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Spanked In Front of Girls

The ritual had always been the same, but year by year, it kept getting much more humiliating. Whenever my mom would go on one of her business trips, she would drop me off at one of her friends houses. The instructions were always identical, I was to be treated like one of her own kids. “And don't spare the rod”, she would always add. If there were any problems, I was to be spanked the way the lady of the house saw fit. It had been embarrassing as a kid when getting spanked was the norm, at high school age the mere suggestion of getting spanked by strangers made me blush.

Some of the women giggled at the suggestion, some took it as an invitation. At some places I might get spanked several times a week for the most minuscule reasons or even completely without a reason. At this point I knew that if I complained about it, it just meant another spanking at home. Thankfully most of the women were quite gentle, but some of them really loved the idea of whipping a teenage boy until tears were flowing and your buttocks were turning blue. But complaining didn't help, getting another spanking at home on your caned behind quickly taught me to keep my mouth shut.

There was nothing more embarrassing than having to stay at a home with girls your age. When you were young you might all be spanked, but at my age the girls generally hadn't been spanked in ages. But mom's “don't spare the rod” always made the message clear. Even if they didn't use spanking on their own kids anymore, they considered it an invitation to do with me as they wished. That's what happened with Miss Kennedy.

She was a new acquaintance from the bridge club, still in her thirties and as pretty as they come. Her bushy blonde hair fell neatly down on her shoulders and her stylish dresses made her look like a Hollywood star from the years past. At the first look you'd never imagine how much enjoyment she got out of tormenting teenage boys. At times I thought that's why my mother had specifically sent me to her, but that wasn't a discussion that you bring up. I knew full well that it would have just meant a hard spanking.

What made the situation even worse, was Julia Kennedy. I always dreaded the initial introduction because I knew that the humiliating mention could come up at any moment. This time it came up with Miss Kennedy's teenage daughter on her side.

“And remember, don't spare the rod. If you feel any need to discipline him, you can do as you see fit”, mom said with a smile on her face. I blushed immediately and hoped that they'd quickly drop the subject.

Miss Kennedy inspected me for a second, probably wondering whether I actually still got spanked. Then she pinched my cheek.

“You don't have to worry. I have some very good methods for unruly boys. Is he used to harsh discipline?”

That's when my eyes met with Julia's eyes. She was ogling me with much the same interest as her mother. Julia was one of them beautiful but bookish girls. She'd wear large jumpers that covered everything which just made it all the more interesting to wonder what was under the jumper. When the idea of harsh discipline came up, she had to keep herself from giggling out loud.

“Oh, when I say that you can do as you see fit, I mean that you can do as you see fit. I have my own methods but if you wish to use the rattan cane on him or make him kneel on rice, he will obey. Won't you?”

“Yes, mom”, I meekly agreed.

“And you really don't have to spoil the rod. If it's your custom to spank naughty boys for impoliteness or spilling the milk, you can do as you see fit.”

“I see”, Miss Kennedy said with interest. “I haven't really used corporal punishment on my daughter in years, but I promise I will do my best.”

That sentence in turn made Julia blush.

“Julia will keep him in line, won't you? If he misbehaves, just a word and I'll make sure that the rod won't be spared”, she said in the most sugary voice.

“Of course, mom”, she said and now couldn't keep herself from giggling. “I will notify you immediately if she spills the milk.”

They all seemed to think that it was one big joke.  At first I tried to make myself think that too. That it was just a one big joke and certainly she wouldn't actually spank a boy my age for spilling the milk. It was always a comforting thought until you were actually ordered to remove your underwear.

“Julia, would you show him the house”, Miss Kennedy asked her daughter. “We still have some specifics to discuss”, she said almost laughing. I knew full well what they were going to talk about.

Julia grabbed my hand. I liked her touch, it was warm but assertive. She lead me around through the kitchen and living room, to my bedroom and into the backyard. For an instance I hoped that she wouldn't bring it up but of course she did.

