,” said Betsy as she stood at the kitchen counter to eat. She said it hurt to sit down. “It was over her knee and pants down to your ankles – and then, oh boy. She’d spank -- hard for two or three minutes. This steady smacking that made you feel like you sat on a stove.”

“Yeah, pants down,” added Ben.

“Then when we turned 12 it was the hairbrush or dad’s belt.”

“And still on the bare,” said Ben. 

“But now it’s that awful paddle,” said Betsy, rubbing her bottom once more, recalling yesterday.

“Yeah, and sometimes we get that on the bare,” said Ben.

But Ted came to understand such incidents were rare. The kids did not seem to harbor ill feelings toward their parents and the family was tight. For the rest of his visit Aunt Helen and Uncle Bob were typical country, salt-of-the earth folks living a simple life on a typical American farm. Their attitude, when Ted questioned them was ‘yeah, kids got spanked –so what?’ It was over, everyone hugged, you were forgiven and the incident was closed. That sounded so much better to Ted. He thought he’d actually prefer that to his mother’s scolding and long silences that indicated her disappointment with him.

But there was this other thing about the idea of spanking – it seemed sexy. Whenever Ted the teenager thought about what it would be like to be hauled across Aunt Helen’s lap for a spanking on the bare, he got a hard-on. As time went on, he went to college, married, had kids, he had quite forgotten about it. Until now.

Ted sat up when Molly spoke. “Children today are undisciplined and it’s our fault. We are afraid to take steps to enforce the rules. Corporal punishment should be re-instituted. Teachers and administrators should be able to use the paddle when necessary. I know I got the paddle at school and it taught me a valuable lesson about consequences for bad behavior.” Ted watched her, mesmerized as she went on to describe how she thought a paddling policy should be implemented. “I was a principal at a small Christian school in Texas before I moved here and the paddle was authorized for discipline.  I think the child should be given between three and six swats with a maple paddle in front of witnesses. All children to be paddled should have to change into gym clothes first so the level of covering is the same for boys and girls. This is the way we did it at my school.”

The board voted to re-institute paddling and in a surprise move asked for written recommendations from Molly Cantwell on procedure and other details. After the meeting, Ted introduced himself. “That was very impressive, Ms. Cantwell. I feel the same way. I’d be glad to help you if I can. By the way, I’m Ted Dickerson. My kids Gary and Janey go to school here. I see we have some of the same ideas on child discipline.” That was a complete lie. Ted had never raised a hand to either kid, but it seemed like a good opening gambit.

Molly Cantwell looked Ted up and down for a minute, then shook his hand. “I’m happy to meet you, Ted.”

“Say, do you think we could get a cup of coffee somewhere? I’d like to talk to you more about this.” Ted thought he saw a thin smile turn up the corners of her mouth, like she had figured him out. Ted colored slightly. “But if you don’t have time…” Maybe this hadn’t been such a good idea.

“On the contrary,” she said. “Come on. I know a place.”

*****

“So, do you think the paddle should be re-instituted?” said Molly, slowly stirring her coffee and regarding Ted with an amused smile.

“Well, yes,” said Ted.

“And do you discipline your own children that way?” she said lifting an eyebrow.

“Yes, er no … I mean, I’m thinking about it.”

Ted went on to explain he had little practical experience, but thought it a good idea.

“Little practical experience?” That smile again. “Didn’t your mommy spank you when you were a naughty boy? Put you over her knee and spank your little hiney?”

Ted gulped. That smile intimated that something else was at work here. It was a knowing smile that inferred an interest beyond the mere concern of school discipline.

“I, uh, had an aunt. She lived in the country. It was a strict religious community and spanking was very common. I saw my cousins get it. My aunt – their mom – used a paddle on them this one time when we went to this old mine that was off limits.”

“But not you?”

“No, not me. But she wanted me to watch because she said if we messed up again, I’d get it the same as her own kids.”

“And did you?” asked Molly. 

“No. We stayed pretty much on the straight and narrow after that.” 

Ted took another sip of coffee. This conversation was getting very interesting, but what Ted said next surprised even him. He wondered later what had prompted him to say it.

“I always wondered what it would be like, you know.”

“What?” said Molly. “To get a spanking?”

Ted blushed. He was sure she could see it. His face felt flushed and his heart was pounding.

“Yeah … I mean … the whole thing. With my aunt there was this ritual to it. The undressing, the command to go downstairs and wait. They said when they were younger and a spanking was coming, they had to go upstairs to their mom’s bedroom and strip down to their underwear and stand in the corner. They said she took her time and made them wait. The dread and anticipation was worse than the actual spanking, according to them.” Ted looked up and caught her studying him intently, a scrutiny that made him blush again. “So, I guess you spank your kids?”

Molly’s expression turned serious. “I believe in the effectiveness of corporal punishment, Ted. Kids today are undisciplined. People in general are undisciplined. There’s nothing like a good hard spanking to instill a proper attitude and correct faults. So yes, when my children misbehave, I spank. That’s why I also believe in the paddle for use at school.” She tapped her finger on the table for emphasis. “I surely do. The paddle can produce a proper consequence for misbehavior like nothing else in my opinion. And that’s for children of any age.” The thin, knowing smile returned.

Ted noticed and gulped, but he forged ahead. “How should they do it? The paddle, I mean.”

“If it were up to me, I’d send the child to the gym to change into gym attire so it would be the same for boys and girls – thin shorts and underwear. Then anywhere between three and six swats with an eighteen inch wooden paddle, depending on the offense. That would instill some obedience, and we’d have much less in the way of discipline problems.”

“Is that what you use, a wood paddle?” said Ted. Now he was eager to hear about her personal discipline practices. He hoped he didn’t come off as too eager, but he was fascinated.

Molly cocked an eyebrow. “Like to hear, would you?” She sat back to explain. “When I was a little girl my dad made a paddle out in his woodshop. It was maple, about a foot long and four inches wide.” She made a gesture with her hands to illustrate length and width. “It was engraved with the words “Molly’s Fanny Paddle” and hung from a hook on the inside of my closet door. When I got the dread words that I’d earned a spanking, I was the one who had to go and fetch it. I had to kneel in front of mom or dad and present it to ask for my spanking. From the time I was ten until I left home that paddle burned my fanny whenever my dad or my mom thought I needed it. I still have it, and I still use it.”

Ted felt his pulse racing and an erection growing. He had to ask the next question. “How did you get it?”

Molly leaned in toward Ted. “Why, over the knee, kicking and wailing -- bare bottom, of course. Until I was crying and totally broken. No defiance or attitude left. That’s the only way, you know. There must be complete surrender. It’s the way I do it with Trish, Becky and Julie. They go across my knee, panties down. I use a paddle or my hairbrush. They can kick, cry and plead, but it doesn’t stop until there is true remorse.”

Ted didn’t know, but it made sense. He had to absorb that for a minute. Wow. Bare bottom with a paddle. In his mind’s eye he could visualize the scene, a plump girlish bottom cocked up over a motherly knee, limbs flailing and girls crying while that paddle smacked a wriggling fanny over and over.

“And if you wonder, I spank until the tears are flowing. That is when there is real remorse.”

For a minute Ted felt Molly studying his face intently, reading his reaction. He hoped she could not tell how excited he was. Good God, if he got up now, his boner would be obvious. But something told Ted that Molly could read him like a book. Her next question took his breath away.

She leaned in close and said, “So, would you like to find out?”

Ted bolted upright. “Find…find out?” He felt a jolt like an electric charge “Me?” 

“Yes. Find out. Clearly you are fascinated.”

Molly looked serious. Ted could not believe this was happening.

“I…I don’t know,” said Ted, sweating.

“Yes, you do,” said Molly, then sat back to watch his reaction.

*****

She scrutinized the young man while he squirmed. That blush told her everything she needed to know. Discreetly, she let her gaze drop to his lap. That confirmed it. He couldn’t hide that erection. Yes, he was perfect. She’d had her eye on this one. Pleasant, slender, and polite, the young man was the very type she was looking for, a submissive man, one who was accustomed to obeying women, one who could be trained. She didn’t want courtship and all that came with it. Instead what she wanted was diversion and an opportunity to slake her dominant desires. Yes, a nicely put together young man with stamina who would take direction. The bit about his mother had confirmed her suspicions, and the story about this country aunt of his had sealed it. On top of that he filled out the back of his slacks rather nicely.

She pulled a slip of paper out of her handbag and wrote on it. 

“This is my address,” she said. “This Saturday the girls have an all-day soccer camp. Be at my house at ten am. We can discuss the new school policy. You are free aren’t you?”

Ted nodded.

Molly arched her eyebrows and favored Ted with a thin smile. “Good. I’m so looking forward to our little discussion.”

