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The Woman Next Door

Today he stood in the corner, facing the wall. He wore a young girl’s negligee, a pink baby doll creation. Frilly pink panties with white ruffles encircled his knees. He’d been instructed to leave them down and not touch his inflamed rear end. His behind was throbbing and uncomfortably hot, having just endured a lengthy spanking with Mistress’s sturdy palm, the result of some imaginary fault. But she wasn’t done by a long shot. Now she was coming back. Curt hoped she’d want the attentions of his tongue, but she’d said something about his “naughty bumhole,” and he feared it would be another enema. How he hated that – the awful tube up his rectum, the pressure as the hot soapy water flooded his bowels until he couldn’t stand it. The only thing worse was that thick rubber strap-on. The humiliation he felt while offering up his behind for that horrible invasive thing was beyond awful. He knew she did it to break him down completely, and it usually did.

His reverie was interrupted by her return. He chanced a look and his blood froze. She had the strap -- the thick razor strap that burned like the flames of hell. And she was naked – except for that thing around her waist, bobbing obscenely as she approached. Curt began to tremble.

*****

Six months earlier.

There she was again, sunning herself in the back yard. She had moved in that May, and now with the weather warming up, she spent a lot of time outdoors, sunning herself, gardening, puttering around in the yard. Today it was just sunbathing.

From his second floor bedroom window Curt gulped and took a long look through the binoculars. Their back yards shared a common corner so he could see her clear as day. She was face down on the towel and her top was undone, leaving her back bare. Good grief, she was sexy. A tall, long legged beauty, she had this animal grace to her. The way she moved reminded Curt of a big cat, all sultry and languid, but with the suppressed energy of a coiled spring. She had a gate that caused her hips to roll from side to side, and her calves and buttocks to flex lazily. A woman who appeared very comfortable in her own skin, she had the build and grace of an athlete and the body of a model. Add the broad shoulders, the deep blue eyes and the boyish close cropped blonde hair, and in Curt’s estimation, you had one very hot and sexy lady.

But so what? Living at home, even at his advanced age of twenty one, he had little opportunity to entertain the notion of trysts with the opposite sex. And regardless, he wouldn’t be entertaining any such ideas with his new hot neighbor. For openers, she was a lot older than he was. Mrs. Robin Whitehall (divorced, he had heard) was in her late thirties. The age difference alone killed it. Even if you take away the fact that Curt was a short slender guy, college preppy in appearance and dress, not the kind of BMW-driving, rich executive stud she was probably used to, he’d never have a chance and he knew it. But he could entertain the fantasy. And, he had no trouble looking. Nope. None at all. He shifted the binoculars to his left hand while his right stole toward his zipper.

*****

He was at the desk at the Big Buy not a week later when who should walk in, but the object of his obsession. He looked twice and blinked. Yes, it was her. And she was approaching his station.

“Can I help you?” he said, not believing his luck.

“Yes, you can. I want to buy one of those wireless security systems you advertise. I just moved in to this new neighborhood and I feel like I need something. You probably think me silly, but I have the oddest feeling. Like someone is watching me.”

Curt blushed beet red, and for a moment he was nonplussed. “I…uh…sure we have those,” he stammered. He managed to recover long enough to tell her all about them. Then, in a snap decision he would regret later, he told her where he lived and that he had seen her in the neighborhood.

“You live where?” she said.

“At 1247 Cedar. Just around the corner from your house.”

She regarded him with a puzzled expression. “How in the world would you have seen me? I haven’t been there that long.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve just seen you here and there, that’s all.”

“I see,” she said slowly. Then she favored him with a smile. “Well, how nice. We’re neighbors. Small world, isn’t it?”

She bought a system, and she also requested that he install it personally. Curt was only too happy to oblige. She wanted motion detectors and window and door sensors to monitor her perimeter. They would set a date for the installation. His last sight of her as she walked away down the aisle, was of that sexy backside swaying in that figure hugging skirt.

What an opportunity. He could be fired for what he was even thinking. But the more he thought about it, the more his mind wandered into places where he knew he shouldn’t go. Yes, it could be done, he thought. He wasn’t a computer and electronics expert for nothing. So the idea of rigging Robin Whitehall’s home with wireless mini-cameras became an irresistible idea.

The obsession took hold and he convinced himself that he should do it. Why not? His folks were on a long vacation, leaving him in sole occupancy of the house. Besides, he was bored with the stupid job at the Big Buy. It didn’t pay enough to allow him to move out of his folk’s house, so as long as he was stuck at home, and Ms. Hottie lived practically next door, he might as well make the most of it.

A week later he did it. She let him in at the appointed time, and he brought in the system along with all his gear. It was like a gift from heaven. Here he’d been thinking about actually sneaking into her house to install a spy camera and serendipitously she’d invited him in. Even better, she left him alone, telling him she had to run some errand or other. He watched her pull out of the driveway and he got to work. He did install her system, but along with that he installed some very special equipment. A few hours later she returned. He briefed her on how to use the system, she thanked him, and he was on his way.

*****

At home he fired up his computer and logged in the remote fiber optic mini cameras he had planted. The bedroom, BR 1, 2 and 3? Check. The family room, FR 1and 2? Check. Den/library L 1 and 2? Got it. The bathroom? (He was almost ashamed of himself for this one, BA 1. Almost.) Check. There was nothing more to do but to wait.

It wasn’t long in coming. He logged on well after dark and was treated to the sight of her puttering around. He figured she must have gone into the kitchen for a while, but eventually she entered the family room for a time and turned on the TV. He kept one eye on the monitor, waiting for her bedtime ritual. At around 10:30 she turned off TV, and went into her bedroom. He hit BR 1 and watched goggle-eyed as she stripped down to bra and panties, revealing that gorgeous figure – the trim waist, the long legs, the flaring hips, the high set tits . She was a ten, no doubt about it. BR 2 and 3 popped up in separate windows. Then the bra came off allowing those wonderful breasts to spring free. Then the panties. She padded around the room in the buff, giving Curt all that he could possibly ask for.

It became a nightly ritual, the bedtime routine. To Curt’s utter delight he discovered that she slept in the nude, so he could also catch her in the morning when she got up. He could not decide which he liked better, evening when she stripped down or morning, complete with shower. What she did for a living, Curt didn’t know. He had to leave for work before she did.

A few days later, there was a change. Curt was at home and had logged on. She entered the house. Someone was with her. Another woman. This woman was younger, a short cute brunette. They prepared dinner, sat at the table, ate and chatted. Curt watched with one eye. Nothing really to see, just some friend of hers invited over for dinner. They got up, went into the TV room. The young girl left for a moment. Robin sat, waiting.

The girl reentered the room. Curt sat straight up, stared at the screen. She was different now. Instead of casual business attire, she was now dressed like a schoolgirl. She wore a plaid skirt, very short, bobby sox, and a white blouse. Her hair was in pigtails. She looked years younger. She stood at attention in the middle of the room. Robin rose and walked around her, saying something while the girl put her hands behind her back and dropped her chin, eyes downcast. Robin was talking, wagging her finger. She appeared to be scolding the girl. Damn! He wished he could hear what they were saying. There was something incredibly erotic about this. Something sexy was going to happen. 

Sure enough, Robin must have issued a command because the girl lifted her skirt. Underneath it she had on plain white cotton panties that hugged the luscious contours of her pert bottom. Curt’s cock surged. He held his breath. The girl blushed under the relentless scolding. Robin sat down on an ottoman in front of a leather couch, made to girl come around to her side. She pointed at her lap, and the young woman lowered herself across Robin’s knees, face down. It was obvious to Curt that she was going to be spanked. He couldn’t wait to see this.

He could see but he could not hear, as Robin began spanking the girl with her open palm. But he could see the flesh wobble underneath the panties. She spanked alternate cheeks briskly. It went on for several minutes. The spanks looked real, not like play taps. That was confirmed when she slipped the girl’s panties to her knees revealing a flushed pair of bottom cheeks, made red from the spanking. The young woman squirmed. 

The spanking resumed, picking up in tempo at times, at other times slowing down. FR 2 gave him a full-on view. The young woman’s bottom was positioned perfectly, jutting upwards, the fleshy mounds jiggling as they absorbed smack after smack. The girl squirmed but did not try to get away. In fact it looked as though she was grinding her pelvis into her tormentor’s knee. Robin began to let her hand linger after each full spank, rubbing the punished globes that now  glowed  a bright red, like a pair of stoplights against a white background. Then Curt saw her hand stray to in between the girl’s legs. She stiffened, then began to jerk and lurch. Robin was stimulating her sex and the girl was being driven toward an ecstatic release. When it came, the girl shook all over, humping up and down wildly, then slumping over the older woman’s knees, spent as the climax subsided.

But it wasn’t over. Robin stood her up and undressed her, stripping her nude right there in the family room. Then the young woman returned the favor, unzipping Robin’s dress, helping her out of it. The women repaired to the leather couch where the young woman knelt between Robin’s legs and pleasured her orally. Then they traded places. But before the young lady had come again, Robin lifted her up and pointed to the couch. The girl bent over the back of the couch while Robin walked over to the wall and opened a cabinet. Curt could see that inside were whips and paddles hanging on pegs. She selected a whip of short strands and positioned herself behind the girl who now looked over her shoulder, almost eagerly it seemed, ready to be whipped. And whip her Robin did. For several minutes she flogged the twin bare cheeks of the girl’s behind, painting darker red weals against the red-suffused flesh of her spanked bottom.

Then she put the whip away and took the girl by the hand, leading her to the bedroom where they made love, their bodies writhing and grinding together as they caressed and licked each other in every way imaginable. Curt’s eyes grew big when, at one point in the evening, Robin strode out of camera coverage only to return with a large black dildo strapped on to her mid-section like a belt. The young woman knelt on the bed on all fours and Robin reamed her sex from behind, banging her roughly and slapping her ass while she did it, until the girl shook with another orgasm. 

Eventually they had spent themselves. The lights went out and Curt saw no more.

*****

The episode with the cute girl had whetted his appetite. Not only was his neighbor hot, she was sexually kinky as well. He could only hope she had more friends like that one. The spanking and whipping had excited him more than anything he could remember. Seeing it was one thing, but what if he could hear too? The thought intrigued him. But how?

Before he could figure that out, she had another guest. The interlude with this one was even more eye-opening than the first. He had logged in at around 8pm and was treated to the sight of her in a tight black skirt that came well above her knees. She wore a white blouse with a choker collar and six inch heels. Odd attire for an evening at home. She made herself a drink at her wet bar and sipped it slowly, lost in thought. Then she turned her head as if she had heard a sound, and left the room. When she returned, a young man was with her. Ah, finally, the boyfriend, thought Curt. But this guy looked younger, maybe in his late 20’s. He looked more her type though. Nice suit. Polished shoes. Very buttoned down. He could be a lawyer, maybe. Or a stockbroker. 

They talked. He looked sheepish, like he was explaining some failure or offering some excuse. Suddenly her hand flashed out and she slapped his cheek, hard. He did not try to defend himself.

She looked him up and down while he stood there rubbing his injured cheek. She slapped the other cheek. The guy just stood there, dazed. Then she pointed at him and gestured. The guy nodded nervously then took off his jacket, then his tie and shirt. She watched with her arms folded as he stripped right in front of her. The pants came off, then the undershirt, and finally his boxers. She barked some order at him. He snapped to and stood there at attention, stark naked.

While he stood waiting she went to her cabinet of whips. When she turned and came back she was brandishing a thin yellow cane. Now Curt understood the clothing. She was playing a sexy schoolteacher and he was her naughty charge. She talked and walked around him in circles, lecturing, making her points with the cane which flexed and quivered as she wagged it his direction. His expression drooped. A naughty schoolboy called to task. Again, it was some sort of scolding. The man had done something to displease her. Then she stopped and stood in front of him. The man was trembling but his cock had risen and was standing straight out, pointed at her. She flexed the cane between her two hands, bending it almost in a circle. Then she walked over to the couch and slapped it down on the back, causing the man to jump. 

She must have issued a command because the man came around the back of the couch and bent over it, gripping the front cushions and offering up his buttocks for what Curt imagined would be a severe caning. He was right.

She tapped his rear cheeks a time or two then sliced the vulnerable flesh with full arm swipe that made the man flinch and rise halfway up. A thin red line bisected the nude cheeks of his bottom. He danced from toe to toe on the carpet, maybe trying to shake off the awful sting. It looked for all the world that it hurt like crazy. Curt counted twelve strokes, each one apparently given with the full strength of her arm. The guy’s body reacted to each stroke. He squirmed, his arms flailed, he rose up part way only to have the cane tap him on the back, no doubt a signal to bend over again. He imagined she said ‘Get back into position, boy. Stick that naughty bottom out. We’re not done yet.’

It was harrowing and exciting all at the same time. So his neighbor was some sort of dominatrix?

Curt imagined himself in the guy’s position – or the girl’s. He found that either thought made his dick hard. How could that be? He had not been spanked since he was a kid, and that had been no fun, but this looked sexy as hell.

After she had given him twelve harsh strokes, she took his hand and led him into her bedroom where, like the girl from the other night, he pleasured her with his tongue. She guided him, encouraging him with a riding crop applied judiciously to his tender rear as he lay on his stomach, his head between her thighs, his mouth in her crotch. He kept it up until she threw her head back in a climactic frenzy. 

The next part made Curt break out in a cold sweat, spurred on by both horrid fascination and arousal. The guy did not get to fuck her. Instead Curt saw him assume a position on the bed, on his knees and elbows, ass up, his buttocks rudely exposed and vulnerable. Robin left the frame. When she returned she was wearing the strap-on dildo. Kneeling on the bed behind him, she guided the phallus into his anus. He must have resisted because she slapped his bottom hard several times, before he was able to relax and take it, all the way in. Then she began to stroke in and out, slowly at first, then faster. He reached back and curled his fingers around his erection. She rammed him, banging him like he was a rag doll. He tossed himself off as he took Robin and her strap-on dildo up his anus, pumping away at him like a jackhammer until he spewed his seed in great jutting arcs all over her bed sheets.

*****

The whole thing was beyond belief. His neighbor lady was a dominant sadist? Dominatrix? He didn’t know what you called it. He didn’t care. He was beside himself with lust now. He wanted to hear what was going on, not merely see it. He’d record these sessions and have hours and hours of prime stroke material.

But how to get into her house? The wireless mics were relatively easy. They were independent stand-alone units that just had to be placed correctly. It would take less than five minutes. Then it came to him. When she went into the back yard to sunbathe he’d slip into her house. She was usually out there for an hour at a time, and that was plenty.

So he bided his time. In the meantime two more women and one more man showed up on various nights. The scenarios varied. One slender blonde lady was a naked slave led about by Robin on a leash attached to a collar. She leaned against the wall halfway bent over as Robin whipped her buttocks with a multi-thong lash. A second guy was a middle aged man who put on a woman’s abbreviated maid costume and waited on Robin hand and foot. He made mistakes, and was scolded, and spanked on his bare bottom, hard across her knees with a big wooden hairbrush.

One Saturday morning when the sun was shining, Curt saw her go out into the back yard with a towel and some lotion. This was it. Now! He was ready. He’d had the mics unpackaged and sitting ready right by his front door. Taking a deep breath he grabbed them and hurried down the block. Her side door was unlocked. He slipped in and quietly as he could, made his way into the den where all the action usually started. A unit went on a bookcase, hidden behind a picture. Then it was back to her bedroom. It was a ranch style house, everything on one level, so he had no stairs to negotiate. He placed one unit behind a flat screen TV that faced the bed. He had positioned it just so and was about to get out of there when he felt something. It was a subtle sensation, maybe just the movement of air. He spun around. Robin Whitehall stood in the doorway glaring at him.

“Perhaps you would care to explain this?” Her face was an angry mask.

Curt froze. His heart leapt into his throat. He tried to think fast.

“I, er, needed to make an adjustment to your setup. We got a tech notice and…”

She put her hand up. “Stop. Bullshit. You snuck into my house. Why?” She came forward, her eyes on the mic in his hand. “What is that?” she said, snatching the mic from his hand. “This looks like a microphone. Just what do you think you are doing?” Curt just stammered something unintelligible. “Explain this!” she said, sticking the mic in his face.

Curt could not think of a thing to say. The jig was up. He quailed in the face of her justifiable anger. He was in deep shit and he knew it. His knees literally knocked as he admitted the whole thing. He watched her expression as he explained it, hoping against hope for some sign of mercy. She went from astonishment to anger to a cool appraisal as the story spilled out.

Then she pointed to the bed and said, “Sit.”

Curt obeyed.

She stood in front of him, ticking things off on her fingers. “The way I see it, you have a big problem. You set up spy cameras, which has to be a felony. You snuck in my house, another felony. You are a peeping tom, surely another crime. One word by me to anyone and losing your job is the least of your worries. You are looking at jail time, my boy.”

Her words washed over Curt, soaking him with fear, a nightmare come true. He trembled as he pleaded with her.  “Look. Please don’t. I’ll take it all out. I swear. I’ll move away. You won’t ever see me again. Just…let’s forget all this. I’m just, you know, your average horny guy and you’re, well, gorgeous.”

“Hmm,” she said looking around. She made him show her the cameras. Made him tell her all about what he’d seen. “Very interesting,” she said. “So you saw all that, hunh? Saw what I do with my friends?”

Curt nodded.

“And all of this was recorded? You hit a button and it records?”

Curt nodded again.

“Say ‘yes ma’am’ or ‘yes, Ms. Whitehall.’ That’s who I am to you now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy. Now to business. Let’s go into the family room.”

She put on a covering wrap and ushered him into the family room. Told him to sit on the couch. Curt walked on shaky legs, but now he saw he had a glimmer of a chance to get out of this. She obviously had something in mind.

“I have friends who I see in person, Curt, and friends who would like to see me but can’t. They live too far away. But if I could illustrate some of their fantasies about me, they would be very happy. Do you see?”

Curt didn’t see, but she continued.

“What I need is a partner, sort of a co-star who can help them live vicariously, someone whose reactions will be very authentic, very in-the-raw, as it were.” She went to the cabinet that housed the correctional implements. She selected a few. “Ever had an honest-to-gosh spanking, Curt? Did mommy ever put you over her knee and give you a real ass burner that stung like ballyhoo and made you cry big salty tears?”

“No, ma’am.”

She held up a big squat hairbrush. “Look at this. The classic hairbrush. Are you saying your mommy or aunt never spanked your little bottom with one of these until you cried?”

“No, ma’am.” Now Curt was beginning to worry. What did she have in mind?

“How about this? Leather strap. Ever lie over the end of the bed while mom or dad whaled your butt for lying? Or this---regulation school paddle. Ever take licks from the principal for tardies?”

“Yes, ma’am. I did get paddled once at school.” This one had happened to him. In junior high. Some youthful high-jinks had landed him in hot water. He remembered the summons to the office of the assistant principal. His friends Nick and George were already there. They sat on benches outside, waiting, not daring to talk. Curt could not even remember what they had done. 

Then Mrs. Harlowe had come out. She was a big woman, heavyset with calves like piano legs and shoulders like a stevedore.  It was to be six swats a piece, she told them. Curt had shivered at the news. Six paddle swats from a woman of her size was something to be feared. All the other kids said so. 

George went first. He and Nick strained to hear. Then a loud ‘pop!’ A few seconds went by, then they heard a crack accompanied by a faint yelp. The next four swats were equally loud and the cries, though muffled were even louder. George emerged, furiously rubbing his butt. Tears ran down his red face. He was about to lose it.

Curt had gone in next and it was as bad as he’d been told. He bent over a desk supported by his forearms, his butt stuck out like a big target. The paddle burned like a hot iron. He never forgot it. It was one thing to be fascinated by the punishment of others, but quite another to get it yourself, he realized. He handled the first lick. It was a shock to feel that swelling wave of heat engulf his butt, but he could handle it. But then came the second and the third. The pain took his breath away. Each swat look the last one to the next level of pain. By the sixth he wanted to break down and cry. It took a superhuman effort to hold back the tears. He described the incident.

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” she said. “My clients have all these fantasies and more.” She put the implements down. “And you are going to help me bring them to life.”

Curt wasn’t sure what she meant by that. But first things first. She marched Curt to his house. She made him disassemble his computer setup while she watched. Together they carried it all back to Robin Whitehall’s house where it was reassembled then demonstrated to Robin’s satisfaction. She made him show her how to turn on various cameras and microphones, how to switch from one to the other, how to show split scenes, and most importantly, how to record.

“See?” he said as they watched the monitor. “This is FR1. You get one angle. Then you can switch to FR2 for another. But each camera has its own channel so they are all recording everything. Later you can edit the shots so you don’t just show one static scene.”

“Very good. My, but you are an inventive little scamp. I’ll give you that.” 

She proved to be a remarkably quick study, Curt noticed. After working her way through the control panel, selecting cameras, recording static scenes and learning how to save them to files, she stood up.

“Interesting. You know, I think we have time to do a test run. And to see how photogenic you are. Let’s go into my bedroom, shall we?”

Curt followed her, a knot of fear forming in his stomach.  She seated herself on a chest at the end of the bed and told Curt to stand in front of her. “Now strip. I want you in your birthday suit.”

“Take off everything?” said Curt.

“Everything. And right now. Hop to it.”

Curt blushed all over as he undressed in front of Ms. Whitehall. He took off his shirt, then unbuckled his pants and let them drop. That left him in his white y-briefs and socks. He kept his head down, too ashamed to look at her. He wondered what she thought of his physique. He was no gym rat, tending instead toward a boyishly slender build, but proportioned well. He hesitated once he got down to underwear.

“All of it,” said Ms. Whitehall. “Naked as a jaybird, Curt. Oh, and put your pants and shirt over that chair,” she said, pointing at a chair in the corner.

He hastened to do her bidding then walked back, self-conscious as all get out. Oddly, his penis had started to thicken. 

“Well, well, what have we here?” she said, and reached out to touch his bobbing erection.  Curt sucked air in through his teeth  as she fondled it and tweaked the tip. “A very horny lad, that’s what I think. So let’s see if this stays up, shall we?” She looked him up and down, then told him to turn around. When his back was to her she said, “Stop.” He felt her hands on his buttocks, squeezing  and pinching as if testing the flesh. “Very nice. I think you’ll do. For a boy you have pretty buttocks. Almost like a girl’s, very cheeky and round.”

“What are you going to do?” His voice almost broke.

“Well, first you are going to turn around and face the camera. Then you’re going to say what you did. Then you are going to ask me to punish you for it.”

Blushing red Curt stammered out an apology after explaining his crime. It was utter humiliation standing there in the nude explaining what he had done. He just hoped no one would ever see it. Then she questioned him.

“Did you masturbate as you watched me undress, Curt?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He looked at the floor, too ashamed to look up.

“Look at the camera, Curt. Do you think you should be punished for what you did?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“How should I punish you, Curt? What do you think would be appropriate for a young man who peeps in on a woman undressing and masturbates while he does it?”

Curt sweated and shifted from foot to foot. “I don’t know, ma’am.”

“Well I do. If you were my boy and I caught you doing such a thing I’d spank your little fanny until it was raw and blistered. I’d give you a tanning you’d never forget.”

Curt had been hoping against hope that that was not where this was going, but now his worst fear was confirmed. She was going to spank him like he’d seen her do to the others. Like some naughty child. 

“Don’t you think that’s what you deserve?”

How was he going to argue with her? She held all the cards now. She could do anything she wanted. “I guess so,” he said.

