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Training Roger Charlton

Willow Grove, Pennsylvania, 1912.

“Master Charlton, this won’t do. I have warned you, but your laziness continues to be your downfall. You will accompany me to the back room.”

Roger rose on unsteady legs, his knees knocking, and followed Madame. It was to be the back room this time. The feared back room. He had given another poor performance, a failure in mathematics. He wasn’t absorbing the lessons. Madame lectured, but he found it hard to concentrate.

Penny and Pricilla tittered gleefully as he obeyed Madame. They observed the unconscious drift of his hands to his hindquarters as if to shield them from what they knew was about to happen, and were grateful it wasn’t them this time. If she did it in the classroom, he got to keep his pants on, but going into the back room meant he would be bared for the cane. The whippy merciless cane.             

The room held that curious box structure, a cube supported by legs of uneven length back and front, so it tilted slightly forward. Roger stood in front of it waiting for the dread command he knew was coming.

“Well, Master Charlton, I see if I can’t instill proper learning through that noggin of yours, we will try the other end.”

“Madame, please,” entreated Roger.

“The time for pleading is over, Master Charlton. A better recitation in mathematics would have spared you. Alas, it is too late now.”

She went to the wall and took a yellow rattan cane from its hook. She bent it between her hands in a circle verifying its flexibility for the task ahead. Roger shivered, and a cold knot of fear formed in his gut as he beheld the whippy rod. He hadn’t had it on the bare …until now.

“Lower your trousers, sir, and bend over the bench.”

Roger knew it was useless to argue, still part of him wanted to protest.  To plead. Anything to spare him this horrible indignity. This was shameful, being treated like a schoolboy in disgrace. He was practically a grown man, how could this happen?

He unbuttoned the tight shorts and slid them to his knees.

“Underpants too, Master Charlton. I want those buttocks bare, my boy. I intend to make this lesson exemplary,” she said swishing the cane through the air.

The wicked whining sound made Roger wince. He slid his pants down and bent over the box. The posture thrust his bare bottom up, making it the most prominent feature of his anatomy. He felt the thin rod tapping his flesh and he flinched.

“Remain still, Master Charlton. We don’t want repeats, do we?”

“N-no, Madame,” croaked Roger.

The first stroke raised a vicious line of fiery pain across his bare bottom cheeks.

“Ahh!” Roger balled his hands into fists until his knuckles turned white.

Swish…thwack! A second stroke an inch lower scored his flesh.

The strokes were laid on with mathematical precision, at intervals of ten seconds or so. It gave him time to feel each one distinctly. Madame was practiced in the cane’s application, and knew when the awful pain would peak. That was the time to strike again with a stinging line of pure agony. She placed each one an inch below the last until the sixth whippy lash struck in the fold where his buttocks joined his upper thighs, almost lifting him up. That one hurt worst of all.

Roger slumped over the box, shaking, his buttocks on fire and throbbing.

“Very well, Master Charlton. You may rise. Readjust your clothing and return to class. Let us hope your next recitation is an improvement.”

*****

One month earlier

When Roger finally awoke, head pounding and hung over, he was informed by Harper that his father wanted to see him in the study. He knew the meeting would not be pleasant. It was his second expulsion in as many years, and this time his father had moved heaven and earth to get him admitted to the University. After all that maneuvering, he’d failed his classes miserably. Too many late nights spent carousing with friends in taverns and public houses. Too much overindulgence, and too little study. Now this latest, a drunken night that got out of hand after the expulsion interview. It had landed him in the city jail. Father had sent Harper to bail him out and haul him home to sleep it off.

He tried to put himself together, but he wasn’t a pretty sight. Bloodshot eyes, wild unkempt hair, a torn shirt. He was a mess. He had to admit that. He tried his best to spruce himself up a bit, and then, taking a deep breath, he made his way to the study. It was never a good idea to keep father waiting.

He knocked. “Come,” said the voice from inside.

His father was seated at his desk, studying the numerous documents strewn about, his eyeglasses perched low on his nose, quill pen at the ready. Roger stood there stiffly. His father continued to study his papers, seemingly oblivious that Roger was standing there waiting. Roger began to fidget. Finally, the elder Charlton put down the pen with which he’d been making notes and peered at his son over the top of his glasses.

“I had hoped,” said Roger’s father, “to hand over the business to you someday.” He stood up and walked to the window. “Those ships out there,” he said, gesturing toward the harbor and its many cargo ships, “those are the life blood of this family.” He turned to Roger and glared with anger. “And you, my boy, are well on the way to making a mess of it all.” He began to tick off things on his fingers. “Drunken carousing. Expulsion from schools. Failure to apply yourself.” He pulled himself up. “Well?”

“Father, I … I will do better. Just give me…”

“Just give you another chance? Is that what you want?”

“Yes, father, I do.” Indeed, Roger had remonstrated with himself after this last incident. He had to buckle down.

“The problem, Roger, is you lack self discipline. It’s my fault, I suppose. God knows I’ve been too preoccupied with business to give you enough guidance in such matters. And after mother’s death, well …” He let the thought trail off. Yes, after his mother’s death, the family had gone adrift, it seems.

“You have one more chance. I’ve found someone who can help. She can tutor you for an examination for reinstatement. You will live at her estate, work hard as she instructs, and take the examination in September. Pack your things. Harper will help you. You leave today.”

“But father…” Roger started to protest. He’d been looking forward to staying in Philadelphia for the summer. The girls, the parties.

His father cut him off. Pointed his finger in Roger’s face. “You listen to me, Roger. Claire Willows has had considerable experience with students like you. She comes highly recommended. You will do as she says. This is your last chance, boy. Pack your bags.”

*****

Mrs. Willows sent a car to pick Roger up from the train station at Willow Grove. He wondered if there was a family connection there, between the name of the village and Claire Willows. He had the sense there was. After all, his family was all about old money and that’s how a village bears your name.

The chauffer was a surprise. She was a she – a robust and attractive woman in her late twenties. She said her name was Simpkins. No first name, just Simpkins. She dressed like a man – trousers, a jacket, high leather boots and a cap. But the clothes could not conceal the woman’s voluptuous physique. She was a large woman and powerfully built, from what Roger could see, but also very attractive. Her reddish chestnut hair flowed from beneath the cap in a full mane down to her shoulders, rather like that of a lion. She towered over him by a foot, and Roger found that uneasily disconcerting, though he couldn’t say exactly why. Maybe it was how she grabbed Roger’s bags, hefting the heavy suitcases like they were nothing, and bade him follow her with just a tilt of her head, like she expected his compliance. All the while she engaged him in polite chit-chat about his trip, turning every now and then to ask him a question, as if an Amazonian female chauffer were the most natural thing in the world. A sardonic smile played at the corners of her mouth as she spoke, displaying an awareness of her womanly charms and their likely effect on him despite the mannish nature of her dress. The smile also hinted at some secret that was hidden from Roger.

Roger glowered in silence from the back of the Rolls as Simpkins drove him out of the city. Houses gave way to countryside and soon he saw nothing but widely separated farms. The road turned to gravel then to dirt, and they made a turn off onto a narrow track that led down a heavily wooded lane. The lane, it turns out, was a long driveway. It ended in a circle in front of a large manor built in a French provincial style. Simpkins got out of the car and opened Roger’s door. “Here we are, Master Charlton. Watch your step, and please come with me.”

The mansion’s front door was opened by an older woman.  She appeared to be in her fifties and dressed as a servant, all in black. She was tall, thin and had graying hair held in a tight bun. The woman identified herself as Mrs. Hughes and she ushered Roger into the foyer.  As he stepped inside, his eyes alighted on a most gorgeous creature, a young girl.

She had been dusting a table top. What Roger saw was a girl with long cascading blonde hair dressed in an abbreviated maid’s uniform. The skirt was the shortest Roger had ever seen and it revealed long shapely legs. A narrow waist called attention to flaring hips and an ample bust that strained against the front of her uniform. Big blue eyes and a dainty nose were framed by the blonde tresses in a heart shaped face of exquisite beauty. She took Roger’s breath away.

“Juliet, after you are done here, Nettie needs help in the kitchen,” said Mrs. Hughes.

“Yes, ma’am,” said the vision of loveliness. Roger watched the pertly swinging hips as she departed.

“Simpkins, Madame said that she’d like to see Master Charlton in the library.”

“At once, Mrs. Hughes.” Simpkins flashed that wry smile and tipped her cap.

“This way, Master Charlton,” she said, and with a jaunty swing of her hips, motioned for him to come along. Roger followed her through a long hallway to a double door that opened into an expansive room with shelves reaching from floor to ceiling. The shelves were lined with books. A desk stood at the far end of the room and behind it sat a woman. She was flipping the pages of a book when they walked in, and appeared engrossed in it even as they came closer and stood directly in front of her.  Simpkins announced, “Roger Charlton, Madame.”

For a moment, the woman said nothing. She kept reading the book. Then she looked up. Her eyes scrutinized Roger for a moment or two, looking him up and down. It made Roger uncomfortable, that steadfast gaze, like she could see through him. Finally, she said, “You may leave us, Simpkins.”

Simpkins executed a little bow and left.

The woman stood. Roger could see that she was tall, in her forties with an ample bust. She appeared elegantly slender with a long graceful neck. Dark hair was wound in a braided coif on top of her head. High cheekbones and almond shaped eyes gave her a rather severe look, and she exuded power and authority as if it were as natural to her as breathing.

“Master Charlton,” she said, closing the book, “Your father tells me you have been remiss in your studies at the university. Is this true?”

Roger shuffled his feet and looked down, not wanting to meet her eye.

“Well, I suppose. Yes. Things have not gone well.”

“You will address me as ‘ma’am,’ Roger. Do you understand?” She spoke with a flat tonality that proclaimed there would be no disputing anything she said. She was at least a head taller than he was, and stared down at him as she spoke. It made him feel small and powerless, a mouse confronted by a feline. She had judged and found him guilty.

“Yes, ma’am.” He shuffled uncomfortably.

“’Not gone well,’ that is what you have to say about it?” She walked around him now, sizing him up.

He twisted his head to follow her movements but she said, “Eyes front, Roger. You must stand still and listen. Don’t slouch. Stand up straight.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He straightened up and stared forward.

“Not gone well, indeed. That will change, starting now. We are going to work together, you and I.” she began to pace, hands behind her back. “I will teach you what you need to know to pass the examinations. You will apply yourself. There will be no distractions. You will follow my instructions diligently and apply yourself. You will pay attention at all times. Is all of this clear?”

“Uh, yes, ma’am.” It was humiliating, standing here being lectured to by this woman. But father promised he’d be cut off without a penny, so what was he to do?

“Now as to the living arrangements,” she continued. “You will have a room upstairs. Simpkins will take your luggage there. You are to keep it tidy at all times. There will be no one to clean up after you. Clothes will be laundered once a week. Juliet will take them from your laundry basket. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You are not the only student I have taken on this summer. Also requiring my attention are Priscilla Notting and Penelope Worthy. They are matriculating to university next year.”

Roger didn’t know what to make of that but part of him was grateful that he would not be the sole object of this intense woman’s attention. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Now, the staff. Besides Simpkins and Mrs. Hughes there is Mrs.Carmody, our cook and Nettie, the laundress. Simpkins, whom you have met, is also my personal secretary and will take care of your needs as well. You will do as she tells you. Henry, a young lad, works for her and tends the horses as well. There will be no fraternizing with the staff. They, like you, have jobs to do.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And if you are wondering about the girl in the maid’s uniform, that is Juliet Ransom, another charge of mine sent here by her parents. She is being punished for some indiscretions and must serve for a time as a common maid. You are not to engage her in casual conversation. She has work to do.”

She spoke to Simpkins. “Please take Master Charlton upstairs, get him bathed and ready for supper.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said, taking Roger by the arm. “Come along, Roger.”

Roger nearly stumbled as she yanked him forward.

“We will be spending time together, you and I, so please do be cooperative. It will go so much easier,” she said as she led Roger up the stairs.

Roger was too shocked to resist.

His room was up two flights of stairs, on the third floor. It was large but plain. There was a bed and an armoire. A writing desk with an oil lamp sat along one wall He looked out of the small window. There was nothing there but rolling countryside. He was out in the sticks, no doubt about it.

“There is the bath at the end of the hall. I know you have had a long journey so mistress has ordered that you bathe before supper. We will attend to that chore now, so come along.” She exited the bedroom and motioned for Roger to follow. He trotted behind her like a puppy, but his mind was a whirlwind of confusion.

Simpkins ushered him into a large bath room with a vanity featuring a full sized mirror and a bench in front, a large sink standing by itself, a toilet, and an oversized clawfoot bath tub which she proceeded to fill with steaming water. When the tub was full she turned to Roger who had been standing there watching.

“Why aren’t you undressing, Roger? This bath is for you. Let’s get to it. Take off your clothes.”

“Pardon me? B-but you are here, Miss Simpkins.”

“Yes, and I’m going to wash you, so get those dusty clothes off.”

“But I can’t undress in front of you,” stammered Roger.

Simpkins folded her arms and tapped her foot impatiently. “I am your acting nanny, Roger, and you will do as I say. Now, clothes off.”

“My nanny? I don’t need a nanny.”

“You do now. Please do as I say without argument. I am already put out with you.”

Roger gulped. She really means it, he decided. Blushing all over, he proceeded to take his clothes off. For being a blustery wastrel, Roger was easily cowed by authority, especially of the female variety. He’d had a nanny as a child and the conditioning was still there. Besides that, Simpkins was an imposing figure, not one to be trifled with. Still, he hesitated when it came to his underwear. She’d see his privates.

“Everything, Roger. I am going to bathe you.”

Roger could see she was becoming increasingly impatient with him, but made one last plea. “Please, Miss Simpkins. I can do it myself.” One problem was, he had developed an erection. He was puzzled as to why, but he could feel the tumescence in his penis.

Simpkins huffed, expressing her indignance. “That is the last straw, Roger. You will strip off your clothes now, get in that bathtub and allow me to wash you. Afterwards, sir, there will be a reckoning for your behavior. I will brook no more of your disobedience.”

Realizing he had no choice, Roger slipped down his underwear. His rigid cock popped out of his drawers and wagged inches from Simpkin’s face. She frowned.

“Well, well, what have we here? Hmm…I know the cure for that, young man. For right now climb into the tub and be quick about it.”

Roger saw more resistance as futile and slipped into the water. Simpkins lathered up Roger’s body with soap then took a big wooden bath brush and scrubbed him all over. She was none too gentle about it, scouring his back and front with the harsh bristles until Roger thought she’d rub the skin off. After washing his hair, she had him stand up. Roger gasped as she took his penis in hand and washed his private parts with a washrag. She even went into the crack of his buttocks while holding onto his penis which was still erect.

“Oh, miss, miss…” said Roger, his knees threatening to buckle. He might climax if she kept it up, and that would be horribly humiliating. But she stopped in time. Roger sighed with relief but the ache in his groin was maddening.

Satisfied with her work, she stood, bath brush still in her hand. She handed Roger a towel. “Dry yourself and get out of the tub, Roger.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Roger was only too happy to cover himself with the towel.

Simpkins sat on a bench opposite the vanity and watched him as he toweled off. Roger noticed she still held the bath brush in her hand. He dried himself, all the while keeping an eye on Simpkins who sat motionless, holding the bath brush in her right hand and tapping her left palm with it. What was she waiting for?

When he had finished she said, “Hand me the towel, Roger. It is time for that reckoning we talked about.”

“What?” said Roger. What did she mean to do?

“Your behavior earlier. I will not have it. When I give you a command, you are to obey without hesitation.”

“I…yes, miss, but I…” He wanted to explain how embarrassing it had been.

“The time for ‘buts’ is passed, Roger. You are to be punished. Perhaps a hot bottom will teach you to be more compliant. Hand me the towel.”

“A hot…? W—what do you intend to do?” Roger stared at her in disbelief.

Her next words chilled Roger to his core. “You are going over my knee for a sound spanking on your bare little bottom, Roger. This will happen any time you disobey me.”

Roger could not believe he heard that right. “A-a spanking?”

“Yes. A punishment befitting a ten year old, which is what you are as of now and until your attitude improves. Mrs. Willows has given me full authority to discipline you. Drop that towel and get across my knee.”

“But Miss Simpkins, surely… I’m practically grown. I’m eighteen. I’m way too old for that.”

She chuckled, “No, you’re not. No one is too old, boy, leastwise not you.” In a flash she gripped Roger’s wrist and yanked him forward. It startled Roger and he dropped the towel. Her grip was steel. She toppled Roger across her broad lap until his nose was almost at the floor. She shifted him over until his buttocks were cocked up at a lewd angle and his feet waved in the air.

A sharp slap across his bottom startled him. Then came another and another. Roger flinched at the sharp sting and squirmed, trying to extricate himself from the woman’s grasp. It was no use. She was too strong. He put his hand back to shield his bottom. She grabbed it and held his wrist high on his back in a hammer lock. Having secured him now, the woman launched a blistering barrage of spanks.

Roger felt an atrocious stinging sensation from the flurry of brisk spanks that peppered his nude buttocks. The spanking continued for a solid minute, sonorous slaps applied to his bottom non-stop. He squealed and yelped, quite unable to believe this was really happening. His first vocalizations contained a good deal of indignant protest.

“Stop! You can’t do this! Stop at once, I say!”

“Oh, but I can, Master Charlton,” said Simpkins, stepping up the pace, spanking Roger’s wriggling fanny to a reddish hue.

Roger turned his head to see himself in the mirror opposite the bench. He saw the flashing arm rising and descending, saw the impact of palm against his bottom, felt the ever-escalating pain of a sound spanking visited on his lewdly presented bare behind.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” This really hurt! He realized. The hot stinging sensation had reached beyond his pain threshold to an unbearable level, a searing heat, escalating in intensity with each sharp smack that struck his nude buttocks.

Now he voiced genuine anguish, and not a little bit of panic that this could continue as long as this woman wanted. Then she picked up the bath brush. In horror he saw her arm rise above her shoulder and descend in a blur.

The first smack sounded like a gunshot and the pain was incredible.

“Yow!” he yelped.

A measured volley of percussive spanks followed.

“This, my boy, is the price of disobedience,” said Simpkins as she struck the wriggling fanny over and over with the wooden back of the brush. “You are going to learn to mind me, do you understand?”

Roger almost wept out of abject shame and the scorching heat applied by the brush.

“Yes, yes, all right!” he managed to choke.

“The correct response is ‘yes, nanny’ or ‘yes, ma’am’, “she said, spanking slowly now, applying strokes at a slower pace.

Smack! “Ow!”

Smack! “Yow!”

“Yes, ma’am. Yes, Nanny! Please stop!” Roger fluttered his feet and wailed.

Downstairs, the staff paused to look up. They could certainly hear. Knowing smiles were exchanged. They’d heard this many times before. It was nothing new.

Nettie remarked to Mrs. Carmody, “The lad is having a hot time of it, it sounds like.”

Juliet, who had just entered the kitchen, heard her comment. “He’s rather cute. I hope she doesn’t spank him too hard.”

Nettie shot a pointed look Juliet’s way and said, “Best you keep your distance girl, or you might find yourself over Simpkins’ knee for a bit of the same treatment.”

Juliet blushed and shivered and promptly resumed her task.

The sharp smacks and yelps eventually subsided, and the staff got back to business.

Upstairs, Simpkins relaxed her grip and let Roger stand before her. “Now, Roger, I hope we have an understanding. Do we?”

Roger sniffled and nodded. He’d been about to burst into tears. It was humiliating to admit this, but the spanking had reduced him to the status of a ten year old caught robbing the cookie jar and punished for it. He rubbed his bottom, oblivious to the fact that his manly privates were fully exposed.

“Now I’ll help you dress for supper. Come with me.”

Supper was uncomfortable for Roger. He was made to dress in satin short pants that ended at his knees like knickerbockers, a ruffled white shirt with a starched collar and a satin jacket. The effect of the clothing was to make him appear as a child, albeit one permitted to sit at the adult table. On top of that he was uncomfortable. His bottom throbbed from the heat of the spanking at Simpkin’s hands and he squirmed and shifted during supper.

Mrs. Willows ignored him, preferring instead to engage her other students in conversation. These were the two young ladies, Pricilla and Penny. Both were quite lovely and Roger felt horribly embarrassed at his circumstances, dressed as he was like a twelve year old instead of a young man of college age. He blushed as he caught them glancing his way and snickering under their breath.

After supper he was dismissed. Actually he couldn’t get away fast enough. What a thoroughly wretched day! His humiliation was complete when he had to allow Simpkins to dress him for bed and tuck him in like an infant. But eventually she departed, leaving him alone with his thoughts.

He awoke after a fitful night of tossing and turning. What had his father done to him? He’d been reduced to the status of a child and punished in a most humiliating way by a woman who had physically dominated him completely. The shame of it was unbearable. What next? His worst fears were realized when Simpkins came in the following morning and made him dress in a juvenile schoolboy uniform, a sailor’s motif with short pants that fit a bit too snugly and a shirt with a broad blue collar and piping. He could still feel discomfort from the punishment he had received the night before.

After breakfast he found himself in a classroom with Pricilla and Penny, being lectured to on European history. After that it was a lesson in composition and grammar, then mathematics. After that first day his head was spinning.

They followed the same routine, day after day day. Class in the morning. In the afternoon after lunch he had study time. All he could do was daydream about escape – and of course, about Juliet the maid. Those legs, that saucy rump, that perfect little figure. Every now and then she shot him glances. He could tell. She was interested.

*****

Roger squirmed in his seat, struggling with an agonizingly dull history text. Why should he have to learn English history? He lived in America. And it wasn’t just history that was stultifying and boring. It was all of it – the mathematics, the English composition, the French language lessons. It had been five days now. Every day Mrs. Willows taught classes, and he was forced to sit and listen wearing this ridiculous schoolboy uniform of tight shorts, suspenders, a white shirt and a tie. There were reading assignments as well, and Madame, as she was called, expected him to complete them in the afternoons when they were not in class. Then there were the recitations. They were quizzed on what they were supposed to know.

Roger was a bright boy, and with just a little work he was usually able to bluff his way through. But Mrs. Willows had admonished him several times for his lapses, hinting darkly at consequences for laziness. That threat and the memory of  Simpkin’s spanking made him pay attention or at least try.