*****

Ted spent a fitful rest of the week. It was difficult to focus on work. What had he done? It had all been so sudden. Now, it seemed, he was about to find out what a spanking was really like. This woman had sensed his interest and had pounced on him like some big cat. He didn’t know what she got out of it, but anticipated (and hoped) that it was sexual. Who knew where this would lead? Ted hoped it would lead straight to the bedroom. Maybe the spanking thing was just a teaser. They’d get naked and then…. yes, that was it. Forget the spanking. It was silly. They were both adults. She wanted him and had used the whole spanking discussion as a hook.  Ted felt better about it now. 

The very idea of spanking made Ted feel strange. He felt cold chills when he recalled Molly’s eyes, the way she studied him with that knowing half grin, her lips turned upward just slightly and her eyes narrowed. How could so much arousal and shame be present at the same time? He continued to feel tremors of both as the clock ticked down to Saturday morning.

The address turned out to be close by. He could have walked to her house. As it was, he pulled his car up to the curb right on the dot at 10:30. The neighborhood was quiet. A few lawnmowers buzzed in the distance, but that was all. Ted had dressed casually in a polo shirt and chinos and slip-on loafers. He strode up the walk and rang the bell.

The door opened a crack and Molly peered out. “Oh, there you are. Right on time I see. You’re a prompt young man. I like that.” She opened the door wider. Ted could see she wore a short figure hugging black skirt, a white blouse with ruffles and a choker collar. The four inch heels put her a couple of inches taller than Ted. Altogether, the impression was that of a sexy school teacher or librarian. “Come in,” she said.

Ted entered and let Molly lead him to a family room, one half level down from a split foyer. Her nicely shaped hips swayed in the tight skirt. The room was darker since the curtains had been drawn. Molly sat on a divan and patted it. 

“Sit down, Ted. Let’s talk.”

“Uh, sure,” said Ted, not really sure of anything. Then he noticed a few things on the coffee table in front of him. His eyes widened as he scanned the objects. There was a flat-backed wooden hairbrush, a leather belt with the buckle cut off, a short leather thong about two inches wide attached to a handle, a cut-down ping pong paddle, and a standard school paddle that looked like the one Molly had talked about.

“So what do you think of my collection?” said Molly. “You look amazed that I would have such things.”

“I don’t know what to say,” said Ted. “Do you use all of these things?”

Molly nodded. “At one time or another I have used them all. The girls are nearly done with school now, but it is still a perilous time and they must be kept on the straight and narrow, you know.”

Ted’s mind filled with visions of Molly’s daughters, lined up and ready to go one at a time over their mother’s lap for a stinging session with the paddle. He could feel an erection rising.

“So, Ted, if you are thinking about installing corporal punishment in your household, I can show you how.”

“Show me?”

“Yes. A demonstration. So you will know the proper way. Ritual is important, Ted. And,” she added, “telling has limits. Showing is better. You have to experience it yourself to really know.”

Molly sat back and studied Ted who seemed lost in a fog of indecision.

“You are proposing to show me by spanking me?”

Molly smiled. “That’s right, Ted. A very practical demonstration. The complete experience. Do you want to go through with it?”

Ted gulped. The moment of truth. Back out now said an inner voice. Another voice, more connected to his libido, told him to go for it. Libido won out. “Yeah, I – I guess so,” said Ted. 

“Very well, Ted. You know this will be on my terms. You don’t get to decide anything about it.”

Ted licked his lips with nervous anticipation. “Yeah, sure. Ok.” He was excited, desire and apprehension churning up his insides.

“There’s another thing, Ted. Starting now, I’m Ms. Cantwell. It’s to be yes, ma’am or no ma’am, just like we were in school. Ok?”

“Yes – I mean, yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy,” said Molly standing up and smoothing her tight skirt across her sleek hips. She pointed to the dining room. “Go get one of the dining room chairs for me.”

Ted moved to obey, his heart hammering in his chest. The chair was armless and sturdy. He dragged it into the family room. Molly pointed to a spot in the center of the room between the fireplace and a coffee table. Ted positioned it there and waited. The next command was not long in coming.

“Now, young man, take off your clothes down to your underwear. Fold it all neatly and put it in that armchair.”

“Take off my clothes?”

“Absolutely. It instills a feeling of vulnerability and I want you to feel that. Now that is the last explanation you will get until we are done.” Her eyes narrowed. “Any more questions and you may find yourself getting extra, do you understand?”

Ted blushed as he pulled off his shoes and his polo shirt. Next he unbuckled his belt, slid his pants down and stepped out of them. That left him in white y-briefs and socks and feeling very vulnerable. He could not help the erection that tented the front of his briefs. “I…I can’t,” he started to say by way of explanation. 

Molly shook her head. “Why is it even little boys develop erections before getting spanked, much less big ones?” She pointed to the wall. “Now stand over there, nose touching the wall.”

Ted moved to obey.

“Now this is important, Ted. You must first instill the proper sense of penitence by making the child face the wall to be left alone with nothing but his thoughts. About now you should be thinking about what you did and preparing yourself to accept your punishment. Does it feel humbling, Ted? Don’t turn your head – nose to the wall.”

It felt odd and humiliating, thought Ted. “Yes, ma’am,” he said to the wall.

“Good. You just wait there and think about all the things you did and got away with. And also think about what is coming. You are going to be punished and you cannot stop it. I won’t lie to you. It will hurt. I have a heavy hand and I’m strong.” After a few silent moments she said, “All right, Ted. Are you ready for your spanking, young man?”

Ted gulped, “Yes, ma’am.” This was it. He had wanted to find out. Well, here it came.

“Very well, Ted. Come over here and stand in front of me.”

Ted did as she ordered and stood in front of Molly who was seated on the armless chair.

“Now, here is where you deliver the pre-spanking lecture. So if you had thrown a ball in the house, I would lecture you not to do that and explain that this is the consequence. You do this very calmly, letting the child know the seriousness of the offense. If you were my son, I’d be saying, Ted, you knew what you did was wrong and you did it anyway. I warned you and you didn’t listen. You were disobedient and disrespectful and now you will be punished for it.”

To Ted even the explanation felt like a lecture. Molly emphasized her points with a wagging finger.

“I will not have this, young man. Do you understand me?”

“Uh … yes, ma’am.” Ted didn’t know what to say.

“Now come here.”

Ted stepped forward. Molly maneuvered Ted to her right side. “Now take down your pants, Ted.” 

Ted reluctantly slipped his thumbs into his briefs and slid them down. His penis popped out and bobbed up and down slowly, like a pendulum once he straightened back up. He blushed and shivered nervously.

“Now get over my knee, young man.”

Ted looked down. Molly had pulled her skirt up to reveal her nylon-clad thighs, giving Ted’s erection another jolt. He eased himself down, feeling the soft press of her thighs against his naked groin and his extended penis as it slid across the slick fabric of her stockings. His hands steadied him in front. His toes barely touched the carpet. He felt her hand resting on his bare bottom. She patted him as if testing the resilience of his flesh.

She raised her hand and smacked his bottom hard four times in rapid succession. 

Smack! Smack! Whap! Crack!

“Yahh!” Ted bleated in surprise. Wow! That had stung.

He couldn’t think about it too long for Molly launched into a lengthy barrage of spanks that fell rapidly from one cheek to the next splatting loudly in the confines of the den. Ted squirmed involuntarily, his head trying to process just how badly this stung in so short a time.

“Now, now, none of that,” said Molly. “Give me your right hand.”

He put his hand back and Molly grabbed his wrist, turning his arm high on his back in a hammer lock. Then she resumed the spanking, landing ear-splitting shots on alternate cheeks.

“This Ted, (smack! whap!) is a good old fashioned spanking (smack! spank! crack!). Just the thing for a naughty lad (spank! crack! whap!). Is this what you thought it would be? Hmmm?” Molly never paused, she kept delivering hard crisp smacks to Ted’s bottom as she spoke.

“I – ok! Ok! That’s enough!” Ted wailed and wiggled. This stung so much worse than he’d imagined. 

“Oh, no Ted,” said Molly as she kept on smacking Ted’s behind with gusto. “We stop when I say. On my terms, remember? This isn’t what I consider a really good spanking yet. I want your little fanny beet red.” Another furious volley of spanks promised to make that happen.

“Ok! Ok!” Ted’s behind felt like it was on fire.

Then Molly began to pause between spanks and was now delivering the punishment more slowly, each smack hitting right in the center of Ted’s flaming posterior, right across the divide.

“When I go slow I can make each one count, Ted. There (smack!) and there (crack!)”