“So, don't spill the milk”, she giggled. “It might be painful.”

“Not funny”, tried to mutter back.

“I mean, it's quite funny”, Julia smiled. “That you actually still get spanked. You do actually still get spanked, don't you? If you lie, I'm going to tell mom.”

“...Yeah.”

“You have to really be polite and on your best behavior then”, she whispered into my ear. “I think that she kinda enjoys spanking boys.”

“Do you like books?” she asked, like it was the most natural way to change the subject. “I can show you my bookshelf, I just got some new ones from Jane Austen.”

“Sure, I like books”, I said and grabbed her hand again. Her warm hand gave me some comfort when I wondered how much her mom exactly enjoys spanking boys.

***

I felt like I had to watch my every step. The next days were full of jokes about spilling the milk and Miss Kennedy liked to casually remind me that she would actually spank me if I did anything wrong. Julia confirmed the sentiment, but everything went fine for two days. I hadn't spilled the milk, Julia was fun company and I almost started to assume that she wouldn't actually whip me, she'd just talk about it. After all, it would be quite ridiculous to actually get spanked at my age.

It all changed when Julia's friend Annie came visiting. The three of us were sitting around in the yard when Julia joked about me getting spanked again.

“You know, his mom gave my mom full rights to spank him the way she sees fit”, Julia giggled. “She actually might do it and you know how mean she can be.”

I could instantly see Annie's eyes light up and imagine the thoughts that went through her head.

“Is that right?” she asked. “Do you still get spanked?”

There was no use in denying it at this point.

“Yeah...”, I muttered.

“Mom told be to keep an eye out for him”, Julia laughed. “Just a word and he's getting spanked. Isn't that right?”

“I guess”, I said. I tried my best to play it casual, but I knew that it just wouldn't work. I was the guy still getting spanked, they knew it and they loved it.

Annie looked fiercely into my eyes.

“So we could just go tell Miss Kennedy that the boy has been naughty and then we get to see him getting spanked”, Annie pondered. “You really have to be on your best behavior now.”

“We could tell her that he grabbed your tits”, Julia continued with a laugh. “That would really get his butt whipped.”

“We could. We really have you on a leash, don't we?” Annie questioned me. “So how does your mom spank you. Tell us everything about it. Do you have to take your pants down?”

I blushed and turned mute.

“Come on. All the details or I'll tell Miss Kennedy that you grabbed my tits”, she insisted. Then she leaned against my ear. “If you tell it well, I'll actually let you touch  my tits, cutie.”

She was pretty. Long brunette hair, thin face and an aura. Every look or movement she made made screamed that I have you by the balls, boy. Even through the dress shirt I could tell that she had the cutest little boobs that would drive men into stupid decisions.

I sighed.

“Ok, what do you want to hear?”

She squinted.

“Everything”, she said. “I want to know what you're spanked for, what you're spanked with, what you're wearing, what position you're spanked in, how many strokes you get it, whether it hurts, whether it leaves welts. I want to know if it's done in front of others, I want to know if you have to stand in the corner, I want to know if you have to thank afterwards. I want to know how often it happens and I want to know how embarrassing talking about it is to you.”

“Annie, you're terrible”, Julia giggled.

“I know”, the brunette answered. “Come on, boy. Do you want us to go to Miss Kennedy?”

“It's embarrassing”, I said with my cheeks turning bright red. “I don't know, it's kinda for everything. Being late, having bad grades, not doing the chores. It might be with a switch or a belt. I always have to take my pants and underwear down and bend over a table or a sofa. I don't know about the amount, but it's certainly enough to hurt and leave welts. Sometimes I get it in front of others and have to stand in the corner with my pants around my ankles. Sometimes I get it several times a week, sometimes it doesn't happen for months... And yeah, I have to say thank you.”

The girls giggled and whispered to each other.

“Does it make you cry?” Annie asked.

“...Sometimes”, I answered which made them laugh even more.