The reality of what she meant was made plain to him on day seven. It began with an incident involving Penny. She gave a poor performance in French, stumbling over both proper grammar and vocabulary. Madam frowned and shook her head.

“I’m sorry, miss, this just won’t do. I’m afraid corrective measures are called for.”

There was a room in the house set up like a classroom complete with desks and chalkboard. Behind Mrs. Willow’s desk at the front was a storeroom in which supplies were kept.

On this occasion Madam opened the door to the storeroom and bade Penny follow. A nervous Penny rose from her seat, smoothed her skirt and allowed herself to be ushered into the back room. All Roger could see was some kind of large box-like object on four legs standing in the middle of the room. The door closed and for a moment all was silent. Then Roger heard scolding from within by Madam and pleading from Penny. Next came a rustling sound like clothing being adjusted followed by a sharp sound like a twig snapping and a cry of pain. Roger and Pricilla exchanged startled glances. Additional snapping sounds and cries followed.

“She’s being caned,” said Pricilla in a breathless whisper, her eyes wide with alarm.

Roger had to agree. It sounded like a caning.

They counted six strokes.

After a few moments Penny and Madame emerged. Penny wiped wet tears from her eyes with a kerchief. Mrs. Willows carried a cane. It was thin yellow rattan a crooked handle. She laid it on the desk. Roger stared at it like it was a serpent about to strike. He had heard tales of whippings administered with rattan canes.

“Now we shall resume, children.”

Children. That’s how they were being treated, like naughty children.

Now the atmosphere grew tense. Clearly, Madame was not in a good mood. Roger was called to recite. Under questions propounded by Mrs. Willows it soon became clear he had not studied his English history lesson.

“Who was the monarch deposed by Oliver Cromwell?”

“James VI?”

“Incorrect, sir. It was Charles I. What was the name given to Cromwell’s followers?”

He thought he knew that one. “Cavaliers, Madame?”

“Incorrect. Roundheads, Master Charlton, Roundheads.”

“With whom did King Charles have a dispute over the manner of English rule?”

“The Scots?”

Claire Willows shook her head and sighed. “Parliament, Master Charlton. It was Parliament.”

She picked up the cane and tapped it in her palm. “It is clear, sir, you have not studied your assignment nor have you applied yourself. Thus, you require motivation. It is time for a reckoning. Come to the front of the class.”

A cold chill ran up Roger’s spine. Slowly, he rose from his seat and approached the desk.

“Lazy boys who do not apply themselves under my tutelage are punished. They are punished with this, a rattan cane.” She bent it into a circle, demonstrating its flexibility, then swooshed it through the air. Roger flinched, imagining how it was going to feel on his behind.  She pointed toward the desk with the cane. “Bend over, Roger Charlton. Place your hands on your knees and present your backside.”

“But Mrs. Willows, please. I studied. I did.” Roger was sweating now. How humiliating to be thrashed in front of Penny and Pricilla.

“Consider yourself lucky I do not require you to lower your shorts. Now bend over and push your naughty rump out at once.”

“But you punished Penny in private.”

Claire Willows fixed Roger with a stern look. “Miss Penelope was caned on her drawers in private to spare her modesty. If I take you in that back room, your shorts will come down, and I will cane you bare. Now bend over, boy.”

He certainly did not want that. So he was to be caned and there was no help for it. Roger bent over. His shorts which already felt tight, were made drum taut, outlining the cheeks of his behind and the crease between them. His posture accentuated the curve of his backside which was now presented for Madam’s attention.

“You will remain in position, Roger. If you rise or move out of position, we will repeat that stroke. You will receive six strokes. Remain in position until I tell you to rise.”

Mrs. Willows lined up the cane. Roger felt her tap his buttocks several times. He gritted his teeth.

He heard a sick whine. Whoosh…crack! The cane struck and Roger felt a line of fire ignite across his bottom. It was worse than he had imagined. His knuckles turned white as he held his knees, trying not to jump up and scream. The next fell slightly below the first and Roger hissed through his teeth. It stung ferociously. The third stroke smacked into the soft flesh at the junction with his thighs. Roger’s eyes watered. Stroke number four struck square across the crowns of his bottom.

“Ow! Ow!” It was the worst one yet. He shifted from foot to foot, knowing he was making a display of himself, but not caring.

Whoosh…crack! Number five struck the undercurve of his seat, a vicious blast of stinging heat.

“Yeow! Please, Mrs. Willows!” Roger yelped. His behind throbbed with pain. His knees shook. He could not take any more.

She whipped him with stroke number six and Roger felt like he’d come out of his skin.

Roger stayed bent over, breathing rapidly, tears rolling down his cheeks. He couldn’t help it. He’d never been caned before. It was every bit as bad as his friends had said.

“You may rise, Master Charlton. Know that I expect better performance in the future. Class is dismissed.”

*****

Simpkins stood next to Madame’s desk. It was the day after Roger’s caning and she had just delivered her report on Miss Juliet’s performance as maid. It had not been a good report, which is not to say that Juliet was lazy or incompetent, it was that Simpkins had her own motives, and those included enlisting little Juliet in her scheme. Alas, it would cause Juliet some anguish but there was no help for it.

Juliet was summoned after Simpkins delivered her report, and she entered Madam Willow’s study with some trepidation.

“You sent for me, Madame?” asked Juliet.

“I did indeed, Juliet. Simpkins has delivered a report on your performance as house maid. I’m afraid she found a few items that left something to be desired.”

Claire Willows proceeded to tick off a list of unfinished or inadequately performed tasks. By the end of it Juliet was blushing shamefacedly, but surprised at the pettiness of some of her supposed failures. There was dust on a figurine, dust on a window sill, a spot of dirt on a floor, all things that nobody would ever notice unless they were specifically looking for them.

“So,” said Mrs. Willows, “you will continue in your role of house maid for several more days.”

Juliet nearly stamped her foot and protested. She wanted to go home. She’d been punished enough for her suffragette episode.

“In addition,” said Mrs. Willows, “in keeping with the agreement with your parents, you will be punished for your poor performance. Discipline is called for, Miss Juliet Granville.”

“W-what are you going to do?” Juliet had heard of Madame’s fearsome cane.

Claire Willows turned to Simpkins. “Put Miss Juliet across your knee and spank her soundly. I’ll tell you when to stop.”

Juliet froze on the spot. What? Spank her soundly? She almost made ready to run, but it was too late. Simpkins grinned broadly and grabbed Juliet by the wrist. She led her to an armless chair and sat, pulling Juliet over her lap. Up came Juliet’s frilly skirt and down came her silky step-ins. Juliet sputtered and kicked her feet which were suspended in mid-air as Simpkins’ broad palm delivered a volley of crisp smacks to Juliet’s delectable buttocks.

Simpkins performed her task with gusto, spanking the shapely bottom cheeks with open handed slaps that caused the flesh to wobble most delightfully at impact. This is a little bottom built for spanking, thought Simpkins as she beheld the shapely bottom perched over her knee. She grinned inwardly, relishing the spectacle. Juliet wriggled delightfully, her fanny clenching and flexing as Simpkins applied spank after stinging spank causing the succulent globes to redden. The little miss wriggled and bounced, but Simpkins was much bigger and stronger and held her down across her knee with ease. When Juliet’s bottom was a fiery red and the girl was sobbing, Madam ordered a halt.

“Take her upstairs and apply some ointment, Simpkins.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Simpkins, putting the girl on her feet. “Come along, miss. I’ll make it feel better.”

Upstairs, she held the girl across her knee again as she sat on her bed. But this time she applied a soothing ointment to Juliet’s reddened backside.

“There, there,” she said as she smeared big dollops of cream on Juliet’s inflamed fanny, “I’m sorry I had to do that, but Madam Willows gives the orders.”

“I know it’s not your fault,” said Juliet timidly, relieved now that punishment was over, but unsure about Simpkins herself.

“I can make you feel much better,” said Simpkins as her hand strayed to the curly nest between Juliet’s legs. “Much, much better.”

“Oh!” said Juliet as she felt the intimate touch.

“Yes, that’s it. Open your legs.” Simpkins hand went deeper, and a finger found the lips of Juliet’s quim. The finger slipped inside and found Juliet’s pleasure spot.

Juliet gasped and bucked her hips in response to Simpkins’ manipulations. She hadn’t intended this at all. Some girls at school had experimented, but not her. But now she was in the throes of a powerful climax approaching and she found herself powerless to resist. Simpkins finger became a piston, thrusting in and out of her vagina. She unconsciously pumped her hips in response. It was coming. She could feel it building. A minute later it became too much. She went hot and cold at the same time and stiffened, her body vibrating as a wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Afterwards she lay with Simpkins in bed, both of them naked, clothes strewn on the floor haphazardly. Simpkins had taught her a few other tricks. It had been a long afternoon.

“I want your assistance with something. It involves young Roger.”

“I—I don’t know. What is it?”

Simpkins frowned. “You will play your part, my little maid or there may be a repeat of the session in Madame’s study.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” said Juliet. That had been a most painful spanking and Simpkins had the power to make it happen again. She didn’t want that.

“Here is what I want you to do …”

*****

It was now day ten in the afternoon. Roger paced in his room. This was intolerable. He didn’t feel like studying. He felt like escaping. But then what would his father do? To add insult to injury a new nanny, a stocky big boned woman fifty years of age named Mrs. Hardwick had arrived, taking over those duties for Simpkins. His newly appointed nanny was unbearable, treating him like a child. Handling him, dressing him, quelling any hint of rebellion with smacks to his backside. Two days ago, another outrage – Mrs. Hardwick given him a bedtime spanking for obstinacy.  She brought out a bottle of baby oil, and sat on his bed. She put him over her knee, slipped his pajama pants down, and rubbed his buttocks with the baby oil. After putting the oil aside, Mrs. Hardwick proceeded to smack his bottom soundly. Her palm stung atrociously as she spanked his oiled bottom briskly. It not only hurt, it had also been shaming to be treated that way. His bare bottom had been on full display again and she spanked him for quite a while, raining down smack after smack until he had squealed, begging her to stop. Then she put him to bed like you would a child. She had threatened to put him petticoats and dress him like a girl if there was any more disobedience.

Roger was feeling miserable and sorry for himself when he heard the sound, in fact he

almost didn’t hear the soft knock at his door. He rose from bed and opened it, only to find the pretty blonde-haired “maid” standing there. Gone was the skimpy maid’s costume. This time she wore a schoolgirl’s frock.

“May I come in?” she said. Roger could see her eyes were red. She’d been crying. He poked his head out into the hallway. No one was around, so he quickly ushered her inside.

“I’ve been sent here, just like you,” she said. “To learn obedience.”

“But, why?”

“I went to suffragette rallies. I was arrested by the police and my father had to come get me out of jail. He said I’d disgraced the family, and he was going to send me to Mrs. Willow’s until I could learn proper behavior.”

“So what happened? Why have you been crying?”

“It’s embarrassing,” she said.

Roger was thinking ‘not half as embarrassing as my experience,’ but he just listened.

“I was put ‘in service’ they call it – for bad attitude. I told them I feel strongly women should have the vote. After all, these are modern times. This is 1912, not 1789. They did not like it. They said I was obstinate and delinquent.”

Roger didn’t know how he felt about that, so he just nodded sympathetically.

“So they put me in that ridiculous uniform and gave me a feather duster to clean with. After I was done, Simpkins went around and checked. She told Madam I’d done a poor job. We were in Mrs. Willow’s library when Simpkins gave her report. Then the unthinkable happened.”

“What? What did they do?”

Juliet blushed. “Madam told Simpkins to put me over her knee and give me a good spanking.”

“And did she?”

“Yes. It was horrible. I was still wearing that awful short uniform you saw me wearing. She handled me like a child. She’s very big and strong, you know.”

Roger nodded.

“She put me across her knee and … I almost can’t say it … she bared my person, my posterior. She pulled my drawers right down to my knees. I was mortified.”

“Go on,’ said Roger. This was getting him excited. He could imagine this gorgeous creature held down over Simpkins knee, her skirts turned up and her delectable curvy bottom bared.

“She spanked me unmercifully, smacking me all over my poor bottom for several long minutes. It was painful beyond imagining. I kicked and wriggled but she was far too strong. She held me down across her lap like I was a mere child, and spanked my poor bare fanny until I thought I’d lose my mind. It stung something awful.”

“That’s terrible,” said Roger, but in his mind’s eye he could visualize the scene. Juliet, over Simpkins knee, her pert bare bottom on display, legs flailing about, bottom cheeks rippling as the hearty smacks from Simpkins hand landed on the succulent globes. Simpkins smiling that wry enigmatic smile of hers as she struck the quivering bottom with gusto. His stiff cock grew uncomfortable in his pants.

“But why tell me?”

“Because it still hurts. I have some cold cream and I want you to put it on me. You seem kind, and everyone else here is perfectly horrid, especially the other girls.”

“You want me to spread ointment on your seat where she spanked you?” Roger could not believe his luck.

“Yes. I’m burning up and Nettie said this helps.”

Roger wasn’t going to question this gift that had literally dropped into his lap. Seeing this circumstance as a golden opportunity, he sat on the bed and motioned for her to come over. His cock was straining his pants and he thought if played this right, he could actually soon be fucking this little cutie. She lay across his lap and he started to lift her skirt.

But at that precise moment, the door flung open. Who stood in the doorway, silhouetted by light behind her, but Mrs. Hardwick, Simpkins and Madame Willows herself?

Roger flinched, startled by the sudden intrusion. A chill seized him, and he froze to the spot.

“Please explain yourself, Master Charlton,” said Claire Willows as she strode into the room. “What is the meaning of this?”

“I – I, um, you see she asked….”

Claire Willows cut him off. “Return to your room, Miss Ransom. I’ll deal with you later.” Juliet rose and hurried out. Roger could have sworn he saw a look pass between Simpkins and Juliet.

“Well, Master Charlton, it seems we have trouble learning our lessons in observance of the rules. I said not to engage Miss Ransom in conversation and here you are practically about to enjoy an illicit tryst with the girl.”

“No, no, it’s not like that,” protested Roger, waving his hands in desperation.

Claire Willows turned to Mrs. Hardwick. “Prepare a birch rod, if you please, Mrs. Hardwick. Then be prepared to join us in my library after supper. Master Charlton needs to learn a lesson in decorum and obedience to authority. Simpkins, I will rely on your stout right arm, so you will join us as well.”

Simpkins smiled broadly and said, “Yes, madame.”

Roger could have sworn she winked at him.

Supper was agonizing for Roger. He couldn’t eat, knowing what was about to transpire afterwards. Everyone else chatted amiably as if nothing were amiss. But from time to time Pricilla and Penny would look his way and fix him with a pointed knowing smile or an under the breath giggle. Word must have got out, he realized. Everyone knew he was to be punished in the study after supper, but they all pretended they did not know. At least they made a show of it until Penny asked if he intended to leave his window open that night.

“And why would I do that?” said Roger.

“Well, you might enjoy a cool breeze on a certain portion of your anatomy, Mister Charlton. You never know.” She elbowed Pricilla who suppressed a chuckle.

“Girls,” admonished Mrs. Willows sharply. “Let us conduct ourselves like proper ladies and gentlemen at the table.”

Finally, the interminable meal ended. The girls were dismissed, and as they rose, Roger heard the words from Madame he had been dreading all evening. “Penelope and Priscilla, I will see you in the morning. Master Charlton, you will accompany me to the study.”

Roger was shaking with fear as he followed Mrs. Willows into the study. He had heard of the birch rod. From what he knew, it was a fearsome implement used on delinquent boys in prisons or detention homes. A sheaf of whippy switches, it was always applied to the “bare breech,” if the tales of his compatriots were true. Someone had sworn he’d seen a boy birched in a jail and had described it in the most lurid terms imaginable, the poor fellow strapped down over a block, howling for mercy and squealing like a pig as the rod scored his buttocks with red weals. The spanking with that bath brush had been bad enough, but a whipping with a birch rod? His fellows had also described punishments given with the cane at boarding school, and he already knew that was bad enough. At least you were fully clothed when you got the cane. But a birching? What could he do? If he resisted or ran, his inheritance was forfeit.

Mrs. Hardwick and Simpkins were waiting in Mrs. Willow’s study. Simpkins was in her chauffer’s uniform and it was she who stood at the ready holding a long birch rod in her hands. It consisted of half a dozen switches, three feet long tied in a bundle at one end by a red ribbon that also formed a handle. She looked powerful and authoritative in the jacket and tight trousers with knee high black boots, gloves and a cap. A sardonic smile that teased the corners of her mouth told Roger she was looking forward to what was about to take place. Roger gulped, trying to quell his anxiety.

In the center of the room was a curious piece of furniture. It was an elongate bench with a shallow concave surface, a cradle supported on four stout legs and slanted slightly back to front. There were buckling straps on the legs and a strap that came over the top of the cradle. Its purpose was obvious, to hold someone in position for a whipping. The concave cradle held the torso, and legs and arms were buckled down. The strap came up over the back to keep the penitent from twisting. Roger felt beads of sweat break out on his forehead.

“Mrs. Willows, please,” implored Roger.

“You’ve been a naughty boy, Master Charlton. It’s outrageous what you almost did.”

“But it was Juliet who …” he started to say.

“I don’t want to hear your pallid excuses, sir,” she said. “You are to be punished with the birch, and I hope you learn a good lesson from it. Most boys do. Now approach the bench and take down your trousers, sir.”

His heart pounding and with knees shaking, Roger stood before the bench and unbuckled the satin trousers. Hoping desperately for a reprieve he was slow to tug the pants down to his knees, blushing wildly all the while.

“The underpants too, Master Charlton. The birch is always applied on the bare.”

Roger groaned in shame and slipped his underwear down to his knees, displaying his bare bottom and privates to the three ladies.

Claire Willows addressed Mrs. Hardwick. “Secure him, Mrs. Hardwick.”

Mrs. Hardwick came forward and pushed Roger down into a prostrate position over the bench. The posture raised his backside, thrusting his bare buttocks outward in back, a prime target for the whippy rod. She buckled the leg and wrist straps and drew the cinch strap across his back. He was now tied down so tightly, he couldn’t move.

“Simpkins, if you please,” said Mrs. Willows. “Three dozen.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Simpkins. She strode forward and took up a position to the side of the bench.

Roger craned his neck and watched Simpkins approach, swishing the birch, testing it for flex. It whined as the switches cut through the air.

“Please, Madame, no,” he entreated, panicked now that the moment of his chastisement was at hand.

“Proceed, Simpkins.”

Simpkins stretched out her arm and let the withes touch Roger’s bottom. She adjusted her stance for proper distance and tapped once or twice. She drew back her arm.

Roger heard the whine of the birch. White hot pain exploded across his backside. Roger scarcely had time to absorb the shock to his system before another stroke struck, amplifying the effect of the first one. He tensed every muscle in his body in response to the sharp sting.

Swish – thwack! Another stroke seared his bottom. He jerked against his bonds.

Swish – thwack! “Ahhh!” he yelled out, not able to hold back. Hot pain exploded across his flesh.

Swish – thwack! It really hurt now and Roger realized he was in for a severe thrashing of a type he’d never in his young life endured.

The strokes came with relentless regularity. Simpkins had settled into a tempo, delivering a dozen strokes per minute. The stinging sensation escalated. It wasn’t that any individual stroke was that bad, he realized, after absorbing the first dozen, it was the cumulative effect. The maddening sting piled on top of itself, growing ever more intense. His eyes watered, his nose dripped. He clenched and unclenched his buttocks. Nothing helped. The birch sang its song of pain and nothing he could do made it any less agonizing.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” Roger wailed in abject misery. “Please stop! Stop!”

But Simpkins continued to ply the birch rod with efficiency and vigor, whipping Roger’s fanny until it resembled a pair of bright red tomatoes.

Roger now realized the spankings from Simpkins and Mrs. Hardwick had been mild by comparison. This was real punishment, the type you never want to experience again. His bottom felt swollen and on fire.

By the time Simpkins had meted out thirty-six strokes, it was all Roger could do not to break down in tears and bawl. As it was, his eyes were red, his chest was heaving and the pain he felt in his throbbing backside was beyond bearable.

Mrs. Willows instructed Simpkins to release Roger’s bonds. He stood up and tried to rub some of the sting out of his bottom, but winced at the contact of his own hands on his backside and let it be.

“Mrs. Hardwick, take Roger upstairs, then put him to bed.”

First he had to pull his pants up, which was agony, but then he allowed Mrs. Hardwick to lead him upstairs to his room. He didn’t complain when his nanny put him over her lap to rub antiseptic ointment in. She put him in bed with the admonishment that he’d have to behave properly from now on to avoid a second trip to Mrs. Willow’s study. He could only lie face down on the bed and he did in fact raise the window to let in the cool night air. Finally, after tossing and turning until the wee hours, he fell into a fitful sleep, dreading the dawn of a new day in this house of cruel and dominant women.

It was in the small hours of the morning when he realized he was not alone. He awoke, startled to find a warm body in the bed with him. As his eyes adjusted to the light, he gasped with the realization that it was Simpkins. He put his hands out and felt bare flesh. Simpkins was naked.

“There, there, Master Charlton. Don’t be startled. I’ve come to make it all better. I am sorry I had to whip you so hard, but Madame’s word is law.” She reached down to Roger’s groin. He responded instantly and she felt his ardor rising. “Umm,” she purred, “this is what I want. I had you pegged as a randy lad, and I must say you don’t disappoint.”

Indeed, Roger’s cock lengthened and hardened as she stroked it gently.

“Here,” she said, “suck my titties.” She pulled his head down to her bust and offered a nipple for him to suck. Roger used his tongue on the nipple and nipped at it gently.

“Oooh, that’s it,” she said.

Roger licked and sucked, teasing the nipples into hardness. He paused, pulling away enough to say “why?”

“We are isolated out here, Master Charlton. No men. Madame won’t allow it. She likes women. I do too, but I require a man from time to time, and I think you’ll do nicely.”

“But, but, what if…?”

“Ah, yes, we must both be discreet or our bottoms will suffer, but the reward is worth the risk, don’t you agree? Besides,” she added, “you’ll service me as I require, or I can make things hot for you, if you know what I mean. I wield the rod and I have permission to discipline anyone under my charge. That includes the students and little Juliet. And you,” she added.

Roger absorbed that fact even as his prick surged under Simpkins ministrations. He was too far gone with arousal to resist. She shifted her body to slide under him and lifted him so he lay atop her. Parting her legs, she took Roger’s now fully erect shaft and placed at the entrance to her pussy lips.