“Yow! Yow!” It was all Ted could do. His eyes watered, his legs flailed in a futile flutter kick. He had been reduced to a helpless ten-year-old across mommy’s knee by this woman, something that had never happened to him as a child. The experience was humbling in the extreme. The sting had escalated to an outrageous intensity, one that was quite unbearable.

“Wah!....Oh! yahhh…ow!” Ted felt like breaking down completely. He squirmed across Molly’s lap like a fish flopping on a dock, but could not evade the barrage of spanks that continued to fall, stinging his behind like a cloud of angry bees.

“Ouch! Oooh! Yah!” Ted squealed like a pig being skinned. The intense burning was progressive, each hearty smack from Molly’s hard hand lighting a new, hotter fire to sear his poor seat. Finally he lost the will to fight it and slumped over, gasping and out of breath.

It was a moment before Ted realized Molly had stopped, and was resting her palm in the small of his back. He hiccupped. His sinuses flowed from his nose and mouth. He was a wreck.

“Here, Ted, sit up.” Ted let her maneuver him until his scorched behind rested on her legs in a sitting position. She circled Ted with her arms, pulling him to her chest like a baby. “There, now. It’s over, Ted.”

During the spanking Ted had completely lost the erection he had sported. But now, seated on Molly’s lap in a cuddle it was coming back up.

“See, Ted, that’s a real spanking. It hurt, didn’t it?”

Ted nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” Had it ever, only now Ted felt strangely at peace. His bottom burned and throbbed but he felt as if some weight had lifted. And, he felt horney as hell, near full arousal. He looked down. Molly’s hand was wrapped around his penis and she was stroking up and down.

“Now, would you like to learn something else, Ted? Would you like to learn to please me?”

Ted shivered as she stroked him slowly, jolts of pleasure running through him.

“Oh, yes ma’am.”

“Then come with me.”

Molly put Ted on his feet without loosening her grip on his erection. She led him by that appendage down a hall and into her bedroom.

“Such a good boy,” she said, letting go for a moment, “and such a nice hard cock. We are going to make good use of that.” 

While Ted stood motionless, Molly kicked off her heels and unbuttoned her blouse. She unclipped her skirt and let it fall to her feet. Now clad only in panties, a bra and a garter belt and stockings she sat on the bed.

“Kneel, Ted.”

He obeyed and stared transfixed as Molly reached under and slipped her panties down. A mass of dark hair could not quite conceal the glistening lips of her quim. She slid forward and put her hands behind Ted’s head, pulling him down between her thighs.

“You are going to lick me there, Ted. I want your tongue in my vagina. Go ahead,” she urged.

Ted found the place, all pungent and slippery. His tongue went to work. Molly guided him this way and that, encouraging, correcting and instructing him on the technique she wanted. She moaned a heartfelt ‘yesss…’ when he found her button and flicked it with the tip of his tongue. Several times she threw her head back and shuddered as he brought her to one orgasm after another.

“Now,” she said, her eyes bright with lust, “come to me.”

She slid back onto the bed and pulled Ted on top. Grabbing his steel hard cock she guided it inside of her and began to rock her hips. Ted matched her with a reciprocal thrusting. Their bodies slapped together. Molly urged Ted forward with hearty slaps to Ted’s ass. He was tender back there and the surprise smacks propelled him forward in full-on thrusts deep inside Molly’s cleft. She moaned as he rammed her and her body convulsed in yet another blinding orgasm.  Unable to hold back any longer, Ted came in a rushing torrent, jerking and shuddering as if no longer in control of his own body. He collapsed on top of her fully spent.

*****

That entire week Ted relived the memory of that morning. It haunted his dreams, both asleep and fully awake. The recall of Molly’s complete domination gave Ted shivers, and at the same time provoked arousal. He found it hard to concentrate at work. Did he want more?

Molly had spanked him like a child, a complete take down of his masculinity. How could he have allowed that? He must have looked ridiculous, over her knee like a kid in a cartoon, bare bottom on rude display, flailing and kicking as her hand came down repeatedly, smacking him soundly. But there had been nothing comical about how much it had hurt. His ass had throbbed for hours afterward.

He told himself he’d been curious. Ok. So now that curiosity had been satisfied. Time to move on … only he could not let it go. Every time he thought about being held helplessly across Molly’s lap, every time he recalled the shame of his bared buttocks offered up for her to spank, his cock started to get hard. So what to do now?

Wait and see seemed like the best course. He did not call her and she did not call him. Ted began to wonder – was that it? Would he hear from her again? Should he call? If he did, what would he say? His musings were interrupted by a phone call.

It was her. Was he all right? She said.  Of course, he said. Then the startling question – did he want to do it again? She explained. She needed him. She’d agreed to give a small demonstration of the disciplinary technique she was urging the school board to adopt. Would he help? Then in a low husky voice she intimated that after the ladies had left they could perhaps pick up where they had left off the previous week.

He felt like a moth drawn to a flame. He wanted to say no – it was too embarrassing. The whole thing was shameful. But, he rationalized, he’d be clothed. It was for a good cause that he’d be a guinea pig. And then afterwards…

He said yes.

*****

When Ted arrived, Molly ushered him into her living room. Two other ladies were seated there. They were dressed formally, as if it were high tea, in dresses and stylish hats. Both appeared to be in their mid to late forties or perhaps early fifties. It was hard to tell. One was a large woman who wore a flowered print dress that was nicely filled out by her buxom figure. She wore her blonde hair in a bun that set off her round face. The other woman was of average height and weight and wore white gloves with her attractively cut green dress. She wore her dark hair in a helmet style that seemed a little out of date but it looked good on her.

“Ted, this is Evelyn Walsh and Margaret Sensing.”

“Pleased to meet you, Evelyn and Margaret.” Ted offered his hand.

The ladies jerked back and looked at each other, startled.

“Well, of all the nerve,” said the blonde. “Next thing you know, he’ll be calling me Tootsie.”

Ted directed his puzzled expression toward Molly.

“Ted, you should address them as Mrs. Walsh and Mrs. Sensing.”

Ted blushed at the faux pas but wondered about the formality. “Of course,” he said. “Mrs. Walsh, Mrs. Sensing, pleased to make your acquaintance.”

“Well, that’s better. I can see why you need to keep this one in line, Mrs. Cantwell.”

“Indeed, Margaret, but Ted is here today to aid with my demonstration. You will see that the procedure that I’m about to share with you for the infliction of corporal punishment is safe and effective.”

“Now, Ted,” she said, turning her attention his way. “Let’s get started. Go change into your gym outfit as we discussed. It’s laid out on the bed for you, upstairs, second bedroom on the left.”

Ted was now apprehensive about this. In theory, he’d been more than willing to help. Especially if it meant more sex with Molly. He climbed the stairs and found the empty bedroom. As Molly had indicated, on the bed was a T-shirt and a pair of gym shorts. The shorts fit, but just barely. They were a little tight and a little brief. He bent over to test them. The fabric stretched across his rear drum taut. Under that he wore only thin y-briefs. This wasn’t much protection. 

When he came back down the stairs, they were waiting.

“There you are, Ted. My, you look just like a student at the high school.” She had Ted twirl around. “What do you think, ladies?” Mrs. Walsh and Mrs. Sensing nodded with approval. Ted caught a glint in the eyes of both that looked like excited anticipation, like lionesses licking their chops over some prey. For a brief moment Ted had the sense that there was more to this meeting than met the eye, but he brushed it aside. The women were only interested in school policy, right?

Molly continued.  “With my plan both boys and girls would change into gym clothes prior to reporting for discipline,” she explained. “Although, girls wear volleyball shorts which are slightly different.” 

They were very different. Volleyball shorts were stretch short-shorts that fit like a second skin. The thought nearly gave Ted a hard-on. Those shorts displayed a girl’s figure below the waist in a way that left nothing to the imagination. He willed his boner to subside. It wouldn’t do for these ladies to notice it. 

“So here is how it would go,” said Molly. “Normally there would be a desk, but we don’t have one here, so I’m going to ask Ted to bend over the back of the sofa. You ladies might want to come around so you can see,” she said. The women got up and stood to the side of the sofa while Ted moved around behind it as directed.

“Ok, Ted, over you go.”

Ted bent over the padded back and gripped the couch cushions. The posture made his behind stick out prominently. That was no doubt, the point.

Molly confirmed it. “Notice how his posture elevates the buttocks, especially exposing the fatty underside of the sit spot. That is where we want to hit. Right here.” She tapped the lower part of his bottom cheeks with the paddle. “This is where most of the flesh is, and we can swing hard for maximum sting without fear of injury.”

Ted did not think that was very reassuring. He thought maybe this would be a demonstration of procedure, not the real thing. Molly continued to tap his bottom with the paddle. The taps were getting harder.

“How many should he get?” asked Evelynn.