“You guess so? After what you did?” She put her hands on her hips and glared at him.

The look reduced him to jelly. “I mean…yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. Go to my dresser and open the left top drawer.” 

Curt did as she asked. Inside was a paddle, about ten inches long and four inches wide, and made of some sturdy wood. He shivered. This would hurt.

“On top of my dresser is a bottle of baby oil. Bring that and the paddle over to me now.”

Curt did as she asked and brought both things over.

She pointed down at her lap. “Over my knee, Curt. Toddyside up.”

Gingerly, Curt laid himself face down across her lap. She had pulled back the wrap so that her thighs were bare and the skin to skin contact with his cock sent an electric charge up his spine. She shifted him forward, and it made his feet come off the floor.  He had to put his hands on the other side to steady himself. His rear end was now arched up over her knees in a shameful and vulnerable pose. Then he felt the oil being dribbled onto his bottom. Her hand smeared it all over his bottom cheeks and rubbed it in. It felt good, arousing. His prick started to swell up again. 

“Don’t get too comfortable, Curt. This is so you’ll feel it more.”

Then he felt the cold tap of the paddle on his bottom and understood that the pleasurable feelings were at an end.

He thought he felt a breeze blow across his bottom before the sting of that first paddle swat exploded across his backside. Yeow! His head jerked up and his legs splayed out. Christ that had hurt!

Splat! Crack! Whap!

She put the paddle to him in a volley of ear splitting cracks that sent blast after blast of hot sting to sear his bottom.

“Ohhh….ahhhh!” He moaned. This was terrible. It had looked sexy on camera when it had been happening to someone else, but now that it was him, it was unbearable agony. Each paddle smack built on the previous one, producing searing blasts of heat on his seat and reducing him to a jabbering wreck. He chanced to look up and to his horror saw himself in a mirror facing her bed. He was flopping around, kicking his legs in a futile lap dance as the determined Ms. Whitehall brought the paddle down again and again to deliver its message of fiery pain to his quivering behind. It would look comical to an observer, he realized -- a nude young man, over the knee of a fully dressed woman, squirming and humping up and down in almost slapstick fashion as the paddle spanked his bare fanny repeatedly, making it ripple under the impacts while he flailed around in a panic.

“Stings, doesn’t it?” said Robin Whitehall.

“Ow! Y-yes, ma’am.” It was in fact an atrociously intense burning sensation -- the worst he’d ever felt. He was about to come out of his skin. The paddling applied to his oiled bottom cheeks stung so bad it threatened to reduce him to a sobbing mess.

“Now (crack!) are you sorry (whap!) for what you (whack!) did (smack! crack!)?” Nearly each word was punctuated with a crisp smack.

“Ow! Yah! Yes, MA’AM!” Curt wriggled but her hold on him was very effective. He had no purchase with his legs. “Ok! Ok! Please, stop!” He wailed.

But she didn’t stop. His punishment went on and on. The popping sound made by the paddle competed with his yelps. He was astonished that it could hurt that much. Tears poured from his eyes, snot ran from his nose. Finally he collapsed over her lap, completely spent and crying. Once he had stopped the wriggling, she put the paddle down. “Now get up, Curt. Face out there. Apologize to me again.”

It was a face of utter anguish that Curt displayed to the camera. In between sobs he somehow managed to choke out another apology. Only then did Robin Whitehall allow him to retrieve his clothes and go home.

*****

Curt lay on his stomach, a towel with ice wrapped in it placed atop his burning bottom. That spanking had been the most painful and humiliating episode in his life. His swollen bottom throbbed with heat. How could he have let this happen? And then he knew. He had brought it on himself. He’d been foolish, driven by an adolescent lust. And now he would pay. So Curt knew it wasn’t over. She’d told him as much. Other people’s fantasies. She’d referred to him as her “co-star.”

She left him alone for two weeks, and he was beginning to think it was over, that she’d changed her mind. It allowed him to speculate.  In fact, once his skin had returned to normal and the redness had faded to a faint pink, the whole episode took on erotic overtones in his memory.

Once he saw a car pull up into her driveway and a well dressed woman, about the same age as Ms. Whitehall got out. She could be a real estate agent, he thought. But she was there for hours and he knew the lady was no real estate agent. His mind conjured up all sorts of things, and the idea of getting himself off was suddenly appealing. 

Two weeks later he received the summons. “Be here at 8 o’clock. Back door. Wear nice slacks, a white shirt and a tie.” was all it said. He dutifully presented himself at the back door at the appointed hour dressed as she had ordered. 

Ms. Whitehall ushered him in. Curt noticed her unusual attire. She wore a 50’s style pencil thin skirt that came down to mid calf and a white blouse with ruffles. A pair of glasses hung from a chain around her neck making her look like a librarian or a schoolteacher.

“Come with me, Curt,” she said and led the way to the den. A desk stood next to a wall and in back of it there was stand-alone blackboard. In front of it she had placed a school student desk, so the set was a schoolroom. “A friend of mine has requested a certain type of scene. His fantasy revolves around an authentic schoolroom paddling.”

Curt froze. His buttocks clenched up. Memories of Mrs. Harlowe came flooding back.

“Now, I’ve written out some dialog. Let’s run through it a time or two before we turn on the cameras, shall we?”

Curt couldn’t refuse. He was trapped. So he memorized the dialog which was just what one would expect in such a situation. Then he activated the cameras and they began. It was a simple scene in which he, a student, was called to account for bad behavior in class.

“Well, Bradly,” said Robin Whitehall. “You know talking and giggling in class is disruptive, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am.” That was, in fact, the substance of most of his lines. He was ‘Bradly’ in this scene.

“Well, I have a cure for that young man,” she said, and proceeded to pull from the desk a standard sized school paddle. It was fully eighteen inches long and five inches wide. She hefted it and said, “Come to the front of the class, please.”

Curt rose on shaky legs and came around his desk to stand in front of her desk looking contrite.

“I think ten swats with my paddle will improve your behavior. Bend over the desk, young man. Elbows and forearms flat, buttocks well out.”

TEN? Good grief that was a lot, even with his pants on. He hadn’t thought to wear multiple layers of underwear because he had no idea what was going to happen. He bent over and stuck his butt out. 

“Do not get up or move out of position, do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You will count each one and say ‘thank you, ma’am.’”

Whack! The first swat was a blast that made his teeth rattle. It was every bit as bad as that time with Mrs. Harlowe.

“Ah…one. Thank you, ma’am.”

Whack! Another bone jarring swat flattened his fanny.

“T-two. Thank you, ma’am.” Yeow! It really burned.

The swats were given out at intervals of about ten to fifteen seconds. Each solid whack with that full sized paddle burned his hind end like a blowtorch. After five she issued a dread command.

“Now take your pants and underpants down, Bradley.”

He obeyed, baring his bottom to receive the next five swats. He feared these would be much worse. He was right. By the sixth swat tears had started to form and he willed himself not to burst out bawling. As it was, his count was interspersed with much yelping and pleading. He did not stay in position and it actually took a dozen swats to get what Robin Whitehall deemed usable material. Afterwards he had to sit on his burning butt and edit the scene as she directed.

“Your little boy pleading and squealing was actually a nice touch,” she said. “It looks very authentic. And that’s what I want. Authentic. I think my friend will be very pleased.”

The next time three weeks went by before he received another summons. This one turned out to be far more serious and a real test of fortitude. When he arrived at her house, Robin Whitehall was dressed in the period costume of a nineteenth century governess. She had somehow procured a costume for Curt. It consisted of gold satin pants that came to his knees, a vest of the same color and a frilly shirt with ruffles at the neck and sleeves. It made him look ridiculous and juvenile. The scene to be played out was of governess and ward out of some classic book in which he was ‘Richard’ and she was ‘Miss Harwood.’ For bad behavior he was to be given the cane, again in the study. Curt had never felt a cane before. He gulped when he saw it – a pencil thin yellow wand, it was flexible enough to bend in a circle. On her command he bent over. The first stroke was a searing line of agony and that was given over the tight fitting satin pants. The others got progressively worse and it took a quarter of an hour to give him six strokes.

She took a time out. “Next time, Curt, I’ll have to consider restraint if you can’t stay still and take a simple caning without so much jumping up out of position.”

Resuming the shoot she said, “Now for the next six, Master Richard, you will please let down your trousers and touch your toes.”

Reluctantly Curt peeled down the satin pants, baring his bottom and assumed the ignoble posture. She tapped him once or twice then, 

Swish…thwack! The cane bit into his bared behind.

Swish…thwack! Another stroke of searing sting.

Swish…thwack! He nearly came out of his skin.

Six strokes of that whippy cane on the bare was absolute agony. 

Afterwards Curt inspected his throbbing butt. It was lined with red weals that did not go away for two weeks.

That one was the worst. Others were not as bad, and sometimes there was relief in the form of a post spanking hand job. One time the scene called for his dominant mistress to be clad in a merry widow and stockings. Curt’s eyes almost popped out of his head when he saw her. She spanked him nude, over her knee using just her hand. Afterwards she sat him on her knee and jerked him off, his cum shooting up in a high jutting arc.

After a time, a subtle change came over him. While he still dreaded the summons, he was learning to sexualize the experience. Once the worst of it had receded, he was left with a warm sexy glow and memories of her touch, her smell, the way she moved, her voice scolding him for some imaginary infraction. It made him horny. She usually gave him a week or two to recover, but if enough time went by, he became anxious. The truth was, despite the awful ordeals, he was totally enthralled by Robin Whitehall. He worshipped and feared her, both at the same time.

Then came the party. He was told to present himself at 6pm on a Saturday. It was then that Robin Whitehall informed him that he would be serving her and some friends of hers. No cameras this time. And, he’d be serving them practically naked. Curt’s jaw dropped. The prospect was most embarrassing, walking around nearly bare naked while they were all dressed.

He would be on display like some Roman slave for a group of patrician women. 

Robin told him to strip and gave him a frilly apron to wear -- and nothing else. “You will serve us as I or any of my friends dictate, understand? Whatever they tell you, you do it. I have told them all what an obedient boy you are. Do not disappoint me, Curt.” Her warning was clear.

The guests arrived. There were three of them, all women Robin’s age and older.

“Well, is this your new houseboy?” asked a matronly woman a bit older than Robin. She was in her mid-forties, a stout woman with abundant curves. She had a broad round face and her light hair was piled in a bun. She appeared to be of Germanic heritage, certainly Northern European, like some sturdy German hausfrau, only in a stylish dress that hugged her womanly curves. 

“Yes, ladies. What do you think?” She had him parade around and pose. Curt blushed red with embarrassment, but part of him reveled in the attention as the women commented on his physique and obedience. Then they chatted, ignoring him as if he were part of the furniture. He had to stand there, at attention, waiting for instructions.

At one point Robin said to the older woman, “What can I get you, Martha?”

“Some Chablis would be nice.”

“Curt, go pour Martha some Chablis,” she said pointing to the wet bar in the family room.

Curt did as she asked and came back bearing a wine glass. “Here you are, Martha. I hope you like the vintage.”

A look of shock came across the woman’s face. She turned to Robin and said, “Did you hear how he addressed me? How impudent! Why next he’ll be calling me honey or sweetie! I never.”

She huffed and sat back, glaring at Curt who realized he’d been way out of his place.

Robin glared at him. “Yes, I think he should be punished for that rudeness. Martha, would you like to do the honors?”

“Why yes,” she said, now somewhat mollified. She took an armless chair and said, “Come here, young man.”

Curt found himself across the large woman’s lap tightly gripped, his hand up behind him high on his back in a hammer lock. “Now, this is what you undoubtedly need, young man, a good sound spanking on that naughty fanny of yours. Then you’ll mind your manners.” She proceeded to give him a stinging spanking with a bare hand that felt more like a paddle. The spanks fell relentlessly, a brisk tattoo of smacks, heating his hind end and making him clench up and squirm. He was making a spectacle of himself, writhing like a lad of ten under meaty smacks that struck his buttocks like thunderclaps. He couldn’t help it. She spanked hard and it really hurt.

He absorbed several minutes worth of steady bottom smacking delivered with the full strength of the woman’s arm before she relented. Curt jumped up and apologized, furiously rubbing his reddened behind. He thought it was over when Robin said, “Anyone else want a go?”

To Curt’s dismay they all did, and Curt went across the laps of the other women in turn. By the time they were finished with him, his behind was aflame and tears were rolling down his cheeks. The only consolation was that the women argued over him, over who would get him for the evening. In the end it was Martha who took him by the wrist and led him nude down a hall to a back bedroom. Martha surprised him by stripping down right before his eyes; but that was so he could crawl between her legs and pleasure her with his tongue.

When he had brought her to orgasm several times, she ordered him up on the bed, on all fours, butt in the air. “Now, I’ll show you something, young man.” She knelt behind him and probed his anus with her finger. “Relax, boy. Relax,” she said, when he reacted with alarm, and slapped his bottom hard. Curt tried. The pressure was uncomfortable at first. He’d never had anything up his ass and it scared him. Then she found his prostate and massaged it, while with her other hand she stroked his penis. A surge of ecstatic pleasure rocketed up through his core. It built and built as she stroked and prodded. When he came, Curt could not believe the intensity of the orgasm. He saw stars. He thought his head would explode. This older woman apparently knew a thing or two about men.

*****

After the party, he heard nothing. Weeks went by.  Eventually he noticed Ms. Whitehall’s car was gone. The house was empty. No lights came on at night. She had left on a trip, that was it, he decided. Curt thought to go in and dismantle the video gear, maybe erase the incriminating videos, but he found she had locked up tight. Besides what good would it do? She probably had copies of his confession in a bank vault as insurance. And anyway, he secretly wanted it to continue. That party had been a new type of erotic experience. The notion of being naked and pawed over, even shamefully spanked across the laps of several fully clothed women, practically set him off whenever he dwelled on it. Would she do it again?

He received a call from his folks. They had had car trouble and were stranded in a city 500 miles away. He was to drive his mom’s car and pick them up while his dad’s car was being repaired. There was no help for it. The trip took three days. Once back home he noted that Robin Whitehall had not returned. Still no lights on and no activity.

One morning as he left for work, he noticed a car pull up to the curb outside her house. He stopped to watch. A woman got out. She carried a sign up to the front yard and stuck it in the ground. It said “For Sale.” 

That night Curt climbed over into the back yard. He went up to the windows, something he had not done before, and peered in. He had a flashlight. It shone through the window into an empty room. There was no furniture. It was the same with every other ground floor room. Gone. She was gone.

He almost missed the envelope. It was sticking out right where the screen door latch was, clamped between the door and the door jamb. It had his name on it. Inside was a note. He read it with the flashlight.

“Curt, by the time you read this I will be far away. Do not try to find me. I still have the videos.

You may remember my friend Martha. She was very taken with you and wishes for you to call on her. I am in touch with her so I suggest you do it soon. I’m sure you will find your time with her to be most educational. 

---RW”

There was a phone number and a name.  “Martha VanCott  706-9875.”

*****

Curt stood in the corner of “his” new bedroom in Martha VanCott’s manor house. He had time to regret the choices that had led to his current predicament. If only he had not…but it was too late for that now.

When he went to Martha’s house, usually for the weekend, he became “Ronald,” a younger version of a beloved cousin with whom Martha had once carried on an affair. The affair had been one in which Martha had dominated her cousin completely. It seems she had been given the responsibility of taking care of her young cousin one summer, and that relationship had taken a bizzare turn when Martha had decided to employ corporal punishment to curb the youthful excesses of the irrepressible Ronald.

Martha reveled in retelling how she had used spankings and petticoat punishment to totally intimidate her young charge. The frequent enforced nudity, spankings and switchings had led to sexual exploration. Ronald had been taught, with liberal application of switch and strap, exactly how to pleasure Martha. In the end he had proved to be an enthusiastic student despite having to endure the diabolical punishments and humiliations she devised.

Unfortunately, Ronald had passed away at a relatively young age, depriving Martha of her submissive and obedient boy toy. Now, because he was required to do Robin Whitehall’s bidding, Curt had been dropped into the hands of Martha VanCott. He was the new “Ronald,” a mere toy to be played with to satisfy her base desires for domination.

That is why today he stood in the corner, facing the wall. He wore a young girl’s negligee, a pink baby doll creation. Frilly pink panties with white ruffles encircled his knees. He’d been instructed to leave them down and not touch his inflamed rear end. His behind was throbbing and uncomfortably hot, having just endured a lengthy spanking with Mistress’s sturdy palm, the result of some imaginary fault. But she wasn’t done by a long shot. Now she was coming back….


After Church

Tim and Debby are a nervous pair. It is a Sunday morning in mid July. The church is packed and it is steamy and hot. That doesn’t stop anyone from wearing their Sunday best. The men are attired in suits; the women wear full length dresses, stylish hats and white gloves. They are seated in hard pews enduring an interminably long service, listening to the pastor drone on and on, railing against the evils of sin. How it corrupts the soul and leads to perdition. It is as if the pastor has ratcheted up the fire and brimstone after learning from the chief of police what had happened the night before. Beads of sweat are visible on Tim’s forehead as he realizes the time is fast approaching. The service will soon be over, and the boy and girl will get in the car and go home and then…. then it will be time. Time to face the music. There is a cold knot of fear in Tim’s gut that won’t go away.

Debby’s face is pale and she gnaws her lower lip as her eyes flit nervously. She glances about, looking to see if there are any sympathetic faces in the congregation. There are none. The adults face forward and listen attentively. If Debby makes eye contact, all she sees are steely glares, and from the teenagers, worried frowns. Apparently she is not the only one in trouble. Debby’s younger siblings, Shelly 14 and Billy 11, wear smug grins, glad for once that it is big sis who is going to get it – and how. They’ll be listening for sure, if not trying to figure out some way to see it all.

Tim looks at Aunt Joan. She stares straight ahead, her posture ramrod straight, her face betraying no emotion, a stony countenance devoid of pity. She hangs on every word coming from the pastor’s mouth, especially the parts about the necessary duty of parents to correct their children when they stray from the path of righteousness. She’ll be doing that soon.

Tim looks at Debby. She is one hot babe. Her silky blonde hair falls nearly to her ass, she has a too cute face with those smatterings of freckles, and last but not least, that incredible body – nice high tits, a tiny waist, great legs and that pouty bubble-shaped ass. Tim was bowled over when he arrived at their house for the summer. And the best thing for Tim is that she is a distant cousin, something like a second or third cousin. The whole family tree thing is confusing to Tim, but it means that, theoretically, they could marry. Not that he’s thinking that, but it is an interesting speculation since they are clearly smitten with each other.

Anyway, Debby is some sort of cousin, and Mrs. Buxton is some sort of aunt. Tim is instructed to call her Aunt Joan. His parents have dumped him here so they could spend the summer in Massachusetts with Tim’s grandmother who is sick. 

The place is a small town in Tennessee, center of the Bible Belt. The year is 1959. Everyone here knows everyone else. They all go to the same high school, belong to the same church, shop at the same stores. It’s very traditional with old fashioned values and solidly ingrained ideas about right and wrong. The town is bedrock Christian where things are done the old fashioned way. That includes the discipline of children.

It’s in what they call a dry county, which means no liquor can be sold anywhere in the county. Only sealed bonded containers can even be transported across county lines. Naturally, teenage drinking is never tolerated and is a major transgression.

So when Tim and Debby go out with their friends and end up in police custody after a raid on a drunken party in the local park, there is hell to pay. They are driven home in a squad car at 2am only to be confronted by a seething Joan Buxton who has been waiting up for them. She informs her daughter in no uncertain terms what her fate is to be. Debby’s mother is a firm believer in the rightness of corporal punishment. It doesn’t happen that often, but when their mother has decided that any of the children must be disciplined, she does not shirk from what she considers her Christian duty. The officers nod sagely and smile as Mrs. Buxton tells her daughter exactly what is to happen, much to Debby’s chagrin. They leave, comfortable in the knowledge that justice will be duly meted out in the time honored way. Tim’s fate will be decided later, after his parents are informed. 

It is fortunate that no one knows what the two of them were about to do before the police raid. Tim and Debby have an intense mutual attraction to each other, and before the squad cars pulled up hands were roaming, touching places they shouldn’t, and clothing was askew.

After the police leave, the lecture is scathing. Debby is told she will be dealt with in the morning, promptly after church. She bursts into tears and pleads with her mother. She is too old for that sort of punishment. She is practically an adult. Her mother should not shame her in that way.

Tim listens, wild eyed. Her mother is actually going to give her a spanking? Yes, and as Debby explains it early the next morning, it is a painful and embarrassing experience.

“There is a family paddle dad made for us kids. It’s hanging on a nail in my parent’s closet. It’s about a foot long and four inches wide. Mom has used it on all of us, but now mainly Billy and Shelly. She takes you over her knee, just like you were a little kid and paddles you until she thinks you’ve learned your lesson. That means you’re crying for real. I haven’t had the paddle in years. Oh,” she says, burying her face in her hands, “you just don’t know. It’s awful. She paddles us on our bare butts. It stings like nothing you can imagine. But I’m too old now. She can’t paddle me bare. She just can’t.”

Tim utters words of sympathy, but secretly what he imagines is Debby’s luscious bare butt turned up over her mom’s knee, squirming and wriggling, as she gets spanked with the paddle. He hopes she doesn’t notice his erection poking out, making a tent in his slacks.

The Buxtons are able to call Tim’s parents before church. Tim strains to listen and what he hears isn’t encouraging.

“Yes, that’s what we do in this family,” says Aunt Joan. “Yes…well he would be treated just the same…yes, I do think it’s appropriate…I’m glad you agree, Valerie. Yes…it will be just as if he were one of ours. All right then, goodbye.”

She turns to Tim after she hangs up the phone. “Well, young man, your parents have agreed. You will be punished along with Debby.” Her eyes bore into his. “In this family naughty children get spanked. Nothing improves behavior quite as well as a sound spanking. We will deal with this matter after church,” she says with a triumphant flourish. Clearly, she wanted permission to spank Tim and she got it. Mr. Buxton nods approvingly. Not as animated as his wife, he defers to her in matters of discipline. She is the one who dishes out the spankings when punishment is due. Tim wonders if maybe she doesn’t use the family paddle on him too.

Tim lives in a suburb of Chicago. He has not been spanked in years, and even then it was only a few hurried swats on the seat of his pants. Nothing like what his cousin describes.

With church over it is time to leave. The pastor is waiting at the entrance to the church shaking hands with the congregation as they file out. Mrs. Buxton takes the pastor’s hand and shakes it.

“Your sermon was most inspiring Reverend McCready. I intend to put into practice exactly what  the bible instructs us to do.”

The reverend notes Tim and Debby standing behind Mrs. Buxton. He frowns.

“Yes, I heard some of our young people got into trouble last night. Sadly, sometimes this calls for the rod of correction.”

“Well, reverend you can rest assured that my Deborah Ann will be severely dealt with. She may be able to sit for your sermon next week, but not before then.”

The reverend smiles and pats her hand, understanding the old saw that the spanking will be one of the ‘you won’t sit for a week’ variety.

Debby blushes beet red. She fancies herself practically adult and to hear her mother proclaim that she will be subjected to this juvenile form of punishment is mortifying. She wishes a hole would open up and swallow her.

*****

The family station wagon pulls into the driveway. The moment of truth has arrived.

Debby’s mother turns to her daughter in the back seat. “Deborah Ann,” she says evenly, “go to your room, take off your dress and wait for me.” She looks at Tim. “Timothy, you wait downstairs in the parlor. I will send for you.” She instructs the two younger children to change clothes and go outside and play. “Don’t come back into the house until I tell you.”

