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Spanked by the Young Babysitter

"The hell you are", I protested.

"What did you say?" she questioned with her voice getting sterner by the minute.

"You are not going to spank me", I tried to stand my ground.

"Well, you are not the one who decides that", she said. "I decide that. And I said that you are getting spanked, so you are getting spanked, whether you like it or not. I was simply going to give you a little reminder, but now I am starting to feel like you are in need of an actual punishment. You are getting the hairbrush. On your bare bottom."

She was visibly getting angry.

"I am certainly not dropping my pants."

"You are dropping your pants, you are dropping your underwear and then you are getting a spanking that is exactly as hard as you deserve, and you are not making this easy on yourself right now. I am going to give you exactly one more chance. You either drop your pants right now and get over my lap or I can call your parents. And after that you will get spanked with the hairbrush. And after that you will get spanked with the belt. You have ten seconds to make your decision."

I sighed and pulled my pants and my underwear down.

"Good boy. If you always behaved like that, maybe you would not need a babysitter anymore."

It was ridiculous. Of course I did not need a babysitter at my age, but my parents were clear about the rules. As long as I lived in their house, I would not get the house just for myself. For the last couple of years, they would always ask the neighbourhood girl to come over to stay with me, which would not have been so bad if she was not given full rights to handle me in any way she wanted to.

She took this as an invitation to spank me whenever she wanted to. She always found a reason, whether it was the supposed lack of respect or not doing the dishes fast enough. If she happened to feel like it, nothing would have been fast enough, and when punishment was required, no punishment was too severe. She was only three years older than me, and she clearly enjoyed having complete power over a boy of almost similar age.

She enjoyed being able to strip me down, she enjoyed being able to embarrass me and she enjoyed being able to whip me until my ass was covered on heavy bruises. I always did my best not to cry, but it only seemed to make her spank me even harder. It was as if she wanted me to cry and beg.

The worst part was that I still had a bit of a crush on her. When she was not trying to make me cry, she was good company, and she was incredibly pretty. She had a graceful figure, proportionate little breasts, a beautiful smile, and I liked how she kept her blonde hair on braids. It made her look even younger than she was. To be completely fair, if I had the power to order her to remove her sundress any time I wanted to, I would not have hesitated to use the power. And neither did she.

This time we had only been together for an hour, and she was already up to it. The reason was the usual, a lack of respect. She simply wanted to put me to my place and show me that she still has all the power over me. And she did. I was standing with my pants around my ankles and everything visible, while she was getting the heaviest wooden hairbrush. I already knew how painful it would be.

She tapped the back of the hairbrush against her palm and smiled mischievously.

"Alright, let's see if we can teach you a little respect", she said. "Over my lap."

I had been spanked by her many times before, but it was always embarrassing to get over her lap and I was always nervous waiting for the punishment to begin. And it was always painful, so at this point I did not want to make it any more painful for me. I lowered myself over her lap and tried to hope for the best.

Her brush instantly landed with a heavy thud, and I winced.

"If you are going to keep acting out like a little kid, I am going to keep spanking you like a little kid", she declared. "I do not care how old you are, you deserve this."

The brush came down on my other buttock. She brought the heavy wooden hairbrush down several times in swift succession, until I had to cover my ass with my hand.

"Keep your hands to the ground, young man, or I am going to spank you even harder."

I did as I was ordered, but the first swats were already so hard that I felt like my bottom was burning. Her hits came down in steady fashion, each feeling more painful than the last. I could feel my breath getting heavier and heavier.

"There is a reason why you cannot be trusted alone and why I have the rights to discipline you the way I see fit. It is because you deserve this, and you know it", she lectured. The brush kept coming down on my buttocks and I winced with every swat.

"I am sorry", I tried to plead. "Not so hard."

Her brush came down on my upper thigh and I had to yell.

"You do not decide how hard you are getting spanked. You have already made the decision with your actions and now you better take the consequences like a man. The more you keep whining, the longer this is going to last."

The brush started landing on my lower ass again and I could sense that my bottom was already beginning to get bruised. I had to clench my fists to not move my hands. I could only hope that she would stop before I had to cry. Crying was not common for me, but a severe spanking certainly has a weird effect on you.

"Your bottom is starting to get a bit bruised. I hope this is teaching you some respect, because if I have to spank you again, you are getting spanked again and I do not care how bruised your bottom is. Do you understand?"

"I do", I winced. She enhanced her message with another heavy swat.

"Who is in charge here?" she asked.

When I hesitated, the brush came down thunderously.

"Ouch! You are", I yelled.

"And what do you get if you misbehave?"

"A spanking", I muttered.

"Good", she said and gave me another heavy swat. "I really hope you will be on your best behaviour from now on, because if I have to spank you again, you are getting the heavy belt. I bought it just for naughty boys like you. Real Russian leather, it is thick, heavy, and bendy. I bet it would really do wonders on your attitude."