“From three to six is normal where I come from, although in cases of severe infractions ten is possible. We’ll start with three,” said Molly.

Three to start? Thought Ted.

Molly tapped the paddle on the back of Ted’s shorts then rubbed it around in circles. He was all too aware of the presence of the unforgiving wood.

“Eyes forward, Ted. Do not move or flinch or we’ll have to repeat,” said Molly. 

Ted clutched the cushions tightly.

Crack! Ted felt an explosion of stinging pain on his backside.

Smack! The second lick landed a few seconds later. It was a wave of blistering heat like nothing he’d ever felt.

Whap! There came number three. It made a sound like a gunshot.

“Ow! Oh!” yelped Ted. “Gosh that hurts!” It really did. His bottom was blazing.

“You see?” said Molly. 

“Very impressive,” said Margaret. “What does your young man say?”

“It hurts like hell, that’s what,” said Ted, stamping his feet. “Whew!”

“Ted! That was impertinent. You are not to speak unless spoken to.”

“Ladies, I think that calls for additional licks, and this would not be uncommon for a rude student. In addition, we will have Ted remove a layer of clothing so he will feel these next ones more keenly.”

Molly addressed Ted. “Ted, take down your shorts, please.”

Ted groaned but slipped his shorts down to his knees leaving only snug white cotton Y-briefs for protection. His knees trembled as Molly tapped the paddle against his bottom.

“Ok, Ted. Here we go.”

The three paddle swats were applied briskly five seconds apart. The splat of the paddle rocked him forward each time. He gasped in pain and his knuckles grew white gripping the cushions. The time interval gave the sting time to build to a peak. It felt like a blazing inferno had broken out on his backside which grew with each solid swat.

“There,” said Molly. “You can be sure that will teach a naughty boy to mind his manners, right Ted?”

“Yes, ma’am,” croaked Ted, trying to deal with how hot his behind had become and badly it throbbed. 

“I wonder,” said Evelyn. “Do they ever get it on the bare?”

The question chilled Ted to the bone. Surely, no. She wouldn’t.

“In rare circumstances. The parents would have to agree. But for a truly exemplary punishment, a wooden paddle applied to the bare buttocks has no equal.”

“Can you show us?” asked Margaret hopefully. “We should see the effect of all the possibilities.”

“Ted, can you be very brave?” asked Molly. “Can you take four swats, bare bottom?”

Inwardly Ted groaned. What could he do? If he wanted sex with Molly, he had to participate in this little charade. He had no choice.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well, Ted. Take down your underpants. Let’s get down to business.”

Ted slid his briefs down to his knees. His knees shook as he went back over and stuck his rump out. The slightest of breezes teased his hot flesh as he waited.

“Evelyn, since you felt Ted was impertinent earlier, would you care to deliver the paddling?”

“Why yes, Molly. I’d be delighted. Let’s see if I can’t instill some politeness in this young man.” She rose and took the paddle from Molly. Positioning herself to Ted’s side she stretched out her arm centering the blade of the paddle across the crowns of Ted’s buttocks. Ted flinched visibly as she tapped him with the board.

“Four more,” said Molly.

Evelyn nodded and drew back her arm.

Shwoosh…thwack! The paddle struck flattening both globes momentarily.

“Ahhh!” exclaimed Ted. “Yahhh…whew!” This was the worst yet. With no protection at all, the paddle was like a branding iron. He stamped his feet, threw his head back and bobbed up and down.

Evelyn took her time, placing three more precision swats squarely across Ted’s behind which was by now a fire engine red. Ted yelped and shuffled his feet. It was twice as bad on the bare. The fire on his seat rose to an intolerable level and his eyes watered with unbidden tears at the awful throbbing sting imparted by the paddle.

Finally it was over. Ted was sent to the corner, bare bottom on display, while the ladies sipped tea and discussed the merits of paddling in the school.

“Well, I must say, we are most impressed,” said Margaret. “That looks like a most salutary punishment.”

“And at each level, too,” said Evelynn. “He felt it, even through gym togs.”

“Yes, ladies, I can guarantee my young man did.”

“And bare,” said Margaret. “Well, I must say. That must be something else.”

“That would be rare for students, but for your husbands, that could be a different story,” said Molly smiling broadly.

Both women laughed heartily at that, acknowledging that bare bottom paddlings for their husbands were probably long overdue. “I’ll bring it up the next time he takes off and goes fishing without doing his house chores,” said Evelyn. “I still have my old sorority paddle and Tom is just about due. He’ll have to choose between the doghouse and a bare fanny licking.”

The evening’s business concluded, Molly ushered her guests to the door.

“Well, good luck, ladies. We’ll see each other again at the next board meeting.”

*****

Ted lay naked over Molly’s lap while she rubbed some cream into his swollen bottom cheeks.

“My, I must say, you are quite red back there, Ted. But you were a good boy. You were my brave boy,” she said, patting him gently.

She capped the cream and turned him over, propping him up on her lap so he was sitting on her thighs. She pressed his head to her breasts until his nose was in her cleavage, inhaling the scent of her. She undid her dress and pulled her bra down so that her breasts popped out. His cock began to stir and Molly’s hand drifted down to grasp it.

“Um, look what I found,” she said, stroking gently.

Ted’s penis began to lengthen. He shuddered with pleasure from the stroking. It almost made him forget about the heat and throbbing in his paddled bottom.

“Lick my breasts Ted, especially the nipples. Go on, use your tongue.”

Ted obeyed, sucking on the nipples of her tits, swirling his tongue around.

“Yesss, yes … that’s it, Ted,” she moaned. Then she lifted Ted to his feet and stood up. “Come on, Ted,” she said and pulled him along toward her bedroom. Once inside she said, “Help me out of my dress.”

Ted happily complied. The dress zipped in back. He pulled it down and she stepped out of it, clad now in bra, panties, garter belt and hose. She slipped her panties down, revealing the furry black nest between her legs. Sitting on the bed, she commanded Ted to get on his knees and put his face into her crotch. Under her guidance his tongue found her pleasure spot and he licked and prodded until she was quivering with pleasure.

“Oh, oh, yes, that’s it, Ted.” She had both hands on his head, shoving his nose into her salty triangle while he licked until his jaw was sore.

Ted’s head bobbed up and down. His mouth was full of her juices. She was so slick, so lubricated. Then she pulled back.

“Ok, Ted, up on the bed. Get on all fours, bottoms up.”

What now? Not more spanking. He couldn’t take it. He was bursting for relief, his dick swollen and hard, his balls aching. Still, he dare not disobey. He assumed the ignominious posture and waited – for what? Molly got up off the bed and went over to her vanity. She pulled out a bottom drawer he heard rustling around. She retrieved something. Ted could not see what it was. He heard a sound like snaps being secured. Then he turned his head and let out a gasp. 

Molly wore a strap on dildo around her waist. It was a big black phallus secured to a harness. In her hand she held a bottle of oil. She smiled as she approached the bed.

“My way -- remember, Ted? This is a very special toy of mine and you are my brave little boy.”

“Uhh … no,” said Ted, panicked. That thing looked huge.

“It will be alright, Ted, but you will obey. All my boys learn to take it this way for me.”

Ted tried to scramble off the bed, but Molly was faster and bigger. He hadn’t seen the slip ties in her hand. She seized his wrists and cuffed them behind his back. A ball gag went into his mouth. Now he was easily controlled.

“You shouldn’t try to escape, Ted. I demand obedience.” She went back to her vanity and picked up something else. Ted turned his head to look.

In her hand she held a riding crop. “I’m afraid you need a little reminder, Ted, about who is in charge. You’re getting a dozen strokes, Ted. Grin and bear it, then we’ll try again.

Twelve times she seared his bottom with the riding switch. On top of the paddle swats it was agony. She easily held him in place by placing her hand in the small of his back. The switch thwacked his fanny, alternating sides. Ted whimpered through the ball gag.

When she was done she tossed the switch aside. “Now, we’ll try again,” she said.

This time, Ted stayed still. He felt the slippery oil being poured into his bottom crack. Molly knelt behind him, the knob of the dildo pushing against his sphincter.

“Relax, Ted. It will go in easier if you relax.” Molly pressed her body forward, forcing the phallus into Ted’s bottom hole. “Just like a virgin, Ted, resisting.” She slapped his behind, hard. “Relax!” she commanded.

“Unhhh,” wailed Ted through the gag. It was too big. This horrible invasive thing was slowly impaling him. “Uhhh!” he drummed his feet on the bed as the hard length of it slid into his rectum. He felt like he was invaded.

Slowly Molly began to pump in and out. The back pressure stimulated her clitoris through the little cantilevered nub that was part of the design. “Oh, yes, yes, Ted.” Molly rocked her hips back and forth. She reached around for Ted’s cock and stroked it as she fucked him.