“Now, Master Charlton, now. Fuck me. I know you know how.”

Roger thrust. He went in easily, sliding through the slippery channel with ease, all the way to the hilt.

Simpkins moaned and raised her hips. Roger pumped his hips, and she reciprocated, matching his in and out motion with her own. Their pelvic bones banged together as the motion grew more vigorous. Roger felt his cock gripped by a tight sheath, the delicious friction creating wave after wave of pleasure, spreading through his core and up his spine. He could feel his climax building.

“Don’t you dare spend yet, young sir!” hissed Simpkins, sensing an acceleration in Roger’s frenetic humping motion.

Roger closed his eyes and held on. There was no telling what she might do if he failed to pleasure her properly. He was about to lose it and erupt in his own climax when Simpkins stiffened momentarily then thrashed about, pumping her hips wildly.

“Nghhh…ahhh…yes, that’s it, Master Charlton, now! Now!” she exhorted him as her climax washed over her like an ocean wave. Roger came, spewing his seed, thrashing and jerking like a puppet on a string.

When passions had subsided, Simpkins rose from his bed and made ready to leave. She turned on her way out the door and favored him with her familiar sardonic smile. “You are a randy scamp, Master Charlton, and I look forward to our next meeting. I do hope you can behave in the interim, however, I must confess I do enjoy giving a man a good whipping, and I love to watch you squirm across my knee while I spank your bottom to a bright red, so we’ll see, won’t we?”

When she was gone Roger fell back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. What madness was this? He was beset with cruel and domineering females, bent on correcting him for every fault in the most humiliating ways imaginable, as well as being at the mercy of a succubus whose intent was to make him her sexual slave. What on earth was he to do?


Kyle and Doreen

By the time they got to their third date, the subject of spanking came up. They were sitting in a restaurant having a bite to eat right after their co-ed softball team had played its first game. Well, maybe it wasn’t really a date, but they had been spending a lot of time together. The family at the next table were having a terrible time coping with misbehaving kids, trying to placate, plead and cajole them into calming down. It wasn’t working.

“Look at that,” said Kyle, watching them squabble and shaking his head. “What can you do?”

“I know what my folks would have done,” said Doreen. “They would have yanked me out by my ear, taken me home and spanked my little butt red.”

“What?” said Kyle. “You got spankings as a kid?” A vision of Doreen getting her butt spanked flashed into Kyle’s head. Instant woody.

“Sure. Didn’t you?”

As a matter of fact, no he hadn’t. His parents were the calm reasoned type and corporal punishment had not been part of their bag of disciplinary tricks. Dad was a college professor who taught engineering, mom was the artist type, and neither were given to notions of rigid child rearing that included spanking.

“No, they didn’t believe in it.”

Doreen snorted, amused that Kyle had led such a sheltered life. “You never, ever had a butt whipping? I lived on a farm and we went to an evangelical church. You better believe they believed in it. We had a barn out back and in that barn there was a padded sawhorse and a strap hanging on the wall. If dad took you out to the barn, you were in for a hot time. And momma spanked, too – long and hard. If you were in for it, you’d go over her knee, skirts up and panties down and she’d wear you out with that big hard hand of hers. She had a big black flat-backed hairbrush up in her bedroom, too. They used both those things on us kids. I guess that’s one difference between us, huh?”

There were many other differences between Kyle and Doreen. They made an unlikely couple. Appearance-wise they couldn’t have been more different. He was the studious nerdy type, a nice looking boy, but slightly built. She was the robust athletic type with a stocky build that featured muscular legs and broad shoulders, the body of a gym rat. Together, they were Mutt and Jeff. In temperament he was quiet and reserved, she was rowdy and boisterous. He was an engineer, she was in sales.

They both worked for a big sports equipment company, and had met as a result of joining the company coed softball team. The company’s culture was fitness and athleticism for employees, and Kyle figured he could do that by joining the team. He couldn’t hit for beans, but he could run and catch balls in the outfield. Doreen was a natural athlete and played like a pro, having been on high school and college teams.

She was a Midwest farm gal from Nebraska; he was a suburban kid from Atlanta. They had both moved to Fort Worth to take the jobs offered by the company, which were high paying positions with potential upward mobility. Both were single and in their early thirties.

Kyle had been attracted to Doreen from the start. He thought she was hot. There were plenty of curves on that athlete’s frame of hers, including a nice full bust, long muscular legs and a shapely bubble of an ass. Doreen felt drawn to Kyle for his quiet manners and politeness which was so different from the jock types she seemed to attract. He was nice looking too. Not brawny or anything, just pleasantly put together. He was cute and boyish looking and he brought out Doreen’s maternal instinct. He made her want to mother him like a cuddly toy. The only thing missing in Kyle was some aggressiveness, but that was OK with Doreen. She liked to take the lead in a relationship, and Kyle seemed nice and malleable, agreeable to most anything while she called the shots. But he had yet to make a move in the romance department, and that was a disappointment, so much so that Doreen felt frustrated. She was a healthy gal with healthy needs and she hadn’t had a good romp between the sheets for some time now. Maybe, she figured, it was time she took the bull by the horns and made something happen.

“No, I didn’t get spanked as a kid, so I guess you’re right.” Kyle paused a minute, pulling up an old memory. “But I sure saw one, and I never forgot it.”

“Really?” said Doreen, all ears now. “Tell me about that.”

“You really want to hear this?” said Kyle. He had to wonder what Doreen found so fascinating.

She grinned broadly. “Uh—hunh.”

“Ok. I’ll tell you. It really made an impression on me,” he said shaking his head. Doreen leaned forward on her elbows and listened intently while Kyle told his story.

“It happened at this day camp I went to as a kid. It was run by this woman named Dottie Gregory, who I’ll never forget as long as I live. It was a coed day camp and Dottie Gregory was the owner and head swim instructor. This place was a Christian day camp run on biblical principles, which wasn’t my parents’ thing, but a lot of my friends went, so I went too. While it was mostly fun and games coupled with bible study, the camp had rules and there was discipline, discipline that could be enforced the old fashioned way. The other parents were all on board with it. To go to the camp they had to sign a special form giving Dottie the power to use corporal punishment if misbehavior got out of control, and my folks signed it too, I guess. I don’t really know because, as I’m about to tell you, it never came to that, at least not for me. So, anyway, other kids were aware of the possibility, so it wasn’t surprising they were just a little afraid of Dottie. While all the counselors were college girls in their late teens and twenties, Dottie was in her mid- thirties, the adult in charge.

The camp had a swimming pool and there were separate changing rooms for boys and girls in a bath house next to the pool. The way the bath house had been built, there was a wall that was common to both changing rooms. It was old cinderblock construction and in places the cement had begun to crumble. One day some kid noticed that a chunk had fallen out of a seam between blocks and he climbed up on a bench to investigate. To everyone’s glee, the loose chunk had opened up a narrow hole providing a peek into the girls’ changing room.

Well, this was just too good. We were all changing out of swim trunks and a bunch of us boys all crowded around the hole, many of us still undressed. So you had all these naked boys taking turns peeking and gawking at the naked girls. Then one of the girls in the adjoining dressing room noticed an eye peeking through the hole and all hell broke loose. She shrieked. After that, it was game over. We had been busted.

“So you peeked, too?”

“Yeah, I climbed up there and peeked, so I saw it all. It was the first time I’d seen naked girls. But I got shoved out of the way, so I was down and on the other side of the room when it all blew up. But three of my friends were caught red-handed.”

“But not you,” said Doreen with a smirk. “You little rat. You should have been caught.”

“Yeah, probably,” laughed Kyle. “Not me, though. I was about to dress, but I wasn’t anywhere near the hole by then. The jig was up for the others.”

Doreen shook her head. “Boys will be boys.”

“After that, things happened fast. Dottie came bursting into our side of the dressing room only to see three of my friends, not a stitch on, pushing and shoving over who got to look through the crack. Everybody screamed and scrambled to cover up. You have to remember, at that age there was nothing more embarrassing for a boy than for a woman, any woman, to see him without his clothes on. Unfortunately my three buddies had no way of grabbing their clothes. Dottie ordered them to stop right there and not move. When she saw the erections on those three, her face turned red and her expression turned dark. She put her hands on her hips and stared at the boys who stood there, frozen to the spot.

“My heart pounded and a cold chill ran up my spine as I watched what happened next. I’ll never forget that scene. Dottie sat down on a bench. She told all the boys in the dressing room to line up along a far wall while she called the three peeping toms over and made them stand in front of her. After a blistering scolding, complete with finger wagging and quotes from the bible on the perils of sin, she announced the sentence.

‘You boys know it wasn’t right to spy on the girls,’ she said. ‘And just look at the state of your penises. Why, you’ve all got erections. Here at this camp we don’t put up with such un-gentlemanly behavior. Well, I know what each of you need—‘  There was this breathless pause where you could hear a pin drop ‘-- and that’s a good sound spanking on your bare fannies. A nice long hard spanking over my knee will teach you all a good lesson you won’t forget, and then you are going to apologize to the girls for your nasty behavior.’ The boys all started to cry and plead, but she was determined. Dottie called the first boy out, crooking her finger. ‘Jimmy Knox, come here and get across my knee.’

Jimmy shuffled forward, and she grabbed his wrist and hauled him over her knee, face down and bare bottom up. When she had his little fanny propped up just so, she launched into a noisy spanking – really hard smacks that sounded like rifle shots in that closed cinder block room. Her hand flashed up and down like a jackhammer. Boy, she spanked that kid’s bottom until it glowed. She really gave him a tanning –with this steady smack! Crack! Whack! Of her palm—one side then the other, back and forth, and right across the crease. She had Jimmy squirming and howling and kicking his legs. I’d never seen any spectacle like it. Jimmy flopped around over Dottie’s lap but she held him in a vise grip while her palm turned his behind a bright red. It went on for several minutes at least, and by the time Dottie had finished with him, poor Jimmy was kicking, crying real tears and promising all kinds of good behavior. The other two boys got their tannings in turn. Dottie didn’t slow down or ease up. The punishment ended with my three friends facing the wall and sobbing their eyes out, bright red butts on display.

“Whoa!” said Doreen. “How did that make you feel?”

“I was still undressed and the worst part was, I had a woody too. I was afraid she’d see.”

“Why the erection? Did you want to change places?”

Kyle laughed. “Are you kidding? Hell no.”

Doreen tilted her head, smiling and obviously skeptical of his denial. “Methinks the lad protesteth too much. Clearly, it fascinated you and there was excitement in there somewhere.”

Kyle saw the knowing smile and blushed. “Ok. I was curious, that’s all – I mean about what it felt like. There was something sexy about it. You know -- this woman in a tight swimsuit dishing out punishment on some bare fannies while they laid across her bare legs. You know, your, ah, man parts would be flesh to flesh with her legs. I don’t know. I guess it was arousing to imagine that.”

“Arousing, you say. Hmmm.” She twirled a stick in her drink. “Ever want to know what it would have felt like that day? I mean, it could have been you.”

“Yeah, I guess I dodged a bullet.”

“Did you?” Doreen flashed him a wicked smile. “Maybe you’d like to know.”

Kyle was still blushing. He shrugged and said, “Too late now.”

Doreen had to think. Was this what floated his boat? Had she stumbled onto something? She studied his body language. A few beads of sweat had broken out on his forehead and his hand looked shaky. His face was flushed. There was clearly some excitement there as he had described the spanking. She wished she could see under the table to assess the state of his penis because she bet it was hard. If this was a path to seduction, she’d take it another step further – throw out some bait and see if he hit on it.

“It’s not too late. I don’t live far from here.” A coy smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.

Kyle’s eyes widened. “What? What are you saying?”

“I know when a naughty boy needs a good spanking, and you should have had one that day,” she said wagging her finger at him.

“So, what, you want to make up for lost time?” Kyle chuckled uneasily.

“Sure. Why not? You’d find out what you missed.”

Now he looked incredulous. “You’re serious aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. Obviously you are carrying around some guilt about that incident. Also you are curious. Also, you are just a little bit excited.”

Kyle’s mouth hung open.

Doreen got up. “Come on, Kyle. I’ll show you what you missed.” She smiled seductively. “I’ll even dress in a tight swimsuit, just like Dottie…oops,” she said putting her hand up over her mouth, “all I have are tiny bikinis. I hope that won’t spoil things.”

Kyle sat there slack-jawed. He was thinking about Doreen in a tiny bikini.

“Come on, Kyle,” she teased. “You know you want to know.”

Kyle rubbed his chin, thinking. She wanted to spank him? Like it was a sexy game? Could this lead to something? The lure was irresistible, even if it would be sort of silly. They could have a good laugh about it later – in bed.

“You won’t do it hard, will you?”

“No harder than you deserve, naughty boy. And then there’s afterwards. I’m very good at afterwards, if you know what I mean.”

That did it. Kyle flushed. His cock surged. What she was suggesting was crazy wild – but very hot.  He had wanted to step things up with Doreen, and now she was practically issuing a gold plated invitation. There was no denying her sexy flirtatious manner and the implied promise of carnal delights to come.

“Um, okay,” said Kyle, too aroused to stop now.

They took Doreen’s car since she had a townhouse not far away. Kyle followed her inside, his eyes glued to the sexy sway of her backside. Once inside the house, Doreen took Kyle by the hand and led him to a spare bedroom.

“Okay, now,” she said, facing him with her hands on her hips. “Let’s recreate this scene. You take your clothes off and face that wall, like you are looking through that crack. Think about that scene. Imagine you are seeing naked girls for the first time. You can even get yourself ready, if you know what I mean. I’ll go change.”

“But…take my clothes off?”

“Of course,” said Doreen. “That’s the state you were in way back when, right?”

“I guess so.”

She reached around and slapped him on the butt. “Then hop to it.”

Doreen flashed him a flirtatious smile. Kyle watched her go, a sexy sashay out the door. He stood there for a moment. Should he do this? It was nuts, but he decided he was all in. It felt a little foolish, but he took his outer clothes off, then wondered if he should go all the way, give her the full monty. He sighed and figured, why not? He’d come this far.

As he stripped down, his cock became erect. Just the idea of being naked in Doreen’s presence gave him the woody. It flopped and bobbed around as he pulled his pants off. Buck naked now, he stood facing the wall. The memory of that day in the bathhouse came back to him. He recalled the excitement of ogling the girls, the first time he’d seen girls in the nude. Unconsciously Kyle touched himself. The touch turned to a stroke, then another. His erection lengthened and stood straight out. All the while he listened for Doreen. What was she doing? He imagined her in a skimpy bikini. That was what she said she had. At the same time he was painfully aware of his own nudity and his vulnerable position. He was actually waiting for a woman to come in and spank him on his bare butt and that thought made his erection almost painful.

“Well, well, what have we here?” said a voice from the doorway.

Kyle twisted around to see. Doreen stood in the doorway, hands on the door frame, hips cocked in a sexy pose. She wore a tiny black bikini that displayed her athletic figure to its best advantage, the svelte hips barely contained by the flimsy triangle of the panties and her breasts nearly spilling out of the top. Kyle felt his cock surge.

“I think we have a very naughty boy here. He must have been spying on the girls in the shower room? That is what you did, isn’t it Kyle?”

“I—I guess so,” stammered Kyle.

“You guess so? I’m pretty sure of it by what I see.” She strolled in and dragged a chair over to the center of the room. She sat down and crooked her finger. “Come over here, boy. I’ll teach you to ogle girls in their shower. The nerve!” she said in mock outrage.

Kyle approached with mincing steps. He didn’t know about this. It seemed as though she were playing with him, but still…. if only he weren’t so hard, so totally aroused. He was in a boner hard-on zone. She could order him to do anything and he’d do it.

“Right here, Kyle,” she said, guiding him to her right side.

Kyle stood there while she looked him up and down with an amused smile, her gaze particularly focused on the state of his erect penis as it bobbed up and down practically in her face. She put her hand out and touched it. Kyle stiffened and sucked in his breath. Her touch made thrills shoot up his spine.

“My, my, Kyle. I’d like to think some of this is about me and not about those naked girls at camp.” Her fingers went back and forth on the shaft.

“Ah, Doreen … it’s about you … that bikini.” Kyle stammered, barely able to get the words out. She had turned to stroking his cock. It felt wonderful. The stroking generated waves of pleasure that spread outward from his core. He bent his knees, responding to her manual stimulus.

“Well, enough of that,” she announced after a long minute. She took her hand away. “I promised a spanking and a spanking it shall be.” She pulled him forward by his penis. “Across my knee, little boy. Let’s get that bare toddyside up.”

Kyle laid across Doreen’s lap. She opened her legs and his cock slid between her thighs. Pulling him forward, she adjusted his position until his bottom was arched perfectly, a pair of rounded globes forming the apex of his inverted V position and pointing straight at the ceiling. It was a vulnerable position for Kyle who felt definitely apprehensive now that the moment of truth had arrived. She rested her hand on Kyle’s bottom, patting gently, then rubbing her hand in little circles. Occasionally she squeezed the cheeks of his bottom.

“Mmm,” she said, “you know what I think, Kyle? I think this cute hiney can take a really good spanking. My momma used to give really thorough spankings, and I think yours is built for it – so nice and round and cute.”

After a minute she patted him briskly and said, “Ok, are you ready?”

“I – I guess so,” said Kyle. “This is just for fun, right?”

“For fun? It wouldn’t be a real spanking if it was just for fun, Kyle. No this is the real thing. This is for getting away with ogling those girls all those years ago. You were never punished for that.” Then her voice changed from playful to a mock stentorian seriousness. “You, young man are getting the spanking of your life. Imagine, peeking into the girls’ shower. You should be ashamed.”

The first few spanks were a shock to Kyle’s system. They were not particularly hard, but not light either. The impact of Doreen’s hand, smacking one cheek, then the other several times made his flesh tingle. At first it was almost pleasant, but then after repeated smacks that seemed to get harder and harder, it started to sting. It felt like applied heat, maybe like you’d get if you backed up too close to a bonfire. The steady smack-smack-smack continued, falling now into a tempo like one set by a metronome. The sting grew more intense. She was spreading the spanks around, making sure to cover every inch of exposed flesh. Kyle squirmed. It was becoming uncomfortable and he gasped, voicing his distress.

“This kinda stings, Doreen. Hey! Ease up, okay?”

“Ease up? This is how I spank a naughty boy. You have to be firm, Kyle or it’s not a spanking. Are you feeling naughty yet, Kyle?” Doreen’s hand flashed up and down without missing a beat. She peppered his bottom all over with brisk, fast spanks.

“Yow! Yow!” said Kyle, kicking his legs and flailing around. It felt like bee stings.

Then she shifted gears, rubbing sinuously between smacks which came a much slower pace, each one an event in itself.

“Ooh, you should see your little bottom wobble,” she chuckled gleefully as she smacked his fanny with a good bit of steam, her hand spanning the divide between the rippling flesh of his bottom cheeks. Then she rubbed it in before launching the next one.

“I – ok, Doreen, okay! Ow!” It stung like crazy now, and he wriggled over his girlfriend’s lap trying to diminish the target area.

“Oh, no, my boy. Let’s get that bare toddyside up, Kyle,” said Doreen, shifting him to jackknife his body even further over. “That’s it,” she said when she had corrected his position. “Now you can wiggle that bare fanny all you want, you aren’t going anywhere until Aunty Doreen is done with your spanking.”

Having said that, she launched into another barrage of crisp smacks that stung Kyle’s bottom globes like a swarm of hornets. Kyle reacted by arching his back and pumping his hips. Unfortunately, this enabled Doreen to time her spanks to land just as his bottom was humping upward, making it seem as if he were raising his hips in time to meet the downward arc of her palm. The motion did provide some consolation, the friction of his cock on her legs reignited his arousal.

“Oh, ho! I feel something, Kyle. Is that erection coming back?” She slowed down and rubbed and patted.

Kyle panted and squirmed. What she was doing now was definitely turning him on.

“I’ll have plans for that later, Kyle, but we’re not done yet. You should see your fanny, Kyle. How it wobbles and shakes. You have the cutest little wiggle. What do you think about being spanked? It’s a pretty intense experience isn’t it?”

Splat! Splat! Splat! She continued peppering his bottom with sharp wristy spanks.

“Yes! Yes! Ouch!” Kyle gritted his teeth. This was getting hard to take.

A flurry of brisk spanks made Kyle wince. This was much more serious than he had imagined. While Doreen kept up her light banter, treating this like some cute game, he was in some serious distress. He didn’t want to admit just how much it was stinging him, and he didn’t want Doreen to think him a coward, but still … man, this hurt!

“Ow! Yow! Hey ---okay! I get it!”

His kicking was threatening to dislodge him from his position over Doreen’s knee so she locked her right leg over the backs of his knees.

Kyle felt trussed up like a chicken. He couldn’t move, and so Doreen could plant each spank exactly where she wanted it. Now they were slower, meaty smacks with plenty of steam behind each one.

“This is the worst part, Kyle. My momma used to use the leg lock on me and go really slow, making every one count,” she said as she delivered ten slow hard smacks that nearly made Kyle yell out loud.

“Just like that,” she said, landing one last hearty smack that made Kyle’s teeth rattle.

He was near the end of his rope, about to beg Doreen to stop. His eyes were watery and he felt he couldn’t take any more without breaking down. He did not want to cry but it felt close. But after a final fast flurry that had Kyle gasping, she stopped.

“There,” she said. “Now you know. That’s what a spanking is like. I just gave you the real Aunty Doreen treatment. You’ve been duly punished,” she announced.

“Oh my God! My ass is on fire!” said Kyle. “I had no idea.”

“It does sting a bit, doesn’t it?”

Now her hand felt good as she rubbed Kyle’s bottom. From somewhere she produced a soothing cream. As she rubbed it in, Kyle felt his erection returning. His penis was still between her legs and now she clamped them together to make a sheath that applied friction to it. Kyle moved up and down a little. It was like stroking it. Doreen encouraged him.

“That’s right, honey. I can feel that hard cock now.”

Kyle’s erection grew stiffer and longer.

“Mmm,” she said, encouraging his pumping movements with her own and rubbing his buttocks. “That’s it. Get it nice and hard.”

She stopped and hauled Kyle to his feet. He stood in front of her, his penis sticking out while he tried to rub the sting out of his bottom.