“Poor little baby”, Annie laughed. “Do you want to touch my breast?”

She grabbed my hand and moved it on top of her tits. I remember how soft it felt and how her nipples were poking out through the dress shirt. She wasn't the type of girl who would even consider wearing a bar.

“Remember to say thank you afterwards”, she whispered into my ear.

“Thank you...”, I whispered back, my lips touching her earlobes. My fingers kept fondling her nipples while she breathed into my neck.

“Now Julia”, she said almost moaning. “What would your mom do if we told her that the boy fondled my tits?”

She pondered it for a moment.

“She would probably make him get a switch and whip his buttocks until they're raw. But we're not going to do that, are we? Would we be so terrible?”

“I think we would”, Annie answered. “Nothing personal, boy. I'd just really like to see you spanked raw.”

***

“Well did you touch her chest or not?” Miss Kennedy questioned me. Her generally warm voice had instantly turned into a fierce one.

“I mean yeah...” I muttered. “But she insisted on it, she put it there!”

“I don't care who put it there, young man. You do not grope girls in this house. Now, what did your mom say when she left you here?”

I was blushing and looking at the ground but I could feel the girls sniggering next to her.

“Don't spare the rod”, I muttered.

“And?”

“And to punish me the way you see fit.”

“Exactly. Now I want you to go the woods and pick me a switch. A sturdy, bendy and heavy one. If I don't like the one you pick, I'm going to march you back there by your ear and we're going to pick three new ones, do you understand?”

“Yeah...”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, she corrected. “Five extra strokes for that.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy.”

“And five extra strokes for blaming the girl.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy.”

I was already walking towards the door when Annie raised her hand.

“Miss Kennedy”, she began. “When I got spanked as a kid I always had to take my pants down before getting the switch.”

Miss Kennedy inspected me for a second.

“Annie is the one who you violated so she should have some say in your punishment. Pants down”, she immediately ordered.

I tried to look around for any support but all three females were eagerly awaiting for me to drop my pants down. It wasn't the first or the last time I had to do it. I opened my belt and pulled my jeans down to my ankles. It was always harder to pull down the underwear.

“Yes, underwear too”, Miss Kennedy instructed. “You have three seconds until I'm adding five more strokes.”

I pulled my underwear to my ankles and swiftly covered my genitals with hands. It didn't help much as the girls seemed to be more interested in my buttocks that were about to be whipped.

“Go on”, the lady instructed. “And remember, a good switch.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, I answered as I waddled out of the door. It is surprisingly hard to walk with your pants around your ankles  while trying to cover your private parts with your hands. It's all the more embarrassing when you know that you're being watched by teenage girls who really want to see your butt whipped.

I tried to run to the nearby woods as fast as possible but I could already feel that I was being watched from several apartments. Picking the switch was always difficult. I didn't know her standards so I set for the sturdiest and most painful switch that I could find. I settled for a thick and bendy rowan switch that I swung through the air. The noise made it clear that the pain would be unimaginable, but the threat of three similar switches used on my behind was enough to make me do whatever she wished for.

The girls were smiling when I came back in. I tried to hold the switch in my right hand and cover my genitals with the left, but I knew full well that they could see almost anything. I was still hoping that she would have the heart to bring me to my room and not punish me in front of the girls.

When I presented the switch to Miss Kennedy, she swung it through the air and nodded.

“It will do”, she noted. “And what do you say now?”

I loudly gulped. I had some faint idea of what she had in mind, but I really didn't want to say it in front of the girls.

“I'm sorry I misbehaved. Please punish me”, I muttered.

“If that's what you wish”, she said with a smile. The girls next to us were laughing.

“Bend over the table. Hands forward, head straight, on your tiptoes and butt in the air. If you move from the position, I'm going to add five extra strokes, do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, I said and lowered my body on the table.  I had to present my behind straight to the giggling girls who were enjoying the show. I knew Miss Kennedy knew what she was doing. The position was both humiliating and painful as going on my tiptoes stretched the skin on my behind, making every stroke bite as deep as possible.