The dildo, while horribly uncomfortable, had stimulated Ted’s prostate gland and he was soon on the verge of an explosion. A few more thrusts by Molly and he came, spurting his semen in great jutting arcs all over her bedclothes. He’d never in all his life experienced an orgasm like that one. It just kept coming and coming. At the same time Molly’s own jerking and body spasms reached a peak and she came too, writhing and bucking in a volcanic release.

*****

Molly watched as Ted shuffled slowly toward his car, with an unsteady gait and slightly bowlegged. After all that, she’d untied him, bathed him, dried him and given him an explosive blow job that had left him completely drained – and completely in thrall to her. Yes, this one was a keeper, at least until she got tired of him. That was in the future though. For now, there was so much she could do with her new boy toy. Her mind conjured up all sorts of possibilities. Next time maybe she’d have him dress as a French maid and have him wait on her hand and foot. See how he tolerated the martinet with its five strands of stinging whipcord. It was such a pleasure to tan that sexy little boy fanny – and to watch, too. Those paddle swats dished out by her friend had nearly made her swoon, it was so sexy, and his reactions were so cute. No, perhaps next time a real schoolboy scene. Was he ready for the cane? So many possibilities. He really had no idea what she had in store for him. But he’d learn. Oh, yes, he’d learn.


The Reading of the Will

[Author’s note: The first part of this story is an edited version of a story originally written by an author named, simply, “K”. It is used here with permission.]

The funeral was over and there was only one other thing to be done. My father's will was to be read in the parlor of the family home. I arrived at the house to find everyone in attendance, my relatives, the family staff, friends of the family -- and a Ms. Greene, apparently my father's attorney.

She was an imposing woman. Tall and broad shouldered with close cropped light hair framing beautiful eyes, she wore a severe gray suit that hugged a shapely figure, suggesting her obvious charms, while staying within boundaries dictated by the formality of the situation.  I pegged her at about thirty-five, which made her a decade older than I, but still within an age range that I could relate to. I found her most attractive for what I would naively term an “older woman.” 

I’m twenty-two, so to me she is an “older woman,” albeit a hot one. I watched her as she went about the business of organizing the papers for the reading with cool efficiency. She read through a mass of legal provisions, most of which sounded like Greek to me, but I became apprehensive when Ms. Greene came to the part of the will relating specifically to me. She said it spoke of "special treatment." Being acutely aware of the strained relations between me and my father in those last few years before I had left the family home, I was wary of being singled out for some kind of "treatment" in the will. Until then, my concentration had been primarily on Ms. Greene's amazing legs and voluptuous figure when suddenly she said: 

“You had better sit down Scott, and listen to this because it affects you directly. Please let me finish before you say anything. Here it is:

"...and with regard to my darling son, whom I unfortunately spoiled during his formative years, I have made a special provision that must be met before he can expect to inherit the bulk of my estate. I have included here the details of the treatment that, with his acceptance, will be  provided by my solicitor. I further require that it be given immediately before any further provisions of the will are read. Should my son refuse the treatment I have prescribed for him, then his inheritance will be forfeit and the supplementary provisions will split the bulk of my estate among others." 

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" I said. "What treatment? What's going on here?" 

There was a general murmur of surprise from the rest of the assembled group as well. My father had passed away quite suddenly. I never had the chance to make amends for the way I had made his life difficult while growing up. I guess I was a bit of a spoiled rich kid I'm afraid, and a particularly bratty teenager.  Maybe I did need to make amends.   It looked as if father had some thoughts of his own about how I should make it up to him when he wrote his will. 

"The terms can remain confidential, uhm...to a certain extent," said Ms.  Greene sounding a little embarrassed herself. "If you will follow me into the adjoining room I will describe what is required of you." 

She addressed the remaining relatives and staff. "The rest of you I would ask to remain here as this should not take long and then we will proceed with the rest of the will." 

I felt distinctly self conscious as I got up under the watchful eye of over two dozen people in the room, all of whom were dying for me to refuse the terms of the will, I'm sure. Many had disliked me or had been jealous of me for various reasons, some of them probably deserved. I had been, at times during my youth, an obnoxious brat, but I figured I had outgrown that phase. Maybe my relatives didn’t think so, or still held a grudge.

When we entered the next room, the lovely Ms. Greene explained. "I hope you will make this easy on both of us as it is rather embarrassing for me too," she began.  "The terms are very unusual but I have no alternative but to follow through with them for your own sake, otherwise you won't inherit. The will requires that you agree to accept what I suppose you'd call a delayed reckoning of sorts."  

I was all ears, but what she said next floored me.  "You must agree to accept a good sound spanking." 

I couldn't believe my ears. I nearly fainted. "What? A spanking?" I said.  

She continued without missing a beat, "Yes. It further states that I am to treat you like a child: You are to be spanked over my knee with your pants down and your bottom bare. I am required to deliver a firm and hard spanking with a hairbrush which your father has thoughtfully provided." She then went to the desk, opened a box that sat there and brought out an old wooden hairbrush for me to see.

"You will do this? This must be some kind of joke," I said. "This can't be legal." But she assured me it was indeed legal and that according to the will I had only five minutes in which to accept my father's punishment…and his estate.   "But everyone will hear...they'll know what's going on," I pleaded. 

"Yes, actually, I think that was part of your father's plan. It seems he thought the rest of the family and the household staff would be delighted to hear you receive your just desserts. I guess there's no love lost, as they say. I suppose you didn't make yourself very popular over the years did you?" 

Now it was admission time. "No, I guess not. I know I used to treat the staff and our relatives pretty abominably when I was a kid. I'm sure they would be delighted for me to get a..." I couldn't bring myself to say it. 

"A spanking?" she helpfully filled in the gap with a smile. She was beginning to appear more confident about the task. "I'm afraid they're bound to hear it and, I know it will be an embarrassment for you, but from what you say it sounds as if maybe you deserve it." 

My eyes went down to the floor, and I must have looked like a little kid about to get it. I couldn’t believe it. They were all out there, listening. They’d be able to hear my abject humiliation.

"You should know I received my own share of spankings from my mom and dad growing up. They were painful and humiliating, but they did the trick of making me mind my manners, most of the time," she offered.  

"If I let you do it...I mean...is this…will you..." I didn't really know what I was asking. I guess I was looking for some sign that this wasn’t real, that it was a big joke at my expense. She just shook her head.

"The terms of the will are clear, I'm afraid and I would be in breach of professional ethics if I didn't do exactly as it stipulates. A hard and thorough spanking on the bare bottom is called for, and I can assure you I know exactly how to do that. I learned how over my own mother's knee. I'm afraid the next several minutes will be very uncomfortable for you, and you will be a very sorry and tearful gentleman when I finish, but rich too, don't forget that. You have only a few more minutes to decide, incidentally."  

The minutes ticked by and I began to sweat. To be bent over the lovely Ms. Greene's lap might have some attractions, but she also looked like a very determined young woman committed to doing the job properly, either out of a sense of professional duty, or just the will to dispense justice.  Her formal looking outfit suddenly seemed to make sense.  Had she come dressed for the occasion?   

"Are you prepared to accept your father's terms?" she asked. I nodded. She smiled. She went to the desk and picked up the hairbrush and patted it meaningfully against her palm. "Very well then. Please take your trousers off. Perhaps your shirt and tie as well. You don’t want to get everything wrinkled."  

In utter humiliation I did as she asked. I stripped down to my underwear, feeling like a fool standing there, waiting for her next command.  She had taken a seat on the leather couch. Her smart, tailored suit skirt rode up to mid thigh. Although embarrassed, I was also turned on like never before and it showed. I don't think that biological fact could have escaped Ms. Greene, although she did not acknowledge it.  Instead, she assumed the demeanor of a maiden aunt or strict schoolteacher as she held the hairbrush in her hand and pointed with it to her lap. 

I made one last attempt to retain some dignity. "Come on, I don't really have to go over your lap, do I? I mean, this is a bit ridiculous. I’m not ten years old."  

"You will lower yourself over my knees in the next minute or you will be a poorer young man for it, I assure you." 

I sighed and went to her side. I leaned over but couldn't bring myself to lay myself fully over her lap. 

"Oh for Pete's sake, stop being such a baby about this," she snapped as she grabbed my ear and pulled me down over her lap.  It was no gentle tug either. "I expect you to take this like a man," she said. I flopped face down and bottoms up, my crotch resting on her thighs. I stared at the pattern on the carpet feeling like an utter juvenile. "This will be a real spanking but only equivalent to what you would have received as a child if your parents had disciplined you properly. I warn you, if you try to get up before I'm finished, the spanking will begin all over again as the will is clear that the spanking must be thorough and complete. Do you understand?" 