Doreen stood. She toyed with the top of her bikini. “It’s time to reward my naughty boy for taking his spanking so bravely.” She undid the tie. The top slid off and her breasts popped free. Kyle stood gazing in awe, taking in the high set perfect shape, the hardened nipples. She put her thumbs in the little bikini panties on either side and tugged them down revealing the furry nest between her legs. Without skipping a beat, Doreen reached out and gripped Kyle’s erection like it was a convenient handle.

“Come with me,” she said, leading him down the hall. They got to her bedroom. She tumbled Kyle into bed. Instantly their hands were all over each other. Kyle’s lips found Doreen’s, and they locked into a long and passionate kiss, their tongues intertwining, their bodies melded into each other. Kyle marveled at the firmness of flesh, the lush curves, her smooth skin. His hands gripped her buttocks. What would it be like to spank these magnificent globes, he wondered. She said her mother used to tan her just like she had done to him. How he’d have liked to have been a fly on the wall observing that event.

He got some idea when she said, “Here. Do me, Kyle. Do me now –and hard.” She got up on all fours and turned around, thrusting her ass into the air, parting her legs to grant him entry. Kyle needed no further encouragement. He got up on his knees and knelt behind her. Placing the swollen head of his cock at the entrance to her sex he thrust forward. She was slippery wet and he plunged in up to the hilt.

Doreen moaned. Their bodies rocked in an age-old rhythm. His abdomen banged into the flesh of her behind creating little ripples as their torsos collided then pulled away. Their movements became faster, more frenetic. Kyle could feel the ultimate pleasure approaching, a bubbling up from below. Doreen moaned, “Now, Kyle now!” The climaxes came swiftly and furiously as they both came, thrashing and pumping as it washed over them.

Afterwards they lay in bed, facing each other, foreheads touching in the afterglow.

“Mmm, you’re a good lover,” said Doreen. “You were sooo turned on. I was too.”

“Yeah, I guess I was,” said Kyle.

“I think the spanking got your motor running, lover boy. What do you think?”

“Uh, yeah, ok, maybe a little.”

“A little, he says. Hah! I think a lot.” She grinned that wicked grin of hers.

Kyle had to think. Was she right? By now his bottom felt comfortably warm, a nice tingle, not painful. He had to admit, the whole thing had been sexy. The nudity. Waiting in the corner. Going over her knee and the feel of his penis clamped between her thighs. The sting of her palm. His helplessness. She cupped his bottom cheeks and squeezed them. He felt his erection rising again.

“Oh, ho! See?” she said gleefully. “Oh what fun we are going to have. I’ll play a strict schoolmistress, a dominatrix, a Roman slave owner, your domineering Aunty Doreen….

As those images floated through his brain, Kyle’s erection renewed itself and in that moment he knew he was lost.


Bringing Down Bobby

Bobby Sayers strode through the offices of Prestige properties like he owned it. His title was sales manager, but in reality he was little more than a junior clerk. Bobby’s Uncle Frank had placed him in charge of reviewing the sales contracts for Prestige, a small real estate brokerage firm catering to an exclusive clientele. Bobby figured he had found a few mistakes in some recent contracts and he intended to bring them to the attention of the all-female sales staff. The women were in the lunch room and Bobby saw his opportunity to confront them as a group.

Bobby had been lucky to have an uncle who had given him the job as sales manager. A liberal arts degree in English had not prepared him for a world in which hard work was necessary to get ahead. He didn’t want to teach, so what could he do?

But now opportunity knocked. Uncle Frank had come through and he had been hired. As a result he was in day to day contact with a group of attractive women who would otherwise be way out of his league. He had met Margi Hendricks, Betty Green and Wanda Hall, three women who sold houses through Prestige. They had to submit all contracts to Bobby for review, and it was a heady experience for the young man, fresh out of college to get to approve the deals they made. The reality of the situation was he was just a glorified clerk, looking for typos, but no one bothered to burst his bubble on that one, including Uncle Frank.

They were older and more worldly, not to mention more knowledgeable, than Bobby, but the bonus was, they were all hot. The apparent authority he had over their deals made him think he was hot stuff, and he thought that gave him license to treat them as subordinates, to leer and make crude comments. Bobby never missed a chance to feast his eyes on Betty’s outstanding rack, pushing against a too tight blouse, or Wanda’s shapely ass in those figure hugging skirts she favored. Even Margi who was a good bit older, floated his boat with that voluptuous abundance of curves. Bobby had even pushed his luck a time or two with a sly flirty innuendo or two, but so far those had been met with frowns of disapproval. But so what? He was young, he was brash, and he figured he could get away with it. Uncle Frank had his back. Nominally, as the premier sales agents for the company, they were his equals, so how could it be sexual harassment for him to tell a crude joke every now and then or brush against one of them “accidently” at the water cooler?

The sales ladies were having an animated conversation as he entered the lunchroom, contract files in hand.

“I need to talk to you all about these contracts,” he said. “Seems there are a few problems.”

“Can it wait a minute, Bobby? We’re having lunch here,” said Wanda. They resumed their conversation, paying Bobby no mind. Bobby felt miffed, but he listened in. The nature of the conversation immediately caught Bobby’s attention.

“Parents today have completely abdicated their authority,” said Margi. “This couple with two children came into my open house last weekend and the kids ran wild. They tore through the house, out of control and the mom just let them. The dad never said a word. Finally the mother says, ‘Johnny please stop,’ but he ignores her. Then he tells her to fuck off. Do you believe it? He was all of eleven years old.”

“Well, I know what my mom would have done,” said Betty, “and it would have involved a whippy switch and my behind.”

“You got that right,” said Wanda. “When I acted up, I got the ‘whacker’.”

“What was that?” asked Margi, the oldest of the three.

“It was a ten inch strap, two inches wide with a handle, and let me tell you, it was a real stinger. You had to go fetch it and bring it to mama. Then she’d walk you to your bedroom and sit on the bed. You stood there while she scolded you. After the scolding it was skirts up and panties down. Then you went over mama’s knee for at least twenty hard whacks and they stung like the dickin’s.”

“Ohh, I can relate to that,” said Betty. “I grew up in rural Mississippi and when I was due for a licking, I had to go and cut a peach switch. Then my ma would go to town on my bare butt. You don’t know what a hot seat is til’ you’ve had a whipping with a peach switch. If those weren’t handy, there was always that old leather sole. Now THAT was a stinger, let me tell you.  How about you, Margi?”

“Oh I got my share,” said Margi. “My dad was a marine and he had a thick belt. Us kids didn’t give him much guff. His idea of discipline was you going face down over the foot of the bed, pants down to your knees, while he whipped your ass with that belt. But you know, as I got older, I was the one dishing it out.”

“Really?” said Betty. “How did that happen?”

“I babysat for this family and they told me in no uncertain terms that I was to hand out spankings if the kids disobeyed their rules. They insisted on it. There were two boys and a girl and one time they all got in trouble and I had to do it.”

“Really?” said Betty. “Tell us.”

The conversation was giving Bobby a woody. Without knowing it, the women had pushed a hot button. Especially Margi. She was Bobby’s notion of an archetype -- the formidable and dominating, yet sexually provocative woman. And that scared Bobby. At five foot ten, she topped Bobby’s slender five-six frame by several inches. She wore her lustrous red hair in one of two ways – either in a chic bob on top of her head or loose flowing down her shoulders. Either way it framed a fair face featuring bright green eyes that could be severe and penetrating or flirtatious, depending upon her mood. Her abundant figure made Bobby weak in the knees. It could be called overripe, but that appealed to Bobby as it did most men. She had an abundance of curves, from her more than ample breasts, to her torso which tapered to a narrow waist, to her wide and flaring hips. She was the type of woman who aroused animal instincts in men – big, curvy and full figured. Not the slender waif type seen in fashion magazines-- to the contrary, Margi was all woman, an earth mother force of nature. When she wore a blouse and tight skirts it was all Bobby could do not to stare at her full breasts, her provocatively swaying hips, or her ripely rounded, jutting buttocks shifting under the fabric, making him flush with desire.

He could imagine each one of them getting a licking on their lush behinds with a strap or a switch, kicking their legs as the lay across a knee or bent over a chair, showing everything they had. His erection could not be controlled, so he turned sideways to hide it as he listened to the stories being told, just like he imagine Margi dishing it out. For some reason he couldn’t fathom, that thought was sexy, too.

“This one time I stayed with them for two weeks. The kids all got in trouble. They got caught throwing eggs at cars, and the police hauled them in. I had to go pick them up from the police station. Because their parents were out of town, they said at first they’d have to wait until the parents got back. But I did a lot of talking, and the police sergeant finally said I could take them home -- if I promised they’d be punished severely. I asked him what he meant by that and he said ‘If you promise me they’ll get a licking, a really good one, I’ll release them to your custody.’ Well the kids heard all that, and so when I got them home I called them into the rec room in the basement and told them they were all getting a good spanking.”

“What did you do?” said Bobby, now completely enthralled with the story.

“There was this frat paddle on the wall, a memento from college I guess. I took it down and said they were each getting a spanking by hand plus swats on the bare. They all put up a fuss, but it was that or back to the police station. So one at a time they took their pants down and came across my knee for a spanking with my hand, to sensitize the area, you know. They each got a minute of that and then it was time for the main event – the paddle. One by one they bent over the back of the sofa, bare bottoms up. I made each one count out ten hard stingers with that paddle. You should have heard the hollering and crying. Their fannies were beet red after that and no one sat comfortably for days.”

Bobby gulped. That sounded like it had been quite the punishment, and he realized she hadn’t been kidding.

So now, as these attractive ladies talked about spankings from their youth, he reacted just like he had way back when, with a distinct tenting in his slacks. It did not go unnoticed. Margi had been watching Bobby even as the girls were telling their stories, looking for a reaction. Bobby flushed when he saw her watching him, a knowing smile announcing the fact that she’d seen his reaction.

“So, Bobby,” she said. “Do you find these stories about our childhood spankings amusing?”

Bobby’s collar suddenly felt tight and he used his finger in an attempt to loosen it. “Er … no, not really. I mean that’s for kids, right?”

“It looks to me like you find it interesting,” said Betty, now noticing the state of Bobby’s pants below the waist.

“How about you? Were you ever spanked, Bobby? Come on, ‘fess up,” said Wanda.

“Um … no. Not really.”

“Well then,” said Margi. “Maybe your education has been lacking, young man. All young men should get regular spankings.” She smiled wickedly.

“Yes, they should,” said Betty. “Nothing brings a brash young man down a peg or two like a good spanking.”

“Over the knee, and on the bare bottom,” added Wanda, piling on as they all enjoyed Bobby’s obvious embarrassment, not to mention his sexual confusion.

All three women were now having a field day at Bobby’s expense with this teasing and it was distinctly uncomfortable. Bobby blushed beet red, and the three ladies laughed. The conversation moved in another direction, but Bobby could think of nothing else for the rest of lunch.

It had been a radical power shift. In a flash Bobby had gone from man-in-charge to self -conscious little boy, all because the women had dredged up those images of spankings at the hands of dominant women. Bobby tried to recover some authority.

“Uh, we still have to go over these contracts. I found some problems.” Then he tried some swagger and added, “Maybe you babes should get a spanking for all these errors, huh?”

All three stopped dead still and stared at him, incredulous that he would say such a thing.

“Really?” said Margi coolly, ignoring his smarmy comment. “Let’s see.” She grabbed the papers and perused them.

It turned out to be nothing. The women, all experienced agents, pointed out to Bobby that the inserted clauses he thought were mistakes were actually correct, legal and needed to be included.

“If you’d taken this language out, Bobby, the whole thing would have been void,” said Betty, looking at one of hers.

The others found similar problems, and in the end Bobby was one chagrinned junior contract administrator.

“Bobby, really now, you have to study the realtor’s manual more closely,” said Margi. Bobby had been totally humiliated.

After lunch Margi took Bobby aside.

“Come with me. We are all going shopping.”

“Shopping? What for?” This was new, and Bobby could not figure out what she had in mind.

“The girls and I have been talking and we think it’s time. Antiques. We’re going antique shopping.”

“Why?” said Bobby.

Margi flashed him an enigmatic smile. “Let’s just say it’s to further your education.”

There was an “antique row” in town, a collection of antique shops the ladies visited frequently. The selling of a home sometimes required some fashionable staging, and all of the agents at Prestige understood the value of a well-placed piece of antique furniture or object. Margi explained this to Bobby as they perused the offerings in several of the shops.

“Well, here’s something,” said Betty. “Just what I was looking for.”

Bobby observed Betty holding an old hairbrush. It was in pretty good shape. The bristles were still there. It was the size of the thing that made Bobby take notice. It had to be six or seven inches long and half that many wide. The back was perfectly flat. It looked heavy, made of a dark wood like ebony.

“This will do nicely, I think,” she said, tapping the back of the brush against her palm. It made a light smacking sound.

“Oh, look what I found,” said Wanda. In her hand she held an oval piece of leather like a double stitched shoe sole, only it had a hand grip at one end that sandwiched the double layer. Engraved into the leather was the legend, “Mom’s Helper.”

“Haven’t seen one of those in a while,” said Margi. 
              “A good thing too,” said Wanda. “I still have warm memories.”

“Indeed, I do,” said Margi. She rummaged around on a table that that displayed old tools and pulled up a short strap about eighteen inches long and three inches wide. It too had a gripping handle at one end. “Pretty well-preserved old leather strap,” she observed, whisking it back and forth. “Just like ‘the whacker’ my parents had.”

Bobby was paying no mind to anybody, so he missed the whole exchange. Margi caught his sleeve and tugged him over to the cash register. “Pay the lady for these things, Bobby.”

“Me? Why?”

“Because, dear, they are for you,” said Margi with a knowing smirk.

Bobby’s face was a confused blank. The owner gave Margi and the girls a broad wink. “Are you going to use those for what I think you are?”

“Well, let’s just say Bobby here has been one very naughty boy.”

The woman’s face brightened up into a toothy grin. “Well, then, I’ll make you a very good deal. Twenty dollars for the lot.”

Bobby shrugged and gave the woman twenty dollars -- a bit much, he thought. He also took note of the enigmatic smiles that passed between Margi and the shop owner as he shelled out the money, signaling the existence some secret he didn’t know about.

On the way back to the office Bobby had to ask, “Why did you want me to buy these old things?”

Margi, who was driving, said over her shoulder, “It’s to spank your little fanny with, Bobby.”

“What?” His face registered disbelief.

“You heard me. Oh, we are here,” she said as they pulled into lot at Prestige.

Margi turned off the ignition, turned her head and faced Bobby who sat in the back seat.

“The other women and I are tired of your crude jokes, leers and touching. We’re tired of you trying to lord over us the fact that your uncle gave you the contracts job, and we’re mostly tired of your naïve mistakes. This last incident with the contracts was the last straw. You want to keep this job? Then you will march your little hiney down to the storeroom and wait for us … and don’t forget that hairbrush!”

The women got out and slammed the car door, leaving Bobby sitting there speechless. A cold shiver ran up his spine as he watched them walk away. Margi sounded like she meant it. This was crazy, he told himself.

“Wait!” he yelled after Margi and the women.

Margi stood by the front door and held it open.

“What are you talking about?” said Bobby, rushing after them, not willing to believe what she’d just said.

Margi ushered him inside and folded her arms. She fixed him with a stern glare, then pointed down the hall, and said, “Go into the back storeroom and wait for us there, Bobby.”

Dumbfounded, Bobby walked down the corridor to the large storeroom in the back of the Prestige headquarters. What the hell? Bobby was in a near panic. Had he heard right? Did Margi think she was going to give him a … a spanking? They had been talking about it in the lunchroom, but it had been about them as kids, not him. Then he remembered the antique store and the items, seemingly old junk – a brush, a strap and a paddle thing. Oh, shit! An image formed in his head of a young boy about to be taken into the cloakroom by the teacher. An erection arose unbidden. What was that about?

His thoughts were interrupted as the three women entered the storeroom and shut the door behind them. He saw they were holding the items from the antique store and his heart started racing.

“Now, wait a minute …” He held up his hands in supplication.

“All ready for us, I see,” smirked Wanda, her eyes focused on Bobby’s crotch and the state of his penis.

“Well, not quite,” said Margi. “Bobby, take off your clothes.”

Bobby froze dead still. “What?”

“Let’s go. Take ‘em off. Down to your underwear.”

“Now, you just wait a minute,” he said hotly. “If you think I’m going to strip for you like some Chippendale at a night club, you have another thing coming, and…”

Margi held up her hand while she dialed a number on her cell. “Yes, he’s here,” she said into the mouthpiece. She held up the phone. “You’re on speaker.”

“Bobby?” said a voice on the phone. It was his Uncle Frank.

“Yes?”

“Bobby, the ladies have very unhappy with you lately. I’ve been receiving some disturbing reports. I’ll let it go this time, since they have assured me they can handle it themselves. I want you to cooperate fully, Bobby, then we can put these matters behind us. Do you understand?”

Bobby sputtered, “But Uncle Frank, I …”

“Full cooperation, Bobby. Good bye.” He hung up.

Bobby stood there speechless. This was a nightmare. It could not be happening. He gaped at Margi as she dragged a sturdy armless chair into the center of the room.

“Come here, Bobby.” Margi pointed to spot right in front of her. Bobby shuffled over to where she sat. “Kneel down. Right here.” Bobby dropped to both knees, in a daze at the sudden turn of events. “You listen to me young man.” She wagged her finger in his face. “For too long we have put up with your attitude. You think you know so much. You don’t know anything and your ignorance has come close to costing us deals. On top of that we have endured the leers, jokes and touching for far too long. What you need is a big attitude adjustment and you’re going to get it from all of us.”

Bobby turned beet red as he was scolded.

“Now stand up.”

Bobby stood.

“Take off your shirt and your pants like I told you.”

Bobby hesitated. He held his hands out. “C’mon Margi. Hey, I’m sorry. This isn’t necessary. Really, now.”

Betty chimed in. “Full cooperation, Bobby. Remember what Uncle Frank said.”

Bobby stood there, stock still, a deer in the headlights. Then he said, “Ok, ok, but this is ridiculous.” Slowly he bent over and took off his shoes. He straightened up and took his shirt off, then he undid his belt and slipped his pants down. That left him in white Y-briefs and socks.

“Happy now?” he said, embarrassed that all three women were staring him down, giving him the once over. He put his hands over his crotch to hide the erection that was tenting the front of his underpants.

“I’d be more respectful, Bobby,” said Wanda. “This is what we are talking about.”

“Stand here at my right side, Bobby,” said Margi. “I’m going to tell you what will happen to you.”

Bobby shuffled over and stood to Margi’s right.

“Take your hands away.”

Bobby dropped his hands and blushed red. His penis stuck out like pole.

“Well, well. Girls this is truly odd. It seems our Bobby is a bit excited to be nearly naked in front of us all.”

Betty smirked at Bobby’s discomfort. “I’ve seen this happen before with boys. My brothers used to get hard-ons when they were lined up for a good spanking.”

Margi looked Bobby in the eye. “Now, Bobby. We are fed up. You are going over my knee for a good hard spanking. Then you are going over Betty’s knee, then Wanda’s. I hope this teaches you some respect for women in this office, because if it doesn’t we can repeat this every day. Now take your underpants down.”

“What? No!”

Margi gave Bobby a hard unyielding stare.

“But … but, I’ll be all bare and …”

“That’s the idea, Bobby. Let’s go. Drop those pants. I want to see your bare butt.”

Bobby knew his string had run out. There was no amount of pleading, apologies or appeals that was going to change his fate. These women were going to punish him in an embarrassing and juvenile way, and there was not a thing he could do about it. He was horrified. Blushing beet red he slid his underpants down, allowing his stiff penis to pop out and bob slowly up and down. Margi put an arm over his back and guided him across her lap, pulling until his behind was sticking up, cocked at an angle perfect for some serious spanking.

Margi tightened her grip around Bobby’s middle. He was far enough over her lap that his feet were off the floor waving helplessly in the breeze. His bottom was bare naked and vulnerable. Margi motioned for Betty to hand her the strap from the antique store.

She laid it across his bottom. “How old are you, Bobby?”

“Hunh?” It was an odd question but Bobby said, “Twenty one.”

“Ok, then. One lick for every year. Betty, will you keep count?”

“With pleasure, Margi.”

Margi lifted her arm above her shoulder. The strap bent back as her wrist cocked. She brought her arm down, flicking her wrist at the end of the stroke. The strap whipped Bobby’s buttocks with a loud crack. His cheeks wobbled with the impact and he screeched.

“Yow! Oh my God! Yow!”

Smack! Lick number two cracked down. Bobby stiffened and threw his head back.

“Ow! Hey! That really hurts!”

Crack! Number three smacked his bottom and he yelled again, pleading with her to stop.

Margi ignored him and applied the strap with full arm strokes coupled with that wrist flick at the end. The result was a series of earsplitting whacks, flattening the cheeks of Bobby’s behind and painting red swaths on the exposed flesh.

Bobby had never felt anything like it. The sting from the strap was overwhelming. Then it burned, a white hot flame that got worse and worse with each scorching swipe of the strap on his bare fanny. He wriggled, squiring like an eel, his legs fluttering, his arms flailing. But he couldn’t escape. Margi was a big strong girl and she held him fast in a fleshy embrace, imprisoning him over her lap, swinging that strap like a hardened prison matron. Even with all his bucking and flopping, she held him helpless across her sturdy knees while she delivered one stinging swat after another to a bottom that was glowing redder by the second.

Betty and Wanda watched in rapt amazement. Margi spanked Bobby like he was a little boy toy. One crack after another popped Bobby’s wriggling bottom and there was nothing he could do to diminish the intensity of the tanning he was getting. Betty counted off the strokes, “Eleven … (smack!) … twelve … (smack!) … Thirteen …”

“Ahh…ahhh…nunhh!” Bobby bleated after each one had registered on his consciousness, exploding like a fiery blast, blossoming from the surface of his seat like a pain wave and sending the signal to his brain that it was on fire.

Margi finished the whipping with three rapid fire cracks that made Bobby yelp like he was being skinned. Margi relaxed her grip and set Bobby on his feet where he proceeded to dance from foot to foot, all the while rubbing his bottom frantically.

“Oooh! Whew!” Bobby grimaced and tried to rub the sting away, all the while bouncing on his toes. The ladies looked at each other, grins of satisfaction on their faces.

Margi vacated the chair and took her strap with her.

“Ok, who’s next?”