Billy can’t help himself. “Is Debby gonna get a lickin’, ma?” His tone is positively gleeful as he contemplates the image of his big sister kicking and squalling as mom blisters her butt.

“Never, you mind, Willam David Buxton,” she warns, shooting daggers his way. The use of his middle name is a clear warning. Billy shuts up. He has been on the business end of the family paddle, and not long ago. He recalls the hot throbbing in his bottom as he cried himself to sleep after a lengthy paddling from his mother. He’ll never throw eggs at cars again, that’s for sure.

They pile out of the car. Aunt Joan is wearing a severely tailored blue suit that hugs her ample hips and bust. She is an older version of her nubile daughter, her figure now more matronly, but Tim can see where Debby’s beauty comes from. 

Debby is dressed in a yellow sundress that displays her shapely calves. Tim knows that sundress is coming off and tries to imagine what she looks like beneath it.

They all troop into the house. As Debby ascends the stairs, she gives Tim one last woeful look. Her expression says it all. This will be a painful lesson. Still Tim’s cock stirs. The whole drama is exciting in an odd way. Like most young people his age, Tim has always been fascinated by others kids’ tales of memorable spankings. From the school paddle, to dad’s belt, to mom’s hairbrush, the lurid recounting of such punishments never seems to fail to get his pulse pounding. And now that it is he who is due for a formal tanning, his heart is racing like a locomotive.

While Tim sits anxiously in the parlor, Debby is upstairs in her room. Obediently, she takes off her dress. Her heart is pounding, her mouth is dry. Why oh, why did they do it? She regrets every decision made last night. Except for making out with Tim. The feel of his hands on her body, their tongues entwined, the excitement she felt when she touched IT. It was so hard. She snaps back to reality and hangs up her dress. She removes her garter belt and stockings. She knows her mother will want her to be in nothing but her underwear, waiting.

She waits for ten minutes. Fifteen. Downstairs she can hear voices, the sounds of feet thumping, the slamming of the back screen door. Then quiet. The next sound she hears is the steady clump of someone climbing the stairs. It’s her mother, coming. The footsteps stop and the door to her room opens. Her mother enters. 

“Deborah Ann, come with me.” She crooks her finger.

On shaky legs Debby stands and follows her mother down the hall. This is the ritual. All spankings are given in the parental bedroom. They enter the room. Debby stands, hands behind her in an unconscious gesture, as if to shield her seat from what is to come. She watches as mom goes to the closet door and opens it. The dreaded paddle is there, hanging on its hook. Her mother takes it and slaps the wood against her palm, as if reassuring herself that it will be adequate for the task at hand. She walks over and sits on the chest at the foot of the bed, still tapping the paddle in her palm.

“Come here, Debby.” 

Debby takes a deep breath. This is it. She knows better than to disobey. But she tries one more time.

“Please, mom. This isn’t necessary. I’m too old for a spanking.” Debby realizes she is whining.

“Come here this instant, young lady. You are not too old, and you deserve to have your little fanny paddled good and hard. And that’s what you’re going to get.”

At this, Debby bursts into tears. Her mother takes her by the wrist and guides her down across her knees. Debby doesn’t resist. Her nose nearly touches the floor and her feet are off the ground. Her mother makes a few adjustments in Debby’s posture, elevating her hips just so, making her bottom a prominent target. 

Debby feels her mother’s fingers in the elastic of her panties. Slowly the last bit of modesty is peeled down. The panties come to rest in her knee hollows. Debby has never felt so vulnerable and ashamed. Her bare bottom is the highest point of her body. She looks over her shoulder. “Please mother, no. I’ll never do it again. Don’t spank me.”

Joan Buxton picks up the paddle off the bed and looks her daughter in the eye. “You deserve every bit of this spanking, Debby. You will never drink alcohol again, not while you live under my roof. Imagine! Drinking and carrying on like you did. And to be arrested and brought home by the police. I was mortified. You just get yourself ready, missy. This will be a spanking you’ll never forget.” She raises her arm to shoulder level.

Splat! Debby feels the paddle before she hears the sound. It is a horridly intense sting that explodes across her bare fanny. Her whole body jerks.

Mom’s arm raises and descends in a blur of motion.

Splat! Crack! Whap! Debby flinches with each impact. They sound like pistol shots.

The paddle cracks down, smacking her bare bottom, one lick after another in this relentless barrage. It is a searingly hot pain that is visited on her rapidly reddening flesh, overwhelming in its intensity. She squirms and scissors her legs. She clenches and unclenches her bottom cheeks. Nothing can stem the excruciating waves of heat imparted by that wicked paddle. She wails and blubbers apologies, but nothing slows down the tempo of mom’s right arm applying the paddle to Debby’s wriggling fanny.

The paddling lasts for several minutes. Mrs. Buxton spanks soundly and thoroughly, applying the paddle at a rate of about one lick per second. It is devastatingly effective. Soon Debby is crying real tears. Joan Buxton intends to cover every inch of Debby’s bottom until it is uniformly red and she is satisfied that her offspring has learned a lesson she’ll never forget.

Downstairs, Tim waits in the parlor. But he can hear. Sound carries through the house. He hears the sharp crack of the paddle and Debby’s abject wails. It sounds like she is really getting her tail tanned. And it goes on and on. He is nearly shaking. Soon it will be his turn. At the same time he sees in his mind’s eye what it must look like, Debby’s luscious bare bottom upended over Aunt Joan’s knee, those fully rounded cheeks absorbing one harsh lick after another as the paddle cracks down again and again. He starts to develop a woody.

Upstairs Aunt Joan lectures as she spanks.

“Let this (smack!) be a lesson to you, Deborah Ann (smack! crack!). You will never (whap!) ever (crack!) ever (smack!) do that again! Do you understand? (Smack! Crack! Whap!)”

“Ow! Ow! Yes, mother! Please stop. Ow!” Debby squirms shamelessly. Tears pour from her eyes onto the floor. She is choking and hiccupping. Her bottom is blazing hot, like she sat on a hot stove top.

“Now,” says her mother putting down the paddle, “go back to your room.”

She lets Debby rise from her lap. Debby stands on wobbly legs and pulls her panties back up. She sobs as she attempts to rub the awful sting out of her bottom, then practically runs from her mother’s bedroom totally shamed, her fanny blazing. 

Below, Tim hears the thump of Debby’s bare feet as she runs crying back to her room. He gulps. Time passes. Is she coming? He hears footsteps and he looks up. He can see Aunt Joan’s high heels appear as she descends the stairs. She is coming to fetch him.

She addresses him from the bottom of the stairs. “Go to your room and take your suit off. Hang it up neatly. Do not put on any other clothes. Wait for me there.”

“Yes, ma’am,” He says. There is no use arguing. Aunt Joan has been nice to him during his visit, but there has never been any doubt that she rules the household. There is a reason why the younger children are polite and well behaved and Tim suspects the family paddle is part of that reason.

Tim does as he is told and goes down to the guest room they have fixed up, which is just off the basement recreation room. He is shaking all over. How bad will this be? It sounded terrible when Debby was getting it. And the shame of it, too. He would have to bare his bottom to his aunt, a woman he hardly knew, and go across her knee like a little kid. He is a high school senior. This isn’t right.

Tim undresses as instructed. He sits on the bed waiting, clad in his underpants a tee shirt and socks. Soon he hears the tread of Aunt Joan’s steps on the basement stairs. He sees her through the doorway as she approaches, paddle in hand. Aunt Joan has changed clothes. She has put away the Sunday dress and is wearing white shorts and a halter top. Her long lean legs are on display. 

Aunt Joan pulls an armless chair away from the wall and sits down.

“Come here, Timothy,” she says. “You’re going over my knee.”

Tim quails. That paddle looks serious. It looks solid and Tim has no doubt that it will sting like anything. “Please, Aunt Joan. We didn’t mean any harm. We were just there. We didn’t drink anything.”

Aunt Joan is undeterred. “You are going over my knee right now, Timothy. Your parents approved this and you are going to get just what Debby got. Let’s go, young man.” She slaps her legs.

Tim moves forward and stands at her side. He gasps as she lowers his briefs to his knees. To his chagrin his erection pops out and wags up and down. Aunt Joan sees it and frowns. “Well, I never,” she huffs indignantly. “Get over my knee this instant!”

Reluctantly, Tim lowers himself across Aunt Joan’s lap. His cock slides along her thighs as she adjusts him so that his butt is sticking up high.

Tim feels a few pats with the wood then -- Splat! The paddle strikes, making an earsplitting crack.

“Yeow!” It hurts like crazy.

Four more times in rapid succession the paddle cracks down, sending Tim into a frenzy of squirming. The hot sting is incredible. He has never felt anything to compare with this.

Aunt Joan tightens her grip. She taps Tim’s bottom a time or two, and launches into what will be a long and intense spanking. Her delivery of paddle smacks is deliberate -- a steady smack-crack- whap. One spank per second. She covers every square inch of Tim’s flesh from the junction of his bottom with his thighs to the crowns of his sit spot. For Tim it’s agony. His fanny is on fire. Tim can scarcely breathe, the pain is so shockingly intense.

The crack of the paddle resounds in the basement recreation room. Tim wails and flops over Aunt Joan’s lap while she concentrates on the task at hand, keeping her rhythm, spreading the spanks around. Such a cute boy bottom, she thinks to herself. It’s round and firm, almost like a girl’s. Not like her husband’s whom she sometimes takes to task. She can feel that hard penis sliding around on her thighs and reminds herself that it may be time she had another session with Mr. Buxton.

Tim finds himself pleading. “Ok, ok, Aunt Joan. Stop! It hurts! Ow! Ow! Ok!”

His legs are scissoring. In response Aunt Joan clamps her right leg across the back of Tim’s thighs pinning him, shoving his face to the floor. Having secured the boy, she launches a new barrage of spanks soundly applied to the crowns of his beet red buttocks.

Smack! Splat! Smack! The paddle’s impact overcomes Tim. His sniveling turns to outright sobbing.

From their vantage point in the flower bed by the casement window, Billy and Shelly see it all. What luck that mom didn’t take their cousin upstairs. They watch in awe as their mother gives Tim a classic fanny tanning -- one that turns his bottom fire engine red and has him bawling like a baby.

Tim can’t believe anything could hurt this much. The tales of other kids’ spanking didn’t do it justice. Not at all. This is the most awful experience of his life. It is a relentlessly increasing hot sting that blazes hotter and hotter.

Smack! Splat! Crack! Tim breaks down and bawls. He is trying to plead, but it all comes out as incoherent blubbering. That seems to satisfy Aunt Joan, finally. She stops, stands Tim on his feet and tells him that he’d better not do anything like that as long he is staying with them.

*****

Tim and Debby have to spend the day in their rooms. They are allowed out for Sunday supper where pillows are thoughtfully placed on the chairs. Tim’s bottom is still throbbing and he tells Debby. Debby says her seat still feels twice its size. Later on, both of them will experience an intense arousal and the pair will contrive to be alone where they can inspect each other’s damage. When that happens, hands will caress, and sweaty bodies will entwine. There will be French kissing and maybe the unimaginable.

Aunt Joan’s sharp eye misses nothing. She has noted the dirt and grass stains on the clothes of Billy and Shelly. She has inspected her flower garden. A tearful confession is extracted. The children are glum at supper that evening. So after supper Aunt Joan has one more chore to perform. A mother’s work is never done. 


Gloria Denham

Todd looked again. Yeah, his radar was pinging. The platinum blonde at the bar was on the make. He had a sixth sense about these things. He could sense that she’d been shooting glances his way. Maybe she’d want tennis lessons. That would be a way in. She looked good for an older woman in her forties – busty, great long legs, platinum hair coifed just so. And she looked bored. Hubby was likely off golfing and she was looking for action.

As the assistant tennis pro at the plush El Camino Resort he had plenty of opportunity to get close to rich society wives on the make. El Camino was one of a chain in the high end luxury resorts owned by Rockwell Corporation, a leisure time giant. In such a lush environment

His charm, boyish good looks and his position put him right in the sweet spot. The patrons were rich and the wives were trophy caliber. Many played tennis, and it was a given that tennis players were likely to be in good shape. He coaxed them into lessons, and more often than not, it all ended up in his king sized bed (or hers). It was his MO and it had worked. 

It had landed him in hot water as well. The first time he’d been suspected of dalliance with a married guest, his boss had chewed him out royally. He brushed it off. What did they know? The way he saw it, he was providing a service. The second time he was caught, he had to pay a visit to corporate to listen to a boring lecture from the Rockwell Resorts VP of Human Resources, one Ms. Valerie Navarro, a ball breaking bitch if there ever was one. Thin and small of stature, she was nonetheless in a powerful position over him. Even though she looked like she’d blow away in a strong wind, she had the authority, so he had to listen. She went on and on about appropriate behavior with guests. Rockwell policy strictly forbade these liaisons, she said. He was told there had better not be a third time or there would be serious consequences, blah, blah, blah. This Ms. Navarro was just the kind of snooty bureaucratic bitch he hated. Screw her. This babe at the bar, she was just too much. He had to try.

He looked again. She saw him and smiled. He took that as an invitation.

“Buy you a drink?” he asked.

“Sure,” she said. “Gin and tonic, if you will.”

He told Sammi to set her up. The bartender did, and placed the drink in front of her. She cupped it smoothly and took a long sip. The woman was a looker, that was sure. In that short dress he got a good look at some of the best legs he’d seen in a long time. The dress had a deep v-shaped neck, too, giving him a good shot at some prime cleavage.

“Ahh,” she said. “Thank you.” Then her eyes narrowed. “Say, I’ve seen you around. Aren’t you down in the tennis shop or something?”

“That’s right,” said Todd. “I’m an assistant pro. Do you play?”

“Yeah, I do. Used to be pretty good, too. In high school I went to the state finals three years running.”

“Yeah?” said Todd. “You ought to take a lesson from me. I’d sharpen your game up.”

“Yeah. I’d like that. Gotta do something around here.” She frowned, indicating her displeasure at her current circumstances.

“Husband out golfing?” That was the likely source of her displeasure. It was what they did. They dumped their wives and went off with their buddies on one of El Camino’s three championship courses.

“Yes, he is. And leaving me all alone like this.” She gave him a sly glance, looking him up and down. Its meaning was unmistakable. “You’re cute, but I bet all the girls tell you that.”

Todd’s cock swelled as she looked him over candidly. This is a live one for sure. “By the way,” she said, “I’m Gloria Denham.” She stuck out her hand.

“Todd Francis,” said Todd, taking it. 

She scheduled a lesson for nine AM the next morning.

*****

“You are pretty good,” said Todd as they volleyed back and forth. Actually she was more than good. Her forehand came at him like a bullet and her backhand was solid and accurate. He could not believe how she was running him all over the court. She was in great shape for her age, and not only that, she was a crafty player.

“I could take you, you know,” she said, after they had volleyed for several minutes, warming up, and were taking a breather. “For a pro, you need work. More practice.” She said it dismissively with a toss of her head.

Todd’s jaw dropped. Had she really said that? “You could not,” he countered. “You’re just…”

He didn’t finish.

“A woman? I’m just a woman?” She turned and walked toward the net. “So, I couldn’t beat a buff guy like you?” She said it with a flirtatious smile that signaled the game was on.

Todd got the message. It was an unmistakable challenge. One that could end up in her bedroom (or his) if he played his cards right.

“The hell you say.” Todd stopped and put his hands on his hips, eyeing her with an expression of disbelief.

“Care to put your ass on the line then?” Again the flirty smile.

“Sure, what’s the bet?”

“Well….,” she tapped her lips with her index finger, thinking. “Loser buys lunch and then we go back to my place and…. what the winner says goes -- for the rest of the afternoon.”

Whoa! It looked like she meant it, and no mistake about what she was suggesting. That was an offer Todd couldn’t refuse. He didn’t care what the hell corporate VP Miz Navarro said, he was going to take advantage of this one. This was one hot babe. Company policy be damned.

“But I must warn you,” she said with a wicked grin, “my tastes are exotic.”

Bring it on, thought Todd.

*****

Todd nursed his wounded pride as he sat across from Gloria Denham at a trendy (and expensive) La Jolla watering hole. She had kicked his ass, but good.  He’d struggled to win even a point while she had run him ragged all over the court. In fact, they were lunching early because Gloria had made such quick work of him, 6-1, 6-0. It was like she was some sort of ringer.

“Don’t pout, Todd,” she said. Her tone was sharp, a change from the seductress of earlier. He blushed. The admonishment sounded like something his junior high schoolteacher would say. “I whipped your ass, fair and square.” She was almost gloating. “Maybe that’s what I’ll do when we get to my suite.”

“Do what?” said Todd.

“Why, whip your ass, of course. You have a nice one, you know. Very cute and tight. I like that.”

Todd leaned forward. “W-what do you mean?” Had he heard right?

“I told you my tastes were exotic,” she said. “Come on, let’s go.”

She rose abruptly, signaling that the meal was at an end. Todd paid and followed after Gloria Denham like a puppy dog as she got up and strode out of the restaurant. Despite what she’d said, Todd was in full arousal mode watching the svelte hips of hers sashay in that flippy little tennis dress. So what if she was a little kinky? Once she got a look at the Todd Rod she’d be his to command. They all fell into line eventually.

Her suite was the most luxurious one in the resort. Large, isolated and fully furnished with everything one could wish for, it was a statement about how the other half lived. Fully three thousand square feet in a penthouse setting, its commanding view of the Pacific Ocean was magnificent. Through a whole wall of glass he could practically see from downtown San Diego to Carlsbad and beyond. Todd’s thought was that Gloria’s husband must be one serious player to be able to afford all this. Which made him worry. What if he came back? On these trysts Todd usually took them to his place, modest digs, but safe.

“Look, this is all very nice, but what if your husband comes back?”

“He won’t. Trust me, we have plenty of time.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes, I am,” she said. Gloria was still wearing the tennis dress. It displayed her long legs to their best advantage. “In fact I’m going to shower and change,” she said, flashing another seductive smile. “In the meantime, you could go in the bathroom down the hall and do the same.”

Todd gave her his best wolfish grin. “Or, I could shower with you.”

“Oh, that would spoil the fun,” she said. “You just get yourself back here. And don’t worry about clothes – you won’t need them.”

Hot damn! Todd’s eyes followed that twitchy butt out of the room, and he then went into an adjacent bedroom. It had its own bath, of course. He showered and decided to come back out into the main suite clad in one of the plush robes the resort provided for the guests ( a mere two hundred dollars if you wanted to take it home with you after your stay). Gloria was still not out yet, but the water wasn’t running. Todd stood at the large west facing window looking at the ocean, waiting.

“Todd?” she called from the master bedroom.

“Yes?” he said moving in that direction.

“Don’t come in. I’m dressing. Take off the robe and go stand facing the corner.”

“What?” Face the corner? This was weird.

“I said, get yourself totally naked and stand in the corner like the naughty boy you are.”

“Well, really? Ok,” he said, reluctance clearly in his tone. Yeah, this babe was kinky somehow, he thought. But he figured he had to play along. She sure sounded different. Businesslike. Commanding. Not at all the seductress from earlier.

“I won the match. You agreed. This is my game. I want you bare as a newborn babe, got it?” She shouted from down the hall.

“Uh…all right,” he said. He shrugged out of the robe leaving it in a pool on the floor and stood in a corner feeling embarrassed and really stupid. He stood there waiting…and waiting. Oddly he felt his erection rising. I’ll just get ready for her, he thought. Give her a good gander at the ‘ol Todd Rod. But after stroking it for a while he merely felt foolish and ridiculous. He was about to turn and go looking for Gloria Denham when he heard a sound behind him.

“All right, young man. Turn around.”

Todd turned. Instead of finding Gloria in a some skimpy bit of negligee (he’d imagined what it might be – black, frilly with lace and skimpy), she was dressed as if for work in a short tight business skirt, a white blouse, high heels and hose. In her hand she carried an object. Todd looked closely. It appeared to be a wooden hairbrush. Now Todd really felt dumb. She was fully dressed, he was naked. What was this?

“What is this?” said Todd. “I thought…”

“I don’t care what you thought, Todd.” She took a chair from the dining area and pulled it over into the great room, then sat down. “Come over here.”

Todd obeyed but as he approached he got a sinking feeling in his stomach. This was feeling to him like a repeat of a scene from his childhood. The last woman seated in a chair to summon him to her side while holding a hairbrush had been his mother the day he had been caught with Joey Clinton out in the garage looking at Joey’s Playboy collection. He had been ten. His mom had whaled his bared bottom hard with that hairbrush, lecturing him the whole time on the evils of pornography. He’d dissolved in tears, blubbering, pleading forgiveness, promising anything if only it would stop. It had finally stopped, but not until his salty tears and the snot running out of his nose had made a mess of the carpet next to that chair and his bottom was burning like the fires of hell. The shame of being bared and spanked had stayed with him for weeks, but strangely enough when he had attained puberty, recollection of that event usually produced a woody. He had one now.

“And just what is THAT?” said Gloria Denham, pointing the end of the brush at the Todd Rod, now sticking straight out, pointing at her tits which strained the front of the blouse. “Do you think this is going to be fun, Todd?”

Todd was tongue tied. He didn’t know what to say. In a heartbeat her whole demeanor had changed from seductive temptress to no-nonsense schoolmarm. “Wh—what are you going to do?”

“Isn’t it obvious, Todd? I’m going to spank you like a little boy.”

“Wh—why?” Todd couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Because. Just because. It pleases me. I won the match and what I want is to give your cute little boy butt a good shellacking. It should be an exemplary experience for you. So, mister. Get across my knee.” To emphasize the point she tapped her leg with the brush.

She pulled her skirt back revealing more of those shapely legs. Todd felt conflicted. On the one hand, this was crazy. On the other he was strangely turned on by the whole scene. So he eased himself across her lap, his cock nestling between her thighs clad in the sheerness of nylon hose. The feeling was electric. His penis slid down between her legs and she closed them slightly trapping his erection like a vise.

“Now you won’t go anywhere, young man. Since you’re new to this, I’ll start with just my hand.” 

The next thing Todd felt was her hand, rubbing his bare bottom, patting it, making little circles on it. If the situation hadn’t been so embarrassing he would have said it actually felt good, sexy, titillating.

Smack! That first hard slap was like a dousing with cold water. It stung.

Smack! An identical smack on the other side.

Then she launched into a volley of brisk spanks, slapping one cheek then the other, sometimes bringing her hand down hard right across his central crease. It burned. The tingling mild sting from those first few slaps morphed into mild discomfort. He waggled his body, trying to shake it off.

“Oh, no you don’t,” she said, and tightened her left arm which encircled his waist and pulled him tight against her.

Then the spanking began in earnest. She was methodical, relentless and thorough. Spanks piled on top of spanks. His flesh burned. Sometimes a quick volley of wrist snappy spanks, sometimes full on hard whacks delivered slowly, each one a real burner. How could her hand be so hard? And sting so much? He tried to be stoic about it. Part of him wanted to cry out, to beg her to ease up. It was hurting – really hurting. Finally he couldn’t stand it. He reached his hand back to protect his inflamed bottom.

“C’mon! Ow! It hurts!” He yelped in a high pitched voice.

“You get your hand away,” she said, swatting it away. “I’m going to tan your little fanny good and don’t you try to interfere. We can go all afternoon you know.” As if to emphasize she delivered a set of rapid fire spanks that had him arching his back and fluttering his feet.