"Yes," I whispered. As I stared at the floor, she inserted soft fingers and lowered my shorts in a very matter-of fact way. So now she was staring at my bare seat in all its glory.There was nothing sexual in her attitude at all.  It was as if she were dispensing an unpleasant but necessary duty. In my mind I could see the room full of people next door about to hear me get my bare fanny tanned. They would be delighted, I was certain, and would probably smile at each other with the sound of each whack coming through the door.  

“If it’s any consolation, Scott, you have a very nice tush. Girls will love it.” She patted my buttocks gently as she said that and it sent a shivery thrill up my spine.

“Thanks … I guess.” What a backhanded compliment! But in some way I was strangely gratified to know she found that part of my anatomy attractive.  

Then she began. She brought down the brush with a wicked smack square across my bottom. I was surprised by the force she put behind it and the wave of hot sting that bloomed across my behind. My head snapped up for a moment in shock. Then, I gritted my teeth and tried to hang on as she started to deliver a thorough and most effective spanking.  She was relentless. The brush fell again and again without letup...no pauses for me to catch my breath and no way to handle the awful sting. Before long I was responding to each whack and pleading.

"Ouch! Oww! Yahhh!"

At first I didn't want to yell out, but believe me when a hard brush is delivered in a determined way across a bare bottom without letup, it  only takes about a dozen or more whacks for you to forget about self control. I can only say that it stings and burns like blowtorch being applied to one's skin. Each smack creates a wave of blazing heat that builds on and amplifies the previous one. It was quite overwhelming.  

Finally, a pause: "How are you coping with it so far? Shall I continue or do you wish to forfeit your inheritance?"  

"Listen," I begged her, “It’s enough! Ok! Ok!” I couldn't believe how quickly I was brought to the point of pleading. This woman had a thorough punishment in mind and she was achieving it very quickly. 

"Oh stop being such a baby, I've barely started."   Another series of smacks scorched me,  building  a blazing bonfire across my backside. I had never felt anything like it before.  She whacked away with that hard wooden-backed brush. Each and every one was distinct and painful. Each one was delivered with force and deliberateness by this determined young woman. It hurt like crazy.  My breathing came in short rapid gulps. I was pleaded with her to stop. I was  surprised to hear my voice begin to break.

"Well," she said. "It sounds as if your father's message is getting through to you."  She was taking a few more seconds between each whack now making sure each one sank in. "Is it?" Particularly hard whacks  hit on the underside of my bottom cheeks, right where I sat.

"Yes, yes. I get the message. Pleeeease." Anything for some respite.

Vicious whacks now across my thighs. I practically screamed, and after half a dozen on my  upper thighs, I broke down and sobbed, “Yah, wow that hurts! Ms. Greene, c’mon!” 

That didn't stop Ms. Greene though, and she went right on with another dose across my blistered fanny which I was certain must have swollen up like a balloon. “It must be thorough, Scott. No half measures,” she said as the punishing brush struck my bare cheeks again and again. It throbbed and stung like nothing I've ever felt before. Hot salty tears were staining my cheeks. I was completely dominated, humiliated and exhausted.

For the last little while I had forgotten about the embarrassment of having the crowd in the next room hear my ordeal. At first I thought they would be an audience to some muffled smacks but they heard a lot more than that. They heard my tears; they heard my pleas; they heard my sobs and they heard every single whack across my bare and thoroughly punished  behind. Ms. Greene paused. That's when I heard a sound that made my humiliation complete. From behind the doors-- the sound of a few hands clapping; then a few more. Then everyone was applauding.

"It sounds as if there's an appreciative crowd out there. I think they're enjoying the show."

I thought she was finished but not so. She continued on for another few minutes while I literally bawled my eyes out. I kicked my legs and bounced up and down on her lap but I was determined to stick it out. I was convinced that this Ms. Greene would be more than happy to start all over again if I were to get up before being given permission. 

After perhaps 100 or so of those devilishly stinging whacks, she finally stopped. "Congratulations." She emphasized the word with an almighty whallop. "You've taken your punishment very well," she said. "You've fulfilled the terms of your father's will." She rubbed the brush against my inflamed backside. I slowly slid off her lap to the floor. I was too weak to get up right away. I felt a thorough respect for the handsome Ms. Greene. She looked at me and said: "If you ever feel the need for a repeat dose, just give me a call. I'd be happy to oblige. Your bottom looks gorgeous in red." 

I hardly thought that asking for a repeat dose was likely at the time. The suggestiveness of her tone, if anything, made me want to think about how I might want to know Ms. Greene better – sans hairbrush. I was slowly pulling myself up and rubbing my backside furiously before putting my trousers back on, when I saw Ms. Greene open the door and walk into the next room. A crowd of people surrounded her and shook her hand, congratulating her. I heard comments like:

"Well done."

"About  time."

"Well deserved."

"Wish I could have done it."

So I stood for the rest of the reading of the will, my face every bit as red as my throbbing seat. Everyone was watching me, mirthfully enjoying my discomfort and embarrassment, including my cousins Melody and Cissy Crane. These two spoiled college girls were daughters of my father’s sister, my Aunt Grace, also present. The girls were my age and I knew them fairly well, so all their guffaws at my expense was especially grating. But at least I was to have the last laugh because the bulk of the estate was now mine.  There was plenty of money. My life was about to change dramatically.   

*****

But before all that could happen, there was work to do with the estate, I discovered. An inventory had to be made, for example. This sounded like a formidable task. My father’s assets were scattered and in complex financial instruments. He ran several businesses, and these had to be attended to in order to make sure that his managers were doing their jobs. There were tax forms and all sorts of legal matters to be sorted out. I learned that I would be working quite closely with Ms. Greene. I had mixed feelings about this.

“We must go through probate,” she explained. “I represent the estate as your father wished, and as with you as the executor, I represent you, too.” She smiled, a bit sheepishly I thought. “I mean even in view of what just happened we will have to work together. How do you feel about that?”

Truth was I didn’t know how I felt. I was deeply mortified by the whole spanking incident. Just being around Wanda Greene made me blush with remembered shame. But at the same time, she was so hot and so totally in control, I was drawn to her. It was like having a schoolboy crush on a teacher. I wanted to be in her aura, in her sphere. She was so sure of herself, so competent, so smart. I felt like a bumbling idiot. I wanted to impress her.

“The will also states that you are appointed executor, which gives you no small amount of power…”

I liked the sound of that.

“…but you must agree to be under my supervision and control. If I determine you can’t perform these duties, then you are out and your Aunt Grace will step in.”

I grimaced. Aunt Grace was a hoity-toity bitch as far as I was concerned. Let her take over the estate? No way.

“Sure,” I said. “Whatever you say.”

*****

One of the things I had to do was to go through my father’s house and compile a list of everything including the furnishings, artwork, and valuables. This was a boring task, but Wanda put me on it while she went over the financials. At first I dug right in, determined to impress Ms. Greene with my work ethic. For several days I went through the vast house where my father had lived, by himself in his declining years, and did the best I could – making lists, guessing at valuations, cataloging things as best I could. But after a time I found it mind-numbingly boring. All this stuff. Who cared, really? After a while I thought, screw it. I decided to check out the wine cellar.

Not surprisingly, I found some good stuff down there. Some of it was pretty old and probably expensive. I didn’t know that much about wine, but even I knew that a Chateau Lafitte Rothschild was probably up there on the high end. At this point I decided to pop a cork or two and treat myself. I didn’t care.

Well, Ms. Greene cared. She showed up at the house to check on my progress. I knew there were deadlines for all these things. She told me the court had set times for everything to be filed. But there I was, lounging by the pool in my trunks, half a bottle of the wine already gone, and feeling no pain.

“Scott!”

The voice was like a splash of cold water. I flinched and twisted around in my chair. Ms. Greene looked great as always. Today she wore a tailored suit that featured a tight knee length skirt that emphasized the curves of her hips, and a jacket covering a white blouse with two top buttons undone. Her breasts strained against the sheer silk blouse displaying just enough cleavage to be devastatingly sexy.

“Scott, what are you supposed to be doing?”

“I … I’m taking a break, Ms. Greene. This is boring.”

She put her hands on her hips, cocked her head and stared at me. “Boring or not, Scott, it has to be done.” Then her eyes alighted on the wine bottle. She came over and picked it up, perusing the label. “Scott, do you know what this is?”

“Um, yeah. Pretty good wine. There is a cellar full of it.”

“You just helped yourself and drank it?”

“Why not? It’s mine. Right?”

She folded her arms across her chest and tapped her foot. “No, in fact, it’s not yours. Not yet. And for all you know, it may have been the subject of a special bequest to a friend. There is a whole huge list of bequests and some of them involve your father’s wine collection.”