“Next?!” Bobby squealed.

“That’s right, Bobby. It’s all of us,” said Betty, taking a seat and waving her hairbrush in Bobby’s direction. “So get that hiney over here and get across my knee, young man.” Betty smiled to herself. It was so satisfying to take Bobby down a peg, referring to him as ‘young man,’ treating him like a little boy who’d broken a vase, and had to be spanked for it. This would be fun. Betty had had her share of spankings and knew what they felt like. Well Bobby was going to feel this one.

Bobby shuffled forward reluctantly, his hands out as if he could ward off what was coming. “C’mon, please Betty. My ass is really burning.”

“Then we’ll make this quick, Bobby, but you get right over my knee.”

Bobby groaned, but let Betty flip him face down over her left knee, cocking his bare bottom so it pointed right at the ceiling. She put her right leg across the back of Bobby’s thighs locking him jackknifed over her left leg. Simultaneously she grabbed Bobby’s right wrist, putting him in an effective hammer lock.

“Now, Bobby,” she said, tapping the hairbrush on Bobby’s bottom cheeks, “let’s see if I can’t improve your manners around women.”

Betty’s delivery with the hairbrush was different from Margi’s slow and deliberate strapping. She smacked Bobby’s already red fanny in a rapid fire barrage, alternating from cheek to cheek. It was a hot and hard hairbrush paddling that had Bobby howling from beginning to end. He flopped and bucked, his wailing and yelping taking on the aspect of near panic.

“Yeow! Yow! Whaoooh!” He cried, arching his back in a reverse bow to try and diminish the target area.

“Oh, you just squirm, Bobby! It won’t help,” said Betty with no small amount of glee as she peppered Bobby’s wriggling fanny with smacks.

It took less than a minute for Betty to apply the twenty one hairbrush smacks. She stood up and the motion dumped Bobby unceremoniously on the floor where he writhed around, rubbing.

Wanda’s turn at Bobby’s punishment was almost anti-climactic after Betty’s performance. She made Bobby bend over, lock his hands behind his knees and count out twenty one hard swats delivered with the full force of Wanda’s arm. Bobby somehow managed to tearfully count the paddle swats, but he struggled to do so, interspersing the shameful recitation with sobs and pleas for lenience. Wanda paid no attention and forged ahead methodically, swinging the paddle from above her shoulder and landing right across the dividing crease of Bobby’s behind. Twenty one full on swats had been applied to Bobby’s fiery red bottom.

Bobby sniffled and tried to control himself, but holy crap that had hurt. He stood there in front of the three ladies, shifting back and forth from foot to foot, still trying to rub the awful sting out of his seat. He’d never had a punishment like that. Not ever. Not even his dad’s belt had been that bad.

“Well girls, I’d say we’ve taught our Bobby a lesson.” Betty and Wanda nodded. “What about you Bobby? Have you learned something here today?”

“Uh, yes, sure,” said Bobby, correcting himself. He didn’t want Margi even more put out with him.

“Yes, MA’AM,” she corrected him.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Bobby.

He started to retrieve his clothes but Margi stopped him.

“I think some time in the corner will help the lesson sink in. Bobby, you go over there and face the corner. You stand there and think about your behavior. I’ll come get you when I think you are ready.”

Bobby started to protest but thought better of it. He stood where she told him.

“And no rubbing that bottom. You can feel the heat for a while. Don’t you disobey me, now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Bobby stood in an empty room, facing the corner. His bottom throbbed and he was tempted to rub, but wisely he resisted. There were security cameras all over the office, including back here so he stood still, naked except for his socks, hands at his side. Bobby reflected on what had just happened. In the blink of an eye he had been reduced from a manager in charge of a group of attractive women to a crying little boy, and the reality of that truth was a bitter pill to swallow.


Coach Ironhand   by CS

Jeremy Watson was on the top rung of the social ladder at Shorewood High.  A gifted athlete and captain of the baseball team, he could pitch, hit, and field with the best of them. Better yet, with sparkling blue eyes and dark curly hair, Jeremy was already beginning to star in some of the more erotic dreams of his female classmates.  In short, he had it made.

With great gifts, however, often goes great pride.  As Jeremy began to appreciate both his good looks and his athletic prowess, he also began to believe that ordinary rules no longer applied to him.  In particular, he decided to try out chewing tobacco, that standby of baseball players over the decades.  He knew, of course, that it was a messy habit and caused cancer, but at his age, everyone lives forever.  Besides, none of the other team members dared to try it.  They were all too scared of the coach, Amanda Ferris, know by all and sundry (behind her back at least) as “Old Ironhand.”

Amanda had come to Shorewood to teach history right out of college.  During her first year, however, the then current baseball coach had a serious heart attack and retired only weeks later.  This left Shorewood faced with a problem.  The heart of the baseball season was yet to come, and they didn’t have a coach.  To everyone’s surprise, Amanda revealed that she had played baseball since childhood, and had only given up going semi-pro when she received an academic scholarship to college.  To make a long story short, Amanda got the job and continued as the Shorewood High School baseball coach for the next twenty years.

She picked up the name “Ironhand” from team members who were constantly amazed by her ability to field hot grounders with only her bare hand.  She said this made her throws quicker, but no one else cared to risk their fingers even if this was really true.  The “Old” part of the nickname came as the years went by and Amanda entered her forties, a decade that is seen as just short of death by most teenagers.

Of course to some, her nickname signified even more than her fielding ability.  Amanda was a firm believer is discipline, soundly applied to the seat of the problem. Quite a few of her players over the years (as well as her husband from time to time) experienced her iron hand applied vigorously where it would do the most good.  She never used a hairbrush, a strap, or any of the other commonly encountered spanking implements.  As any of the men in her charge would freely testify, Amanda’s bare hand, toughened by years of baseball experience, was all that was required to reduce any male to tears of sincere repentance.

Jeremy’s first experience with Amanda’s displeasure came during his initial experiment with chewing tobacco.  One afternoon he filled his lip with a good-sized plug, just as he had seen so many big leaguers do, and proudly marched out to take his place on the pitching mound.  Amanda might not have noticed, but the snickers of the rest of the team informed her that something out of the ordinary was going on.

Amanda immediately pulled Jeremy from the game, and ordered him to leave the field and get rid of the tobacco.  Turning the team over to her assistant coach, she followed Jeremy into the clubhouse, and delivered a scathing lecture on the dangers of tobacco, and how using it was letting both himself and the rest of the team down.  She was very tempted to pursue the point by applying her hard hand to Jeremy’s firm young bottom, but refrained for two reasons.  First of all, she was always careful to spank in private.  Amanda was happy to provide a hot bottom as needed, but would never embarrass one of her players by paddling him publicly in front of his peers.  Second, she was scrupulously fair in passing sentence.  Amanda always gave one, and only one, warning before she spanked.  Then it was up to the culprit to determine the future of his bottom on his own. 

To this end, she concluded her lecture to Jeremy with the following admonition,

“Jeremy, I don’t care how old you are.  If you were my own son and you pulled this, you wouldn’t sit down for a week!  And if you ever do anything like this again, I’ll forget that you’re not my son and spank you anyway.  This is your one and only warning!”

Although Jeremy tried to look contrite, he didn’t really believe Amanda. 

“I’m in high school, for Christ’s sake,” he thought.  “If I want to chew tobacco, I will, and no over-the-hill coach can stop me!”

Amanda’s threatened consequence went right into one of Jeremy’s ears and right out the other.  He didn’t really know what Amanda would do if she caught him again, and he didn’t really want to know.  Jeremy was a firm believer in “what you don’t know can’t hurt you.”  Unfortunately for his posterior, he was soon to learn that what you don’t know about Amanda can hurt quite a lot!

About two weeks later, after having taken a certain amount of teasing for being pulled from the game, Jeremy decided the best way to regain his social status on the team was to try out chewing tobacco again.  This time he waited until after the game (a victory, by the way) had ended to show off his new skill in the clubhouse. 

The rules at Shorewood were simple.  With a female coach, stay dressed in the locker room and only get nude in the shower room.  Of course, every now and then somebody forgot this and had to scamper for his clothes when Amanda walked through.  To avoid the blushes of a bunch of testosterone-laden teenagers, Amanda usually didn’t even enter the locker room until long after the game was over, and everyone was safely showered and dressed again.  Today, however, the first baseman had jammed a finger fielding a foul ball, and Amanda wanted to see, as soon as possible, if he required further medical attention.

Amanda walked into the locker room just in time to see Jeremy jam a plug of tobacco into his cheek.  As she quietly walked up behind him, the other players present subsided into horrified silence.  Jeremy, of course, thought that the lull was simply because everyone was in awe of his daring.  To show that he had really mastered the art of the chew, he turned his head and spat tobacco juice casually over his shoulder, unfortunately right onto Amanda’s new white shoes.

If it can ever be said that time stops in its tracks, that is an apt description of the Shorewood High locker room that sunny afternoon. You could have heard a pin drop.  Every other young man present paled.  Jeremy turned bone white.  Amanda, all 5’ 10” of her, looked down at Jeremy with the distaste one usually reserves for cockroaches.

Jeremy began to babble, as he frantically tried to find the right thing to say in the circumstance.

“Coach! I didn’t even see you there!  This isn’t what it looks like!  One of the other guys dared me!  We were just horsing around!  Let me clean off your shoes for you!”

Amanda looked at Jeremy silently for a moment, and then walked slowly over to a sink and collected two wet paper towels and a wastebasket.

She held up the wastebasket for Jeremy to spit out his tobacco, and then wiped off his lips with the first paper towel. Amanda then handed the second wet towel to Jeremy and waited patiently while he knelt at her feet and cleaned the tobacco off her shoes.

Amanda spoke in a firm voice.  “Jeremy, you and I need to have a little talk about your future with the team. Just now I have to make sure that Bill’s jammed finger is ok, but I’ll expect you in my office in exactly one hour.  Don’t be late!”

With that she turned and walked away.

From that moment on, most of the rest of the team acted as if Jeremy had some contagious disease.  They hurriedly showered, dressed, and left with scarcely a word for the miscreant.  Others, including all those who had previous experience with Coach “Ironhand’s” discipline, just looked at Jeremy and silently shook their heads.

Bill was sent home with an ice pack for his jammed finger, and the rest of the team also departed.  Jeremy took a seat outside Amanda’s office, tried to pretend to do his math homework, and waited for the appointed hour of his doom.  Precisely on time, Amanda summoned him into her office and motioned for him to be seated across from her desk.

“Well Jeremy,” she began, “Here we are again, I’m sorry to say.”

Jeremy once again began to spew excuses, ranging from “It really wasn’t my fault” to “What right did she have to tell him what to do, anyway!”

Amanda cut him off.  “Jeremy, I’ve been a coach for a long time, and I’ve heard it all!  I warned you what would happen if I caught you again.  You are not walking out of here today without a sound spanking no matter what you do.  If you fight it, you are off the team.  If you cooperate, you can still play!”

Jeremy tried to bluster.  “I’ll tell my parents!  I’ll tell the school board!  You’ll lose your job!”

“Jeremy,” Amanda answered quietly, “I’ve spanked naughty boys at this school for over twenty years.  Do you think there is anyone on the school board who doesn’t know about it?  For your information, spanking a misbehaving student is perfectly legal in this state.  As for your parents, if you’d like, I’ll call them, and suggest that they come over and give you another spanking when I’m done with you!  Make up your mind!”

Jeremy’s mind raced but he didn’t see any way out.  Coach had said she was going to spank him no matter what.  Worse yet, she was strong enough that he was pretty sure she could do it, no matter how much he resisted.  His only chance was to take his medicine willingly, and to hope that no one, not his parents, and especially not his buxom young admirers on the cheerleading squad, ever found out. 

“If I cooperate, you won’t tell anybody and I can still play?”

“Yes, Jeremy,” Amanda nodded. “Your spanking, just like all the others I’ve given over the years, will be our little secret.  When it’s over, you’ll be welcome back on the team as long as you behave yourself.”

Jeremy sighed and resigned himself to the inevitable.  “All right, what do I have to do?”

“For starters,” Amanda’s voice was now very firm, “Go back out to the locker room, strip, and report back here wearing only a fresh jock strap.  If you don’t have one, there are some in the back of the drawer below the medical cabinet.”

“Oh my God,” Jeremy was mortified.  “I can’t do that.  Can’t you just spank me with my pants on?”

“Jeremy,” Amanda’s tone could cut ice, “You, like all naughty boys, are getting spanked on the bare bottom.  Now you have exactly one minute to strip, change, and get back here – or I’ll come out and take your pants down for you!”

From the look in Amanda’s eye, Jeremy had no doubt whatsoever that she would carry through on her threat.  He fairly scampered back into the locker room and reappeared in the allotted minute, clad only in an athletic supporter that left his muscular fanny entirely bare for the ordeal to come.  Jeremy stood with his head bowed, and with his hands clasped in front of him to protect his fledgling modesty.

Amanda placed in an armless chair placed in the middle of her office, so that she would have plenty of swinging room.  She then took off her jacket, exposing a surprisingly lacy blouse, and seated herself in the chair.  Finally, she drew her skirt up just enough for Jeremy to be able to stand between her knees.

“Now, young man, get over here!”

With faltering steps, Jeremy slowly approached his executioner.  To him, “Old Ironhand” had always been just an authority figure.  Now, for the first time, he also saw her as an attractive woman.

Amanda quickly put an end to these thoughts, however, by pulling Jeremy between her knees and bending him over her left thigh.  In this position her right leg prevented any kicking, and Jeremy’s fanny was thrust up into perfect position for the punishment to come.  Amanda didn’t start right away, however, as she wanted to Jeremy to have time to consider the full ramifications of his ignominious situation.

“Jeremy,” Amanda ran her hand all over Jeremy’s bottom, “your fanny is even chubbier than I would have thought!  And so white too.  It will turn nice and red when I spank it!”

Jeremy squirmed across her knee, his face scarlet.

“Aren’t you sorry you’ve earned a paddling just like a little boy?  I’ll bet I can make your bottom so hot that you will have to cry like a baby! And I’ll tell you a secret,” Amanda whispered conspiratorially, “I’m not going to stop until you do cry - and wail - and blubber - and promise me you’ll never, never disobey me again!”

By this time, Jeremy would cheerfully have sunk right through the floor rather than listen to Amanda embarrass him any further.

“Oh please, just get it over with!”  Jeremy begged.

“Always happy to oblige!”  Amanda raised her right hand well above her shoulder level and began to spank.

From Amanda’s point of view, the early smacks were intended only to begin to warm Jeremy’s fanny, and leave a hot pink blush all over his round cheeks.  Jeremy, however, immediately realized why they called her Coach “Ironhand.”  Even a gentle swat from her hard palm hurt just as much as a solid spank from his mother’s hairbrush, and his ordeal was only beginning.

Amanda spanked slowly, first up one side of Jeremy’s bottom, and then down the other.  Much to Jeremy’s continued embarrassment, Amanda pushed the straps of his athletic supporter out of the way from time to time, just to make sure that even the outer curves of his bottom cheeks received their proper reward.

These early spanks stung, but Jeremy knew he could take much worse.

“This isn’t so bad,” he thought, “She can spank all day, but I’ll never give her the satisfaction of seeing me cry!”

Jeremy was basing this conclusion on the spankings he had received from his mother over the years.  She also spanked on his bare bottom, and she used a hairbrush and spanked very hard indeed.  However, she also only spanked for two or three minutes.  It hurt like crazy, and Jeremy always yelled his head off, but he seldom shed more than a few tears.  After all, it was over very quickly. 

What Jeremy didn’t know, but was about to learn, is that the sting of a couple of minutes of brisk hairbrushing can’t even begin to compare to the fires that can be kindled on a naughty backside by an experienced spanker to whom time just doesn’t matter at all.

Thus, after a couple of minutes, Jeremy expected Amanda to give up and push him off her lap, pink bottomed, but hardly very repentant.  Instead, he felt her hard hand continue to paddle him relentlessly, warming again and again areas of his posterior that were becoming more tender by the second.  Jeremy tried to struggle against the mounting discomfort, but found that with his legs firmly pinioned and with his face pushed down almost to the floor there was absolutely nothing he could do except take his punishment.

Now Amanda began to spank back and forth across Jeremy’s bottom, first swatting one cheek and then the other.  She noted with satisfaction that Jeremy’s rear was turning from pink to a dusky red, and that his nether cheeks were beginning to squirm from side to side in a futile attempt to avoid her chastising hand.

Intent on doing a really thorough job, Amanda now spanked up and down Jeremy’s thighs in addition to continuing to swat his buttocks.  She was rewarded by several audible gasps as she soundly smacked that tender area where hips meet thigh.

“Excellent,” she thought, “now he’s really starting to pay attention!”

By this time Jeremy’s bottom cheeks were beginning to glow a bright scarlet.  Amanda decided he could do with a few more of her thoughts concerning his unfortunate situation.

“I noticed that little blonde cheerleader watching your last game,” Amanda said.  “I wonder what she’d think if she could see you now, bottom up and pants down?  I’ll bet she’d like to spank you too.  If there’s a next time, should I ask her to help out?”

Despite his intense concentration on the growing burn in his backside, Jeremy found that he could still blush.  He was very attracted to that particular little blonde cheerleader, and even the thought of her seeing his bare backside receive such a juvenile punishment while bent over the well upholstered thigh of Coach Amanda was too horrifying to contemplate.

Jeremy began to whimper softly as Amanda’s hand continued to rise and fall.

“Coach!  Coach! I’m sorry!  This will never happen again!”

Amanda increased both the force and the tempo of her spanks.

The spanks fell with the timing consistency of a metronome, a steady relentless barrage.

“That’s where you’re wrong Jeremy!” she said determinedly, “This will happen again, every single time you break one of my rules!  Every - Smack! – single - Smack! – time - Smack! Smack! Smack!”

“No Coach!” Jeremy’s bare bottom was wriggling frantically now.  “I mean I’ll never break another rule!  “You’ll never need to do this again!  I promise!”

“I hope not,” Whap! Smack! Amanda didn’t stop spanking for a second, “Because this is just a taste of what you’ll get if I ever have to spank you again!” The flurry of smacks made his eyes water.

Jeremy couldn’t believe how hot his bottom was getting. Every square inch, from the very top of his backside to halfway down his thighs, felt as if it had been stung by enraged hornets.  And still the resounding spanks continued to land!

“Oh God, will she ever stop?” Jeremy thought to himself, as his scarlet rear bucked and churned under Amanda’s punishing palm.

Jeremy squeezed his eyes tightly shut, and was horrified to feel hot tears begin to trickle down his cheeks. It stung too much! More than he could take.

Then, as though a dam had broken, Jeremy burst into sobs.

“I’m sorry!  I’m so sorry!”  Jeremy wailed as he broke down entirely.  He was so ashamed to be over Amanda’s knee, and his fanny hurt so much! 

Knowing full well that Jeremy was only beginning to learn his lesson, Amanda redoubled the force of her spanks.  To Jeremy, each wallop seemed to hit his posterior with explosive force, and contain the roaring heat of a blast furnace.

He had never experienced anything like this relentless burning sensation across his backside. It was agony, all consuming agony, and as one searing crack after another visited his bare fanny he broke down and wailed, apologizing, promising, pleading – anything to make the lady with the iron palm stop paddling his bottom.

Confident that Jeremy’s hysterical crying meant that he had thoroughly gotten the point, with a dozen or so sound swats applied to the tender base of Jeremy’s bottom, Amanda ended the spanking.  She stood Jeremy on his feet and admonished him in a firm voice.

“Jeremy, do you know why you got this spanking?”

“Y-Y-Yes Coach,” Jeremy hiccupped, rubbing his bottom frantically, “because I chewed tobacco and because I disobeyed you!”

“That’s right!  And do you understand,” Amanda continued, “that you will get another spanking, an even worse one, if you ever disobey me again?”

“Oh God, yes Coach, I understand.”  Clutching his flaming rear with one hand and knuckling his eyes with the other, Jeremy looked more like a well-paddled fifth grader than the captain of a high school baseball team.

“Now get back into the locker room, get dressed, and go home!”  Amanda gave Jeremy one final vigorous swat that sent him skipping out the door.

Amanda grinned fondly at the sight of Jeremy’s flaming cheeks twinkling down the hall.  She had high hopes for his future, but no doubt that he would require many more spankings to guide him along the way.

…

Five years later, Jeremy stood on a pitching mound in the big leagues, staring down a batter.  He no longer remembered just how many times Coach Ironhand had spanked him, but he knew that those frequent bare bottomed sessions across her knee had played a big part in getting him where he was today.  As he watched for the catcher’s signals, Jeremy casually shifted the lump in his mouth from one cheek to the other.  Thank heavens it was only bubble gum.  Jeremy had finally learned his lesson. 


Mrs. Hinkley

Stanley stares at the floral wall paper in the living room of the small frame house he has always called home. As he stands shuffling his feet and sniffling through the aftermath of his first ever real pants-down punishment spanking, the 29 year-old naughty boy at heart knows nothing will ever be the same again.

She is coming back, and soon. He has now experienced the one thing he had asked for and she responded with an authenticity and intensity that had shocked him.  It had been real – shaming and painful. On top of agreeing to his rather odd request, she’d been truly put out with him for what he had done, and was now returning to finish the job. She had to get some things she had said, then she’d be right back … to continue. His heart froze as the sound of his front door opening signaled her return.

* * *

A few weeks earlier

It was just that morning when Stanley finally decided to take the risk and reveal himself, but the demons of desire that drove him to it had been born long ago.

Stanley had been fascinated by spanking as a punishment since he was a little kid. Where the fascination had come from, he had no idea. As an only child, he’d never been spanked except for a few hurried swats delivered to the seat of his pants by an irate parent. But somehow, buried in his subconscious, was the notion that being spanked, really spanked like it was depicted in books and movies – held down over the knee of a determined woman, one who would correct him in this traditional fashion, while she scolded and smacked him repeatedly on his ever-reddening seat – he could not explain it, but it fired his imagination.