The first stroke landed on my behind without a warning. The sting was sharp and the burn was immediate. She didn't hold back giving the next strokes that made me yelp. I didn't want to scream or cry in front of the girls, but the thick switch cut in a way that made me lose control almost immediately.

“Look at you”, Miss Kennedy said while grasping my behind. “Deep, dark welts from the start. You picked a switch that makes it clear that you want a hard and painful punishment, I could have done with a lesser one. But it's your own decision. Do you want a hard and painful punishment?”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, I said without thinking. Immediately the switch landed on my behind again.

She kept short intervals between the strokes and reminded me that I have to really feel each single one of them. I did. Every stroke burned more than the last one and soon the pain felt unbearable. It was like my bottom was on fire.

When I was gasping for air from the last painful stroke, she hit me full force right on my thighs. I instinctively moved my hands to cover my burning behind. As soon as I did it, I realized I had made a mistake.

“What did I tell you about staying in position?” Miss Kennedy immediately enquired.

“I'm sorry, I didn't mean to, it just hurts so bad...” I tried to answer.

“Of course it hurts, it's a punishment. It's supposed to hurt. What did I tell you would be the result of moving from position?”

I sighed.

“Five extra strokes.”

The switch landed harshly on my behind again. The burn was becoming unbearable.

“You've earned fifteen extra strokes by now. Do you know when the extra strokes start, young man?”

“No, Miss Kennedy”, I said, hoping that they'd start immediately.

“Naughty boys get punished until the tears are flowing freely and the bottom is crimson red. And after that come the extra strokes. Do you think this is fair?”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”.

The switch came down full force again and I almost moved my hand again. I didn't know whether I wanted to fight back the tears that were soon coming out. I didn't want to cry in front of the girls,  but I knew that crying would make the punishment shorter. For a moment I was almost glad that it was my behind pointed  at the girls and not my face. Miss Kennedy seemed to realize that.

“Girls, please hold his hands so that he doesn't earn any more extra strokes.”

The girls stood up and seemed to enjoy the possibility.

“Oh my, his behind is so striped...” Annie exclaimed. “It must hurt quite badly.”

When they took my wrists I was restrained down and available for any kind of cruel punishment, but the touch of their soft hands still felt good.

“You know, you can cry now”, Annie said with a smile. “It will make you feel better.”

I fought back for two more strokes, but the third one made the tears come out. I tried to fight back, but simply couldn't help it. My first instinct was grabbing my behind and then I wanted to wipe the tears, but the girls had a firm grip on my wrists. I was already crying, but the next few strokes came in quick succession before Miss Kennedy wanted  to inspect the situation. I knew my bottom was full of dark bluish stripes by this point.

“Well, girls. Did we get some tears?”

She knew that we did. I was weeping openly and tears were running through my face by now. Before Julia got the chance to say anything, Annie interrupted her.

“Maybe a few more strokes and we will”, she proclaimed. Miss Kennedy did as instructed. Five burning lashes came down on my already crimson bottom and I had to scream. The tears were already falling down on the table in front of me.

“Yes, looks like we have some tears”, Annie finally admitted.

“Well, usually I would end the punishment here, but you managed to earn yourself fifteen extra strokes. And I know that at this stage they're going to be effective ones. You can cry and you can scream but after each stroke, I want to you tell Annie what a naughty and silly boy you have been and how sorry you are.”

The switch immediately burned my behind, leaving a dark red stripe on top of the other dark red stripes.

“We can add more strokes, you know”, Miss Kennedy urged.

“I'm sorry, Annie. I was a naughty and silly boy and I will never do it again”, I pleaded with tears running down my face. The pain was already intolerable and I couldn't have stayed in position without Julia and Annie holding me down.

The strokes came at steady intervals and after each stroke I had to repeat the embarrassing line.

“I'm sorry, Annie. I was a naughty and silly boy and I will never do it again.”