“Ow! Ow! Ok – ok!” he said, wriggling. “Just…just, it hurts!”

“Well, I know, silly. It’s a SPANKING. A real one. It should hurt plenty. To teach you a lesson. A good one.” The spanks continued to fall even as she spoke.

This was new information. What lesson? What had he done?

“I think we are ready to graduate to the hairbrush,” she said, after a furious barrage of stinging spanks that took his breath away. Todd felt her right leg slide to the side and she pushed him farther over her left knee. Then her right leg clamped his legs behind his knees. His nose was pushed into the carpet and his butt was arched in a prominent curve over her left knee. He had never felt so vulnerable. That wasn’t the worst part. The worst part was the spanking with that merciless hairbrush.

The first crack sent a burst of flame that blossomed out from his bottom and engulfed his senses. The awful sting dwarfed the discomfort of the hand spanking. He flailed while she laid it on, smack after smack. This time he wasn’t silent.

“Yeow! Ouch! Stop!” He pleaded, but it was an exercise in futility as the spanks rained down, sonorous whacks, each one igniting an explosion of heat on his tortured skin.

“When I spank a boy, I make a good job of it, Todd.” 

Todd was beyond listening. He was just trying to cope with the harsh cracks of the hairbrush that were scorching his behind.

“Your cute little butt is almost done, I’d say. Ten more good ones and you count.”

How Todd managed to croak out a count of ten, he didn’t know, but finally it was over. She released his hand and lifted him up, making him slide down to his knees so he was kneeling between her legs. 
 

“Now, that’s a good boy,” she said, grabbing his hair and pulling his head back until his eyes stared up at her. From somewhere she produced a blindfold and slipped it over his eyes. “Stand up,” she said. “Give me your hands.” Todd did. He was too dazed to oppose anything. His ass was burning up and tears were running down his face. Something was going on but he wasn’t sure what it was. This whole thing was something other than what he had thought. 

While he was trying to figure it out, handcuffs were snapped on his wrists. This was another alarming event. “What are you doing?” he said. She had grabbed him by the elbow and was marching him somewhere. He stumbled along, helpless now. They hadn’t gone far. He felt his crotch touch something. The leather couch that dominated the main room, that’s what it felt like.

“Stand here,” said Gloria Denham.

He stood waiting. With his hands in the cuffs he couldn’t rub his buttocks. His seat felt swollen to twice its size and hot – flaming hot. If only he could rub some of the sting away. He heard the soft beep of numbers being punched into a smart phone. Then he heard Gloria’s voice. “He’s ready,” she said.

He was ready for what? Now what?

The next thing he heard was the soft chime of a doorbell. Someone was here. Who? Her husband? Oh God! No it couldn’t be her husband, he would just come right in.

“You stay right there,” said Gloria. 

He heard her pad away and go open the door. “Come in,” he heard Gloria say. “Yes, he’s all ready for you.” He heard the new voice say, “Yes, I can see he’s all primed. Good job, Gloria.” 

Female. It was another female.

That voice. That voice. He knew that voice.

“Take off his blindfold.”

When Todd shook his head and blinked his eyes, clearing the blurriness brought on by the tears, he turned and looked. And his knees sagged. It was HER. Valerie Navarro, Rockwell’s Vice President of Human Resources. She stood there in a business suit, her head cocked to one side, looking him up and down. Almost tiny next to Gloria Denham, she nevertheless still exuded authority.

“Well, Todd, here we are,” she said. “We baited the lure and you took it – hook, line and sinker. I told you next time there would be consequences. This is a consequence. And we’re not done yet. Oh, no. I’m going to add my two cents worth, and we’ll see how much your job is worth to you.”

While she was talking, Gloria went into an adjacent room. When she came back she was flexing a long slender wand. It was yellow and very thin, so flexible she could bend it almost in a circle. “This is an English school cane,” said Valerie Navarro. “They don’t use these so much anymore, but back in the day this was the terror of many an English schoolboy.” 

She took it from Gloria and whipped it back and forth. It made a sick whine. Todd’s buttocks tightened. She didn’t mean to…to whip him with that? He couldn’t take it. Not on top of the spankings.

“The usual measure was six – what they called ‘six of the best’.” She let that sink in. Todd gulped. “But that was for schoolboys. I think for an adult like you, Todd, maybe ten is about right. What do you think? Would you be willing to take ten sizzling licks with this on that shiny red butt of yours to keep your job?” 

So that was it. He had to take then strokes with that whippy cane to stay a tennis pro at El Camino.

“Up to you, Todd.” She added, “I don’t have all day.”

Todd had to think. Sweat beaded up on his forehead as he watched Valerie Navarro whip the cane around with her wrist. It made a sick whining sound.

“See Todd, I’m not as big or as strong as Gloria, so I had her sort of ‘prepare the terrain’ for me so to speak. Just so you’ll get the full benefit of every stroke. She says it’s all in the wrist. We’ll see.” She lowered the cane and tapped it against her leg in a gesture of impatience. “Do you want to come to work tomorrow or not?”

Todd was sweating and felt sick to his stomach from the cold knot of fear in his gut. This was the cushiest job he’d ever had. Beat the hell out of car sales or telemarketing. Both were hell and he did not want to go back. “Yes,” said Todd. But his knees shook.

Valerie Navarro nodded. “All right.” She tapped the back of the couch with the cane. “Over you go. Let’s get that hiney up in the air so I can have a go at it.” She swished the cane through the air, testing its feel.

Todd whimpered but bent over. He gripped the couch cushions with his hands.

“Gloria, would you please kneel over Todd and hold him down? I don’t want him thrashing around.”

“I’d be happy to, Valerie. We can’t have our boy wiggling away.” She knelt on the couch, her thighs almost straddling his neck while she pushed down on his shoulders. He was completely immobile. Gloria was a big strong woman and Todd could move hardly an inch.

“Now,” she said. “It will be ten strokes, Todd. You will count each one for me. If you hold still and take all ten, you can keep your job. You can say ‘stop’ any time and I’ll stop. But, then you walk out of here and don’t come back. Understand?”

Todd understood. He managed a muffled ‘yes.’

“Here we go,” she said. She set up to the side and measured the distance so that the tip of the cane barely extended past his right bottom cheek. Todd flinched as he felt the thin wood touch him. “It’s better if you don’t tense up,” she said.

He heard a whine and felt the impact before he heard the cane crack against his bare seat. Nothing could have prepared him, though, for the atrocious wave of pain that followed. It spread through him like a firebomb in a tunnel, obliterating all other senses. Nothing had ever hurt so badly.

“Yahhh!” he yelled. What? Nine more like that? He couldn’t take it, just couldn’t.

But he managed to croak, “One.”

Each stroke was fiery hell, more pain than he’d ever experienced. The sequence went like this: first there was the wait; then he’d feel a tap-tap-tap of the stick as she lined it up; then nothing but a breeze, so he knew it was on the way – he sensed a brief disturbance in the air – he heard that sickening whine; then a white hot explosion of fiery hell. A thin line of liquid fire that made him grit his teeth and tense every muscle. He wanted to scream. As the agony washed over him, he waggled and bucked as if that would help, but it didn’t. Valerie Navarro calmly waited for him to stop twitching and settle down before she lined up and delivered another stroke. One by one he counted them off, his knuckles white as he gripped the sofa cushions. Along with the count he screeched like scalded cat, so loud in fact that Gloria expressed concern.

Valerie chuckled. “No one can hear him up here. He can cry all he wants.” Valerie took her time, spacing the strokes out. Each one was an event all by itself. When Todd had finally counted ten, she told Gloria to release him.

Todd stood up on unsteady legs. His ass was ablaze with fiery misery. Tears poured out of his eyes. He coughed, fluid choking his airway.

“Well, Todd, have we learned a little lesson here today?” said Valerie.

“Yes,” Todd managed to choke out.

“Good. I’ll leave you in Gloria’s capable hands. I trust there will not be another time.”

Todd shook his head. “No ma’am.”

She tossed the cane into a chair and departed, closing the door behind her.

Gloria unlocked the cuffs. Todd’s hands went immediately to his swollen and red streaked buttocks. Gloria watched with an amused smile as Todd tried to rub the sting out.  He pouted, his face a study in wounded pride. “You tricked me,” he said. “You were working for them all along.”

Gloria shrugged. “No trick. All I did was sit at a bar and you came on to me. You did it to yourself.” She beckoned with her finger. “Come into the bedroom. I have something for your butt. It’s really red.”

Todd didn’t know why he even listened, but his ass still felt like a hot stove. When he entered the bedroom he saw her pick up a jar and unscrew the cap.

“This is a pain reliever. I knew you’d need it. Lie down on the bed and I’ll put some on.”

Her tone had shifted again. Now she seemed pleasant. The commanding bossy persona was gone.

He lay face down. She knelt on the bed beside him and spread some sort of gooey cream all over his ass. She was right. It did feel good. It was cool and soothing. After a few minutes of rubbing it in he felt much better. She got up. Todd turned his head to see what she was doing. He was of a mind to get the hell out of there, and soon. To his amazement she was undressing. The tight skirt came off, then the blouse. Just like that she was down to bra and panties and a sexy garter belt. Todd felt his cock begin to awaken.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“You’re mine for the day, remember? I told you I have exotic tastes. Spanking your tight little fanny turned me on. And that caning – mmmm, ummm – delicious watching you get a good one.” She slipped her panties down to reveal a furry thatch. She reached behind her and the bra came off allowing her gorgeous breasts to swing free.

“Roll over,” she said.

He did. His eyes tracked her appreciative gaze as she took in his erection that was swelling nicely.

“Wait a minute. I don’t want any more trouble. I learned my lesson, ok? I’m getting out of here.” He came up on his elbows.

She landed on the bed and pushed him back down. “You’re not going anywhere,” she said. Before he could even sit up, she straddled him and lowered herself onto his prick, which in spite of his intentions, now pointed straight up. He closed his eyes as the familiar surge of pleasure from the friction of sliding into a wet vagina took over.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, impaling herself to the hilt, squeezing her breasts and pinching her own nipples. “Sooo good.”

“Ahh,” Todd managed to croak. It did feel good. “But the rules…Ms Navarro.”

She stopped for a minute and leaned down, right into his face. “I make the rules, Todd. My name’s not Denham; it’s Rockwell. I’ve run Rockwell resorts since my husband died. Now stop blubbering and start fucking me properly. I have a long afternoon set aside and I’m going to ride you like the Pony Express – ‘til you drop.”

Sally’s Mom

Every boy has that one experience – that coming of age wake-up call – that WOW moment. Mine came when I was nineteen, which they say is the peak of a young man’s sexual potency. They may just be right.

Back in the 1960’s I attended a junior college in rural southwestern Virginia. My family had moved there from the DC area because of a job opportunity for my father. I hadn’t been crazy about it, and for good reason. The town was rock solid bible belt conservative in terms of culture. Being from the hip environs of Washington DC, I felt like a fish out of water in a social milieu of church bake sales and barn dances. 

It wasn’t all bad. There was this really cute girl in one of my classes by the name of Sally Jamison. Sally was a vision with her long silky reddish hair and green eyes. She dressed conservatively, but I could tell that underneath the modest dresses there was a stunning figure. She was a shy girl and it took me a while to form even a casual friendship with her. At first she shied away from my attempts to strike up casual conversations, but I was persistent. I couldn’t help it. She was so sweet and appealing that I felt like I had to get to know her. Gradually she began to talk to me. We ate lunch at the student center and discussed our classes. I walked with her to class. After six weeks of just chit-chat I asked her if she’d like to go to a movie. To my delight she said yes. I said I’d pick her up at her house.

It’s always a little nerve wracking meeting the parents for the first time. You always wonder, will they like you? Will they disapprove? Are they strict? What rules will they lay down? I thought about these things as I approached Sally’s house to pick her up that first time. I went through my rehearsed “parent speech” and figured I was ready. What I was not ready for was Mrs. Jamison.

Her name was Evelyn and she was a knockout. She couldn’t have been very old, early 40’s at the most. I decided she must have married young. As I said, Sally was cute, but her mother was something else. I tried not to gape as she ushered me in. Tall, with broad shoulders and a full bust, she moved with a lithe grace in tight Capri pants that outlined a voluptuous figure. Today our notions of beauty tend toward thin and athletic body styles, but back then it was curves and abundance. Jane Russell, Jayne Mansfield, Marilyn Monroe – those were our sex bomb icons. And that was Mrs. Jamison – glamorous and larger than life. In a few years that figure would tend toward matronly, but not today. She was the only parent in the house because Master Sergeant Jamison, her husband, was overseas.

She looked me up and down and let me sweat for a minute before she said, “You look like a nice young man. Sally will be out in a minute. Come on into the living room and let’s talk.”

I followed the sway of those ample hips as she led the way into the living room and motioned for me to sit. Then came the usual third degree. Where was home, who were my folks, what was I studying, what are my interests, do I attend church, etc? I think I managed to navigate all this, but I was running out of material. Miraculously, Sally saved the day by bounding down the stairs.

Then the conversation turned into ‘where were we going?’ and ‘who would we be with?’ The answers seemed to be satisfactory, so the cross examination finally ended and we were on our way. All the while I noticed that Sally seemed cowed by her mother. There was none of that teenage mother-daughter arguing that would seem so common to me later on in life. It was all ‘yes, mother’ and ‘no, mother.’ No, it was clear Evelyn Jamison ruled the roost and her offspring obeyed the rules. It was her intensity, I think -- an air of absolute authority. The way those eyes bored into yours told you she was always in charge and rebellion would be quickly and unmercifully quashed. It unnerved me as I observed how Sally was so polite and deferential to her mother.

That very evening I got an idea of how Mrs. Jamison was able to impose her will so absolutely and ensure such strict obedience. We had just come out of the movie theater. I suggested we go to a local soda shop and talk for a while. I could tell Sally wanted to. She gnawed her lower lip and looked around. “What time is it?” she said. I told her we had time before her curfew and anyway, what if she was a few minutes late? What was the big deal?

She went pale. “You don’t understand,” she said. “Mother is very strict.” Then she proceeded to tell me that hers was a strictly religious family and they followed biblical principles. Mother mostly ran the house because her dad was gone a lot. He was in the Army and was stationed in Korea at present, so mom was the sole authority. “If I disobey, even just a little, I get punished,” she said.

“What?” I said, “You get grounded?”

She blushed. “Um…yes,” she stammered as if the question conjured up something shameful. “And worse,” she added. Clearly, this was an uncomfortable subject.

That was a curious response. I wondered what ‘worse’ might entail. I knew Sally had an older sister who lived at home and two younger brothers in their early teens. I tried to imagine what the discipline regime in a household like that might be like. I did not want to probe. After all, we were just getting to know each other, but I was certainly curious. 

I took her straight home. Sally was clearly anxious to get in by her curfew, and we made it by half an hour. Still, Mrs. Jamison met us at the door (no goodnight kiss, darn it), and made a show of looking at her watch.

That night I replayed the evening in my head and tried to understand the Jamison’s better. Ok, they were staunchly religious just like many families in Southwestern Virginia. That wasn’t unusual. Ok, Sally’s dad was military and her mom clearly authoritarian. So what made Sally so afraid of bending a rule?

The next time I called on Sally, I found out. There was some tension that I could sense as Mrs. Jamison ushered me in. I was led into the parlor to wait for Sally and what should I see but Fran, Sally’s older sister, kneeling in a corner facing the wall. On the coffee table there was a paddle. It was about a foot long and highly varnished. The edges were all rounded and beveled and the handle was wrapped in tape. It looked well used. Sally’s mother noted my surprise and casually said, “Sally will be down in a minute, then Fran and I can tend to our business – isn’t that right Fran?”

I heard a muffled “Yes, mother,” from Fran. I was stunned. Fran was probably twenty. She was still being punished with a paddle? This maybe explained Sally’s nervousness from our previous date.

Sally confirmed it. “Fran will be absolutely mortified that you saw that,” she said as we hurried down the front steps. I kept looking back as if I might catch a glimpse of the action through the window.

I asked what had happened.

“She and mother got into an argument and she sassed mother. She even used foul language. Mother absolutely won’t stand for that, so she sent Fran to fetch the spanking paddle. I’m afraid she is in for a hot time.”

My next question was obvious, and I think Sally knew it was coming. “So do you get paddled too?”

Sally blushed beet red. “Yes. We all do.” Then she grabbed my sleeve and added, “Please don’t tell anyone. Please?”

Strangely, I was not horrified, I was fascinated. I wanted to know all about it. Where I grew up, spankings were not all that common. I had known a few kids who got it, mostly the kids whose families were sort of blue collar. I remember hearing stories of memorable lickings, sometimes third hand and obviously embellished, but sometimes from the unfortunate recipient of parental wrath.

I started asking her for details. How does she do it? What is the kneeling in the corner all about? How many do you get? And the most important of all—what do you wear? Or is it on the bare?

But the topic made Sally uncomfortable. “Can we talk about something else?” I said ‘sure’ and the subject was dropped. But the fascination remained. I wanted to know all about the disciplinary practices of the Jamison family. Mostly I wanted to know all about Sally’s lickings. In my mind’s eye I saw her, bottom up, skirt furled back, maybe even panties slipped down to her knees while a determined Mrs. Jamison delivered smack after smack to her shapely derriere. Or maybe she’d be turned over her momma’s knee, skirts up and panties dangling at her knees. The thought gave me a ferocious woody.

*****

There were two things that happened gradually, but they both proceeded in parallel. First, Sally and I became an item. We studied together, lunched together, and went out on more dates. Naturally our feelings for each other began to grow, and our relationship took on a physical aspect. The local lovers’ lane became our go to spot after a movie or a party. But this was the 1960’s and while my hands were allowed to roam freely, I could not get farther than third base. That was still pretty good. I got very good with my hands. Seems I had the right touch, and I learned how to bring Sally to a nice climax while she bucked and groaned, thrashing all around in the back seat of my old hand-me-down Pontiac. She, in turn, learned how to stroke my shaft and to arrive at just the right time with the tissue for my explosive ejaculations. We had talked and we were working up to doing it to each other the French way -- with our mouths and tongues, but so far not yet. I think she was afraid it would turn into IT, the real thing, and still the big no-no.

The other thing was Mrs. Jamison. She became very friendly. Soon I was being invited over for dinner, family picnics, major holidays – those sorts of things. It was like being assimilated into the family. Plus, I sensed she seemed to be flirting with me. She still gave me the eye, but now it was with a smile that was almost of the come-hither type. Sometimes she greeted me in clothing that seemed intentionally provocative. One time she was wearing a bathrobe that parted accidentally (?) giving me a real eyeful. Once I came calling only to find that Sally was out shopping. Mrs. Jamison asked me in. My eyes almost popped out because she wore a bikini that was for its time, pretty skimpy. She had me come into the back yard and put suntan lotion on her back. I think I was hard as a rock by the time I’d finished running my hands all over her body.

“Ummm, you have nice hands, Tommy,” she said. I nearly lost it.

She’d touch me when she spoke to me. It was just a hand on my arm or wrist at first, but then it graduated. On more than one occasion she actually patted me on the butt. She made sure nobody saw it.  It was just an affectionate gesture, but I could sense something else happening.

Then came the night Sally opened up about family discipline. We had parked and my hands had started to roam when Sally said, “Ow. Please go easy.” I had just cupped her rounded bottom and was rubbing both cheeks all over with my hands. “I’m still sore back there,” she said. I asked her what had happened. She let out a big sigh and said, “Mother spanked me.” And she proceeded to tell me all about it.

“It started out over nothing. I wanted to go to the library to study with Corrine for Mr. Hall’s class. Mother did not want me going out. She said we were going to Wednesday night services.”

I knew the church they attended had services every time you turned around, and that it was getting to be a source of irritation for her the older she got.

“So I stamped my foot and said something like how I hated the damn services. Mother got her dander up and told me I was going, like it or not and to mind my language. Things got pretty heated from there and I called her a hateful bitch at one point.”

I knew that wasn’t good. Mrs. Jamison did not tolerate that kind of back talk and bad language.

“So I stormed out and stomped up to my room. Later, it was time and we piled in the car and went. Nobody said another word. I thought it was over, but when we got back, she told everyone to go upstairs and get ready for bed. But to me she said, ‘Sally, put on your PJ’s and fetch the paddle. I’ll be waiting for you in the parlor’. All my apologies and protesting did me no good at all. I was going to get spanked and that’s all there was to it. My sister shook her head. My brothers snickered and mom threatened them with the same if they didn’t move it and go upstairs.” 

Then Sally recounted the shameful preparation. She took her clothes off and put on these skimpy PJ’s. “I wondered if I should put panties on underneath, but I don’t usually wear them. And anyway,” she admitted, “they would just come down.”

This was the first time she’d talked about this to me. I knew if we’d had some light in the car, I’d see her blushing. “So you get it on the bare?” I said.

“Yeah. Almost always.”

“Then what?” I don’t know if she realized it, but this was getting me excited. I could see her in my mind’s eye, trooping downstairs holding the paddle in her hand.

She gave out a big sigh. “I came downstairs and there was mother. She was sitting upright on the sofa, just waiting. She held out her hand for the paddle and I handed it to her. Then, while I stood in front of her, she launched into this lecture about respect and my attitude and everything. Finally she told me to pull my PJ pants down and get across her knee. I hate that part. It makes me feel so juvenile. It’s like I was ten years old.”

“Was it pretty bad?”

“It hurt. It always hurts. It’s this really intense sting that just gets worse and worse till you can’t stand it. You squall like a baby in the end, no matter what you do. It’s awful. And she’s talking, giving you this lecture while she spanks. It’s five or six swats on the behind, then she scolds, then five or six more swats. Your behind feels like it’s on fire and you can’t stop it.”

I had this vision of what that must look like, her bottom upended over her mom’s knee, panties down exposing that cute bare fanny of hers, and that paddle flashing up and down, landing with loud cracks that made her wriggle and kick her legs. My erection was in blue steel mode.

“She paddles until you cry, and this time was no exception. After that I had to kneel in the corner for half an hour. Then I got to get up, pull my pants back up and take the paddle back. It hangs on a hook in her bedroom.”

“Wow,” I said. “That sounds pretty bad. It must be really embarrassing too.”

“It’s awful. You just can’t believe what one of mom’s spankings is like till you get one. She spanks hard and long and it doesn’t stop until you’ve been really punished and are crying.  So now you know. And that’s why I’m still tender back there, so rub me easy, ok? I still like the way you touch me,” she added. Then her hand unzipped me and slipped inside my chinos. “My, oh, my,” she said. “What’s happened to you? Did my talking about mother’s spanking do that?” She looked me in the eye with a knowing smirk. “You’re a wicked boy. You should get one of mother’s spankings too, then you’d see.”

*****

Little did she know how that last comment hit home. Now, I know this is crazy, but after that I was actually curious. I wondered what it would feel like. I mean, first there was Mrs. Jamison herself. I could get aroused just being in the same room with her, and now that she’d started these flirtations with me, she was beginning to figure more and more in my sex fueled daydreams. Then there was the whole spanking thing. It sounded so intimate. On other occasions Sally described spankings to me that were dished out when they were all younger. These were all pants down affairs, but Sally said mother had just used her hand. I immediately speculated as to what that might be like. Any time she touched me I got a charge, like electricity.  So, imagining her palm smacking my bare butt was an arousing thought.

Little did I know I was about to have all my questions answered.