It had started with childhood games, he supposed. He recalled playing “house” or “school” with his cousins and neighborhood kids. Spankings were often employed as forfeits in a pretend school or home, and to Stanley nothing was more thrilling than either dishing out a spanking to a girl or lying across a girl friend’s knee and feeling her hand or a ping pong paddle smack his bottom. Sometimes in these secret forbidden games an excited fever would take hold and they would agree that the pants of the make believe miscreant should come down and spanks should be on the underpants or on rare occasion, the bare bottom. Such games led to some hot sweaty exchanges that left the participants with blushed bottoms and rapidly beating hearts. But they were just playing, of course, and nobody spanked very hard, so the feeling was an excited titillation, a tingling in the rear. But there was also fear of discovery, of violating a taboo, and many of the kids who played these games in dark basements and attics told tales of the real thing, of the harsh thwack of licks from dad’s belt or the stinging pain of a prolonged spanking from mom’s hand or hairbrush.

Naturally, young Stanley desired nothing more than to find out if his imagination was on target but, sadly, he grew into young manhood without the slightest satisfaction for his eager curiosity or facts to support the vivid fantasies he created. Fantasies didn’t satisfy his curiosity, of course, but Stanley learned early on to keep his feelings to himself. He had an active imagination with which to content himself in the privacy of the bathroom or in his bedroom late at night.

Many different women caught Stanley’s eye, and walked in and out of his active spanking fantasy-life as he grew, but one woman in particular had most recently seized his imagination. She lived next door. Her name was Alice Hinkley and she was the mother of two children, Teddy, a boy of thirteen and Shelly a sixteen year old girl. At the time he met Mrs. Hinkley, Stanley was living in his boyhood home. He was house sitting until it could be sold since his parents had decided to move into a senior living community. Mrs. Hinkley lived next door.

Alice Hinkley was a tall, big-boned woman in her forties, with a large bust, wide shoulders, and thick legs. She wasn’t exactly pretty. Stanley thought of her as handsome though, with a narrow face framed by dark hair and featuring large round brown eyes. Thick black eyebrows that furrowed and arched gave her an authoritarian aspect, like a high school principal staring down a truant student. She seemed cordial enough to Stanley, but the attitude she projected was she was not someone to be trifled with. Stanley observed the kids were polite and disciplined, and he suspected Mrs. Hinkley was a mom who put up with little in the way of sassy behavior.

Maybe she spanked. It was something he caught in a casual remark from Teddy one day, and it roused his interest. He had come home and saw Teddy who was sitting on the curb, looking despondent, and had asked him casually how things were going. Teddy said something to Stanley to the effect that once mom saw his report card, he might not be sitting down for a while. But when pressed, Teddy wouldn’t give details and went inside, but Stanley focused on that remark like a laser.

The next event was confirmation of his suspicions. Stanley was up late one Saturday night when a car pulled up outside. He looked out of the window and saw Shelly fly out of the car. Mrs. Hinkley opened the door and stepping onto the porch, caught Shelly’s arm. She appeared to lecture Shelly for a moment, then yanked her inside. Stanley had a feeling something was about to happen.

There was a daylight basement in the Hinkley house with a window at ground level. The light went on and Stanley suspected whatever was going to happen would happen down there. Stanley’s heart was pounding as he slipped out of his house and crept over to the Hinkley house. The window into the basement was hidden in some bushes, and Stanley crawled on his stomach until he could see in. What he saw changed everything.

Mrs. Hinkley sat on a leather couch. She held a hairbrush in her hand and shook it at Shelly who stood in front of her mother, hands out, pleading her case. It did not work. Mrs. Hinkley pointed at her lap. Shelly, whose back was to the window, lifted her skirt above her waist. The raised skirt displayed a most attractive teenaged bottom clad in white panties. Stanley’s heart beat like a drum. His mouth was dry and chills of excitement ran up his spine. Mrs. Hinkley reached out and grabbed Shelly’s wrist. She pulled Shelly down over her knee until Shelly’s bottom was positioned as the highest point of her body.

Stanley couldn’t even breathe. This was it. The real thing. He watched, totally enthralled as Alice Hinkley raised her arm above her shoulder and brought the hairbrush down hard on the seat of Shelly’s brief panties. Stanley heard the sharp crack of the brush impacting soft flesh and Shelly’s cry of distress. She then proceeded to dish out a long hard spanking, smacking Shelly’s wriggling bottom with full solid whacks, covering every inch of the expanse of that quivering bottom. Shelly wailed and pleaded, kicking her legs and sobbing, but Mrs. Hinkley was not deterred. She delivered a blistering spanking, the brush cracking down on one cheek then the next for a full five minutes. At the end Shelly was crying piteously. It ended when Shelly was put on her feet and sent off to bed with a final swat to her behind.

So Alice Hinkley was a no-nonsense lady spanker. After that, Stanley stayed attuned for signs that Teddy or Shelly might be in trouble. Sure enough one day Teddy and his mom got out of the car and Stanley heard heated words exchanged. She was obviously angry about something. He heard Teddy utter the word “bitch!” Big mistake. Mrs. Hinkley gripped Teddy by the earlobe and led him into the house. Teddy stumbled along behind, squealing in protest. A few minutes later the basement window lit up. That was Stanley’s cue. It was going to happen again. He snuck over to the now familiar place, and nestled down in time to see Teddy standing in front of his mother being scolded, his mom’s finger stabbing the air in front of his face, emphasizing her points as she lectured him on his behavior. Then she stopped and reached for the buckle of his belt. She unclipped it and yanked his pants and his underwear down to his ankles. He saw Teddy being put across his mother’s knee, jeans and briefs down, bare butt exposed. It was to be a bare bottom smacking! Stanley’s heart beat so hard he could almost hear it.

Alice Hinkley raised her hand above her shoulder and brought it down with a meaty smack! Teddy threw his head back and his feet flew up. Adjusting her grip on Teddy to pull him closer, she unleashed a stinging barrage of bare handed smacks, spanking Teddy’s bouncing fanny in a steady tempo, spreading crisp spanks across the pale rounded cheeks in a random non-pattern. Teddy’s face was a mask of pained anguish. Although Mrs. Hinkley spanked him with just her hand, it looked like a hard blistering punishment, enough to make Teddy writhe and plead for mercy. She put her right leg across the back of Teddy’s knees to pin him down, then tightening her grip, then smacked his rippling fanny non-stop for several minutes. Teddy wriggled and bucked, humping his reddening seat up and down as his mom’s hand spanked his hind end to a hot pink, then dusky red. The tanning lasted for several long minutes. It was fast and furious and Teddy’s bottom was red as a tomato when she stopped. He was crying great gulping sobs and apologizing frantically for whatever it was he had done when she finally relented.

Stanley withdrew from his vantage point carefully and slipped back home. In his bed that night, Stanley replayed the scene in his mind for hours. Alice Hinkley was his dream woman. She was big, strong and she evidently believed in spankings for naughty children. In his excitement, an idea began to form – was it possible? Could she be approached and convinced to give Stanley what he craved?

So now the die was cast. This woman became the one he saw when he closed his eyes and replayed images of the neighbor kids getting spanked... imagining both of them getting it together... and then he substituted himself, just himself, experiencing the sensation of a real bare bottom spanking over her stout knees.

*****

His imagination transports him….

She is tall, taller than he and she looks powerful, her bare arms rippling with muscle as she sits in an armless chair and delivers a scolding, her finger bobbing and jabbing, emphasizing her points. She has taken off her flower print dress and is clad in foundation garments, the type you see in old lingerie catalogs, a girdle and corset. Her breasts bulge, threatening to overflow the cups that constrain them. Her stout thighs are bare and Stanley stares at them, blushing with shame. Lecture finished, she issues the command – “Take down your pants, Stanley. You are going over my knee.” Stanley unlatches his belt and unbuckles his pants, allowing them to drop to his knees. She turns him sideways and pulls him over her lap until his groin rests on the platform of her knees, and his bottom arches toward the ceiling, cocked up like a fleshy target for her punishing hand. He feels the fingers in his underpants’ waistband and he freezes. “This will be a bare bottom spanking, Stanley,” she says, and slips them down to his knees. He is bare from waist to knees now. He feels her hand rubbing his buttocks in circles, patting his flesh in a proprietary way that says she owns him for the next several minutes. Then it starts. Whack! Crack! Smack! The smacks jolt him, sending shock waves through his core. His body flinches in surprise at the power of it. His teeth almost rattle. Smack! Smack! Smack! It starts to sting, a creeping heat that builds and builds. It is becoming uncomfortable now. Still it continues. She spanks him hard, the smacks falling about once per second – left side, right side, right across the crease. From the juncture with his thighs to the crowns of his buttocks she leaves no area untouched. Now it really hurts, a blistering heat in his seat that feels overwhelming. “Ow! Ow! Ow!” He wails like a child, his feet fluttering. It stings so bad. He wants it to stop, but it won’t stop. It is a purifying fire, punishing him for his many misdeeds, making him sorry, making him want to obey her, her every command, her every whim. His penis rubs against her flesh. Even through the fiery pain it thickens. He humps on her bare flesh. The contact is pure pleasure. He slides and writhes. Faster. Faster. He is coming…coming… and spews all over her lap.

*****

Naturally, the woman never knew Stanley fantasized about her, and he certainly never told her how often she came to him in his dreams, or what she did to him while she was there. The spankings she gave were always tearful punishments, but Stanley’s fantasies always came to a shattering, climactic conclusion that left his bedsheets stained.

Alice’s husband had passed away so it was just her and the two kids. Over the weeks that followed, Stanley took occasion to cultivate a social relationship with Alice. He was able to form a causal, pleasant friendship—after all she lived next door, but under the surface, Stanley’s memories and desires grew until he could no longer deny them. And so he decided on a bold course of action. He would write her a letter, laying it all out.

In the letter, Stanley did his best to explain his unusual but very real belief that only firm, maternal "guidance" could "correct" his chronic bad habits and "absolve" him of the guilt he felt. He told Alice of his admiration and explained why, then fought to keep his hand steady when he wrote that he’d be eternally in her debt if she would consider giving him what she’d given her children. Please?

Stanley avoided spelling out exactly what he was asking for until he could avoid it no more. He didn’t want Alice to have any doubts about it, but writing it out made him so nervous and excited that the pen twisted in his fingers and shook as he wrote. Stanley willed his hand steady and wondered if he was losing his mind, then for the first time in his life scrawled out his most secret desire and asked for, a traditional, over the knee spanking from a strong, strict woman with old-fashioned values, a woman he respected, and if truth be told, feared... a woman like Alice. When the letter was finished, Stanley put it in a big envelope and slipped it into her mailbox.

On the day of reckoning Alice arrived home a little after 2 PM. Stanley watched as she checked her mailbox. She pulled the envelope out and inspected it, turning it over in her hand. She took the rest of her mail and went inside her house.

Stanley pulled away from the window and waited. What would she do? How would she react? He paced his floor, nervous as a cat.

Stanley watched an hour pass, minute by excruciating minute. Each tick of the clock seemed to mock him, and he became convinced that Alice now hated him.

"How could you be such a jerk?" He asked himself, among many other less complimentary things. When an hour and fifteen minutes had passed, he went to pour himself another drink, then nearly dropped the whiskey bottle when the door bell rang.

Stanley was so nervous that he almost didn’t answer the door! Maybe it was Alice. And maybe it wasn’t. Finally, after the bell rang a second time, he grabbed the knob and opened the door a crack ... and saw Alice sternly glaring back at him.

"Is this some kind of joke?" Alice said without preamble. She waved the letter at him.

"N-No! It’s not a joke, Alice," Stanley sputtered.

She stared at him for a moment. “Are you going to invite me in?

“Yes, yes of course.” Stanley stepped aside and apologized for being rude. Alice waved him off and entered, her face crinkling in distaste at the mess the place was in. She walked into the kitchen with Stanley a few steps behind, then both stopped when she looked at the dishes piled in the sink and the garbage overflowing in the can.

"Surely, your mother must have taught you better than this, Stanley!" Alice said, looking around at the mess, hands on her hips.

Stanley could think of nothing to say. He stood behind her and wondered what she was going to do. She went to the kitchen table and turned a chair so it faced into the room.

Stanley’s hopes competed with his fears as Alice sat down, and he could neither move nor speak until she pointed to a spot at her feet and commanded him to come and stand on it.

When he did, Alice looked up and said, "I’ve been thinking about what you’ve asked of me for in this letter, Stanley, and the one thing I’m sure of is I would not be amused if this was a joke."

"I-It’s not Alice," Stanley rushed, then nervously explained that he was very, very serious about the whole thing.

“This is a very unusual request, Stanley. It is very surprising. Why did you think I’d consider such a thing?”

“Well, it’s what you do when your kids are naughty, and I thought…”

“Wait a minute. How do you know how I discipline my children?”

“Well, I saw how you … I mean with Shelly…” As soon as he said it, Stanley knew he’d made a big mistake. He blushed beet red.

“You saw?” Her nostrils flared and her eyes narrowed. “What did you see?”

Stanley was caught now. Shaking and embarrassed, he explained how he had spied on her.

Alice Hinkley huffed and folded her arms. “Well, I never. You are a little sneak, Stanley. I should call the police on you.”

Stanley put his hands up. “Please don’t do that, Alice. I’m sorry. Really sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

“You obviously need something, Stanley. If my kids ever pulled something like that on a neighbor, they’d get the whipping of their young lives. Yet here you are, a grown man, sneaking around, spying. A regular Peeping Tom.” She crossed her legs. “So you think a good spanking would help straighten you out?" she asked, softening her tone.

"Y-Yes, Ma’am," Stanley said respectfully.

"I have to say you certainly deserve one!" Alice scolded. “When I read this letter I was just a little bit stunned, but I suppose you believe you missed out on an important aspect of growing up as a boy. Am I right?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“You never experienced real physical punishment for the bad things you did. Ever. Is that right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And now you want to know what it feels like.”

“Yes, ma’am. I do, I think.”

“There’s no ‘think’, Stanley. You’d better be sure.”

“I mean, yes, ma’am, I do.”

“I see. I’m guessing there are things in your life that you have done and you’ve never been called to account. Some guilt there – am I right?”

“Yes, ma’am. Sometimes I just feel like I should have been punished for some things. I never was. It makes me feel bad.”

“And you think that being punished like a child now, a naughty spoiled child, that will help you deal with these feelings?”

“Yes, ma’am. I do. I should have gotten spanked for some things, but it never happened.”

Alice Hinkley studied Stanley in silence for a moment before she spoke. “I’m going to give you what you asked for, Stanley, and more. I’m also going to punish you for spying on me. It will be a very severe punishment, and by the end of it you will know all about what a real spanking feels like. I can promise you that.”

Stanley’s mind tumbled over itself at the stern tone of Alice’s scolding voice and the sight of her sitting in the kitchen chair. Her broad lap and meaty arms held his gaze for a moment, and he wondered if maybe this had been such a good idea.

"Now then, young man, just so you know, I’m more than capable of blistering a naughty boy’s behind until he is soundly punished and in a very sorry state. A good sound bottom tanning can reduce a boy to tears, especially when I do it, so be prepared to cry some hot salty tears if you go over my knee." Alice explained that she had no qualms about that. But, clearly, Stanley wasn’t a boy -- and was a spanking the only thing he had in mind?

Stanley couldn’t meet Alice’s penetrating gaze, so he watched his shuffling feet and explained that he was not looking for sex or any hanky-panky. He admitted that he did find spanking a turn-on in a way, but that it was much more than that to him. He truthfully explained that he was looking for a friend who cared about him enough to give him "real" spankings, and didn’t they both know that real spankings were meant to be painful, unpleasant lessons?

"I’m glad you said that, Stanley," Alice agreed. "Because if I agree to spank you, it will not be a game or joke. I will tan your bottom until you cannot sit down. Is that understood?"

"Yes Ma’am. I understand." Stanley agreed, forcing himself to raise his eyes so Alice could see the truth and need in them. "I know what I would be letting myself in for ma’am."

"Hmmm...." Alice mused, tapping her foot on the dirty kitchen floor while Stanley shifted from foot to foot. “It will be on my terms, Stanley. I say how, how long and how severe and you have no say in it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

"Okay then," Alice said, slapping her legs and standing. "Let’s get started. Go into the family room. Take off your clothes."

“T-take off my clothes?”

“That’s right, Stanley. When a real punishment is due, I want the child in his birthday suit. And a real punishment is what you are getting, young man, so let’s go.”

Stanley blushed hotly. He shuffled, as if in a dream state, into the family room. Alice followed. Under her unwavering gaze he took off his shirt then his pants.

Stanley was genuinely embarrassed and frightened by the entire situation, but also very, very turned-on. His fantasy was finally coming true. For the first time in his life, he felt like a naughty boy half his age, one who was about to undergo a very juvenile punishment. He would be spanked, really spanked, by the very woman he’d fantasized doing it to him more times than he could remember. The result of Stanley’s arousal was all too evident. The rising erection that bulged beneath his loose boxer shorts gave him away. He could neither suppress nor sufficiently hide it behind the cupped hands he placed over his genitals and foolishly hoped that Alice wouldn’t see his state.

But, of course, Alice did see. "Move your hands and let me see how naughty you are, young man!"

Stanley’s shame rose to excruciating heights as he moved his hands away. His erection was at full staff now and without his hands to block it, it rose right up where Alice could see it all.

"Tsk, tsk," Alice scolded. "How dare you be so impudent in front of me. I suppose you are proud of that thing. Well, let me tell you, that is about to change. Now take down those pants. I want you bare naked, Stanley."

Stanley groaned with equal parts of shame and pleasure as he removed the last vestige of his modesty. Now he stood before Alice naked as the day he was born. Alice reached out and lightly slapped the sensitive head of his stiff shaft. It bobbed and rose right back up. "I see I have my work cut out for me!"

"I-I can’t help it. I-I’m sorry," Stanley groaned as his cock waved back and forth with Alice’s taps. He was ashamed, but also so aroused that he silently prayed he wouldn’t humiliate himself by cumming.

"Hmmmph," Alice snorted, but to Stanley’s surprise she reached out and wrapped her hand around Stanley’s erection. He groaned with shame and pleasure as she palmed the silky, hot skin, and groaned so loudly when Alice slid her hand up and down, she knew Stanley was on the verge of losing his load. “I feel a lad here with a little too much spunk.” She slapped the stiff organ again and it bobbed up and down. “We’ll fix that right directly. You’re not the first young man who got a stiffy waiting for a hot spanking. I’ve seen it all before, you know.”

Stanley didn’t speak. He shamefully watched Alice drag a chair into the family room and sit down. She lifted the hem of her flower print dress so that her bare thighs were exposed. “Look somewhere else Stanley. I don’t want an accident that soils my dress.”

Stanley stood frozen to the spot, his penis ramrod straight and his knees almost knocking together.

"Well, let’s not waste any more time. Over my knee, young man. I’m going to give you a tanning you won’t soon forget!"

Climbing over Alice’s lap was awkward, but Stanley sank his torso onto the platform of her warm, strong lap. His erection slid down to be sandwiched between her thighs.

Alice’s lap was solid and broad. He knew she would be able to support his weight with ease and hold him helplessly in place, even if he kicked, squirmed, and tried to buck free.

“Give me your right arm, Stanley.” He put his arm back and she grasped his wrist and twisted it up high on his back. “That will hold you place,” she said while with her right hand she tested the muscles of his cheeks by squeezing and kneading them in her strong fingers. “Very nice,” she chuckled, “A nice round boy fanny. Let’s get this little toddyside positioned better.” She shifted him slightly forward and put her right leg up on a chair rung to raise his backside slightly, making it a more prominent target.” Stan felt her palm give one cool cheek a last squeeze, then she settled herself into position.

"We are going to make up a list of your vices later, Stanley. But, for now, I want you to think about what got you here while I give you exactly what you asked for," Alice said in a low voice, raising her right hand as she spoke. “As of right now there is no going back, no begging off. You are getting a real bare hiney spanking and it stops only when I decide you’ve had enough. Do we understand ourselves?”

"Y-Yes, Ma’am!"

CRACK! SMACK! SLAP!

Stanley felt a sharp stinging sensation, and sucked in his breath. Yow! It burned!

Alice began to rain slow, hard, hand spanks down on Stanley’s bottom, going from one cheek to the other at a rate of about one stinging slap every two seconds or so. She concentrated on the crests of both cheeks for a solid minute, creating a red-hot circle atop each.

Oh, wow. This really stings. Stanley managed to grit his teeth and confine his reactions to grunts and crossing and uncrossing his ankles, but Alice’s hand was harder and stronger than he thought it would be and having it continually slapping the same spots on each of his bouncing bottom cheeks added up to a burning fire that quickly assaulted his senses.

Not a word was spoken as Alice’s hand continued to rise and fall in monotonous, agonizingly accurate slaps. Stanley grunted in reaction to each smack. He couldn’t stop his lower body from wriggling as the spots Alice seemed intent on blistering screamed with stinging pain, but he managed to bite back his cries and maintain some pride until she finally directed her slaps to another area of his ass.

Stanley sighed with relief, but his solace was short-lived. Alice had chosen Stanley’s lower cheeks as her new targets, and they proved to be even more sensitive than the crowns of his fleshy buns. Her hand rose and fell with the same monotonous accuracy and within ten cracking slaps, Stanley was yelping, bucking, kicking his ankles in the air, and squirming like an eel.

“Ahh…ahh…ow!” He yelped in time with the spanks. It was really starting to hurt now.

Alice held Stanley’s gyrating hips in place sufficiently well and wordlessly landed sharp, stinging slaps to the sensitive lower slopes of his ass until they were as red and hot as the crests. The suffering, 29 year-old young man’s squeals rose in volume and pitch with each slap, then blended with his repeated howls for Alice to... "Please! Ow! No more! No more!!"

“Oh, no, Stanley, there’s lots more. This is what a real spanking feels like. I bet you didn’t expect it would sting this much did you?” she said, punctuating her remarks with crisp smacks.

Stanley’s bottom was blazing when Alice switched targets again, but his mind was blazing even hotter. His fantasy had been realized, but his imagination had betrayed him badly. It hadn’t come close to preparing him for the pain and fear he felt as Alice ignored his serious pleas to stop spanking him so hard! The relentless sting rose in his backside obliterating all other thoughts.

CRACK! SLAP! WHACK!

"Yow! No! Ow!"

Stanley’s boyish pleas rose to a fevered pitch when Alice’s next target turned out to be connecting the red hot patches on each of Stanley’s round rump cheeks. To do so, she directed slap after cracking slap to the white band separating the two glowing globes, which, unfortunately for Stanley, happened to contain the crack of his ass

Starting low, Alice began slapping her way up and down the patch of white, gradually turning it as red as the rest... And driving Stanley into a frenzy of bucking, kicking, yelping and pleading for Alice to stop spanking him.