Annie and Miss Kennedy fully enjoyed the moment. Annie would urge me to say it louder and repeating it several times after a single stroke while Miss Kennedy  told me that we can always start all over from the beginning if I don't want to apologize with full intent. The only thing making the situation tolerable was Julia soothing my arm while the painful strokes kept landing and I had to blubber my lines over and over again.

The strokes were now landing on top of bruises, making it even more painful. I had been spanked hard but Miss Kennedy really had a way of making it both painful and humiliating. At times I regretted picking such a sturdy switch.

“Last five strokes”, she announced. “I want you to ask for these.”

Annie giggled uncontrollably when I asked with tears in my eyes whether I could get the next stroke. Each stroke made me scream. The pain at that point becomes so much that you don't have control over your body. Tears were flowing freely and snot was coming out of my nose, but I couldn't wipe it because the girls were holding my hands. If I had received five more extra strokes I probably would have peed which certainly would have delighted the women and resulted in even more strokes.

When the final stroke landed, I was trembling. It felt like the strokes were hitting straight at my muscles by that point, and the burn was terrible. I could tell without seeing that my bottom was blue by this point.

“Well, boy. What happens after the discipline in your home?”

I knew that lying would be futile. She probably already knew what generally happened to me.

“I have to thank for it and go in the corner.”

“Exactly”, Miss Maddison stated.

“Thank you for the punishment. I'm sorry, it won't happen again.”

I wanted to grasp my burning and swollen behind but the girls still had grasp on my arms.

“I don't know how corner time works in your household but here you will kneel in the corner with hands on your head and your feet off the ground. Don't even think about moving or touching your bottom before I give permission, I will whip your ass with a rubber cable if you do that.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy.”

Annie still had a grasp on my arm, not wanting to let me go just yet.

“Well, is it painful?” she asked with a smile.

“Yes”, I meekly agreed.

“Was it worth it?” she continued.

“No. I'm sorry.”

“I hope you're listening to her”, she whispered into my ear. “I've heard the rubber cable really hurts.”

“Alright, girls. You can let him go. Straight into the corner with you, young man. Hands on your head, butt visible and feet off the floor. I know it will be uncomfortable and it will be painful, but I really hope you are learning a lesson here. And remember, if you move one inch I will really teach you a lesson with the rubber cable.”

I did as instructed. The burn on my behind was settling but still uncomfortable, while having to stay on my knees with feet off the floor became painful and terrible after the first minute. My body was trembling and I wasn't sure if I was going to be able to do it.

“Half an hour, then you can go. Girls, keep an eye out for him. If he moves his hands or his feet touch the floor, it's the rubber cable for him. Just come and get me.”

“Yes, mom”, Julia said.

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, Annie stated with a smile. I already knew that she was just waiting for me to fail.

“Your mom is quite severe”, Annie said while inspecting my swollen behind. “Wow, this really looks like it hurts. Is the position uncomfortable?”

I didn't say anything.

“You really should answer us, we're the ones watching you, you know. We could just tell Miss Kennedy that you moved, would you like that?”

“No”, I muttered.

“Well, then you better answer us”, Annie giggled. “Is the position uncomfortable?”

“Yeah.”

“It's only been three minutes, you know. There's still 27 minutes left. You're kinda trembling.”

Her finger ran over my behind.

“It's actually swollen. If you got the rubber cable on top of that, you wouldn't sit down for a month. Funny that your mom lets you get punished this way.”

The girls whispered and giggled with each other. Julia loudly exclaimed her projection to something, they whispered some more and then they ran off. Finally I could lower my feet back on the ground and rub my behind. It was much more swollen than I had assumed and the tips of the switch had turned the skin blue. Somehow I never realize that rubbing the bottom doesn't really help that much, in this case it just seemed to make it burn even more.

When I heard the girls coming back to the room, I instantly put my hands back on my head and lifted my feet off the ground.