It happened at a party. Spring had arrived and one of my friends announced a get together in a nearby state park. I picked Sally up as usual and away we went, with the admonishment that we be home by midnight. Now one thing that was strictly forbidden in the Jamison household was alcohol. Any experimentation with alcohol was without question a spanking offense. Sally’s mom had made that clear. I had a beer every now and then when a buddy of mine would get his hands on a case, but that was about it. The county was dry anyway. So we were surprised to find that the party was, in reality, a keg party with a real beer keg in a tub of ice and a roaring bonfire.

Sally didn’t want any part of it. She tugged on my sleeve and said, “Tommy, let’s go.”

I was sorely disappointed. Surely we could stay for a while. I told Sally she didn’t have to drink it, so what was the problem? It looked like a fun time. I continued to ignore Sally’s pleas, thinking we’d stay just for a while then beat it. But it was a few minutes too long. County sheriff’s cars pulled in with searchlights blazing. We were all busted. They arrested the organizers but anyone just standing around with no beer in their hand, they just took their name and told them to go home. I’ll never forget the look of dismay on Sally’s face when the deputy said, “We’ll be calling your parents Miss Jamison, so you go on home now.” It seems the deputy went to Sally’s church and knew her family.

We were a glum pair as I pulled into the driveway. Sally had been fidgeting nervously all the way home.

“Relax, you didn’t do anything,” I said. “Your mom has to understand that.” But underneath I was fearful for what Sally faced at home.

“You don’t understand,” she said. “All mom will care about was that I was at a party where there was beer.” She turned to me with tears in her eyes. “I’m really going to get it this time.”

I resolved that I’d do whatever I could to shield Sally. It was my fault anyway. Surely Mrs. Jamison would see it that way.

My worst fears came true when we arrived. The deputy’s call had come through. Mrs. Jamison was standing on the porch and she looked furious. Her arms were folded across her chest and her foot was tapping as we came up the steps to the house.

“Well Sally Ellen Jamison, just what do you have to say for yourself?” Her nostrils flared as she breathed. It looked as though she could barely contain herself.

“Momma, it’s not what you think. I didn’t have any beer or anything. We were just about to leave.”

Evelyn Jamison stood stony faced as Sally pleaded her case. It was going nowhere. Then I chimed in.

“It’s true Mrs. Jamison.  Sally didn’t drink any beer. We were just there – and I didn’t know there would be beer. No idea at all.” The last part wasn’t entirely true. I’d had an inkling of what type of party it was going to be. It didn’t matter. She cut me off.

“Sally Ellen, you go straight to your room and get your little self ready. You know what you have coming.” Sally let out a pathetic wail and burst into tears. “As for you, Tommy Flanders. You are forbidden to see my daughter again.” She pointed down the driveway. “Go!”

“No! No! Wait,” I said. This was a catastrophe. I could not leave it this way. Sally ran inside. I heard her shoes thumping up the stairs to her room. I turned to Mrs. Jamison. “Please, let me explain,” I said.

“There is nothing to explain, young man. Sally went to a party where alcohol was present. She knows full well that is strictly forbidden in this family and she knows the penalty.”

“Please don’t,” I said. “You can’t punish Sally. I’m the one who ought to be punished.”

Everything stopped. She looked at me with raised eyebrows. Something I’d said had struck a chord. She cocked her head, like she was considering an idea. “You know how Sally is punished.” It wasn’t a question the way she phrased it.

“Yes, I know. She told me.”

“Do you think you should get the same?” she said.

“I…I don’t know. I only know Sally should not be punished. It’s my fault. I sort of suspected what was going to be at the party and I took her there anyway.” Now I was admitting to a fib as well.

“A minute ago you said you had no idea there would be beer there. So on top of the rest, you just lied to me.”

I blushed red. “I’m sorry. Really sorry. You’ve got to let me see Sally again.”

“You never answered my question, young man. Do you think you should get the same treatment as Sally?”

I froze. A cold chill went up my spine as I thought about her question. Was she serious? Mrs. Jamison’s eyes bored into mine. It was like she could see through me.  “I’ll do anything if I can still see Sally,” I said.

“We’ll see,” she said. She went to the front door and motioned for me to come in. “If you want to see Sally again you will do exactly as I say.” She came in and crooked her finger, indicating that I was to follow. She led me to the parlor and told me to sit down. “I’m going upstairs now to punish Sally…” I started to protest, but she held her palm up. “You just wait right here. Afterwards we will discuss your behavior and what it will take for you to continue to see my daughter.”

She turned and walked out of the room. I heard her tread on the steps as she went upstairs. I could only imagine how Sally felt at that moment. As I waited, I noticed something. We were alone in the house, Sally, her mom, and I. The two younger brothers and Sally’s sister were somewhere else. The significance of this fact would become apparent later. For a time the house was still. All I heard was the ticking of the big grandfather clock in the foyer. Then I heard voices. Sally was being scolded. “I told you never to go to that kind of party,” I heard her mom say. Then: “Please, I didn’t know… (followed by crying)” from Sally. Mrs. Jamison’s voice again: “Stand up, Sally and take down your panties … right now!” From Sally: “No, mom, no!”

It occurred to me that the bedroom door had been left open deliberately so that I could hear. And I heard plenty. For the next several minutes the sounds of hard wood striking bare flesh echoed through the house. This was interspersed with the sounds of scolding and Sally’s heart wrenching sobs. I felt truly sorry for her, and it was all my fault. How was I ever going to make it up to her?

Smack! “Ow, momma!” Crack! “Wahhh!” Whap! “Nhhh…please, momma!” I heard it clearly and so I had this mental picture in my head of Mrs. Jamison seated on the bed with Sally prostrate over her lap, bare bottom cocked up, the paddle raised to shoulder height then speeding to its fleshy target in a blur, the resulting crack and the wail of distress. In my mind’s eye Sally wriggled, thumping her legs on the bed or maybe waving them in the air. God help me, I was getting hard visualizing the scene.

It continued for several long minutes before it finally stopped. There were voices now, but they were softer. I couldn’t hear what was being said. I imagined it was something along the lines of “you will never do that again.” A door shut. Footsteps announced that someone was descending the stairs. Mrs. Jamison appeared in the parlor door. In her hand was an oblong paddle, about a foot long, four inches wide. 

She motioned to be with her finger. “Come with me, Tommy. We have to have a talk.”

She led the way down a hallway to a door. We were going downstairs to the basement rec room. I followed, understanding what she had in mind. There was no mistaking it. She intended to give me a taste of the family paddle. I steeled myself thinking that if this is what it took to stay in her mother’s good graces, I’d do it. I’d take my licking. I had another thought, and that was that Sally might be more forgiving if I got it too.

The rec room had a ping pong table, some scattered chairs, and a leather couch against the wall. A padded chest sat in front of the couch. A wet bar occupied a far corner and an old TV stood in another. There were some narrow windows near the ceiling to let some light in during the daytime. Evelyn Jamison stopped in the middle of the room and turned to me.

“Do you see this?” she said holding up the paddle.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“I just had to paddle my daughter with it because you took her to a party where neither of you should have gone. We don’t allow alcohol at all in our family and you, young man, are not 21. You were breaking the law. It was fortunate that deputy goes to our church and knew Sally. You could have put her in a lot of trouble.”

I started to explain then thought the better of it. Lame excuses were not going to work. “Yes, ma’am,” was all I said.

“She is up there right now sobbing her eyes out because I had to punish her according to our family rules,” she said shaking the paddle at me to emphasize her points.

Then her tone softened. “I like you, Tommy. I think you’re a nice young man. But I will not have this sort of thing where Sally is concerned. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’ve decided to allow you to continue to see Sally,” she said. “But on one condition…”

Here it comes, I thought.

“…and that is that you take exactly what Sally just got. I mean to give you a good old fashioned spanking with this paddle right on your little bare bottom. What do you say to that?”

She raised her chin and stared me in the eye awaiting my reaction. Her chest heaved and her nostrils flared. She tapped the paddle in her palm. “Well?”

I had no choice. “Yes, ma’am. I guess I deserve it. And I do want to continue to see Sally. So I’ll do whatever you say.”

She nodded as I spoke. “Very well. Have you ever been spanked before, Tommy?”

I admitted I had not. It wasn’t done in my family.

“Well, then young man, you are way overdue. A good sound spanking is a learning experience every boy and girl should have. I warn you it will not be pleasant, but expect your full cooperation and obedience. Do we understand ourselves?”

I said, “yes, ma’am.” 

Then she did something I’d have never expected in a million years. Mrs. Jamison was wearing a skirt and sweater combination. Right in front of me, and as casually as if she were trying on shoes, she pulled the sweater over her head. Underneath she wore a white bra filled with those gloriously full breasts. Then she unclipped the tight sheath skirt and let it drop at her feet. Underneath she wore a white panty girdle. Beige nylons were clipped to it by garter clips. I was treated to a vision so sexy my cock threatened to burst through my pants. “I don’t wish to wrinkle these clothes,” she said by way of explanation. I was too dumbfounded to think. The only time I’d ever seen an adult woman in foundation underwear was when I’d walked in on my mother by accident as a kid.

She took my wrist and led me toward the couch. She seated herself on the padded chest in front of it and positioned me standing at her right side. “All right,” she said, “take down your trousers.” Then she thought about it. “No, instead, you take off everything down to your underwear.”

I did as she commanded, and soon I was at her side clad only in my white socks, white T-shirt and white underpants. My arousal was evident as I stood there waiting for the next order. She looked straight at my crotch where my prick pointed straight out. “Now take down your pants,” she said.

Bending slightly I slid the y-briefs down and my penis popped up, straight as a rod. “Well,” she said, “you are quite the young man, aren’t you?” Then without any further ado she pointed to her lap and said, “Over my knee you go.”

I laid myself across her thighs and she opened them slightly to accommodate my erection. Still, my penis was in contact with her thighs, and the feeling was delicious despite the situation. She moved me forward so that my nose was at the floor and my feet waved in the air. I remember the musky smell of her and the feel of her palm as she rubbed my bared bottom cheeks. 

“Since you’ve never been spanked before, I’ll start with my hand before we graduate to the paddle. Don’t put your hand back and don’t try to squirm off. You’ve agreed to this punishment and I intend to give it to you. I’m going to tan your fanny good, young man, so just make your mind up to take it like a man.”

I did not wait long. Her palm exploded across my bottom with a brisk barrage of spanks that fell indiscriminately all over my behind from the crest to the junction with my thighs. Left side, right side, all over. I never knew where the next smack would hit. The sensation was first a tingle, then it stung, then it really stung and my eyes watered. A spanking is like nothing else. The buttocks are fleshy but have pain receptors designed to alert the brain to sharp repetitive contact. So striking the same place repeatedly sends a message to the brain that is translated as heat. What I’m trying to say rather dispassionately, given the passage of time, is that the heat and awful sting piled on top of itself and made it more and more excruciatingly distressful. I wriggled as if I could shake it off. I fluttered my legs in what must have looked like a comical reaction, but to me it was no joke. She was setting my bottom on fire with just her hand, dishing out ringing volley after stinging volley, brisk spanks that had me yelping and flopping over her lap like a fish.

“Stop squirming,” she admonished giving me a few especially sharp spanks.

“Yow! Ow! I can’t help it,” I said breathlessly. “It really hurts. It burns.” I closed my eyes and tensed as another series of sharp smacks connected with my bobbing fanny.

Then it stopped. I caught my breath, grateful for the respite. I hadn’t broken down but wow, it had hurt much worse than I imagined – this unrelenting sting that blazed hotter and hotter. But for a minute it had stopped.

“Hurts, doesn’t it,” said Mrs. Jamison.

“Yes, ma’am,” I managed to choke.

“Well, the next part will be worse, young man. Are you ready? This is what Sally had to endure because of you.” I felt her tap my fanny with the paddle, getting ready.

Crack! The paddle landed square across my bottom, probably compressing my cheeks and planting a big red welt. 

“Owwww!” I yelled. This was something else. This pain was an order of magnitude worse. For the next several minutes the crack of the paddle rang out like pistol shots in the still air of that basement room. I bucked and gasped for breath, wriggling shamelessly, flailing my arms, kicking my feet and yelping incoherently. My ass burned like a fiery furnace. I don’t think she left a square inch untouched. She plied that paddle up and down and side to side. I was blubbering. Tears were falling despite my best efforts to control them. The atrocious sting reached unbearable intensity as spank after spank cracked down on my defenseless bottom. I  finally regressed to that ten year old boy taken to his absolute limits and beyond .

Finally after a few hard slow swats she stopped. 

“Stand up,” she said.

I rose, doing my best to choke back sobs. My hands went to my throbbing fanny. It was hot to the touch.

“Come here,” she said, indicating I should sit on her lap.

I was puzzled. What now? She had just reduced me to a teary mess. Was she trying to make up? I was not prepared for what came next. I eased myself onto her lap. Her thighs were soft so it was ok. She eased her hand into my crotch and seized my cock.

“My young man’s pride looks deflated,” she said with a dry chuckle. But it was coming back as she stroked it. “I had to punish you properly, you know. Where my daughter is concerned there is no cutting any slack. You understand that, don’t you?”

“I guess so,” I said, but now I was completely confused.

“You just don’t know how lonely it is. I have needs.” She was stroking my penis back into hardness. “Ooh, that’s more like it,” she said. “I’m going to show you some things.”

Now I was squirming with pleasure because the friction of her hand sliding up and down my shaft was propelling me toward climax. She sensed she was getting close and stopped. “Not just yet,” she said. She stood me up and rose from the chest she had been sitting on. I watched as she slipped her thumbs in her panty girdle and slid it down exposing a lush bush between her thighs.

She sat down again and pushed me down to kneel between her legs. Grabbing me behind my head she pulled me forward into that junction between her legs. “You don’t understand this, but spanking your little bottom to a cherry red just made me all horny. I’m going to teach you how to satisfy a woman. Then we’ll take care of that stiff boy cock of yours.”

She taught me how to use my tongue to please her. Once I had pleasured her to her satisfaction, she sat me back on her lap and finished what she had started, gripping my cock and pumping her hand up and down. I erupted, jerking and pumping with a monster orgasm that shot my gism halfway across the room. That done, she set about renewing me, knowing that the second time I’d be able to give her a long ride. She was right. She pulled me on top of her, guided my fresh erection into her vagina and started pumping her hips. She urged me on until I’d given her several climaxes. Then it was switch to a new position and go again. By then we’d been down there well over an hour. She shooed me out and told me she’d contact me later. 

By the time she had finished with me, I was as worn out as a limp dishrag. It was the first time but not the last.  What she wanted was to be serviced. I got it then. With a husband abroad, she had an itch that needed scratching. But in a close knit community of conservative church going folk, an affair with someone her age was too risky. So here I was, a nineteen year old, both horny and pliable, and I would do just fine. I won’t kid you, I was having sex and loving it. She was a very thorough teacher and I was learning all kinds of things about pleasing a woman. It was a heady time and I was zoned out on lust, always eager for more. 

Did she ever spank me again? As a matter of fact, yes, although never like that first time. I discovered she liked playing spanky games, and in more frivolous moods she would flip me across her knee, usually when I was stark naked, and spank my bottom until I begged her to stop. “You have the cutest, cheekiest little fanny, Tommy. You should be spanked by a woman – and often.” Now the times she had patted my ass in a patronizing way made sense.

In a turnabout one day, she handed me a leather belt of her husband’s and told me to whip her.  She wanted me to do it hard and not hold back. She perched on all fours on her bed, sticking out that magnificent rear end. I took the doubled belt and striped her luscious fanny until she told me to stop. But, she had taken quite a strapping before she called a halt. In fact she did this several times. It may have been feelings of guilt she was trying to purge, atoning for what we were doing. Whatever the reason, she never told me to stop until her hind end was welted with red stripes.

I still went out with Sally, having paid the price of that admission with a blistered ass, but my making out time with Sally paled in comparison to the intense sex I was having with her mom. It always at her house and at times when no one else was there. Toward the end I became more and more apprehensive that someone would catch us, but I was saved by the bell, in a manner of speaking.

I got drafted.

I was away for two years and when I was released, the family had moved again, this time to  Missouri. So I never went back to Virginia, and I never saw Sally or Mrs. Jamison again. Perhaps that was just as well. My affair with her mom was a secret I’d have never been able to keep from Sally. Hell, maybe she knew. To this day, though, whenever I see a middle aged well built woman who appeals to me, two things happen – an erection starts to build and my buttocks clench up.

The Wrestling Ladies

When Bruce was invited out by the guys in the shop he was elated. Finally, they had decided to include him in their group. He knew he was not regarded as a cool guy, but he wanted to be accepted as one of the gang. They were a cool bunch of guys from work--Brad, Jim, Harry and Nick, and now he got to join them.

"We know this really outrageous place, you'll love it," Jim told him. "It's like, a wrestling joint, you know, with chicks in bikinis wrestling each other. It is hot. You won't frickin' believe it."

That sounded good to Bruce. He could see himself laughing and carrying on with the rest of the guys as they howled at the wrestling chicks. Because that’s all he really wanted – to be one the guys. 

They picked him up in Jim's car and the five of them drove to this club. It was garishly lit on the outside. Lots of neon, signs that said "Girls!" and "Nude" flashed at him as they drove up. Inside were tables set on levels and arranged around a stage, amphitheater-style. The stage had ropes like a boxing ring. The guys ordered drinks and settled in for night of fun. 

Bruce felt like he'd finally arrived. This was great--whooping it up with his new buddies. He probably had a few drinks too many, though, but was having such a good time that it just felt euphoric. The lights dimmed and an announcer came out. Much to the delight of the mostly male crowd, two busty babes, one blonde, one brunette, in abbreviated bikinis were introduced as the first match of the evening. The guys hooted and hollered as they went at each other with gusto. At one point the brunette ripped off the blonde's top to roars of approval. The blonde retaliated by pinning the brunette face down and spanking her luscious bottom while she wriggled and pounded the floor with her hands.

This set the stage for the next bout--a paddling match. The MC announced that the loser of the next match would have to take a full 10 licks with the "attitude adjuster". This time the contestants were a statuesque redhead and an athletic blonde. Both were well-built and hot. Then he brought out "Madame X" who would apply the "attitude adjuster" to the lush tail of the loser. Madame X was a sight. She was six feet tall in high heels and wore a black corset with thigh-high PVC boots. A solidly built Amazon of a woman, she nonetheless had curves in all the right places. Wearing a mask like Catwoman, she carried this black leather paddle with holes in it, making a circuit of the ring holding up the paddle for all to see. The place went wild with guys hooting and clapping. 

The two contestants squared off. Both were wearing brief thongs that left them nearly bare and the sight of bouncing breasts and buttocks as they tussled was hypnotic to the mostly male crowd. The rowdy audience rooted for its favorites, mindful of the fact that there was to be an interesting forfeit for the loser.

Bruce rooted for the blonde--not because he wanted her to win, so much as he wanted the redhead to lose. He was looking forward to seeing her lush buns spanked with Madame X's paddle.  After two rounds of furious tussling, the blonde did get the upper hand and pinned the unfortunate red haired girl.

The guys wildly for the blonde as the announcer raised up her hand in triumph. "The winner...Trina! and our loser is ...Tess. Ohhh, Tess, Madame X would like to see you now," said the MC, hamming it up for all he was worth.

Tess looked genuinely apprehensive as she beheld Madame X crooking her finger, motioning for Tess to come to the center of the ring. As the crowd hollered, Tess turned her back and bent over dutifully grabbing her knees. Madame X grabbed her around the waist, almost holding her under her arm. With her beautifully rounded posterior sticking up nicely, Tess absorbed 10 hearty smacks of the paddle, each one laid on slowly and with much fanfare by the imperious Madame X. Tess' bouncing buns jiggled at each swat from the paddle, and judging by her shrill yelps and the redness infusing her seat, they were real paddle swats.

By this time Bruce had a raging hard-on and was well lubricated as well. 

"Man, that gal really got her tail fanned," said Jim.

"No way would I want that to be me," added Nick.

"I don't know," said Bruce, "maybe it was fake--special effects or something."

"Oh?" said Harry, eyebrows raised. "You think it was fake?"

"I dunno," drawled Bruce, now unsure of himself. "It just didn't look like that big a deal."

"I don't know, Bruce," said Jim, "they claim these paddlings are the real thing." Then he grinned. "Maybe there's a way to find out."

The MC was back now and with him was a tall, well built blonde. She had closely cropped hair and a trim athletic body. Bruce noticed the high set but not overly large breasts and the long well muscled legs. She looked like she did weight training. The broad shoulders and toned arms looked powerful. She was quite alluring, and in her two piece bikini there was not much left to the imagination. To Bruce it seemed like she looked more fit than the others. Bruce didn't see an opponent.

"What's going on? Who's she going to wrestle?"

The rest of the guys smiled at each other--like they had seen this before, but Nick said, "Hell, I dunno. Do you know, Jim?"

"Beats me," said Jim.

Their attention shifted at the sound of the MC's voice.

"Now, ladies and gentlemen, we have come to the part of the evening that you have all been waiting for--our challenge match."

The room erupted with applause and cheers. Clearly, Bruce mused, this was a crowd favorite.

"That's right, Ladies and gentlemen, tonight we issue a challenge--to anyone, male or female, who can defeat our champion, our own--Terrible Tawny DeVille." The place went wild. The MC waited for the hooting and cheering to die down.

"If there are any among you who will dare wrestle Terrible Tawny, a reward awaits you. I will give $500, that's right, folks, $500 to the man or woman who can pin Tawny DeVille."

As the room erupted again, Jim said," How about it Bruce, think you can take her?"

"Yeah, Bruce, how 'bout you, you're a strong guy. Wow, $500 is good money."

"C'mon Bruce, she's just a girl."

Bruce was feeling no pain, but, wow, wrestle a girl? Still $500 was not bad.

"But that's it, Jim, Nick, she's a girl."

"Well, if you're chicken..." Nick didn't have to finish.

Bruce stood up. Waved his arms. "Here, me....hey...over here."

The announcer saw him. "There, right, there. The gentleman standing. Come on down, sir."

Bruce grinned and sauntered down to the stage.

The MC stuck a microphone in his face. "And your name is?"

"Uh, Bruce." Bruce was grinning like an idiot. His buddies were cheering him on.

"Very good, Bruce. Tell me--are you ready to wrestle? Are you ready, for the grand prize of $500, to take on our lovely Tawny Deville?"

"Yeah. I'm game."

"He's game, folks. We have a challenger."

Bruce raised his hands as the crowd hooted.

"OK, Bruce. Let me explain the rules of our little contest. It's one round. You wrestle until one of you is pinned or you holler 'uncle'. There is no punching or kicking or hitting But if you lose” And here he paused for effect. “Your fate awaits you...and it is terrible one indeed."

Cheering erupted, but a cold chill crept up Bruce's back.

"If you lose, you have an appointment with Madame X—and her paddle. Ten hearty swats.” He smiled broadly. Did Bruce hear that right? Get spanked by Madame X? He was stunned. He almost didn’t hear the next part.

“Do you accept the challenge? Do you dare?"

Oh my God, thought Bruce, but it was too late. He couldn't back out now. The crowd was roaring and Bruce knew that his buddies were waiting to see if he would chicken out.

"Y-yes, I'll do it," he said somewhat weakly. What had he gotten himself into? He flushed, chagrinned as he contemplated the embarrassing prospect of being paddled by that woman.