*****

Alice had to smile to herself. Stanley’s pleas didn’t move her at all. He had asked her to give him a real punishment spanking, and she was going to honor her word and give him just that. She forced his wrist higher on his back and pushed his body forward into a more off-balance and helpless angle, then resumed, smacking his wobbling cheeks with hard over-the-shoulder strokes with her arm.

As she did, Alice felt Stanley’s hot, hard shaft poke into and rub against her lap as it found a new place to nestle. She was a little surprised that he could still be hard, but allowed herself a quick, wicked smile. She was enjoying herself more than she expected, and was too old and wise to mind. Alice’s smile widened as Stanley pleaded in such obvious distress, but she refused to ease up.

She scolded as she spanked. “Well, Stanley (smack! crack!), this is a real spanking. You naughty boy, is this (whap! Smack! crack!) what you expected? I’ll bet you won’t (smack! crack!) forget this tanning, will you?”

She let her slapping hand continue to do the talking, slowly cracking her palm down Stanley’s rippling buttocks to the back of his knees and then up again.

*****

Stanley howled, beside himself with pain, but he was helpless to stop Alice and vented his distress in the only way he could, "Ouch!... Okay, Alice!... Youch!... I’ve learned my lesson!... Owww!... You can stop now!... Ouch!... Really! I’m sorry!... Yipes!... I swear I am! Ohhh Noooo!"

Alice ignored his cries and his attempts to wriggle off her lap were ineffective. Stanley’s boyish squeals were laced with enough real anguish to let Alice know that he was close to breaking down and bawling like the naughty boy he was. Finally he did, breaking out in tears and sobs. That was what Alice had been looking for, complete surrender and cathartic crying.

“Oh, ahh, ah, ah…ooo,” he bawled, slumping over her knees, completely broken, hot salty tears soaking the carpet.

"Well, young man, that was part one," Alice said as her hand came to rest on Stanley’s hot, right bottom cheek.

"B-But... what?" Stanley gasped fearfully. "My bottom and thighs are on fire! Really, they are!"

"Of course they are," Alice chuckled, "Didn’t I warn you, young man?" Alice asked as she allowed herself the pleasure of running her hands all over Stanley’s hot hindquarters.

"Y-Yes, Ma’am! You did! B-But I’ve had enough..."

CRACK! SLAP! SMACK! " She gave him three hard fast smacks.

“Owww! Ouch! Yeow!"

Stanley was stunned by Alice’s sudden, renewed assault. He didn’t know why she had started slapping his tender lower cheeks again at first, then it dawned on him and he wailed out what he hoped would be the words that would stop her, "I’m sorry! I didn’t mean... It’s up to you! I’m really sorry! It’s up to you!!"

"You’ve just learned your first lesson, young man," Alice growled. "I’ve given you what you asked for in your letter."

“Ah…ow…yes, ma’am,” Stanley gurgled.

"That’s a good boy," Alice complimented as she patted Stanley’s quivering, red ass cheeks. "But now it’s time to make you pay for spying on me and my family."

She set Stanley on his feet and with a slap to his beet red behind said, “Now you get over in that corner and face the wall. And you wait. I’ll be right back. I just have to get a few things. And no rubbing while I’m gone,” she added.

Stanley yelped at the slap, but scooted over to the corner and faced the wall. And waited in absolute misery. Good grief that had hurt! His bottom throbbed with an uncomfortable heat. It felt like he’d backed into a fireplace with logs burning but he resisted the urge to rub. What if she came back and saw him?

Five minutes went by. Then ten. He shifted from foot to foot. His flesh was cooling somewhat and that was a relief, but he felt silly standing naked in the corner. Could anyone see in? That would be more than embarrassing. What would they think seeing a naked man standing in the corner, red behind on display? These thoughts were banished by the sound of footsteps on his front porch. He turned his head to look just as Alice came through the door.

Stanley gulped and a cold knot of fear formed in his gut. Alice carried several objects including a frilly apron, a bottle of baby oil, a scarf and a long whippy switch. Stanley’s eyes bulged at the sight of the switch. It was nearly three feet long and as big around as his little finger.

Alice put the objects on a table. “The first thing we are going to do, Stanley, is clean this place up. I will supervise and you will clean. Then we will see about your punishment for spying.” Alice looked around. “Just look at this place. I’ll bet your mother never let it get like this. Come here.”

Stanley turned and approached Alice.

“Put this on,” she said, handing him the apron. It was a sheer frilly piece of nothing and it only covered part of his front. It left his backside completely exposed.

Alice directed as Stanley cleaned all the dishes in his kitchen. As Stanley stood over a sink filled with hot water and hand washed dirty dishes, Alice stood behind him, switch in hand. Occasionally she flicked his backside with it, eliciting a yelp.

“Let’s go, Stanley. I don’t have all day.”

Stanley cleaned as fast as he could. Next it was dusting and vacuuming the downstairs. If he slowed down, Stanley got a lick with the switch making him howl. “Ok! Ok!” He said, renewing his efforts.

“All right,” said Alice, surveying the rooms Stanley had cleaned. “The house looks better now. Really, Stanley. You are a grown man and you need to keep things tidy.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Stanley stood in his ridiculously scanty apron awaiting Alice’s next command.

“Let’s finish this.” She pointed with her switch. “Go over to the couch, Stanley, and bend over the back. It’s time you paid the price for your despicable spying.”

"Noo! Please! N-Not with that!" He pointed at the wicked switch and clenched his ass cheeks as tightly as he could.

"Yes, with this. The very thing for a Peeping Tom. You are getting a good country switching, my boy. It will be a real learning experience." Alice commented absently, tapping it against her leg.

"N-Nooo! I-I didn’t mean…!" Stanley sputtered fearfully, tears springing to his eyes. "I-I don’t know what I me-mean an-any-anymore!"

"You mean to be a good boy, don’t you?" Alice prompted.

"Y-Yes, Alice," Stanley whimpered.

"And you’re going to be a good boy from now on, aren’t you?"

"Y-Yes, Alice. I will! I promise!!"

"That’s my good boy," Alice encouraged.

"I won’t do it again, I promise!" Stanley assured his disciplinarian.

"After we are done, I’m confident you won’t. My children are very well behaved for a long time after a good dose of the switch, and you will be too. I’m sure you’ll remember this switching, Stanley," she said, "But I don’t expect one punishment session to change you into a perfect boy!"

"B-But it will!" Stanley assured her, then eagerly added, "I-It already has! You don’t have to whip me anymore!!" Alice smiled at Stanley’s transparent attempt to save his cute little ass, but she wasn’t swayed.

"But I do have to whip you, young man! You haven’t learned your whole lesson yet!" She corrected him, then added, "And I’ll be keeping an eye on you from now on and correcting you again whenever you need it!"

"I’ve learned my lesson, Alice! I really have!!" Stanley gushed, his fear of additional, imminent pain outweighing any satisfaction he might have derived from Alice’s promise of future attention. That wouldn’t occur to him until later, when the pain and fear subsided enough for him to realize that Alice’s promise amounted to the achievement of his ultimate fantasy -- a woman who believed in spanking and who was willing to employ it on him.

"I’m sorry, young man, but you deserve this licking," Alice said with a grim smile. She put down the switch and picked up the baby oil bottle. “Now bend over the back of the couch. I’m going to smear your bottom up with oil. It’s for your own good.”

Stanley whimpered and bent over the back of the leather couch that faced the fireplace. He felt Alice’s palm spreading baby oil all over his inflamed bottom cheeks. She finished, capped the bottle, and wiped her hands on a towel. She picked up the scarf and stood behind Stanley.

“Give me your hands, Stanley. Behind your back.” Stanley put his hands behind his back and Alice tied them together with the scarf. His hands secure, she put her left hand in the small of Stanley’s back and pushed down, making Stanley cock his bottom up even higher. She stepped back and picked up the switch. Stanley’s blood froze as she swooshed it a few times, making a sick whirring sound.

Alice stood to Stanley’s left and measured the switch across his bottom. Satisfied she was positioned correctly, she lifted the switch over her shoulder. It descended in a blur, whining as it sped through the air.

Nothing could ever prepare Stanley for the awful pain of the whippy switch landing on his already sore behind. It was like being scored with lines of fire that stung with an outrageous fury. The sting was maddening and he writhed over the sofa’s back, clenching and unclenching his bottom cheeks in a vain effort to shake off the awful pain delivered by the switch. Alice whipped him with rapid strokes, a combination of her flashing arm and wristy flicks that made him rise up on his toes and howl in anguish.

Stanley was so stunned by the horrendous sting of the switch that he didn’t react until it had covered his ass in a dozen quick whicks. Then, the pain... even more intense than Alice’s hand... assaulted his body and brain and he began shouting and flopping around over the sofa back, lifting his feet off the floor and howling.

"Stop! This is killing me! Stop! You can’t do this! Stop!!..."

Alice gripped Stanley’s tied hands and pushed harder on his back. She managed to hit his wriggling fanny about where she wanted to with each lick of the switch. She laid stroke after stroke across his rump, each building one upon the other, creating a mass patchwork of fiery sting until Stanley gave way to tears and, eventually, frantic crying and sobs of total surrender. The switching washed away his ability to think or do anything but cry and sob like a well-whipped little boy.

"Wooo... ahhh!"

Alice could feel Stanley’s body shake with the force of his sobs, but she knew that real lessons were learned when tears fell, so she continued applying the switch to Stanley’s scarlet seat without respite.

"Woo...ahh!"

Alice’s whipping did lessen in intensity as his crying and sobbing intensified. She knew that it wasn’t the force of the blows that was important now. Just holding Stanley down and continuing the punishment was enough to maintain and increase his submission.

Alice decided that was enough. She dropped the switch. As Stanley’s sobs diminished, Alice allowed herself to the feeling of power and arousal. She’d never enjoyed dominating someone so much before, and she’d basically been celibate since the death of her husband many years before. So, did she dare give in to the wicked desires coursing through her? This young man had had a very nice erection, a nice long and hard one. That he’d service her needs on command, she had no doubt.

Alice hadn’t made her decision when she told Stanley to rise and gave him a light slap to help him scurry to his feet. But then she saw his erection again, which had subsided somewhat but was still a nice size and shape.

Putting propriety aside, Alice decided to be wicked. She took hold of his semi-erect penis and led him back to the chair. Encased in Alice’s warm hand, Stanley’s shaft grew so quickly that Alice was amazed it could come alive so fast after the lickings she’d administered. Taking a seat she made him stand beside her, his hands still tied behind his back while she stroked his erect shaft with her hand.

Obviously, Stanley was more turned-on by being dominated than he’d let on, Alice realized, and since she was feeling much the same, she allowed herself the pleasure of squeezing Stanley’s silky, hot manhood and letting her hand travel the length of it.

“Sometimes a naughty boy reacts to a whipping like this Stanley, so I’m going to relieve you. Just stand there and let me take care of this.” She had put a towel by the chair for ‘accidents’ and now she picked it up.

“Oh, yes, ma’am. Nhhh,” he groaned. His knees threatened to buckle as waves of pleasure assaulted him, but what Alice was doing thrilled him beyond belief.

Stanley’s immediate, panting reaction signaled the end was coming, and he suddenly groaned and spurted his seed in a great jutting arc. The feel of his shaft shuddering through a long, strong orgasm was heavenly, and she aided her young man with vigorous strokes and caresses until the last jet of his semen had flown into the towel.

"Well, I guess you’ll have to clean that up with the rest of the house," Alice said, feeling things she hadn’t felt in a long, long time. She got up and untied Stanley’s hands.

Stanley nearly fell over, but he managed to keep standing. He was drained. Washed out. His rear end throbbed and his whole body felt like a limp dishrag.

“Well,” she said. “I have to get on home now, Stanley.” She gathered the things she had brought over, turned and said, “You got what you asked for, Stanley, and in my opinion, it was something you’ve been needing for a very long time.” Her expression turned serious. “It is clear to me you need discipline on a regular basis. In a few day’s time we shall talk about how to keep you on the straight and narrow.” She favored him with an enigmatic smile. “As you just saw, it’s not entirely about punishment. We shall talk then about your needs… and mine.”

Stanley watched her go, forgetting for a moment he was standing naked in the middle of his family room. He tried to sit but jumped up like a scalded cat when his buttocks touched the seat of the chair. Sitting would be a challenge for a while, he reflected.

The pain eventually subsided, but Alice was right about one thing – he’d had a lesson he’d never forget. For days afterward, alone in his bed at night he replayed the encounter in his mind. It always ended the same way, with his hand on his penis and a hot spray of cum on his sheets.

So there was the question -- would she call? Did she mean what she’d said about their mutual needs? It was on a Friday evening when the phone rang. Stanley picked it up, hoping.

“Hello, Stanley,” said the smooth feminine voice. “I want you to come over. The kids are away and I think it’s time we had that little talk.”


A Schoolboy Caning

He was at it again. In Barbara’s view, Professor Logan Douglas was a cad of the worst sort. That hot little coed who had just entered his inner sanctum was probably his latest conquest, one of many. It was unacceptable, she decided, and she was going to make it her mission that the handsome professor of romantic poetry paid a hefty price for his little peccadillos.  She stewed in her office thinking of ways to bring him to justice, eventually coming to the realization that her ardent desire to bring down Logan Douglas was based less on a sense of what was moral and right than it was on a desire for revenge -- hers.

The problem was, she was smitten. Logan Douglas was an attraction, the type she tended to gravitate towards. He wasn’t ruggedly handsome, his allure was that of the intellectual type, albeit one with plenty of magnetism. Tall, thin, with a shock of blonde hair, he projected this air of professorial superiority, a cool hipster more at home at a cocktail party in Soho than on a university campus. Still, she was hopelessly in love, if not in lust. She wanted this man with an intensity that made her pant, imagining his lips on hers, his hands all over her body, his steely cock plunging her depths. She could swoon just thinking about it. But he acted as if she didn’t exist, preferring instead the little coeds that registered for his English lit classes. Fresh-faced eighteen to twenty year olds with perfect features, silky hair and firm shapely bodies all set their caps for Professor Douglas and he frequently obliged them.

What was she, chopped liver? They had met at a faculty welcoming party just three months ago and she thought they’d hit it off. He had promised to call, but never did. Now their only contact was when they passed in the hall, and she counted herself lucky if he said hello.

At thirty-five she was a fine figure of a woman. Medium tall height, slender, nice legs, shapely hips, shoulder length brown hair with blonde tints. She had maturity and authority on her side, a good match for the intellect of Logan Douglas. But no. He evidently preferred perky, brainless sorority girls barely past the teenybopper stage. Maybe they had daddy issues which was why they glommed on to Logan Douglas.

She had noticed many after-hours assignations. They went into his office and did not emerge for over an hour, sometimes two, even. She doubted it took that much time to discuss a poem by Burns or Scott. So what did he do in there?

Barbara’s office in the English department was across the hall. The adjoining office next to Douglas was empty. Acting on a hunch, she decided to slip in and try to catch what might be going on. Who knows? She might surprise the professor in flagrante delicto. Douglas had an outer area that led to a spacious inner space. As a tenured professor he got the better digs.

Cautiously, she entered the one next door and closed the door behind her softly, being careful to avoid the click of the door latch closing. This space had a door that led to a storage area. That was odd but not all that unusual. These old buildings had strange layouts. At the wall she could hear voices, rather clearly. One was somewhat agitated, protesting some pronouncement. That was the coed. The other was calm. That was Logan. Then silence. Then the sound of a chair sliding.

It was quiet until she heard a series of percussive smacks, like slaps on bare flesh. One voice, that of the coed, let a whimper escape. She heard it again, punctuated by soft yelps from the girl. The smacking sounds were accompanied by what sounded like scolding from Douglas.  A spanking! That’s what he was doing, he was actually giving this nubile coed a spanking, probably on her bare bottom! After a few minutes of smacking sounds, scolding, and feminine mewling there was the rustle of clothing, followed by the unmistakable sounds of passion, including bodies slapping together, moans and gasping, the squeaking of furniture. Yes, they were doing it, having sex.

Barbara hurried back to her office and plopped into the chair behind her desk, breathless. Her hand stole to that place between her legs, past the gusset of her panties, and she found her pleasure spot. Imagining herself to be in the coed’s place, she brought herself to climax, shamelessly bucking and writhing in her chair.

Once the storm had passed, she sat back and thought. So what to do now? How could she bring this cad down? Obviously his modus operandi was to “punish” the coed for poor performance or bad test results, then “comfort” her with sex. The rat bastard. They probably loved it, the little madams -- squirming across his knees, wiggling their little asses in his face, squealing like it really hurt, maybe even shedding a few crocodile tears, crying to make it seem real, then writhing in ecstasy over his desk as he fucked them silly.

The spanking thing gave her an idea. How would he like it, she wondered? The thought of spanking Logan Douglas on his bare ass like a ten-year-old certainly had some appeal. Then she decided, no, it would have to be more serious than that. What did they do in Singapore? Caning. Yeah, that was it. A real caning. That would teach him.

She did some internet research and found that caning had been a typical punishment used frequently in English public schools as late as the 1970’s. She even found sites that would sell authentic punishment canes. She supposed they were popular with nostalgia buffs, BDSM aficionados and professional dominatrix’s, or whatever they called themselves these days. She ended up ordering three, all of different lengths and thicknesses. She’d see which one felt the best.

Next, she had to figure out how to set up the sting. She’d have to catch him in the act with irrefutable proof. The obvious way would be with a camera. The storeroom adjacent Douglas’ office gave her an idea.

She enlisted Jeremy Nelson in her scheme. Jeremy had been one of her students in Freshman English composition. Later he enrolled in American novels, a sophomore elective, and finally Creative Writing the next semester. Barbara suspected part of his motive was plain old lust. She saw the way he looked at her legs and leered at her chest. She observed his shy manner, his nervousness, the stammering when he engaged her in discussion alone or after class. She recognized the signs of a schoolboy crush, and this kid had one in spades. It figured. Socially inept, Jeremy was a nerd.

But as she understood it, he was a computer science major and was well versed in all sorts of electronic gadgetry. So she took him aside and told him a tale. Professor Douglas was stalking her. He was acting strangely. She needed to see what he did. Could he fix up some sort of camera that would feed to her computer? She’d be ever so grateful.

Jeremy Nelson was thrilled to be enlisted as her co-conspirator. Anything to aid the woman of his dreams in vanquishing a sick stalker like Douglas. Jeremy had never liked Douglas’ or his apparent appeal among the love-struck coeds in his classes, his ease with women and their fascination with him.

On a weekend when Douglas was out of town, Jeremy fixed up the room next door, drilling a pinhole and fitting it with a fiber optic lens that led to a small video camera and microphone, setting it to transmit on demand to Barbara’s desktop.  Everything was now in readiness.

In the meantime, the canes arrived. She had ordered several weights and lengths, not knowing which would be best. They were all made of rattan and ranged from two and a half feet to three feet long. They bent easily. In fact, she found one could bend a cane in a near circle. The flexibility made the cane act more like a whip than a stiff rod. A stroke through the air and it waved back and forth, wobbling like a pendulum. That was a surprise. She’d have to learn how to use them properly. All that flex made a rattan cane hard to control. Still, she could well imagine the sting such an implement would impart when applied to a subject’s backside, especially one that was bare.

Information came in the form of a booklet she found on the internet, “A Guide to the Correction of Young Gentlemen” by one Jacqueline Ophir. Written in 1930, it contained detailed instructions on the proper use of the rattan cane:

“In fact, its widespread adoption within British schools during the last century is a result of mistaken kindness and a certain prudery, mixed well together. Until the middle of the 19th century, the birch reigned supreme, but the application of the birch inevitably means the baring of the bottom; it can be applied under no other conditions - and a certain shyness involved in stripping offenders meant that another instrument, capable of penetrating even the thick material of a boy's workday breeches, had to be employed. For this purpose there is no better implement than the cane—unless it is the riding crop, which is certainly not for use in schoolrooms—and so it became adopted, particularly in state or church schools.”

That was some interesting history. She read further.
 

“Canes are made from a variety of materials, with rattan being the most popular, due to its unique combination of light weight and extreme flexibility. They can also be made from malacca and bamboo - both unsuitable materials in my opinion, since malacca is too 'knobbly' and bamboo is liable to splinter. Canes can also be made from whalebone, a very severe form indeed of this instrument. And, of course, ad hoc ferrules can be shaped very easily from switches cut from any hedgerow: hazel, willow, and young ash plants all being suitable, although only the last named will survive one punishment.”

Hers were rattan, so she had chosen the correct material. Now, as to how to use them, the book provided the answer. She learned, not surprisingly, that it was all in the wrist. A full arm swing was not recommended; rather a short forearm swing followed by a deft flick of the wrist at the end was more than enough to cause real distress, even over a clothed bottom.

“The cane, therefore, is one of the few implements that I occasionally administer across the clothed seat. Six or twelve strokes applied with vigour to a tightly-presented target will cause enough distress to expiate most offences.


If I desire to inject a greater degree of shame into a caning, particularly one administered in class, I insist on the removal of trousers, but not necessarily underwear. I retain this option in case the offender misbehaves during the punishment.


Nevertheless it frequently comes about that a culprit will commit offences of such gravity that it becomes necessary to administer the cane on the bare bottom, almost always in private. I usually limit canings of this sort to a maximum of twelve strokes, although I have gone to 24 on a few occasions where very serious offences took place...

Well, it was serious for Logan Douglas, and of course it would be “on the bare” as they put it. Barbara could hardly wait. She would stripe that arrogant male posterior of his until it looked like a zebra’s hide. She read on. Proper technique was important.


Applying the cane across the bare bottom is one way of observing the progress and effect of the punishment, and of checking one's aim. Some culprits have tougher backsides than others, but even a light caning of a few strokes will leave, in addition to the usual blush across the nether regions, intermittent evidence of the rod in the form of visible weals. If the strokes are administered at a slow pace—say one every ten seconds—the caner has time to observe these marks begin to develop and, like a rifleman, can correct the aim accordingly. All strokes should be delivered into as narrow a band as possible, and that area should correspond with the plumpest and best padded part of the posterior.


Administering any sort of caning is a matter of some precision, the attainment of which is generally a matter of practice. In order to be effective at all, it must be administered with a minimum of real force.