“Oh.” But I wasn’t worried. There was lots more.

She read the label again. “A Chateau Lafitte Rothschild. Scott, do you understand this bottle – that you just guzzled – could be worth thousands?”

I shrugged. “I’d heard it was pretty good stuff.”

“Good … stuff? You heard it was good stuff?” She said it like she couldn’t believe I had said that. Her expression hardened. “I believe we need to have a little talk, Scott. Come with me.”

I was in bathing trunks and now I was very conscious of the fact that I wasn’t wearing much and she was fully dressed. I followed her twitching hips, her wonderful ass clearly outlined by the tight fabric. She took the stairs to the basement and I realized she was leading me to the wine cellar.

The cellar was chilly and gloomy, but that’s the way they say you should store wine. Rows of dusty racks supported equally dusty bottles. An oak barrel that may have at one time stored something – wine, beer, or whisky – was supported sideways on a stand. I looked at it and that old phrase “had him over a barrel” popped into my head unbidden. Wanda Greene glared at me, saying nothing, and I got nervous.

“Look,” I said. “What’s the big deal? There are hundreds of bottles here. Who’s going to miss a couple?”

“You wait right there, Scott.” She turned and stormed out. I waited. What did she think she was going to do? I had to admit though, I’d reverted to that bratty kid – the one who had deserved the long awaited reckoning meted out by Ms. Greene. So I was kicking myself. If I’d had better self-discipline …

This thought was interrupted by Ms. Greene’s return. I heard her heels clicking down the steps and then she entered the wine cellar, shutting the oak door behind her. The light was dim, but I could not help but see what she held in her hand. It was a belt. A leather belt, probably one of my father’s. It was just an ordinary brown leather belt about an inch wide. She held it doubled over, the buckle and the other end in her fist so that it formed a loop.

“What’s that for?” I said, pointing at the belt. But I knew.

“I had thought you might have changed your behavior after the reading of the will, but it seems you have not. Take off your bathing trunks and get over that barrel.”

“Now wait a minute …” I started to speak, but she cut me off.

“I have control over you under your father’s will until the estate is closed, and I think this is the most appropriate way of getting you to behave. So move. Get your little bare fanny up and over that barrel.”

I blushed ten shades of red. At the same time there was something distinctly arousing about the whole thing. We were alone in an isolated wine cellar. She was dressed, but looked sexy as hell, even holding that folded belt. I was about to be totally naked and submitting myself to her.

I pulled down my bathing shorts. An erection had started to build, making my penis thick. I tried to hide it with my hands, not knowing what her reaction might be. To my dismay, she saw it.

“Take your hands away,” she ordered.

I did and my big boner stuck right out, bobbing up and down with each movement I made.

“Well,” she said, “how interesting.” 

She looked at me for a moment, her head cocked in a curious way as if trying to decide what to make of a boy whose penis became erect just before he was to get a whipping. It confounded me too. I could not explain my emotions or my body’s reaction. I was fearful, embarrassed and aroused, all at the same time.

Finally she stepped forward, swishing the belt through the air. “Get over the barrel,” she said.

I obeyed, settling my torso over the rough wood of the barrel staves. The posture cocked my behind up. I felt as vulnerable as a person can feel, offering up my bottom for a lashing with the belt that was sure to be painful.

She stood beside me and put a hand on my back. “Don’t you dare move or put your hands back, Scott.”

“Ok,” I managed to croak.

“I think you should say, yes, ma’am.”

More humiliation. I repeated the juvenile acknowledgement. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Now hold on and keep that hiney still.”

Swish…thwack! The belt landed right across the crowns of my bottom cheeks. I winced at the sting. Then came another, then another. She laddered the stripes up and down my fanny covering every exposed inch. I gritted my teeth and tried to take it with some degree of dignity but it was hard. The licks came a few seconds apart, each one burning like fire. The belt was not a heavy one so the whipping was mostly a hot surface sting – not like the hairbrush that seemed to go right through me. Still it hurt plenty and I sucked air through my teeth and yeowched under my breath as she laid one stroke on top of another. After a while it became quite unbearable.

“Please! Ok – that’s enough. Please?”

“What you have to learn (thwack!) is that this is not your property (thwack!). Not yet. Do you understand me? (thwack!) And your work ethic (thwack!) leaves much to be desired (thwack!).” Her arm delivered lash after lash while she lectured.

“Yowch!” I yelled. “Ok, ok, I get it!” The belt licking was burning me up. I was doing a dance by now, shifting from foot to foot, as if that did any good. I just wanted it to stop.

Then she did. I don’t know how many lashes it had been, maybe thirty or forty. Whatever, it stung like crazy and my butt was throbbing hot. She took her hand off my back and stepped back. “Now turn around, Scott.”

I stood up and turned around, all the while rubbing my hind end. Oddly, my penis which had gone flaccid began to rise again. She noticed but did not say anything.

“Put your trunks back on and go get dressed,” she said. “We have some things to go over.”

Somehow I managed to sit through an hour of going over financial reports and inventory, signing documents and discussing disposition of various assets. I was very much relieved when I was dismissed and could tend to my rather well-whipped bottom. In the days that followed, I would recall these events, and nearly every time, that memory of stripping naked for Wanda and turning my bottom up for a whipping made me horny – with the expected self-gratifying result. I lay in bed and stroked my erection, thinking about how I’d felt, thinking about Wanda and her no-nonsense commanding attitude. I realized I had wanted to submit, to offer up my naked behind for her to whip it if that was her desire. In my eyes she was now a goddess, beautiful and terrible. I would gladly suffer for her if it pleased her. Inevitably, I came in great jutting arcs, my seed spewing all over.  I couldn’t help it. She had roused something in me that made me want to worship her as well as lust after her.

*****

After that incident in the wine cellar, things took a different turn. It was Wanda. Or maybe it was me, too. I became less self-centered and more polite. More industrious too. I got things done. We fell into roles: she was the teacher and I was her pet student, always trying to shine in her light. I made a conscious effort to be nicer and even more considerate of the staff. We still had a full complement of people working at the house – housekeeper, cook, gardener, maids, so I changed my attitude and stopped being a snotty, demanding rich kid. Wanda noticed and approved.

For Wanda’s part, she didn’t mention the strapping again. In fact, she started treating me more like an equal and less like her charge. And dare I say she was at times, downright flirtatious? That’s what it seemed like. It was a move into new territory. I liked it, and I tried my best to please her, but I also had to wonder what it meant.

And there was something else. She touched me often. Her hand on my arm, or patting my knee. When a woman enters your personal space, it establishes a certain intimacy between the two of you, and Wanda took to doing this on a frequent basis. Once she even stroked my cheek and said, “Good boy,” after I’d handed her a piece of work I’d done. I felt giddy as a schoolboy with his first crush. Look! She liked what I did. I basked in the glow of her approval. What happened next took me completely by surprise, but to this day I have no regrets. 

“Tonight I’m taking you to dinner,” she announced. We had been going over a final accounting and it looked like we were about ready for a probate hearing. It was late in the day. We’d been at it diligently for several hours, working without much of a break, so her announcement was unexpected. 

“Uh, sure,” I said. “That sounds good. Where are we going?” I had slipped into a role where she made the decisions. After all, she was the mentor, I her protégé.

“My place,” she said with a wicked smile. “I make a killer casserole.”

Her place? I’d never been invited to her place. I wondered what it meant.

I showed up at the appointed time, nicely dressed, but nothing special. Wanda, on the other hand, was dressed to kill in a form fitting short dress that displayed a fair amount of cleavage. It was all I could do not to stare. I brought flowers and a bottle of wine. To me this seemed almost like a date. If it wasn’t, then what was it? The flirting and the touching sent one message, the previous discipline episodes sent another. I was confused, apprehensive and hopeful, all at the same time.

She had made dinner beforehand and we sat at a candlelit table and enjoyed the meal. We blew through one bottle of wine and opened another. I put it down to loosening inhibitions, but the conversation took an intimate turn. She asked me what I wanted in life, about girlfriends, about my dreams and aspirations. After all, I was now a rich man and I could have just about anything I wanted. But at that time, I honestly didn’t know what I wanted. I made some noises about looking at my dad’s companies and making decisions down the line. It seemed like the grown up thing to say. I helped her clean up, and then she led me to a couch where we sat down next to each other.

She studied me carefully for a minute before starting the next, and most startling part of the conversation. Up to now it had all been small talk, but I felt that something was building.

“You know, Scott, I do find you attractive. You have this boyish charm about you and you’re a very nice looking young man,” she said. “Plus, you’ve changed. You aren’t that same snobby arrogant kid you were at the reading of your father’s will.”