They took Bruce backstage and fitted him in a brief Speedo that had him blushing at how ridiculous he looked. He felt nearly naked. When he emerged back into the lights amid howls and jeers, the first thing he saw was Tawny DeVille standing in the middle of the ring, hands on her hips with a wide grin on her face.

They faced off. A bell clanged. Bruce had no idea what to do. The whole thing was terrifying now. He shuffled around, arms outstretched, emulating what he thought he’d seen wrestlers do. Tawny DeVille just smiled and waited. Finally Bruce decided that he had to do something. So he lunged in. His opponent grabbed his wrist and swept her foot behind his. They fell to the mat in a heap. Bruce felt her grab him from the rear in some sort of hold. At the same time he could feel her, her breasts crushing against his back. He managed to turn it around and fell on top of her in a parody of a sexual position. Bruce tried to pin her, but she slipped away and dropped him again, this time sitting on his face. His nose was almost up her crotch. He could smell the musky scent of her. He brought his hands up and palmed her buttocks, trying to push her off. She reversed her position and laid her body across his chest. By now Bruce was exhausted. He had nothing left. Tawny DeVille pressed his shoulders down and pinned him. The bell rang.

Tawny DeVille stood up, victorious. She even extended her hand and pulled Bruce to his feet. He stood on wobbly legs.

“And the winner is---our own Tawny DeVille!” The announcer boomed it out with glee. Bruce tried to regain control of his breathing. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the formidable figure of Madame X entering the ring—with her paddle.

“And nowwww---“ The announcer leered at Bruce. “---Our unfortunate loser must take his licks. Madame X, if you will.”

Madame X put her foot on a stool at the center of the ring and crooked her finger at Bruce. The whole place was coming down, shouting and screaming at Madame X, Bruce and everyone else. Bruce tentatively came forward. Good grief, the woman was big and built. No question-- she was all woman, with all the requisite curves, but she had the muscles of a bodybuilder.

She lifted Bruce like he was a rag doll and put him over her propped up knee. Bruce hung there, his butt pointed skyward and his legs waving in the air. Then, WHAP! The paddle smacked his ass and he jumped. It stung! The crowd roared its approval. 

WHACK! He got another one. Yow! His ass stung even worse. The heat was beginning to build. He realized then that the paddle was made of some springy material that not only made a lot of noise but generated some real heat.

Smack! Another one made him kick his legs back.

Crack! Good grief! His butt was ablaze.

Still, six more swats with that paddle to come, and he was feeling it. His behind really burned, reminding him of childhood spankings from the past, how the sting would make him burst into tears begging his mom to stop. But it didn’t stop until he had all ten solidly applied licks. When it was over Madame X put Bruce on his feet and slyly patted his behind. She whispered in his ear, “You’re a good sport. Come backstage after the show. I’ll let the doorman know.”

Bruce didn’t know what to make of that. He was escorted back to a dressing room where he rubbed his burning buttocks, trying to put out the fire. He put his street clothes back on and while the next match was going on, he slipped back in to watch. He didn’t feel much like rejoining his supposed friends. Obviously, this had been a set up and he had fallen for it. It made him sad, but there was one bright spot. He had been invited backstage. That caused a little flutter of arousal. The wrestling match had actually made him hard. All that body contact with a hot number like Tawny DeVille, the feeling of rubbing up against breasts and buttocks with various body parts. The paddling had been arousing too, and he thought that odd. There was just a warm glow in his seat now that was making him randy as hell. All he knew was that he would very much like to see these women again.

******

He didn’t want to wait around, so he left and went outside. He had no idea what he wanted to do and by default took to strolling aimlessly down the street. An idea struck as he chanced upon a street vendor selling flowers. That’s the ticket, he thought. He bought a bouquet and made his way back to the club.

As promised, the doorman recognized him and led him around a different way, backstage toward the dressing rooms.

“They liked you, man,” said the doorman. “Not many guys get invited back to the dressing room after a show. Yeah, they maybe got their eyes on you.”

“That’s a good thing isn’t it?” said Bruce. “Do they ever date guys? You know -- let you take them out?”

The doorman chuckled. “From what I’ve heard it’s not exactly like that. They like some guys, certain types of guys. Mostly, nice polite types like yourself who are, let’s say, obedient. But they are peculiar, I’ve heard, so watch yourself. Me, I get nervous around gals like them.”

He showed him the door and left. Bruce stood there for a moment, flower bouquet in his hand, wondering if he should knock. He was nervous. Finally he did.

The door was opened by Tawny DeVille.

“Well, look what we have here, Lara. Our friend from the show.” She opened the door and ushered him in. 

Bruce gulped. He’d never seen so much feminine pulchritude so openly displayed. There were nearly a dozen women in various stages of undress casually milling around, packing costumes away and preparing to dress. Mostly they were in underwear, just bras and panties. Bruce tried not to stare.

Lara, who Bruce recognized as Madame X, came forward. 

“Hello. Bruce is it?”

Bruce nodded and proffered the flowers.

She took them. “How nice. You’re a thoughtful boy.” She turned around. “See what a thoughtful young man he is? I told you. Francine,” she said addressing a stunning brunette, “find some water, could you?”

Francine smiled and took the flowers.

“You were a good sport, young man. You were not going to beat Tawny, you know. All my ladies are body builders, and they all know how to wrestle.”

Bruce could see that. They all looked athletic with well-developed legs, arms and shoulders. But that did not detract from their womanly charms one bit. Despite the intimidation factor they were all hot. Waists were tiny and breasts and buttocks were full and rounded. Bruce found himself sporting an erection which he tried to will into submission lest they see his state and disapprove.

Lara sat Bruce down and introduced him to several of the girls. Tawny DeVille was Jen. The lush redhead who’d been paddled was Virginia. Francine was a gorgeous brunette. They all chatted him up for a few minutes, one at a time. Bruce almost got the feeling that it was an interview. They asked him if he was married, whether he had a girlfriend, did he go to clubs often? Bruce truthfully answered no to all these questions and the girls seemed pleased with his answers.

Finally Lara came back over and sat down next to Bruce, her thigh touching his. She leaned in close and whispered, “I enjoyed spanking you Bruce. You have a nice tight boy butt. I hope it wasn’t too hard.” She giggled.

Bruce blushed and swallowed. Her feminine presence, so close to him was unnerving. “No, it was – I mean you didn’t… it was ok, really. Actually it was kind of nice.” He attempted a sophisticated chuckle. “It was hot, if you really want to know.”

“Really?” said Lara. She tossed her head back, now very interested. “Have you been spanked by a woman before?” She drew the question out and smiled broadly.

Bruce froze. How could he admit that the last woman to spank him had been his mom and he’d been a teenager at the time? How embarrassing was that? He’d stayed too late at a party and had come home smelling of beer and smoke. His mother, a strict and demanding matriarch, had met him at the door. Bruce made the mistake of sassing her. It was the one and only time he did, because his mother marched him upstairs, took him into her bedroom and sat on a chest at the foot of her bed while he stood. She scolded him for several minutes before grabbing her hairbrush off her vanity table. Then she issued the dreaded command that made his blood freeze, “Bruce Hanson Davis, take your pants down and get over my knee. You are getting the spanking of your life. You won’t sass me again, ever, young man.”

Despite his pleading and apologies, his mother was unmoved. Mother ran the house and once she issued a command, that was it. You obeyed. She put him over her knee as if he were a child of ten, not a mature teenager. The spanking he got with that hard hairbrush was the last, and possibly the worst, licking he’d ever received. And he’d received more than a few. The hard wood smacked his bare fanny over and over until he was a sobbing and contrite mess of a little boy. His momma spanked long, pausing at times to lecture, the lecture punctuated with sharp spanks with the brush. The searing burn was unimaginable, overwhelming him with pain and shame. It lasted a good five minutes, and when it finally ended he had hopped up and down frantically, trying to rub the sting out of his blazing bottom while tears poured from his eyes. As his mother had intended, that had taken him down a peg or two.

No, he didn’t want to tell Lara about that.

“Uh, no,” he lied, blushing beet red.

“Mmm,” she mused. “I see. So it was something new.” Then she changed the subject. “How did you feel about losing the wrestling match to a woman?”

Bruce shrugged, but the question got his dander up. “Ok, she knew some tricks. But I still think I’m stronger.”

That got a reaction. Several of the girls turned around and laughed. 

Lara chuckled. “You do, do you? Well then, care for a rematch?”

Bruce, stung by the girls’ reactions, said, “Sure, why not? She surprised me that first time is all. I bet I’d win if we did it again.”

Lara flashed a broad smile. “Ok, then. Come over to our place Sunday afternoon. We have a swimming pool.” Then she added with a grin, “But swimming suits are optional. We’ll have a rematch, you and Tawny. And we’ll have a little wager.”

Bruce’s eyes narrowed. What now?

“If you win, Tawny is your slave for the day. She will do anything you ask.” Then Lara leaned her head in close to Bruce and looked him straight in the eyes. “And I mean anything.” She leaned back and called to Tawny, “Isn’t that right Tawny?”

“That’s right,” said Tawny. She’d been standing there, hands on hips, listening. “Mmmm…you can have me any way you want, Bruce.”

“And if I lose?” Bruce swallowed again. He had the impression of a lioness stalking a gazelle, the way she eyed him.

“If you lose – let’s see.” She tapped her finger against her lip, thinking. “I know. How about a spanking on your bare butt and you agree to be our houseboy for the day and serve us at our whim. How about that?”

A bare butt spanking? Yow! Thought Bruce. Then he looked at Tawny’s hot hardbody figure and that come hither smile. His cock surged. Damn! He was sure had not mistaken Lara’s meaning. This whole thing had just jumped to a new level.

“You’re on,” he said. “I’ll be there.”

*****

After that chat, Bruce was hooked. He didn’t know why these women were interested in him but he wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity. He could weather the inevitable kidding and snickering at work, secure in the knowledge that he, not they, had been invited to the home of the club’s gorgeous female wrestlers. That thought made him wonder. Did they own the place together? Did they share the house in some kind of communal living arrangement?

Bruce found the place easily enough. It was a French country style house, some distance out of the city. A long gravel driveway flanked by trees on each side led to a circular driveway in front of the house. In the middle of the driveway was a fountain that featured water pouring from a pitcher held by a naked cherub. A woman in Grecian robes standing next to the cherub held a flail in her hand. It was an odd piece of sculpture.

He left his car in the driveway with several others and stepped up to the front door. He heard a soft chime ring as he pushed the button. A minute later the door opened and he was greeted by a young and very pretty girl in a frilly maid’s costume. He recognized her as one of the girls from the club. The skirt was scandalously short, coming barely to the tops of her thighs. She wore stockings and high heels that emphasized the lean muscular shape of her legs. The top was low cut and Bruce had to force his gaze away from her cleavage. Around her neck she wore a leather collar with a ring in it. The collar seemed out of sync with the rest of her costume.

She smiled and said “Please follow me. Everyone is out back.”

She turned to lead the way and Bruce followed, his eyes glued to the provocative sway of her hips in that short skirt. Double French doors led to a patio surrounding an expansive swimming pool, and it was here that Bruce’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

All of the ladies from the club were sunbathing, swimming or lounging around the pool in bathing attire that revealed nearly everything. There were half a dozen hot young women in thong bikinis that were barely there displaying acres of white, golden and bronzed female flesh.  Bruce took it all in. There were also several men. They wore abbreviated bathing trunks like Speedos and appeared to be catering to the women lounging around the pool, fetching drinks for some, massaging the feet of others, and spreading lotion on sunbathers who were face down in lawn recliners. He stood there, transfixed with awe, and almost did not hear the question proposed to him.

“So how about it, Bruce? Ready for a rematch?”

Bruce turned, startled to see that it was Lara who had addressed him. He gulped. Lara was a formidable woman in just about any attire, but clad in a tiny black bikini, she was overwhelming. Standing at over six feet tall, her black hair spilling down, breasts straining against the tiny confines of her bikini top, she was a vision of female strength and power. Bruce was just glad he wasn’t being asked to wrestle her.

“Uh, sure,” said Bruce. 

Tawny, a/k/a Jen, stood back, hands on her hips. She smiled at him, but it was a not a warm smile, it was almost a smirk. Two girls dragged a mat over onto a part of the lawn. Interest perked up among the men and women around the pool who saw something was about to happen. A crowd began to assemble, spacing themselves around the mat. Bruce noted the gleeful expressions on some of the faces, especially the women’s. The men were more subdued, as if they knew that what was about to happen did not bode well for him.

Lara assumed control of the festivities. “We have a rematch,” she announced. “Bruce here will take another shot at Jen for the usual wager. If he wins, her ass is his. If he loses, he will be our houseboy for today – with the customary initiation ceremony.”

Everyone murmured approval. A few clapped and whistled. There was laughter. Bruce was alarmed. Initiation ceremony? What had she meant by that? 

“But first,” she said. “We have an item of business. Those in our household know that we have a demerit system. The one having the largest number of demerits for the past week must serve as ‘maid for a day’ and must also accept her punishment for bad behavior. We do this on Sunday, which is today. Since we are all gathered now to see Bruce square off with Jen, we might as well take care of the demerits. Gina?” Lara looked toward the French doors where the pretty girl in the French maid’s outfit stood.

“Yes, Lara,” she said in a small voice. To Bruce she sounded nervous.

“It’s time girl. Go get the paddle and come right back out here.”

Now there was visible excitement and Bruce immediately understood why. Someone was going to get it. Gina returned a few moments later. In her hand was a short strap, maybe a foot long and a few inches wide secured to a handle. To Bruce, it had the look of an implement that was all business. It looked wicked.

Lara snapped her fingers at one of the men. “Fetch me a chair, Gregory.” As Gregory rushed to do her bidding, she added, “I should not have to tell you, Gregory. You should have known what I needed. We’ll have a little talk about that later.” Bruce could see Gregory blush red with embarrassment while others chuckled. Just what had she meant by a “little talk?”

Gregory grabbed an armless chair and brought it over next to the pool. He placed it behind Lara and she proceeded to sit while the bikini-clad club girls and the men moved closer then fanning out in a semi circle surrounding Gina who stood silently holding the strap.

“Well, Gina dear, it seems like you are our unlucky winner this week.” She shook her head and clucked her tongue. “So many household demerits.” Then Bruce saw Lara looking at him. He knew he must have looked confused, because Lara said, “I see our guest is wondering just what in the world is going on. Well, I’ll tell you, as Gina brings herself right over here. Come on Gina. Bring momma the paddle.” She gestured with her hand. As Gina walked toward Lara, seated there like a Roman empress summoning a slave, Lara continued.

“We all live here in this house, me and all my girls. The boys are special guests today, like you. You see, I own the wrestling club and the girls work for me. Plus they get free room and board. But there are rules and everyone has chores. We keep a weekly list and if there are so many infractions, that person has to pay a little penalty. She must act as maid for a day and serve everyone else. And, for each tick, or demerit, she gets three licks with my little attitude adjuster here.” 

Gina now stood to Lara’s right side. “Now, Gina has been rather naughty – how many demerits do you have dear?”

“Six,” said Gina in a small voice, then she started to protest. “But it’s not fair. I didn’t deserve all of them.”

“Oh, right, Gina baby. You got six – and all your own fault,” said a lush brunette whose name Bruce didn’t know. Others chimed in too. The consensus seemed to be that she deserved what she was going to get.

“Six,” said Lara, shaking her head. “My, my, girl. That’s too bad.” She slapped her thighs. “Time to pay up, then. Hand momma the strap and get across momma’s knee.”

Bruce now understood. Lara acted not only as employer but also as some sort of house  mother to this bevy of young women who lived in her house as if they were a sorority of some sort. His eyes grew wide as the pretty Gina clambered over Lara’s thighs face down. Her bottom jutted up and the tiny French maid skirt rode up her backside, half exposing diaphanous black panties set off by a garter belt and hose of the same color. Bruce felt his groin tighten and his cock stiffened, pushing against his slacks, making a tent.

The others who were watching exhibited various reactions. Some were clearly excited to see one of their own getting a licking. Others bit their lips, perhaps in empathy with the unfortunate Gina. Still others chuckled in amusement at seeing the pretty girl taken down a peg.

For Bruce it was arousing. He had to catch his breath as Lara skinned down the tiny panties leaving Gina’s shapely bottom gloriously bare. The cheeks jiggled slightly as Lara shifted her position. Then she hefted the strap.

“Eighteen licks, Gina. You know the rules. No jumping around, no squirming away. That will only mean extras.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Gina.

Lara patted Gina’s bottom a time or two then raised her arm to deliver the first lick. It fell, landing square across Gina’s lush bottom summits with a loud crack. Gina squealed. 

Crack! “Ahh...woo!” yelped Gina, as another swat landed.

Crack! “Yow!” Cried Gina.

Smack! Another solid stroke made her fanny ripple.

The licking continued to fall in a methodical fashion. Lara took her time. She applied the strap deftly with several seconds between spanks. Gina yelped lustily. She flinched and clenched, reacting to each solid crack with the strap, but she remained in position. The strap’s impacts caused the flesh of her bottom to ripple. Gina threw her head back, and bucked, her feet flying up behind her as each smack rang out. 

Smack! The strap flattened the rounded cheeks.

Smack! A hard crack right at the base of her buttocks.

Crack! Gina yowled and fluttered her feet.

When all eighteen had been delivered, Lara set Gina on her feet. Gina bent over and drew air through her teeth with a painful hiss as she tried to rub the sting out her bottom cheeks. Lara told her to pull her panties up and with a last smack of her palm sent Gina scooting off to put the strap back where it belonged, a place all the girls were, no doubt, very familiar with.

Lara stood and, along with everyone else watched the red-bottomed Gina beat a hasty retreat to the house, strap in hand. She slapped her hands together in a display of having accomplished a much needed chore, then announced, “All right everyone. Time for the main event.” They moved as a group over to the mat that had been spread out on the lawn and spaced themselves around it to get a good look. 

For Bruce the moment of reckoning had arrived, and looking at Jen’s lean frame and sinewy musculature in broad daylight as she stretched to warm up, he wasn’t so cocksure any more. If he were honest with himself, he’d have to admit that he’d taken this challenge in a moment of unexpected bravado fueled by lust. What if he lost? He’d be over Lara’s lap getting his bottom spanked and then have to serve as their houseboy? What did that mean? A chill crept up his spine. Bruce broke into a cold sweat. What had he gotten himself into? His nervous reverie was broken by Lara, who stood in the center of that mat.

“Ok, Bruce, my boy. Time for the match.” She looked him up and down. “But, you’re still wearing street clothes. That just won’t do.” She shook her head side to side, grimacing at his attire, plainly inappropriate for engaging in a wrestling match. “Better strip down to your undies, Bruce, or these clothes are going to get torn.”

“My undies?” said Bruce.

“Yeah.” Lara gestured with her hand toward the observers around the ring. “C’mon, Bruce, they’re all wearing bikinis and swimming shorts. You won’t be much different.”

“Yes, I see. I suppose so,” said Bruce. All the same, he was going to have to strip to his underwear in front of these people. Gingerly he unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his pants, blushing all the time. He was wearing jockey shorts. They were purple and he caught a few subdued whistles along with some barely suppressed laughter. Bruce didn’t think his face could get any redder. He took off his shirt and socks. Now all he had on were the purple jockey shorts which displayed an embarrassing boner that had resulted from watching Gina take her strapping.

“Well, I see you enjoyed our little domestic discipline scene, Bruce,” said Lara with a barely suppressed laugh. She turned to the blonde flexing her biceps, getting ready. “Will that bother you Jen?”

She shook her head and gave Bruce a wide smile. “Not at all. Maybe I’ll find a use for it later.”

Lara stood between the pair. “Wrestlers ready?”

Lara crouched slightly, arms outstretched. Bruce emulated her stance. He really had no idea how to do this.

“Ok, go!” Lara dropped her arm as though starting a race, and got out of the way.

Jen came forward, shuffling her feet. Bruce backpedalled, unsure of what to do. Then she straightened up, putting her left foot forward. Bruce saw that as an opportunity and lurched at the blonde, thinking to grab her around the waist and take her down. To his surprise, Jen stepped into his charge, planted her right foot, and swept her right arm across his chest. With her arm acting as a lever, she threw Bruce backwards using her hip as a fulcrum. He landed flat on his back and Tawny/Jen promptly jumped on top of him, pinning his arms to his side and pressing her body against his. Bruce felt her breasts squishing into his chest, smelled her sweet scent. Her hot breath caressed his neck. He was pinned and powerless. The match had lasted all of 15 seconds.

Jen jumped up, extended her hand and grabbing Bruce by the wrist, pulled him to his feet. He realized now he’d never had a chance. The woman was a pro and knew exactly what she was doing. He didn’t. She stood there, arms folded, with a broad grin on her face.

“Well, Bruce, it looks like our Jen got the best of you yet again,” said Lara, striding over. “I think we have our houseboy for the day – and it’s spanking time.”

Everyone who was watching clapped and whistled as Lara took Bruce’s wrist and led him toward the chair she’d used for Gina’s spanking. Instinctively Bruce tried to jerk back, but Lara just reached up and tweaked his earlobe between her thumb and forefinger and led him along. He felt like he was once again ten years old and being led to his room for a shameful punishment by a determined mom.

“We’ll have none of that, Bruce. You are not getting away from momma and the spanking you have coming. Remember our bet?”

“Ow!” said Bruce, reaching for his ear and stumbling after the muscular woman.

She sat down in the chair and with a swift economy of movement flipped Bruce across her knees. He flailed around, waving his arms, his feet fluttering. Lara gripped his waist with left arm pulling him closer. The chair had a cross brace at the bottom and she put her right foot on it. This elevated Bruce’s hips so that his bottom was thrust into prominence. There was a moment of panic when he felt her fingers in the elastic of his briefs and he shouted, “No!” and put his hands behind, trying to stop her.

Lara merely swatted his hands away. “Now, Bruce, you naughty boy. Let’s have none of that. The bet was a bare butt spanking, and that’s what you have coming, so get those hands out of the way.” But Bruce was beyond listening and kept putting his hands in the way. Lara’s response was to grasp his left arm and grip it in a hammer lock high on his back. With her right hand she finished the job of skinning down Bruce’s underwear until it came to rest in his knee hollows.

Bruce squirmed shamefully, his bare ass on rude display. Lara patted the exposed flesh, testing the resilience. Bruce felt his erection rising as his penis rubbed against Lara’s thigh.

“You have a first class tight little boy butt, Bruce. It will be a pleasure to spank it. Are you ready?”

Bruce gurgled something unintelligible. Lara had opened her legs and had clamped Bruce’s erection between her muscular thighs. He felt a sudden surge of pleasure as she rubbed her legs together.

“Oh, that’s naughty, Bruce. I can feel you,” she said in a sing-song voice. “Ok, here we go.” Suddenly she was all business.

Smack! That first stinging crack landed square across both cheeks. Bruce’s eyes flew wide open at the shock of that first hard blow.

Smack! Crack! Whap! Lara administered three hard shots, right left and center.

“Owww!” howled Bruce. Wow! That really stung! He renewed the leg fluttering.

Lara settled into a tempo, delivering hard ringing smacks to alternate sides of Bruce’s bottom cheeks. He squirmed around, but Lara had him in a vice grip. To the spectators it looked almost comical – the fully grown young man bouncing and humping over the muscular woman’s knees while she paddled his wriggling fanny like he was a little boy. The sound of palm striking bare flesh was like sharp pops that echoed off the walls of the house. She kept at it relentlessly, not missing a beat. The color of Bruce’s bottom cheeks turned first to pink and then, as the spanking continued unabated, a cherry red.