I have spoken much already about this excellent implement so here I shall confine myself to observations concerning its use. The cane is a highly penetrating instrument of great potential severity, and care must be taken when administering it; so much is obvious. It is also lighter than it looks. But the important point is its extreme flexibility. During the quarter-second or so of flight the instrument achieves a near-semicircularity in shape. Although it may appear stiff and straight, in practice it is more whiplike. The arm and wrist motion is therefore a complex one. At the beginning of the stroke, the hand leads the tip of the cane; it continues to lead throughout the descent; only at the last moment, after the shortest of follow-throughs, does the wrist halt and reverse direction slightly so that the business end of the cane "catches up" at exactly the right angle to the posterior. The achievement of a good caning action is therefore a matter of some diligence and constant practice.”
 

Barbara tied a pillow to a chair back and tried each of the canes. First she measured. The strike position of the tip was critical. It had to span the right buttock cheek without going too far past, otherwise it would whip around. After numerous tries she had a good sense of where her stance should be.

“Another precaution is to take one's stance slightly to the left of the target, perhaps as much as a half pace. This ensures that the tip of the cane, which travels faster than the rest of the instrument during the latter part of the flight, strikes the far buttock at precisely the same instant, and with the same force, as the rest of the cane makes with the near buttock. The result should be a perfect stripe across the broadest part of the bottom. This mark will immediately appear in white as you finish the stroke, then it will fade, to reappear (if it has been a severe stroke) within less than a minute as a thin welt.

She worked next on tempo and force. The book recommended ten seconds between strokes. This was enough time to allow the pain from a stroke to build to an excruciating level, so that the next one struck at a peak in the subject’s distress, thus maximizing the cane’s punitive effect as the book recommended.

“I have spoken earlier about limits on the use of the cane. Feeble strokes merely tap the skin. Savage blows can cut it. Both are to be deplored. The result of a sound caning should be a welted bottom, certainly—if the behind is not vividly marked then the punishment has been too mild and will be too rapidly forgotten—but not a scarified one. That is simple brutality.


The cane should hum or whistle in the stroke and fall across the target with a sharp snap, like a toy pistol. There should be a pause between strokes, say a minimum of ten seconds.


Beware of canes that are too long. While a long cane whips-in satisfactorily, it is harder to control, and the stray six inches at the end may cause the further buttock to be punished more severely than its twin. Standing well to the left of the target is one cure, but on the whole it is best to use a slightly shorter weapon, and to strike slightly harder.”

Good advice, but there was more. The path of the arc was critical, she discovered.


“When a culprit is bending over in the conventional position, do not make the mistake of shaping your stroke with too great a downward component. The chances are that you may hit the base of the spine, or the cane will fall at an awkward, grazing angle, or you may punish the upper half of the buttocks and leave the lower, more sensitive, portion, unscathed. Take a horizontal or even slightly upwards aim, draw the cane back slowly within the same arc, then whip the forearm and wrist smartly through from one side to the other, keeping your eyes on the exact spot you are aiming for. Do not look up from this spot until you have completed the stroke. If the bottom has been bared beforehand, observe the mark and compare it to your point of aim, then adjust the next stroke accordingly.


A traditional way of limiting the amount of force that may be applied is to tuck a large book—say, the Bible—under your punishing arm and retain it there throughout the caning. A little experimentation will show that it is impossible to use the shoulder and upper arm muscles without letting the book fall. You are constrained to wrist and forearm, which is exactly as it should be. An even greater error is to be over harsh. The difference between the lightest cut that may be given, and the severest, is not large; and if greater severity is required it is safer to increase the number of strokes, or to apply some additional measure, such as baring the bottom, or administering the punishment in public, or all three.”

And that was not all. The book taught her the proper position for the subject – bent over, hands on shins, feet together. Or, bent over a chair back, hands gripping the seat. Or, bent over the back of a bed, hips elevated by pillows. The key was that the buttocks be presented, but in a  relaxed state, not stretched overly taut, so as to provide a nice overhang, all the better to whip “up,” striking the meaty tissue above the fold at the upper thighs. She memorized the information then took up practicing. The cane made a satisfying ‘whup’ as it struck the pillow and after a time she came to appreciate the fact that a shorter stroke delivered with forearm and wrist snap was enough to create quite a bit of momentum. She imagined how it would look and feel if that pillow were replaced with the bared bottom of Logan Douglas. Some nicely smarting red weals would teach him a lesson or two.

Canings are well nigh impossible to administer in most of the spanking postures (over the knee etc) due to the length of the weapon. They must be inflicted with the culprit bent over (or if necessary held) for example touching toes, across a chair, a desk, the end of the bed. I do not favour any of the kneeling positions since this makes the angle of the body too acute for such a penetrating instrument as the cane; a culprit bending over and clasping shins, with knees straight and feet together is presented at precisely the right angle.


There being a natural formality about a caning, this tone should be maintained both before and after the punishment proper, wherever it is inflicted and under whatever conditions of dress. At the very least I make a caned offender write an imposition. On occasion, when trousers or pants have been taken down for example, I send the culprit shuffling to the corner to further shame and isolation, garments strewn around the ankles and hands on head.”

Satisfied that she knew how to use the cane, it was time to put her plan into action.

*****
 

Opportunity came soon after classes resumed following Spring Break. Barbara was in her office with her door open when at around five o’clock near the end of the day, a cute coed in a miniskirt with a blonde ponytail knocked timidly on the door of Logan Douglas. She closed her door and turned on her computer. Finding the application she opened it and was treated to wide angle view of Douglas’ inner office.

The young coed stood in front of Douglas’ desk. She reached into a bag and produced a paper. Barbara flipped on the sound so she could hear what was being said.

The coed handed the paper to Douglas, who perused it while the girl stood there, twisting her fingers nervously.

“Hmm,” said Douglas. “This is better. A bit more depth in your analysis of The Lady of the Lake.”

“Is it enough to expunge that D? Maybe raise me to an A, professor?”

Douglas peered over the top of his glasses. “Perhaps,” he said. Then he smiled. “There is still the matter of your poor performance earlier. Maybe I can overlook it though, if you submit to the pedagogical chastisement we talked about. You remember?”

“You mean the spanking, professor?” She smiled coquettishly.

“Precisely. I see you do remember.”

“You think that will help me in your class? I really need that A.”

“I’m sure of it. Nothing focuses the mind like a good spanking, Miss Carter.”

“Well …” she toyed with the hem of her miniskirt. “If you say so, professor. You won’t do it hard, will you?”

“No harder than you deserve, Mindy.”

Not waiting for her answer he dragged an armless chair out from the wall and sat down.

“Come here, Miss Carter,” said Douglas. “Get across my knee.”

This was priceless. Barbara stared at the screen transfixed as the nubile coed prostrated herself over Douglas’ lap, eagerly thrusting her shapely bottom in his face. He raised her miniskirt and inserted his fingers into her panties. Dragging her little lacy panties down to her knees, he placed his palm on her derriere and asked her if she was ready. She gave her bottom a little waggle and said “yes, sir.” It seemed to Barbara there no small hint of excitement in her voice.

Douglas proceeded to administer a brisk spanking to the girl’s naked behind, the impact of his hand sounding like shots from a toy cap pistol in the enclosed room. He spanked with an even tempo, spreading the smacks around to cover both wobbly cheeks of the girl’s bare bottom. She gasped and wriggled but did not appear to be in any great distress. Douglas decorated her fanny with pink handprints that eventually defused into a general redness. After a time she changed her bodily gyrations from indiscriminate wriggling to grinding her pelvis against Douglas knee. It looked to Barbara as if she were trying to stimulate her clitoris. Her humping came to be timed to the descent of Douglas’ palm, her hips rising to meet his hand as it descended to deliver a smack. This continued for several minutes.

The recording was pure gold. She had him. He was trading kinky sex for grades, that much was clear. The denouement was exactly what she suspected. Both parties were so aroused by the spanking that Mindy ended up over Douglas’ desk and he ended up doing her from behind, his pants down at his ankles. Barbara got to see those cheeky bare buttocks of his pumping and flexing as he fucked little Mindy with abandon. She moaned in ecstasy as he banged her vigorously.

One recording would have been enough, but Barbara wanted to establish a pattern so there could be no question. She was patient and her patience was rewarded. Over the next two weeks Douglas had trysts with two other students, both of them cute and both of them angling for an easy A. The word must have got out that Douglas had an exploitable kink, or maybe the coeds just wanted to be fucked by the handsome professor. Whatever the reason, he was in it now up to his neck.

Barbara set the stage. All was in readiness. All she had to do was to make a short trip across the hall and confront the man. She knocked on his door and entered.

“Professor Rogers, to what do I owe the pleasure?” Logan Douglas leaned back in his chair, locked his hands behind his head, and flashed his signature easy smile.

Barbara smiled back. “I just wanted a word. You do seem so busy with students calling on you late in the afternoon. I wish my students were as interested in my lectures.”

“I try to keep it entertaining. Nowadays it seems students need to be entertained.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you are terrific at entertaining them, especially the young cute ones.” She cocked her head slightly and gave him a broad wink.

Douglas frowned and sat up straight. “What do you mean by that?”

“Oh, don’t pretend, Logan. I see them coming in, all excited. I see them leaving too, all wobbly and flushed.” She looked away, her finger on her lip, her expression inquisitive. “They do seem to stay for quite a while, too.”

“What are you getting at?” said Douglas, alarm creeping into his tone.

Barbara didn’t answer directly. She sauntered up to his desk. “I’ve been preparing some entertainment too,” she said. “For the dean of the department. Would you care to see?”

Logan Douglas didn’t say a word. Barbara’s hand came out from behind her back. In it she held a flash drive. “I made some movies I think you will find interesting.”

“What is this, Barbara?”

“Let’s watch together. Slip this into your USB port, then just press ‘go.’”

Douglas sat in mute silence, his expression stony as his assignation with the nubile Mindy Carter played out.

“It looks like they actually enjoy being spanked like children. Amazing. What is that, a daddy thing? Anyway it appears to make them randy for what comes next. ”

“How did you do this, Barbara?” Logan Douglas was both angry and alarmed.

“Oh, I have friends too,” she said absently. “It doesn’t matter. What matters is what are we going to do with you, Logan?”

“What do you want? You know this could destroy me.” Douglas was red faced now, panicked.

“Oh, I have no intention of destroying you, Logan. I want to help you.”

“Help me? How do you intend to help me, Barbara?”

“By expiating the guilt you must feel, poor man. Taking advantage of those coeds. For shame. You like to play spanky games? Well, I have the ultimate spanky game for you, Logan.”

Logan’s eyes portrayed his confusion. He looked at her like he didn’t understand.

“The punishment must fit the crime, don’t you think? You will attend me at my home tomorrow evening at 7pm sharp.” She handed him a card. “I’ll explain it all then. Don’t be late.”

She turned and sauntered out, giving it plenty of hip swing, leaving a flummoxed Logan Douglas slumped in his chair, slack-jawed and wondering whatever was in store for him.

At exactly 7pm Logan knocked timidly on the front door of the address he’d been given. Barbara’s house was a small detached single level house in an older neighborhood near the university. She observed him through the video monitor that was part of her home security system. He shifted nervously and there were noticeable beads of sweat on his forehead, along with furtive glances right and left as he waited. Barbara let him stew a minute then opened the door. She smiled as his eyes widened at the sight of her. Obviously he liked what he saw.

Barbara had prepared carefully for this. She wore a tight black miniskirt that came halfway up her thighs, a white blouse with ruffles down the front, and six inch pump heels. Her hair was coiled in a bun atop her head. She had decided a strict schoolmarm look would be appropriate to the occasion, although not many schoolmarms looked quite as sexy. Barbara had great legs and a curvy ass, and the skirt and heels emphasized these two body features to perfection. She’d let Douglas think he was in for a treat until she gave him the bad news. After that she’d play it by ear. She was ready though. Barbara had worn black crotchless panties under a black garter belt and stockings ensemble. But that would be later, if at all.

“Ah, right on time,” she said. “I do appreciate promptness. Please come in.”

Logan stepped inside. His eyes darted around, not sure of what he’d see. They alighted on the coffee table in the front parlor room. Lying on it were three objects, all rattan canes of different weights and lengths.

Logan wasted no time in making his displeasure known. Having recovered from his initial shock he tried to take control. “What is this all about, Barbara? What do you want?”

Barbara picked up the medium cane and held it between her hands, flexing it. “I thought you’d have guessed by now, Logan. You’ve been a very naughty boy. This is about consequences for your actions. This is about retribution. This is about punishment.”

“Now wait a minute, Barbara. If you think …” He never got to finish.

“No, you wait, Logan. And from now on, it’s Miss Rogers or ma’am, do you have that?”

Logan stared at the cane. He was at a loss for words.

“Remember, I have the videos.” She paced around behind Logan, tapping the cane on her leg. “So you find it stimulating to spank the little coeds do you?” Logan flushed. His secret was secret no more. “I thought about that and I found the idea stimulating too. But spanking is literally, child’s play. No, this situation called for a bit more than that. So I did what we all do – research. You know what I found out? I found out people like to spank. And do other things. Whips, paddles, straps. They all come into play. Men especially like for a woman to take control, to punish them for bad behavior. Even men who are dominant often secretly long to punished like little boys by a woman. Then I discovered the queen of punishment implements, the cane. Used on English schoolboys since the 19th century it’s been a mainstay as the ultimate disciplinary tool. So I thought to myself ‘that’s what Logan needs. If he were honest with himself he’d agree it’s what he needs.’”

“Now see here, Barbara, this has gone far enough,” said Logan, gesturing in protest with his hands.

Whack! Barbara slammed the cane down on the coffee table. “I said you are to address me as ‘Miss Rogers’ or ‘ma’am’.”

Logan flinched at the sound. “Yes. Of course, … Miss Rogers.”

Barbara faced him, her eyes boring into his. “Acting like a randy schoolboy calls for a schoolboy punishment.”

Logan stared at her and gulped.

“That’s right. I’m going to cane you, Logan. I’m going to cane you – for real. In exchange the videos will remain our little secret. You’ll keep your position. No one will know except you and I.”

She stepped back. “I’ve decided you will be caned in stages. You will receive eighteen strokes. For the initial six you will be fully clothed and I’ll use the heavy cane. For the next six you will strip to your underwear and it will be the medium cane.” She sidled up and whispered in his ear. “For the last six it will be the light cane, but -- you will be stark naked.”

Logan tried to speak and it came out as a croak. “Barbara … er Miss Rogers, please. This is not – not civilized. We are adults here. Surely we can work something out.”

“Well, for an adult, Logan, you’ve certainly acted the naughty schoolboy, haven’t you?”

She stood to his left, tapping the cane against her palm. “Enough arguing. You are to be caned, and that’s that. I hope you learn from the experience.”

Logan made to protest again. Barbara’s glare made him think the better of it.

“Enough shilly-shallying around. It is time for your comeuupence. You will assume the position.”

Logan looked at her quizzically.

“Bend over, Logan. Feet together, hands touching your shins. Any more arguing and I’ll add a stroke.”

With a sigh Logan bent over as instructed. He was wearing slacks of some cotton synthetic blend and these stretched taut across his bottom.

Barbara took her stance and lined up the cane as she’d practiced. One tap. Two taps and she drew her arm back.

Whrr…whack! She struck Logan’s backside square across the crowns of his bottom.

Logan’s reaction was immediate. “Ahh…God almighty! That stings!”

He lifted halfway up.

“No getting out of position, Logan.”

Whrr…thwack! Number two hit an inch lower. Logan hissed, drawing air through his teeth.

Strokes three through six took the better part of two minutes. The sound of the cane whacking Logan’s posterior was most satisfying, along with Logan’s exclamations of distress as he flinched and yelped his way through it. When she completed the six, she allowed Logan to stand.

“Good God, Barbara … I mean Miss Rogers. You have no idea how much that hurt!” he said, vigorously rubbing his seat.

“Yes, I quite imagine it does. Bracing isn’t it? Now take off your outer clothes Logan. Fold them neatly and place them on the couch.”

Red faced and grimacing Logan took off his trousers and polo shirt. It left him in white briefs and socks.

“Hmmm. Briefs, not boxers. You are full of surprises, Logan. All right, my lad. Back over. Next six coming.”

“Ma’am, Miss Rogers, please….”

“I’m adding one if there’s another word.”

Logan bent over as commanded. The posture thrust the globes of his bottom out. The crease was clearly delineated by the tight briefs. Barbara whistled to herself. Yes, most attractive. She’d always liked the shape of a man’s ass. She lined up the first stroke. With a whip-like forearm and a deft flick of the wrist she struck the overhang of Logan’s bottom with a solid thwack!

“Ow! My God! Ow!” wailed Logan. He thumped his feet like he was running in place.

“A more intense experience with just briefs on, eh Logan?”

Swish…thwack! Number two produced more wailing.

“Not so loud, Logan. The neighbors will hear.”

Swish…thwack! The cane sped in a flat arc and struck like an adder.

“Ow! Yow! Please, stop!” Logan shifted from foot to foot.

It was getting to him now, thought Barbara. He was losing his ability to deal with the pain of the caning in any graceful way. Good. He needed to be taken beyond his limits. She lined up each stroke, brought her arm back slowly and whipped it forward, making the cane whine before it landed with a sharp snap. Each one produced a clenching of his buttocks and an almost comical shuffling of feet. At six Logan was shaking and mewling.

“I – I can’t stand this,” Logan sputtered. He tottered on unsteady legs. “Please no more. I’m begging you.”

“Oh, but there is your last six, Logan. I insist on the full measure.” She faced him. “Stand up and strip. I want you naked as a jaybird.”

Logan stood up straight, grateful for the respite, even if it was to strip away all modesty. Barbara eyed him with interest as he slipped the briefs down. The man was hung, as she had suspected, although at this point his penis was understandably flaccid. She might fix that later, she hadn’t decided yet.

“Go stand in the corner,” she said, pointing with the tip of the cane.

Logan dutifully obeyed.

“Hands on your head. Stand up straight.”

Again, Logan was far too cowed now to do anything but obey promptly. She sidled up to him and put her hand on his bottom, tracing the weals with her fingers.

“Hurts a lot, doesn’t it?”

“Yes – ma’am. Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. I see you are learning.” She reached around and palmed his penis. “This is the thing that got you in trouble, Logan.” She stroked it. After a bit of manipulation it began to rise. “Oh, I see there’s life here. I may have use for this later – if you’re a good boy. But punishment comes first. It should, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Barbara, can’t we dispense with…?”

Smack! She slapped him hard on his sore behind. He jumped.

“No we can’t, and you should know better than to ask.” She removed her hands and picked up the cane. “Get over here, Logan and bend over. I’m going to give you your last six and you are going to take them with some self discipline and grace, two qualities you sorely lack.”

Logan’s eyes were red rimmed and wet, his steps faltering, as he assumed the position once again, His buttocks presented well, Barbara thought, rounded, nicely curved and stuck out to provide a good target without exposing other parts of his backside. The book had been right. A flat arc for her swing, and the cane would catch the overhang perfectly, stinging the plumpest part of the derriere. He’d want to rise on his toes.

She picked up the light cane and tapped the crowns of his sit spot. “Right here, Logan. Get ready.”

The cane whipped around it a blur, bending as it swept through the air. It impacted Logan’s fanny right where she’d aimed and made a loud cracking sound.

“Ahhh…hahh!” Wailed Logan.

Number two was an inch below number one and elicited another piteous wail.

“Nhhh….ahhh!”

Barbara could appreciate that the sting must be atrocious – all that impact concentrated in a thin line. The stripes and weals were now blending into a mass of red lines.

Swish…thwack! The third stroke made Logan rise up. Barbara pushed down on his back.

Barbara lined up the fourth stroke. This one whipped upward to catch the lower part of the buttocks, right where he sat. Logan’s knuckles were white, his hands shook. His whole body clenched.

“They say it hurts less if you relax, Logan, but you do what you want.”

The fifth and sixth strokes were delivered with as much steam as Barbara could muster and still be accurate. And they were. Twenty seconds apart. She had not missed. The caning had been applied squarely across Logan’s bottom with no stray misses. She smiled. This was as exhilarating and exciting as she had imagined. The whine of the cane, the loud thwack! The ripple of the soft flesh as the cane stuck.  Logan’s clenching and flexing in a futile attempt to shake off the awful sting. His exclamations of distress. She loved it all.

The practice had been a good idea. She could only imagine how excruciating it had been for Logan. He looked as beaten as the naughtiest English schoolboy ever called to account by the headmaster. The headmistress, in this case, and a job well done.

“Back to the corner with you, my boy,” she said. “You can think about it for a few minutes. Hands on your head and no rubbing. I want it to sink in for a while.”

Barbara regarded Logan as he stood in the corner. He shuffled from foot to foot, hissing in pain as he drew breath through his clenched teeth. His bottom was a red mass of weals and stripes. She closed her eyes and let her hand steal toward the nipples of her breasts. She pinched them into hardness. She shifted and hiked her skirt up above her waist. Now she sat on the chair in crotchless panties. Barbara shifted her right hand to her sex while with her left she continued to pinch her nipples.

Finally, she reached a point of no return. “Come here, Logan.”

Logan turned and saw Barbara crooking her finger at him. He took in the state of her clothing and his penis began to harden and lengthen. She pointed to a spot on the floor.

“Kneel,” she said.

Logan kneeled down as commanded.

“Lick my pussy, Logan. Now. Get your tongue in there. I know you know how.”

Logan buried his face in her crotch, his tongue sinuously licking the slippery entrance to her pussy. Eventually he pushed it inside found the little button.

Barbara moaned. This was perfect. He was pleasuring her exactly the way she wanted it, and she could feel the onset of a momentous climax, bubbling up from below. The first of many, she hoped. That prick of his was fully engorged. She planned to ride him hard. Put him on his back and impale herself. It would be a long night. Maybe the first of many. She smiled and shuddered as the first wave of orgasm struck.

Outside the window, Jimmy Shoat was getting it all on his professional video camera. Logan had used Jimmy’s talents on more than one occasion, when he’d had to extricate himself from a tight spot. Jimmy was expensive but worth it. He had cased the house a day in advance and assured Logan that capturing the whole thing on video would be a cakewalk. Still, it had to have been tough for Logan to put up with that woman’s idea of fun. He’d heard of dames like that and didn’t envy Logan one bit. She was a looker though, and he could well imagine what Logan might have in store in retaliation for this little incident. Oh well, that was his program. For Jimmy it was just another day at the office.
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