I could feel the most burn on the lower part of my buttocks, and of course her heavy brush landed there once again, like she was doing it on purpose. I had to yell, and my hand instinctively gripped her ankle.

"You better be on your best behaviour from now on, because if I have to give you another spanking during my stay, it will be with the belt. On your bare ass. Do you understand?"

The brush came down again and my hand pressed tighter on her ankle. I was gasping and it felt like my ass was on fire. I had to wait for my breath to steady before I could answer. Of course, she took this as an act of defiance, and the brush landed again, right on the lower buttocks.

"I asked you a question, young man."

"Yes!" I yelled. The burn was getting so intense, that every swat was close to bringing tears to my eyes.

"I want to make sure that you understand. What are you getting if you misbehave again?"

The question was driven home with a swat that made my eyes wet. I was ready to beg her to stop.

"Oww... the belt", I could get out.

"I want you to repeat after me", she drew it out after finally getting me to react and knowing that I would do anything to please her. "If I misbehave again, I get whipped with the belt."

The brush landed again. I yelled, and I had to bite me teeth together to keep the tears from coming out.

"If I misbehave again...", I hesitated.

The brush landed again, making me snivel.

"...I get whipped with the belt", I said, with a teardrop falling out the corner of my eye. I tried to breathe and hoped that that would be it.

"Until I am crying and apologetic", she continued with a hint of enjoyment in her voice, mocking me.

The brush came down with a heavy thud, and I was crying openly.

"Until I am crying and apologetic", I almost whispered. The burn was more than I could bear, and the tears were coming down one after another.

"Good boy", she finally said, running the palm of her hand against my severely beaten behind. "Now get up and thank me for teaching you a lesson."

I slowly got up and instantly grasped my burning ass. I could feel the swollen bruises with my hands.

"Thank you", I muttered. I knew full well that saying a single wrong word would just give her a reason to try out her new belt.

She got up and lifted my chin with a single finger so that I was looking her straight into the eyes.

"Oh my, are you crying", she mocked me. "I hope that really had an impact on you and you will be on your best behaviour from now on. Now come here."

She pulled me in for a hug and caressed my hair. The smell of her hair, the feel of her breasts and my bare penis getting pressed against her crotch almost made me forget about my swollen behind.

"Now get your pants back up", she said, and gave my ass a tap that made me wince. "And pick a movie to watch. We are having pizza tonight."

Pulling your jeans over a bruised bottom feels almost as uncomfortable and I winced again. She enjoyed every second of it.

"Come on, now", she giggled.

I hated getting spanked by her, but at the same time her affection could be heart-warming. I just wished that she would be my girlfriend rather than a disciplinarian who was sent over to torment me. When I looked at my ass in the mirror, the lower parts of my buttocks were swollen and had already turned blue.

***

When I finally had some peace later that night, I went to my room and kept looking at my behind in the mirror. It was not as blue anymore, but the bruises could still be seen. It would take several days for the welts to heal, but the pain itself had subsided. When I laid down on my bed, I could only feel a slight warmness that reminded me of her. She had been fun company that night, aside from the occasional reminders about my burning ass and her heavy belt that was always waiting for me.

"Will be needing my belt or will you be a good boy from now on?" she giggled and pinched my cheek.

The question made me blush and I simply muttered a positive answer. I knew what would happen if I did not admit to being a good little boy. Thinking about the smell of her hair, the shape of her breasts and her naughty giggles made me feel warm, and my hand wandered down to my pants.

I closed my eyes and imagined slowly disrobing her. When I imagined her bare breasts, I had to pull down my pants. I fantasized about slowly taking her down by her wrists and biting her neck. When I thought about slowly running my fingers through her hair while pushing slowly into her vagina, my breathing got louder, and my hand moved more furiously. When I fantasized about her gasping for air while I get fully inside her, I could feel that I was close to a climax. There was only me and her body and I did not have to worry about the world outside of the two us.

"What the hell are you doing!" she yelled.

I was instantly pulled back to reality, and I tried to quickly cover myself with anything possible. I pulled the sheet over my crotch with my pants still around my thighs and quickly turned to the door that had quietly opened. She looked furious.

"Oh my god, this is it. I do not care if you are already bruised, you are getting the belt right now. Stand up and remove your clothes", she ordered.

"No! You came into my room without even knocking", I tried to protest. Of course, protesting rarely worked with her.

"I have the full right to come to your room whenever I want to, you are not the one who decides that. And when I do, I certainly do not want to see you throbbing your dick, disgusting", she lectured. "Do it in the bathroom if you have to and lock the door. Or better yet, do not do it at all. Who even gave you the permission to masturbate?"

I sighed.