Bruce gasped at the unbelievable stinging sensation. It was as if someone had lit a fire. He felt absolutely helpless. The shame alone was mortifying, but now he had to contend with the fact that it hurt! He absolutely didn’t want to cry in front of all these people, but it was getting harder to hold back the tears. He felt his eyes watering. The pain was overwhelming. He knew it wasn’t injuring him in any way, but dammit! This stung worse than anything – a thousand bees could not be worse.

*****

The wrestling girls smiled. They’d seen it all before. Lara could spank. She loved to spank. Something in her makeup. And she didn’t care if it were a man or a woman, although there was something about bringing a man to tears that seemed particularly satisfying to her. She was almost artistic about it. She varied the tempo, sometimes using rapid fire slaps with lots of wrist action, sometimes slowing down to deliver full arm sonorous smacks that flattened the spankee’s bottom on impact. Not many subjects escaped one of Lara’s spankings without breaking down completely and bawling. They all knew from experience. They’d all been there. It was her club, her house and she had appointed herself chief disciplinarian. So it was play by her rules or leave. Most had decided it was a small price to pay for living in luxury.

“When I give a spanking, Bruce, I don’t stop until I see a red hot fanny, and some salty tears,” she said, bringing her palm down with a wrist snapping motion. “Yours is just about there.”

Bruce didn’t hear. He was beyond hearing anything and was nearing the breaking point. His choked cries and protests signaled he was at the end of his rope. His bottom was a flaming red. Each new spank would be excruciating, they knew.

Finally, Bruce stopped squirming and collapsed in a limp heap over her knees.

“Ahhh….wahhh,” he wailed, his tears soaking the ground.

Lara stopped. “There,” she said patting the boyish cheeks she’d just spanked to a vermilion red. “Now you can get up.”

She hauled him to his feet. Bruce was oblivious to the state of his nudity. He bent over and gripped his flaming buns, rubbing, hissing in pain all the while, his semi-erect penis flopping around.

“I’ll bet your momma never spanked you that good, did she Bruce?” said Lara, chuckling at her own handiwork. She’d given him a good one. They could all attest to that.

*****

It was Jen who led Bruce to the house. “Let’s go Bruce,” she said. “We’ll get you set up to be our houseboy for the day.” He’d somehow managed to pull his underwear back up over his swollen bottom and now he trotted after her, wondering what new humiliation was in store.

The new humiliation was the outfit. It was a sheer frilly apron tied with a bow at the back, a pair of nylon panties – and nothing else. 

“Now what you do is do what anyone tells you. If they want a drink, you go get them a drink. If they want a foot massage, you do that. If they need suntan lotion rubbed on, you do that. Follow Gina’s lead. At the end of the day you’ll be graded and if you’ve done a good job there will be a reward. If not, well, whoever was not pleased may add a few spanks to that glowing behind of yours.”

Bruce froze. More spanking? After that? He clenched his cheeks and a moment of terror gripped him. I need to get out of here, he thought in a panic.

“But the reward is quite nice,” said Jen in a whisper. She lowered her hand and brushed it against his penis, gently rubbing it up and down. Then she knelt and kissed the tip through the nylon panties. “I know several of the girls would just love to have a go at you,” she purred. “I’ll bet you could go a long time.”

So once again Bruce’s libido trumped his common sense. When he emerged from the house in the humiliating apron, his erection bulged at the front of the panties. Jen had added a collar that clamped around his neck with a little chain dangling from it. He felt everyone’s eyes on him as he made his way back to the pool area. There were both apprising looks and chuckles as he was introduced around.

“Now, you know Trina, I think,” said Jen, indicating a buxom blonde sunning in a lawn chair. Bruce nodded. “And I think you know Tess,” she said, referring to a stunning redhead who was busy spreading suntan lotion on her arms.

“Why, yes,” she said. “I do believe this boy saw me lose the paddle challenge the other night.” She looked at Bruce. “Wasn’t that you, boy?”

“I, um, yes. I did see that,” said Bruce. “You looked very sexy, Tess.”

She sat straight up and put her hands on her hips. “Well, of all the nerve! That’s MISS Tess to you. The houseboys address us as ‘Miss’ and you say ‘yes, ma’am’, understand?”

Bruce was taken aback at the sudden shift in attitude. He licked his lips nervously and said, “Er…yes, ma’am.”

She frowned. “That’s better. The next time I hear such rudeness you’ll be across my knee for a sharp lesson in manners.” She stood up. It was hard for Bruce not to stare at her lush figure, barely contained in a little white bikini. “Lay this recliner out flat, then you can rub suntan lotion on my back – and you better not miss a spot.”

Thus, Bruce began his day as houseboy to Lara’s stable of gorgeous female wrestlers. Along with Gina, also in servitude for the day, he waited on the ladies and the few male guests. Bettina, a voluptuous brunette with her dark hair in bangs demanded a foot rub. Bruce had never done that before but he did his best, constantly having to respond to instructions from Bettina. “Not that hard! No there, that’s it. Now do it that way.” She kept firing commands at him. Debbie, a short stocky girl with a muscular build wanted a shoulder and back massage. He tried to accommodate, but he didn’t know what he was doing. Everyone wanted drinks and food. Bruce found himself hustling back to the house to fetch them, and trying to remember who had ordered what. As a result he got some orders wrong and had to go back.

There were also distractions, and Bruce found that he was not the only male with his ass on the line so-to-speak. It seemed some of the ladies were fond of challenges, and it was apparently a breach of etiquette to refuse. A slender guy named Paul was made to arm wrestle Bettina. If he won, Bettina’s was his for the next hour, but if he lost it was ten swats on the bare with a paddle someone had thoughtfully produced from inside the house. It looked like a standard frat paddle, long and solid. Paul put everything he had into it, his muscles straining, beads of sweat popping out on his face, but he was no match for Bettina. He had to drop his trunks, grab his ankles and hold still for ten searing whacks with the frat paddle. Bettina lined up behind him and let him have it while everyone else crowded around and loudly counted off the swats one by one.

The other two men were led off into the house by one or other of the ladies, only to return an hour or so later, the man rubbing his backside and the respective lady looking smug and satisfied, like the cat who had caught the canary.

The girls were not immune either. Debbie challenged Tess to an arm wrestle. Bruce overheard commentary to the effect that there had been an ongoing quarrel between the two. The loser got a belt whipping. Tess managed to win this one and Bruce was treated to the sight of Debbie, sprawled over Tess’s knees as she sat on the pool diving board, bikini bottoms off, while Tess whipped her bouncing bottom with a folded belt for several minutes. The belt popped and snapped, leaving red welts in its wake. Debbie wriggled her bottom and yelped lustily with each smart lick. When it was over Tess dumped her into the pool. “That should cool you off,” she said. “And stop borrowing my things.”

*****

As the day began to fade, Lara announced it was time for supper. Caterers had arrived and Bruce was subjected to fresh humiliation as he had to return to the house time and time again to fetch drinks and now, canapés, all the while clad in the embarrassing frilly apron and nothing else except sheer nylon panties. He caught the smirks and slow shaking of heads from the caterers as they looked him over. He blushed head to toe when he heard someone say, “Looks like somebody has been a bad boy.”

After dinner had been served, it was growing dark but tiki torches at poolside came on, bathing the area in a warm light. Lara gathered everyone together.

“Time to evaluate our new houseboy. What did everyone think? Thumbs up or thumbs down?”

Bruce listened anxiously as the ladies chimed in. It was both pro and con.

“He got my drink wrong.”

“He does a pretty good foot rub.”

“He has no clue how to give a proper massage.”

Jeez, what now? wondered Bruce.

“But he tried hard to do his best, right girls?”

All agreed that he had done that.

“Well, this is what I think. I’ll give him to two of you. Take him inside and do what you will. See if he has the right stuff. Just no permanent marks, ok?” said Lara. “Who wants him?”

“I do,” said Jen.

“Me too,” said Debbie.

It all happened so fast. Bruce was trying to process it. He was being given to Jen and Debbie, but for what? 

“Come on, Honeybuns. You’re coming with us,” said Debbie.

Before he could voice a protest, Jen came up and grabbed one arm, Debbie the other. He was marched off toward the house, caught in the grip of the two strong lady wrestlers.

They led him in through the back patio and went down a hallway. At the end of the hallway was a door. They opened it and went downstairs. At the bottom Debbie flipped on a light and Bruce almost fainted.

He’d seen pictures of places like this in smutty magazines, but he’d never imagined they were real. Everything was painted black and red. There were mirrors everywhere. A huge bed dominated the room. There were also curious trestles with buckling straps, upright posts with manacles at the top, and a bar with cuffs hanging from the ceiling. An X-shaped cross was bolted to the wall. A padded stool with handcuffs and leg straps stood in a corner.

“What is this place? What are you going to do?” Bruce could only squeak feebly.

“This is our playroom,” said Jen.

“And sometimes our punishment room,” added Debbie with a wicked smile. “So let’s play.”

Bruce found himself stripped and shackled to a bar that dropped from the ceiling on a chain. Jen and Debbie had been wearing brief bikinis, but they now stripped them off, revealing their bodies in all their glorious nakedness. Jen was taller, more lithe, Debbie, shorter and more voluptuous. Both were gorgeous, and despite the dry taste of fear in his mouth, Bruce found himself becoming erect.

“Well, well,” said Debbie, “what have we here?”

“Ummm,” said Jen, sidling up to Bruce. “It’s nice and thick.” She fondled the swelling cock, sliding her hand over it, stroking him gently. The jolt of pleasure was so intense, Bruce felt his knees buckle. “Be careful with that thing, we want to save it,” said Debbie.

“You’re right,” said Jen. She let go and strode over to the wall, leaving Bruce’s erection bobbing up and down slowly. He tried to catch his breath.

Bruce watched anxiously as she fingered various implements hanging from the wall. There were whips, paddles, straps and canes, all of various sizes and lengths. He clenched his buttocks in anticipation of what she was doing. The sting in his behind had largely subsided but he still felt tender. To his dismay Jen selected a whip with a number of short leather thongs.

She walked toward him flicking the whip against her leg. “We’re going to teach you about pleasure and pain, Bruce. Did you know the two complement each other?” Bruce shook his head. “No? Well then, you have a lot to learn.”

“This is a deerskin flogger, Bruce,” said Jen, swooshing the whip.  “Stick your ass out.”

“What?” said Bruce.

“I said stick your ass out. I’m going to whip you.”

“Please,” said Bruce. “I’m sore already.”

“I don’t want to have to tell you twice, Bruce. Now stick it out like a good boy.”

Bruce saw no alternative. He didn’t want to make Jen angry and he really had no choice but to obey. He bent slightly at the waist, thrusting his bottom out. The tails of the whip stung him right across the crease of his bottom and he let out a howl. Four more came in rapid succession causing Bruce to dance from foot to foot.

“Ow! Ow!” he yelped. On his tender behind, still glowing from Lara’s spanking, the whip was a real stinger.

Fearing the worst, Bruce turned to look over his shoulder, but Jen had come up behind him and was mashing her breasts against his back. She snaked her arm around his mid section and took his penis in her hand.

“Now it’s all better, isn’t it, Bruce?”

Debbie came over and dropped to her knees in front of Bruce. Jen relinquished her hold and Debbie took Bruce into her mouth, sucking noisily, running her lips back and forth along the length of his erect member. Bruce groaned. Jen ran her hands all over his chest and kissed his neck and Debbie continued, now running her tongue around the head of Bruce’s cock. But once Bruce had been teased nearly to the point of climax, Debbie stopped and Jen stepped back.

“This time, ten, Bruce. Bend over.”

Bruce gasped. Ten? And this time he saw her select some sort of long single tail whip. She stood several yards back and flicked it, testing the length. Then she drew back and swept her arm forward. The whip curled in a long lazy loop.

Crack! It felt like liquid fire.

Whoosh…crack! Another searing stripe.

“Ahh…ahhh…ah!” He yelped.

Each lash was a stripe of pure heat across his bottom. She laddered them expertly, covering his butt from the juncture with his thighs to the crowns of his cheeks. Bruce cried out lustily and danced on his toes. Then the pair repeated their previous ministrations, once again bring Bruce nearly to the point of climax. Then they let him down. Jen unhooked the cuffs and allowed Bruce to rub his flaming behind.

“Enough of that, Bruce,” said Jen, grabbing his erect penis. She led him by the handy appendage over to the big four poster bed. Debbie was already there, on her back, legs spread. Bruce did not need an invitation. He climbed up onto the bed where Debbie grabbed his erection and guided him down. He sank into her wet vagina and she pulled his hips until he was in her up to the hilt. He began to thrust and pull back, the rhythm managed by Debbie pulling on his hips. 

“Not so fast, Bruce. Go slow.” He felt a sudden sting across his ass and looked back. It was Jen with a riding crop that had a larger leather flap at its end.

Bruce would have never believed he could go that long, but the combination of the stimulation and the damping power of the whip kept him on the boil for an eternity. When he finally came it was as if a dam had burst and he was in danger of flying apart.

Then they renewed him again, this time with Jen as the sexual partner and Debbie regulating his orgasm most effectively with the riding crop. In the evening’s finale he took Debbie from the rear. He pumped away, urged on by Jen with the riding crop. Then mercifully she stopped and put the crop away. But when she returned, Bruce saw her out of the corner of his eye. He was so consumed by the sensations generated by coupling with Debbie that he almost didn’t notice that Jen wore a black strap on dildo. He almost froze. He was sure he couldn’t take that, but neither could he stop what he was doing with Debbie.  Jen kneeled behind him wearing the hard appendage. 

“Just relax, Bruce. It’s not so bad,” urged Jen as she smeared a lubricant on her finger and stuck it up his ass.

“Ahhhh…” said Bruce as she found his prostate and stroked it. Then she withdrew her finger, and there was a new sensation, the hard tip of the stiff rubber probe.

He protested as he felt it entering his anal cavity. “No! Noooo! It’s too big!” he wailed as Jen pushed forward, pressing the invader into his bumhole. It was too big. He couldn’t take it!

“Just a little more,” said Jen as the mass invaded his bowels. 

“Ohhhh…” he moaned, thrashing around, impaled on the hard rubber.

Then she began to stroke. “I like to take boys like this,” she said humping his backside. “The more you relax, the better it will feel.”

Bruce tried. He sweated profusely, torn between the pleasure he received from stroking Debbie’s vagina and the discomfort of the large artificial phallus invading his anus.

After a few minutes of that, the orgasm he experienced nearly made his brain explode.

*****

Monday morning there was the expected ribbing and kidding. There was even a pillow waiting for him on his desk chair. The hooting lasted until he told them how he’d been invited to a very special pool party the following day at which all the gorgeous wrestling girls were there swimming in the nude. They all wanted to know how they could get in on that.

“You have to get up there and wrestle like I did. Then they might just invite you.”

Skepticism was rampant and few believed Bruce’s story, but Bruce didn’t care. He’d been invited to come over next Sunday and this time somebody else would be the houseboy.


Whipping Boy

What caught Rory’s eye was not so much that she was a well built and handsome woman, but that he was sure he had seen her before. He had to think about it, then it came to him. Was it really Miss Tisdale? He thought her first name was Barbara or something, but he didn't know. After all, the last time he had known her, he'd been 14 years old and in the eighth grade. She had taught seventh grade. He remembered her, though. Oh yeah! He thought she had been hot then, and she still was, even now, ten years later. The tight skirt, the high heels and the stiff white blouse made her look like an elementary school teacher, and Rory wondered if she still was. The outfit only emphasized the svelte figure. Not bad for---what, 38? 40? It didn’t matter. And here she was, all those years later, living right next door. How weird was that?

He had just moved into the house and was still unpacking. He had been so busy that he had not met any of the neighbors. What luck that he moved in right next door to Miss Tisdale. Was it still “miss?”  She had apparently bought groceries, because she went back out to her car. Rory decided to seize the opportunity and go out and speak to her. Maybe she would remember him.

“Let me help you with that. I’m your new neighbor,” he called.

She looked up, “Yes, thank you. I could use some help.” Then she stopped, eyeing him intently.  “Do I know you?”

Rory just grinned. See if she can place me, he thought.

“I do know you,” she said with a look of sudden recognition. “You’re Rory Overton. Yes, you are, aren’t you?”

“Guilty as charged, ma’am. It’s me. How are you Miss…er Mrs….Tisdale? I guess your name may have changed. You’re still Miss Tisdale to me.” He said smiling, extending his hand. She took it, giving his hand a warm clasp.

“No, no, it’s Miss Tisdale…I was married but I readopted my maiden name after the divorce. But now, Rory, you can call me Barbara.”

“Thank you Barbara. It has been a long time.”

“You were in -- what? The 8th grade class at Hogan Middle school? My, my, just look at you now. How time flies,” said Barbara shaking her head in amazement. “And to think that one of my old students lives next door…” She let the thought trail off. “Where is your wife? I’d like to meet her.”

“Not married, Barbara.” Rory had never married. He’d been too distracted with school or his buddies to get serious with a woman.

“Really, Rory. I would have thought a cutie like you would have been snatched right up.”

“No, not yet. I recognized you right away. It’s amazing. You look exactly the same as when I was in the eighth grade.” And she did. The long legs, that tall lean figure, that sultry dark hair. She was hot for a woman her age.

“Now, you’ll make me blush, you wicked boy,” she said with an appreciative laugh. “Come inside and tell me what you’ve been doing.”

Rory carried the bags inside. They sat at Barbara’s breakfast bar and she made coffee. Rory told her about his college career and his work as an ad copy writer. Barbara Tisdale was suitably impressed. “It’s nice to see a former student succeed,” she offered. "The 8th graders managed to stay out of trouble most of the time I recall. It was your younger friends who usually found themselves in trouble.” 

“And on the wrong end of your paddle," said Rory. Besides her hotness, that was the thing Rory remembered most. Miss Tisdale’s infamous paddle. He rubbed his butt for effect, joking, “Whew! I bet they still can feel it.”

“Go on now. You’re a horrible tease. I only paddled students when they absolutely needed it.”

Rory’s opinion was that that fact might be debatable. Miss Tisdale had been one teacher who had not been shy about pulling out the standard two foot maple paddle that every teacher had been issued. They were made in the woodshop of the local high school. The school district where Rory grew up had been adamant that discipline was to be enforced in the traditional manner. This meant that the school paddle was both approved for use and used frequently. Each teacher was given some leeway in her approach to using corporal punishment and most of them did use it, at least on occasion. Mostly she taught 7th grade, but sometimes she filled for Rory’s teachers, too. 

Rory had heard stories. The younger boys talked about it. The lore was that Miss Tisdale’s procedure was to quell disturbances on the spot. She would fix the miscreant with a steely glare and pull open the drawer that held the paddle. The sliding sound of that drawer opening was one that struck fear into the 7th graders. With the paddle gripped firmly in hand she would order the culprit out into the hallway for half a dozen stinging licks applied firmly to the seat of the problem while the unfortunate student leaned over, hands against the wall. She always closed the door but the class could hear the sharp crack of the paddle and an occasional yelp as the discipline was meted out. Tearful eyes and hands rubbing a smarting seat were often the result observed as the punished kid was ushered back into class.  

Later Rory reflected that even just hearing about these incidents aroused sexual feelings, especially when the tale was that girls got it too. He could imagine them in the hall, bent over, bottoms out taking firm swats from Miss Tisdale.  Rory had not been paddled that year by his teacher. He’d been a cut-up in class and had deserved it, but his 8th grade teachers didn’t paddle, they just sent students to the principal. But hearing about others, he knew a paddling would be embarrassing, scary, and exciting all at the same time. He could imagine how he'd feel if Miss Tisdale ordered him into the hall. He’d played a mental game, speculating about it. He’d have this icy chill in the pit of his gut and sweaty palms, but he’d be faintly aware of the beginning of sexual arousal at being under the control of this stern woman. He'd smell her perfume as she guided him into the hall, gripping his arm with one hand, paddle in the other. He'd experience the shameful thrill of bending over, sticking his butt out to receive the swats. But the swats wouldn’t sting, not really. His butt would just feel warm afterwards. He didn’t know what the fascination had been, he just knew that it had given him a boner to think about it. Now here she was again, living right next door.

*****

Since both were single and living next door to each other, it was only natural that they saw each other on a social basis. Barbara invited Rory to dinner. Rory asked her in for drinks (if after 5) or coffee on Saturday morning. It appeared to both of them that they enjoyed each other’s company. Rory had the benefit of the perspective of an intelligent, mature worldly woman and Barbara liked Rory’s enthusiasm and his sometimes irreverent and youthful outlook on life. They found that they both enjoyed wines and took a joint tour of some valley wineries. Barbara was versed on a variety of subjects—history, the arts, music. Rory, for some reason, found this fascinating.  She knew so much, well, stuff.

On top of that he realized that he was smitten. She was much older than he, but he felt a strong attraction nonetheless. Part of him knew was that she was still playing the teacher, still in charge. He let her fall into that role. It just seemed natural. She lapsed into lecture mode and he listened. She was conversant in so many subjects. It fascinated him.

When she asked how his free lance writing was going, he told her he had trouble working on it sometimes. She offered to help, and to his surprise, her suggestions were valuable. When he sloughed off, he admitted it and she chided him gently. “You need to get on it, Rory.” Once, in a mock stern tone she said, “Don’t make me get my paddle out.” They laughed together, but the comment took Rory by surprise and old memories came flooding back. For an instant he felt that familiar cold chill. But he also felt a surge of excitement. A vision formed in his mind of Barbara as a strict disciplinarian. There was something incredibly sexy about it. That evening in bed he could not get it out of his mind. He imagined Barbara taking him to task. In his fevered imagination he imagined her scolding him, shaking her finger at him. Then the pronouncement, “I’m going to punish you.” Then the dreaded command, “Take down your pants.” Yes, in his fantasy she would punish him in an intimate and shameful way. With her paddle on his behind, just like a naughty schoolboy. The thought made him hard.

*****

They were having wine together at Barbara's on a Friday evening. Barbara had been quiet and Rory had noticed a certain edge to her temperament. Part of him wanted to move their relationship to another level, but the mood wasn’t right for any kind of advance. He asked her if it had been a hard day.

"It was. I had nothing but trouble all week from a particular student named Ricky Sinclair."

Without thinking Rory said, "Well then, why not haul Mr. Sinclair into the hall and paddle him? You still have the old paddle, right?”

She shook her head. "I brought it home. We can't do that anymore. Times have changed, Rory."

Before he could even think about the consequences, Rory blurted, "Go get it. You're in a mood and it won't get better until we do something about it."

Barbara looked at Rory inquisitively, cocking her head as if she wasn’t sure she’d heard him correctly, but Rory said, "Trust me. Go get the paddle." A little tipsy from the wine, Rory had impulsively formulated a plan that had more audacity to it than sense. She put her wine glass down, got up and opened a closet. Rory's heart caught in his throat as Barbara rummaged around. She was actually looking for it.

“Ah. Here it is.” She produced the familiar paddle.  

He took a deep breath, stood up, and said, "Ok, now pretend I'm Ricky. How do you want me? Or do you want to scold me first?" There, he’d said it. His heart thumped.

“Oh come on Rory, you can’t be serious.” Barbara laughed. “I think you‘ve had too much wine, you silly boy.”

“I’m trying to lighten your mood, lift your spirits by allowing you to shake some of that anger. Do your worst, Ma’am,” he said with mock bravado, making a joke of it, all the while shivering with nervous expectation.