I didn’t know what to say. I gulped and stammered, “Me? I mean, why? You’re gorgeous and smart and always know what to do. Why would you think … I mean … me?” I was nearly tongue-tied.

“Mmm. Yes,” she said with a wide smile.

“But after … the … the …” I couldn’t say it.

“The spanking?” she said.

I nodded.

She tilted her head back slightly. “Well. Especially after that,” she said with a deep throated laugh. “You were so cute. Just like a little boy.” She leaned back against the couch and crossed her legs. My eyes followed, watching as her skirt hiked up in the process. “That memory makes me horny. Does that surprise you?”

I didn’t know what to say to that. Spanking me, not to mention the strapping – that turned her on?

“You know I used to spank my cousins. They were boys younger than me by several years. It was partly punishment, partly a game. I used to baby sit for them and they’d act up, so we’d have these little games. I liked those games and so did they. It would end up with me spanking their bare bottoms, and do you know what? Their little cocks would get all hard before they went over my knee, just like yours did.”

She sat back awaiting my reaction. A cold sweat broke out, but with it came a raised heartbeat and the stirrings of desire.

“Yes, they’d be naughty – on purpose, I think. And momma would have to spank. You’re being naughty right now, Scott. You tried to look up my skirt just now and all night long your eyes have been glued to my tits.”

“I … no … that is, I wasn’t,” I said.  But I knew it was a lie.

“You know what I think, Scott? I think you deserve a sound spanking on that cute bare hiney of yours, that’s what.” She said it with a lascivious smile on her face. “And another thing – I think you like it. You like being my naughty boy. I’ll bet this thing is getting a good hard-on as we speak. She reached over and fondled my penis and balls through my slacks. An erection sprang up almost immediately. She felt it. “Hmmm. See?” she said. 

“Stand up,” she ordered.

I was no longer in control of my actions, Wanda was. I stood up and waited for her next command.  

“Now strip,” she ordered.

“Everything?” I said.

“Every last stitch, Scott. I want to see my little boy in his birthday suit. I want to see that cute hiney and that prick I know is getting stiff.”

I took off all my clothes for her, trembling as I did so. Whether it was fear, embarrassment or anticipation, I don’t know. I suspect it was all three. She sat back and watched, smiling at my discomfort, like it was a show for her amusement. When I got down to my briefs, my last line of defense, my last bit of modesty, I hesitated.

“All the way,” she said, twirling a finger.   

She was right. My erection had started with the command to strip, and now it was rock solid, a stiff pole jutting out from my midsection.

“My, my, Scott. That is quite something. Come over here.”

She shifted forward in her seated position on the couch as reached her side. A surge of pleasure made me suck in my breath as she reached out and fondled my prick. My knees shook as she ran her fingers up and down the shaft, creating waves of sheer ecstasy. Mercifully she stopped before I lost it and came all over everything.   

“Now we can’t forget what is in store for my naughty boy, can we?”

“What?”   

“Your spanking, Scott. It’s time for your spanking.”

I had a moment of panic as I flashed back to the reading of the will. That had hurt atrociously. “But, why? What have I done?”

“Nothing,” she said. “I’m going to spank you because it pleases me to do so. It excites me. It excites you, too. Don’t deny it,” she cautioned. I couldn’t deny anything. The proof was in the stiff shaft that pointed straight at her despite her declaration that I was due for this juvenile and ignominious treatment. She hiked her dress up to her waist revealing bare thighs and a small triangle of fabric at the junction of her legs.   

“See? You are staring again, you bad boy. You deserve to have that cheeky hiney well and truly smacked. Now get over my knees, Scott.”

I lay across her lap on the couch. She parted her legs as I slid into position and my cock slipped between her thighs. Then she closed her legs, clamping my stiff erection, effectively holding me in place, my bottom propped up over lap, sticking up in the air, bare and vulnerable. I felt her hands on my flesh, alternately patting and squeezing.  Between the pressure of her thighs gripping my cock and her hand rubbing and patting the cheeks of my bottom, I was nearly swooning with arousal. I gasped and humped involuntarily, creating a delicious friction on my dick.

“Like that, do you?” she said. “Let’s try a little discipline shall we? I think this little man needs a good spanking.”

Her hand commenced smacking my bottom with short, brisk spanks. It didn’t hurt. Not really. It tingled and there was a slight burn, but it was a good burn. The sting was sharp but not unbearable. A flush of heat bloomed outward from the surfaces of my rear sit spots, the stinging competing with the shots of pleasure I was getting from the way her thighs clamped my dick. I slid my shaft up, down and around in that vise that was her closed legs, humping and gyrating  around in what felt like a warm sheath.

Then she picked up the pace. “Now we’ll see what a good spanking does for my cheeky boy. I’ve got this little fanny bottoms up over my knee and I’m not stopping until it’s soundly spanked, do you hear?” She said it almost gleefully, all the while peppering my bottom with measured slaps from the palm of her hand. The steady smacking of her hand burned my flesh. The temperature rose with each smack.

Wanda scolded me in a sing-song voice that belied any seriousness. I barely heard what she said since I was in my own space which was a stew of shame and arousal. My bottom burned but at the same time the fires fanned the flame of sexual pleasure. “Look at my naughty boy now,” she cooed. “Such a cute fanny. Such a cheeky boy. Momma’s gonna smack this this little bottom until it’s red as a ripe tomato.” She spanked steadily all the while, alternating smacks, one side then the next, sometimes a hard one right across the crease. Those made me throw my head back and my legs flew up.

“Ah, ah, nuh,” I groaned as the steady smack-whack-crack of her hand continued unabated.

It was getting to the point where my rear felt like it was being seared in a blast furnace. After one last fast hard volley, she stopped and went back to rubbing her hand along my bottom in circles.

“Now, my boy, I’d say you’ve been spanked rather thoroughly.” She unclamped her legs. “Let’s stand you up,” she said.

We both got up off the couch. I rubbed my rear end rather gingerly. Mostly it felt hot and tingly, but I can’t say I was in any serious pain. I wasn’t. My dick was rock hard and what I wanted most was relief. Wanda grabbed my stiff cock and pulled me after her. “Let’s go,” she said.  She led me back to her bedroom, all the while gripping my dick as a convenient appendage. 

Once in the bedroom she shimmied out of her black dress. My eyes nearly popped out of my head. Her figure was stunning – long legs, shapely hips and firm breasts. “Now, you can stare,” she said, as she divested herself of black panties and bra.

Without much ado she tumbled me into her bed on my back and straddled me. She reached down and took my stiff cock in her hands and positioned it right at the entrance to her quim. The lips were wet and slippery. An incredible surge of pleasure washed over me like a tidal wave as she lowered herself onto my shaft. I slid right in until her haunches rested on my thighs. Then she began to move in a rocking motion, working me, banging her pelvis against mine in a rhythm that started gently and then grew into a wild frenzy. I was delirious. Bolt after bolt of pure ecstasy shot through me like electrical charges. I came, bucking and writhing. So did she, a few seconds later.

*****

After that I was totally hers. Of course she taught me how to please her. With my tongue, with my cock, but mostly with my submission. I learned to relax so she could take me from behind with her special toy. I accept the collar she places around my neck for those weekends when she keeps me naked and at her complete disposal for her amusement. If I merit punishment, I get it. She has an English school cane and knows how to use it. I have learned how to touch my toes, and take as many as twelve stripes across my bare bottom without breaking position.  That one is hard. A whippy school cane is a terrifying and painful implement. It produces lines of fire which are agonizingly hot. Almost as bad is a strap she calls a tawse. For this I lie face down on the bed, pillows under my tummy to elevate my behind. Twelve licks with this and I’m howling. Luckily she brings these out only when she is seriously put out with me.   

But her real love is games. In her games I’m her little boy and she is momma. She scolds me for some fault, real or imagined. She pulls me by the ear into the bedroom and sits on her vanity. Down come my pants and across her knee I go. Then she spanks me. She scolds me in that sing-song voice as she spanks. Sometimes it’s a hard spanking, sometimes it’s a gentle one, but the result is always the same – a hot toasty bottom for me and a hard dick. Afterwards we are both raging sex demons and our coupling is passionate and furious.             

We are husband and wife now. I think she planned it that way, but I don’t care. She is in charge of most things, and that is fine with me. I worship her. She did admit that the whole idea of the semi-public spanking the day the will was read was hers. She suggested it to my father who seemed amused at first, but eventually he agreed and put it in. I actually have to thank her for that. His first intention was to disinherit me completely, but she convinced him the humiliating spanking would chasten me enough to allow me to grow up.  I guess they were both right after a fashion. I do have the money, and control of the businesses -- all under Wanda’s guidance, of course. And I have Wanda. In the final analysis, that is really all I want.
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