“Young man!” Miss Kennedy almost screamed. “The girls told me that you moved from position, is that true?”

“No...” I tried to insist.

“I am giving you one more chance. This room has camera surveillance and we can go through the material. If you admit right now that you've moved, I am giving you 10 strokes of the rubber cord. If we have to see it from the video, it's 30 strokes. Your decision.”

I hadn't even realized that camera surveillance was an option. 10 strokes of the cord didn't seem that bad so I admitted it.

“I'm sorry, I moved.”

“And what do you say then?”

“Please give me 10 strokes of the rubber cord.”

“Assume the position. Butt in the air”, she instructed. “10 strokes for moving. 5 strokes for lying. And I want you to ask for each one and explain why you're getting it.”

My butt was already swollen like crazy and I was afraid that any stroke might break the skin. 15 strokes with the rubber cord seemed completely unreasonable, but I didn't dare to protest.

“Could I get a stroke for moving during corner time?” I finally asked.

“Of course you could”, she calmly answered and the thick rubber cord came down on my ass. The pain made me scream and grind my teeth.

“Come now and see girls”, Miss Kennedy instructed the girls. “This is what happens to naughty boys who can't follow the rules. You know, he's getting the rubber cord from now on whether he spills the milk or forgets the groceries or says a single naughty word. I tried to be lenient but it became clear that this boy only understands severe punishments. Isn't that right?”

The girls giggled.

“Yes, Miss Kennedy.”

“And what else do you have to say?”

“Could I get a stroke for moving during corner time?”

The rubber cord landed on my thighs with full force. It only took two strokes for the tears to come out again. I had to grind with my nails against the table to be able to stay in position. The rubber cord hurt more than anything I could have ever imagined. It was sharp yet persistent and every stroke left a visible blue welt on my behind that was already thoroughly switched.

When ten strokes were up, I was trembling and crying my eyes out.

“Could I get a stroke for moving during corner time?” I asked, barely knowing my line.

“If you insist. You already got ten strokes for that and you still have five strokes for lying. But I like a boy who insists on some extra punishment.”

Before I managed to say anything the cord landed straight on my buttocks again, leaving a nasty blue welt.

“I'm sorry...” I tried to blubber. “Could I get a stroke for lying?”

The cord came down again. Her strokes were so hard that you simply couldn't get used to it. Every painful stroke made you shiver like it was the first one. The burn was so intolerable that you almost forgot about how humiliating it is to ask for every stroke.

The cord kept coming down on my behind, and it felt like she still had power to strike just as hard as in the beginning. Again I lost count and asked for a stroke after I had already received 16 strokes.

“You really like punishment, don't you?” she asked and the cord immediately came down again. The lash made me scream in agony. “Remember, this is what happens from every single mistake. From now on I won't be lenient with you. Now back to the corner.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, I said through the tears.

“And it won't be 30 minutes now. It will be an hour. And if you break the position, it won't be 10 strokes of the cord. It will be 30.”

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, I muttered and kneeled back into the corner.

“Girls, you know what to do if he moves”, she instructed the girls.

“Yes, Miss Kennedy”, Annie said delightedly.

Soon the girls were back to whispering to each other while my knees grinded against the hard tile floor.

“That looks so painful, I've never seen a bottom getting beaten as dark as that”, Annie pondered.

“Yeah, mom can be quite merciless with boys. You know, he's actually getting the cord again if he moves.”

“But that's going to break the skin!”

“I know. So we can just hope that he won't move. Will you be a good boy now and stay still?” Julie asked me.

I felt like my body was already failing me and I knew there would be about 58 minutes left in the uncomfortable position with a burning behind.

“Yeah...” I answered.

“I'm sorry for Annie, I didn't want you to get spanked that harshly. If  you can stay still for the hour, we could sleep in the same bed tonight if that's okay for you. I have some lotion for your butt.”

At that moment I knew that the visit would be enjoyable, no matter how many times I got the rubber cord.
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