Barbara's expression registered incredulity, but she stopped still for a moment, considering. Slowly a smile formed. Rory could see it was working. She was going to do it. He wondered if this had been such a smart thing. The old admonition – be careful what you wish for – echoed in his head.

Then the atmosphere in the room seemed to change as both players realized that this game called for a new level of intimacy. Up to now, they’d been just friends, an older woman in an unusual friendship with a younger man. But now an erotic tension like an electric charge before a storm seemed to be building. Barbara hefted the paddle and smacked it against her palm experimentally. Rory stood in front of her like a student called to account for some act of disobedience or disrespect. His eyes never left the paddle. Memories from the past came back. Was she really going to do this?

“Well. All right. I suppose you are my whipping boy for the night, Rory. I think you know how it’s done. Bend over, young man.” She looked around. “No, let’s have you over here.” She pointed to the leather couch that faced the TV. It had a soft rolled top. “Bend over that and hold onto the cushions.”

Rory’s mouth was dry and his heart hammered as he laid his body over the back of the couch. Now his buttocks jutted out, his pants stretched tightly across the seat. He wore thin chinos and was sure that both bottom cheeks were now clearly outlined, presented to Barbara’s gaze, the fabric pulled taut. He waited breathlessly as he heard Barbara shuffle forward. He felt the wood of the paddle tap his bottom, just like he’d heard about all those years before.

He felt the air move before the paddle landed in a sharp splat! The sound was surprisingly explosive, like a firecracker. And, it stung! The sensation was like a hive of bees had all launched stingers at once, right on his bottom. He stifled a yell and grunted a weak “Ahhh.”

Smack! She delivered another whack. It burned even hotter, building on the last one.

“That’s two, Rory. Are you all right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” stammered Rory. “I can take it. Go ahead.” Actually he wasn’t sure if he could take it. The pain was sharper and more intense than he had anticipated. He braced himself.

There was a pause, then--POP! Rory stifled a “Yow!” as he paddle landed again and Rory almost shot up, but he willed himself to stay in position. He couldn’t back out now. How many more? He tried to remember. Had it always been three? Or was it four? Oh God. Six?

The last three came not as hard, but rapid fire— Splat! Whack! Crack! Rory gasped and flinched, rising up on tiptoe higher with each whack.

Barbara must have seen the flinch because she said, “All right. Up you get. That’s enough for tonight.”

Rory came up gratefully, gulping and furiously rubbing the seat of his pants. “Whew!” He said. “Wow, you don’t fool around with that paddle. Whew!” He sucked air between his teeth as he rubbed.

“When I paddle a boy, I make it memorable,” she said with a smug grin. “I hope it wasn’t too terrible.”

“No. No,” said Rory. “I’m ok.” It still burned like blazes. He turned to face her.

She grinned. “Well, oddly, I do feel better now. Thank you, Rory. That helped clear away my bad mood. I just wish I could do that to Ricky. It would do him the world of good.” Then she said, “I think that earns you a glass of wine, dear boy.”

Rory followed the rotating hips in the tight skirt as she headed for her kitchen. Despite the burning fire in his behind, he felt a hard-on coming.

That night in bed, the burn had receded to a warm glow. He relived the incident in his mind. So that’s what it must have felt like way back when. Sleep came only after his hand found his erection and he massaged it to a climax, thinking about Barbara, imagining her in high heels, a garter belt and panties, with a push up bra. The lean legs, the ample bust, those well rounded hips—she’d be a dream. In his fantasy she held that paddle, tapping it in her palm as she ordered him to take his pants down.

*****

As a result of the incident, the relationship between the young man and the older woman had evolved to a different level. Both were acutely conscious of the erotic tension that the paddling had created.

Privately, Barbara had tried to laugh it off, but found she couldn’t. She kept seeing those boyish buttocks, all rounded and presented to her for her attentions. It made her blush and with the blush came a creeping wetness that she felt between her legs. Being in control of the young man had been a heady experience. This was no snotty kid. He was every bit as capable of pleasuring her as any man her age and maybe more so. She found she liked the idea of being in charge. She hadn’t wanted to admit it to herself, but even when their friendship had been building she liked the notion of having a younger man in a subservient role while she was the dominant one, the mentor. He seemed to like the role of the student. She didn’t know where it might lead. 

*****

Rory could not get motivated. This stuff was so boring. Working from home was fine only if he could get into the project. The other problem was self discipline. He didn’t have any. He whiled away his time away from his cubicle at the company daydreaming and playing video games. Every time he sat down to write he got distracted. Like now. Barbara had just driven up.

He saw her through the window. She opened the door of her car, displaying a generous bit of leg as she rotated her body to climb out. She was wearing a tight skirt again. It accentuated her flaring hips and shapely ass. She bent over to retrieve some papers from the back seat, thrusting those rounded bottom globes in his direction. He could see the visible panty line even at this distance. He wondered what kind of panties she might be wearing. She picked up a stack of papers, but there were too many. She dropped them and they went spilling all over the driveway.

Rory reacted in a flash. He raced out of the house and joined in to help Barbara retrieve the papers that were being scattered by the breeze.

“Oh, thank you, Rory,” said Barbara as they scrambled around and scooped up the swirling mass of paper. “These are test papers I have to grade. It’s just been awful. What a day. And now this.”

Grateful for the help, she invited him in. She was going to make coffee then changed her mind. “I need a drink,” she said. She brought out two glasses and a bottle of some fruit flavored vodka. After a drink or two she calmed down a bit. Rory felt that familiar heat bloom in his gut as the alcohol went down.

“So why has it been such a bad day?” asked Rory. She still seemed genuinely upset.

“The students. My students. I don’t know what got into them today. I had nothing but discipline problems. And I could do little about it. And our principal is spineless. He won’t discipline either. It makes me so frustrated. I know what I’d like to do…” She let the thought trail off.

“A frustrating day for both us, Barbara. I’ve been procrastinating all day. I can’t seem to get motivated. Goofing off all day, that’s been me.”

Barbara looked at him with raised eyebrows. “Goofing off? You have a job to do and you’re goofing off? Goofing off is what my students did all day. Not you too.”

“Maybe I need motivation,” said Rory. Then he almost whispered, “Maybe I need discipline.”

Barbara studied him for a moment. Rory waited breathlessly. The air seemed to warm by a few degrees. “Maybe you do, Rory. Maybe you do.”

Rory gulped. He felt that surge of excitement. “And maybe you need your whipping boy again.” He paused then said quietly, “Shall I go fetch the paddle, ma’am?”

“It’s hanging on a hook inside the front closet,” said Barbara. “Go fetch it this instant.” She sounded serious.

Rory started to shiver. It was such a curious feeling. Arousal layered with shame and fear.  Slowly he pushed his chair back and got up. Barbara watched the young man’s backside as he walked away from her. She took one more slug on the vodka and got up to follow.

She found Rory standing behind the couch holding the paddle. She put her hand out. “Hand it to me Rory. Let’s see if I can’t instill a little bit of motivation. I don’t like it when either students or big boys goof off all day. It’s unbecoming and immature.”

Rory handed her the paddle and turned around to face the back of the couch, ready to take his licks again. He was dressed in a more juvenile fashion today, wearing shorts and a T-shirt. He had thin Y-briefs on under the shorts. It wasn’t much protection.

He waited for the command to bend over. Instead he heard her say, “Take your pants down, Rory.”

Had he heard right? Take his pants down?

“Get ‘em down, young man.”

Rory flushed. His breathing became shallow. Oh, wow!  She sounded serious. He looked over his shoulder and sure enough, her expression was serious, a no-nonsense woman preparing to meet out well deserved discipline. He faced the sofa and lowered his shorts, letting them settle at his knees.

“Over,” she said. “Stick it out.”

Rory obeyed and bent over, offering his bottom to the paddle. The thin white cotton would be no protection at all. At the same time he was aware of a rock hard erection that had been building since she had taken control and ordered him to fetch the paddle. She could see it too, pushing out against the front of his briefs.

*****

Barbara noted the sturdy erection and she felt a charge of desire. It looked long and thick. He could probably go all night with that, she mused. The prospect had its allure, she just wasn’t sure she was ready. The vodka and her mood had propelled her to where she now stood; ready to deliver a good paddling to Rory’s naughty seat. The thought thrilled her. She tapped his bottom, then rubbed the paddle around in circles. He flinched when he felt the wood. Such a cute boyish ass, she thought.

*****

This time the paddling came in a cadence that did not vary.

Whack!

Crack!

Whap!

The six cracks of the paddle were delivered at fixed intervals, one every five seconds. Rory stifled yelps and gripped the sofa cushions so tightly his knuckles were white. 

Smack! Whap! Crack!

The heat from the paddling piled up with each successive smack. No one spoke. The cracks of the paddle were like loud gunshots. Rory worried that neighbors might hear.

The first smack had made heat bloom in Rory’s behind. He had heard the sound before his senses had registered the pain. The second had amplified the effect of the first. By then it had really stung. The third, fourth and fifth had been unbearable. He had wanted to beg off. Anything to have stopped the raging fire. He had nearly come out of his skin by the sixth.

“Do you think you can get back to work, now Rory?”

Rory heard the voice dimly through a haze of blazing fire in his behind. It was over. He stood and rubbed. This time there were tears in his eyes. He blinked, trying to make them go away before she could see.

When both of them had composed themselves, he offered to help her grade papers. She gently chided him. “Don’t you have work to do, young man?”

He clenched his buttocks when he heard her call him ‘young man’ in that tone. “I guess, yeah,” he said.

“Then you’d better get to it,” she said. “I don’t want to hear about any more sloughing off in your work. Go on now.”

*****

As Rory would later reflect, that little session did provide motivation—for a time anyway. He didn’t see Barbara for a while after that. Their schedules seemed to be out of sync. In frustration he found himself looking at her house constantly, checking to see if she was home. Anything, even just a glimpse. He told himself it was time. Time to declare himself. He was hers—in her hands to do as she thought fitting. She could command him. He’d do anything. Be her whipping boy if that amused her. He strongly suspected it did. His dreams at night had been fitful ones in which he saw himself on his knees before her, worshipping her while in her hand she held a paddle to discipline him if he disappointed.

*****

He was by chance at an upstairs window when he saw her walk out into her back yard. The sun was bright and it was hot. Summer beckoned and soon school would be out. Hopefully he’d see more of her then. But now she was a sight to behold. She carried a towel and a bottle of lotion. Rory’s eyes were glued to the scene as he watched her spread the towel out. She intended to sunbathe. Wearing a skimpy black bikini, she was a vision. What luck! The back yard was fenced and a row of tall shrubs provided almost complete privacy from eyes at ground level. But he had just happened to be in this upstairs room. Rory drank it all in, the high set breasts, the long shapely legs, the firm heart-shaped buttocks. He had to see better. In a flash he remembered he had binoculars. He raced downstairs to get them. When he returned she was still there.

The window was open. Rory slunk down below the sill and rested the binoculars on the ledge. He kept his profile low so she wouldn’t see him if she turned his way. She had opened the lotion bottle and was standing there, spreading it all over, rubbing her thighs and the backs of her legs. He could see it all now quite clearly. The binoculars made it look as though she were ten feet away. He could see every line, every curve of her body. His right hand stole down to the waistband of his shorts and slipped under the elastic. Finding his erection he began to stroke it. And lost his grip on the binoculars. They fell from the sill, clanged onto the top of a garbage can lid below, and bounced, landing in a plot intended for a garden in Barbara’s yard.

She froze at the sound of the clang. Her eyes turned in the direction it had come from. Then she looked up, only to see Rory half out of the window. He had lunged to try and catch the binoculars. She stared straight at him then followed his eyes to the garden plot. She walked over and found the binoculars lying in the dirt. Rory stood there, outlined in the window. He blushed, embarrassed and chagrinned.

“Rory!” she said. “You have some explaining to do, young man.” She shook the offending eyepieces at him. “I can’t believe this. You get down here this instant. I’ll be waiting inside for you.” And she stormed off into her house.

*****

He’d given her the perfect opportunity. She knew what she wanted to do with this boy. She’d created the perfect lure and he’d fallen right in. Come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly.

Yes, he’d be a very good boy indeed, especially after a little discipline. And she’d be in total control. It was a heady feeling. 

*****

Now he’d done it. That was so rude. What could he do? Beg for mercy, obviously. It was the only possibility. 

With a heavy heart he went next door and rang the bell. A voice inside said, “Come in.”

There was Barbara. Now she had on a short linen robe. It revealed the long sensuous lines of her legs. She stood in the foyer. Her arms were folded and she glared angrily at him as he tried to make his apology.

“Barbara, I’m sorry…I just…” He started to stammer. She cut him off.

“I believe these are yours.” She proffered the binoculars.

“I…I don’t know what came over me. I saw you come out and I wanted, I wanted…” He couldn’t say it.

“You wanted to spy on me, is that it? It is, isn’t it?”

Rory couldn’t find words.

“Rory, I’m so disappointed in you. This is what I might expect from a fourteen year old adolescent. Peeping. A naughty little middle-schooler. Like that eighth grader you were long ago, perhaps? Were your hands down in your pants, too?”

Rory blushed beet red.

“I thought so. Uh huh. I thought so.” She tipped her head back and nodded to herself. “So what should I do with you Rory? What should I do with such a naughty young man?”

The way she said it gave Rory a chill. What did she mean? She looked sort of angry, but underneath there was this hint of suggestiveness creating an electric charge in the air. It felt like she was playing with him, like a cat plays with a mouse. 

She answered her own question. “I think I should punish you properly, Rory. Give you what a naughty boy like you needs. What do you think, Rory?”

“You…you could punish me. Like before. Or any way you wanted.” It was all Rory could think of. Losing her friendship was unthinkable.

“I should teach you a lesson, Rory. Ladies do not like to be spied on, or ogled. Especially by boys who have their hands in their pants.” She glowered at him and said, “Go get the paddle.”

The paddle. It’s what he’d been afraid of and what he’d craved. Even so, Rory hastened to do her bidding. Was he going to really get it this time? Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard. The last time had been bearable, delicious fun, almost. Well, later anyway. Still he felt his penis thickening. He’d already been hard from watching and his erection was tenting out the front of his shorts. He took the paddle off the door and returned. She crooked her finger and turned to walk down the hall.

“Come with me,” she said.

He followed. They were going to her bedroom. His eyes followed her twitching hips down the hallway. Once inside a very feminine bedroom she sat on a padded chest at the foot of the bed. The robe came open. Rory’s eyes fixed on her breasts. She saw where his gaze was directed and frowned. 

“That’s what I’m talking about. You need to learn some manners, young man, if we are to continue to be friends.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Rory.

She took the paddle and put it on the bed. Put her hands on her hips. “Stand in front of me, Rory.” He obeyed.

“What you did was rude and childish. I’ve been thinking about an appropriate punishment for you.”

Rory held his breath.

“We can still be fiends, Rory, but you have to accept my punishment on my terms.”

“Yes, Barbara, anything.”

“You will call me Miss Tisdale or ma’am until we are done. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.” She sounded like the Miss Tisdale of old, the stern teacher with the paddle and the will to use it. Then came the words that nearly made his knees buckle.

“Rory, you are going over my knee for a very sound spanking on your bare bottom. That is what I would prescribe for a boy of fourteen, and that’s the way you’ve acted. Now,” she said, pointing with her finger, “take down your pants.”

His bare bottom? Over her knee like a kid? He blushed with shame, but his cock surged. He hesitated.

“Did you hear me, Rory? I said take down your pants.”

Gingerly Rory slipped his thumbs in the waistband of his pants and peeled them down, dragging his underpants with them. As he did, his erection popped up, a long thick cock bobbing up and down right in Miss Tisdale’s face. She blinked, startled at the size and strength of the male organ that confronted her. Rory thought he saw a faint blush.

Then she pursed her lips, recovering from the shock. “Well, Rory, I can see what’s been on your mind.”

Rory’s blush intensified. He felt like his face must be bright red. Worse, he had noticed her robe. It had slipped open, revealing her bare thighs and the triangle of that black bikini.

“Over my knee, Rory. Right now.” She pointed a finger at her lap.

Rory eased himself face down across her thighs. He gasped as his cock came into contact with the flesh of her legs and he slid himself over. The tanning lotion had made her skin slippery and the friction sent a delicious surge of pleasure up his spine. Then she opened her legs slightly and his penis slid down between them. Once he was all the way over, nose nearly touching the floor, she closed her legs, clamping his penis between them. He moved a little. An experimental wiggle. He nearly erupted. 

Barbara rested her hand on his bottom, squeezing, patting, testing the resilience of the globes she was about to chastise. Rory felt her hand and he shifted, tensing, waiting for that first smack.

“Now, Rory,” she said. “Let’s see if I can’t instill some better manners in you.”

Her hand smacked his bottom, the sound startling him with its sharpness. Another smack, different spot. Then another and another. It tingled. A not entirely unpleasant feeling. She got into a pattern, delivering brisk spanks to alternate cheeks, then occasionally, right across the center crease of his bottom. The spanks got harder, as if she had found the right leverage or angle of descent. Now it started to sting. She had some internal clock, like a metronome, timing the relentless repetitive spanks she applied to his bare bottom. The sting was like a slow burn, a fire gradually building. Rory found himself reacting, swinging his feet up behind him, clenching his buttocks, squirming. His behind was getting really hot. Still the steady smack—smack—smack  of her palm beat a steady tattoo made him gasp in air between clenched teeth. This was really starting to sting!

*****

Barbara was wet. The boy’s cock had popped out at her and she’d had to stifle the impulse to just grab it and lead him to the bed. But dishing out a sound spanking, that was reward all by itself. The boy’s buttocks were pure poetry, little apples that quivered under her hand. She could feel his cock, all hard still, clamped between her thighs. His little boy behind just got redder and redder. It was a heady feeling, being in such control. He’d do anything she commanded. She was sure of that now. Her own personal boy-toy to cuddle or to spank! Just like this, she thought as she launched a rapid fire barrage that made him yelp.

*****

“Ow! Ow! Ok, ok! Miss Tisdale, I’m sorry!” Rory squealed, bucking and writhing over the older woman’s lap. “I won’t spy any more! Please!” 

“Stop squirming, Rory,” she chided, all the while continuing the spank briskly. “You’re only getting what every naughty boy needs, a hot stinging fanny.”

It was smarting ferociously now, wave after wave of unrelenting sting. At the same time the friction between his penis and her legs was driving him crazy with lust. As he pumped up and down to avoid her punishing hand, it was like sliding into a slippery sheath. Unconsciously, he had fallen into a rhythm, raising his hips in sync with her descending palm. He could feel a climax building. The only thing that tempered it was the burning hot sensation visited on his seat by Barbara’s sturdy palm. 

*****

She sensed Rory’s impending climax. Oh, no you don’t, she thought. I want to save that for later. She stopped spanking Rory’s buttocks and pushed him unceremoniously off her knees. How to calm that rampant penis down, she wondered. Her eyes fell on the paddle.

*****

Rory saw her reach for the paddle and he put his hands behind him rubbing and shifting from foot to foot. His cock bobbed up and down. The combined effect was almost comical. Then he heard the dread command, “Over the end of the bed, Rory. You’re getting six with the paddle.”

He started to plead with her, then shut up. Something was happening here. She was breathing heavily, her eyes alive with excitement and lust. He was aware that she must have sensed his near climax and had called a halt. Her robe swung open freely now. She made no attempt to close it. Rory’s eyes widened as she flung it away. In the tiny bikini she was magnificent. He faced the bed and bent over, his hands on the coverlet. He felt her hand on his back, placed there to steady him no doubt. The paddle tapped him once, twice then---

Smack! Crack! Whap! Three rapid spanks.

“Ahh…ow…Arhhh!” Rory yelped, rising on tip toe.

“Hold still, Rory. Take your licks, young man.”

The last three were spaced apart. Each one felt like an event. Each one was a searing blast of heat. Rory’s finger clutched the bedclothes so tight his knuckles were white. His knees sagged after the last one. Whew! That had been something. His behind was a roaring bonfire. It throbbed in waves.

Barbara stood back, contemplating her handiwork. Rory’s bottom cheeks looked like a pair of tomato red beacons, almost shiny, set off against the pale flesh of his legs and back. His once rock hard erection now drooped, but Barbara had decided she’d fix that. “On the bed, Rory,” she said.

“What?” Rory stood and turned, his hands now gently massaging his burning seat.

She pointed with the paddle. “On the bed. On your back.”

Rory didn’t know what she had in mind but he was in no condition to argue. He scrambled onto the bed. Barbara stood beside the bed. She flung the paddle down and reached behind her. Rory’s eyes grew wide as her breasts sprang free. “Touch yourself now, Rory. Make yourself ready for me,” she said, as she tweaked her own nipples making them hard.

Rory’s hand dropped to his groin and he stroked his penis. It took only seconds for his erection to return and soon his cock was standing straight up. He watched, amazed, while Barbara tugged the brief bikini bottoms down, revealing the luscious triangle and its mass of dark curly hair. She placed one knee on the bed and lifted the other across Rory’s torso, straddling him. She hung there for a moment poised right above Rory’s upright cock. The she took her hand and seized it, placing the swollen head at the entrance to her vagina. Slowly she lowered her body, impaling herself on Rory’s stiff shaft.

The sensation was exquisite. He felt his member entering the slippery sheath and it took his breath away. Slowly, almost agonizingly so, she lowered herself until his shaft was embedded in her to the hilt. 

“Don’t move until I say,” she whispered.

Rory nodded. He was close to losing it and he wanted this intense pleasure to last forever.

Then Barbara began to move. Short strokes at first, then longer ones as she rose and slammed down bucking on Rory’s groin as if riding a horse. Soon she was coming almost all the way up the length of Rory’s shaft before dropping back down to impale herself to the hilt. She mixed it up, sometimes rotating her hips as she leaned forward, hovering over him. “Lick my nipples, Rory. Go on, lick them.” Rory obeyed, reaching up with his hands, squeezing her breasts, putting the nipples together so that his tongue could flit from one to the other. She moaned and bolted upright. Barbara threw her head back and pounded her body up and down, feeling an eruption coming. When it hit she thrashed in uncontrollable spasms, moaning and flinging her head back. Rory’s climax came nearly simultaneously. The friction from the sliding sheath of her vagina overcame his desire to make it last and he too erupted in a frenzied dance, bucking and thrusting against her pelvis.

Barbara renewed Rory several times after that and taught him how to use his tongue to pleasure her as well. He especially liked it when Barbara had wanted it from behind and he got to appreciate the rippling of her lovely buttocks as his smacked her quivering bottom, his shaft thrusting deep inside her.

*****

Friday night was whipping boy night. Rory found the summons in his mailbox. Once unleashed, Miss Tisdale had become insatiable. And now every Friday night a new instruction awaited him. He gulped as he read it. He was come in the door at 7pm. It would be unlocked. He was to strip completely and stand in the corner, hands on his head. The day before, as instructed, he had written down every lapse, every fault for the entire week. She, Miss Tisdale, would decide on an appropriate punishment. Sometimes it was a mild spanking with her hand. Other times she’d get out the paddle. But always they ended up in her bed. Lately she’d talked about more exotic instruments like a cane. She said English schoolboys got the cane and she’d always wanted to try one out. He gazed at her house, silent and dark, wondering what was in store tonight. But he’d be there, oh, yes he’d always be there, waiting, naked and shivering with both fear and lust.
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