"Thought so. Get up and get your clothes off. You can be naked if you like to show yourself to girls like that. If you are not standing in the corner naked when I get back with the belt, you are going to regret it. Do you understand?"

"Yes", I mumbled.

I caressed my behind and did as she ordered. I had just got into the corner when she was already back.

"I just had to spank you this morning, you promised me you would behave and now this. I simply do not know what I can do to make you behave. Maybe I just must keep spanking you day and night, if one spanking only gets you on your behaviour for eight hours. Do you think I like doing this?"

I was convinced that she did.

"No", I answered.

"I do not. Well, we will see if this belt has a bit more impact on you. Bend over the side of the bed. And do not move. You will stay there with your ass in the air and take it or you will get it even harder."

I lowered myself over the side of the bed. I could feel the skin on my behind stretching. That was already painful due to my earlier punishment.

I tried to hide my head in the bed sheets, when she grasped my hair and showed me the belt. You could instantly tell that it was unusually heavy.

“This is going to hurt, but I want you to know that you are only getting the belt because you deserve it. And you are getting just as much as your behaviour warrants. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes”, I mumbled.

The first stroke came down full force, and instantly I was forced to scream. The heavy belt felt like a hot iron was pressed against my skin.

“Good, scream. Maybe this will actually have some effect on you.”

I was still gasping for air when her belt came down again. I was grinding my teeth together and doing my best to not scream, but when the belt tears into your behind, you instantly lose all control of your body. My whole body was shaking, and it felt like my ass was on fire. The brush is capable of leaving bruises, but the belt bites much harder and much deeper. After two swats I was in complete agony.

“Please, it hurts so much…” I tried to desperately plead my case.

“Of course it hurts, that it was spankings are intended to do. And it seems like we finally found a tool that might work on you. Now brace yourself and do not move your arms or we are starting over from the beginning.”

I knew I could not bear any extra swats, so I did my best to hold still. I closed my eyes and took a heavy grip off the bed sheets.

The belt came down again, and then again, and the throbbing pain was making me dizzy. I did not scream anymore, and I was not sure if I was even capable of that. My eyes were filled with tears, my breath was heavy, and my fingernails were clawing on the sheets. I tried to concentrate on anything but the burning pain, but that proved to be an impossible task.

She grasped my butt with her hand, and I winced.

“My my, your behind seems to be already turning purple. You are going to keep these bruises for a while, and you will not want to sit down on that butt. Hopefully that will remind you of how you are supposed to act. Will you behave from now on?”

I was still gasping for air and could barely understand what she was saying. Of course, that resulted in another swat. I fell to my knees, but quickly got myself back up, dreading another lash.

She walked right next to me.

“Open your eyes and look at me”, she ordered.

My eyes were filled with tears, and I could barely see her even if I tried.

“I asked whether you will behave from now on, young man.”

“I will”, I sniffled through the tears.

“I am not sure whether I can trust the word of a man who needs two spankings within the same day. Maybe a few more lashes will make sure that the lesson is understood.”

“Plea…” I tried to plead, but my words were cut short by the first swat.

I covered my face in the bed sheets, while the harsh lashes rained down on my bottom. The pain was so deep and so intense, that I could not tell how many lashes I got at that point. Maybe it was three, maybe it was five, maybe it was ten. All I knew was that the burning did not stop at any point and the tears kept coming without a stop.

The pain was so much, that I only realized she had stopped when she threw her belt on the top of my back.

“Get up and put it in your closet”, she ordered. “Let it remind you of how you are supposed to act. From now on if you need to be punished, you can fetch the belt yourself. Do you understand?”

I slowly got up with my eyes full of tears. I moved my hands to my buttocks which were swollen and covered in heavy bruises all over. Then I grasped the belt which had done it.

“Yes”, I muttered. Naked, covered in bruises and under her watchful eyes I opened the closet and stuffed the belt in the back. She looked at me with a smile on her face.

“And what do you say after your spanking, young man?” she questioned.

“Thank you”, I mumbled. “I will behave from now on.”

“You better behave from now on. I will have my friends over and if I have to punish you when they are here, then you are getting the belt in front of them. Now give me a hug.”

I hugged her, and she caressed my hair again. Then she patted my bare behind with her hand.

“I really hope you learned your lesson from this. Now dry your tears, go get some sleep and be on your best behaviour tomorrow. I do not want to spank you every single day, your behind will not be able to take it. Alright?”

“Alright”, I muttered.

“Good night”, she said.

“Good night”, I answered.

I lied awake for an hour, not being able to block out the throbbing pain. When I finally walked out to find some lotion, I could hear something from her room. I pushed my ear on the door and by that point I was sure that she was moaning. I listened to her for a while, but I did not dare to open the door. I walked away. And I knew full well what she was thinking about at that moment.
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