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Spare the Rod – A Witnessed Spanking

“Make sure he behaves. If he doesn’t, you don’t have to spare the rod”, she said. They both laughed.

I was blushing and looking at my feet. It was a stupid joke and yet she always had to say it. She had repeated it for years whenever I was staying with one of the neighbourhood families. Of course, she didn’t mean for them to actually spank me, it was just something that she said. I had not been spanked for years.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll make sure that he’s on his best behaviour”, she said and brushed my hair.

Emily Watson was one of the new neighbours and I had never been into her house before. She was one of our youngest neighbours, only 36 years old and still very pretty. She had a blue summer dress, a long auburn hair and deep blue eyes that matched with her dress.

“Come in, young man. I have to introduce you to my daughter”, she said with a heart-warming smile.

Her daughter was even prettier than Emily. Annie was 18, my age, and we instantly clicked. She was a character. A bookworm with eyeglasses, a sarcastic humourist with braided auburn hair and mischievous joker with braces that made her look even more beautiful when she was giggling to silly jokes. We instantly got along and for the whole first day we would be joking around and talking about books.

“You’re such a fool”, she often said giggling and punched my arm. “But you have to remember to behave here. Mom can be pretty strict when she wants to.”

“Don’t worry, I can handle myself”, I said and grabbed her wrist. She seemed to like it.

“Well, I really hope so. For your sake”, she said and laughed, as if it was a joke. For a split second I wondered what she meant by that and then concentrated on her giggling and her pretty eyes.

I didn’t always like being with other families, but this time everything felt good. It was only me, Emily and Annie. Her older brother had already moved away, and the father was always on work trips. We got perfectly along, and they were even great cooks. The first night Emily made roast beef with vegetables, and it smelled terrific. While Annie was handing the hot plate over to me, she accidentally let it slip and the plate fell on the floor and cracked.

“Fuck!” I yelled, like I usually would in that kind of situation. It felt like the world stopped. They were staring at me in complete silence like I had just killed the Pope. Finally, Emily got her mouth open.

“Young man, into your room. Without supper. We will talk about this after me and Annie have eaten.”

Annie looked at me with compassion. I could really see that her mother was strict. I thought it was completely ridiculous to send a guy my age into the bedroom without supper like I was a naughty little child, but what can you do. I was their guest so I thought I might as well play by their rules. I politely went back to my room and started to go through the bookshelf. There were lots of classics like Dostoevsky, Faulkner, and Hesse, but lots of newer stuff too. Scandinavian crime novels, wide variety of biographies, and stuff like Infinite Jest. Intriguing selection, I thought.

Being left without supper wasn’t nice, but it was not too bad either. It felt like an overreaction for a single word, but I could deal with it. I wouldn’t mind spending some stuff by myself with these books to keep me company.

I had barely started with Infinite Jest, when I heard knocking on my door. I went to open the door and Annie was there. She would not even look into my eyes and for a moment she did not say anything. It was like she was embarrassed.

“You should come downstairs. Mom wants to have a word with you”, she finally said.

I thought it was ridiculous that I should specifically apologize for one simple word and make a big show of it, but if that was how it was going to be in this house, I could deal with it.

When I got downstairs, Emily was looking at me with her arms folded. Her eyes screamed disappointment and anger.

“Yeah, uhh… sorry about that”, I said. Surely it would be over with that.

“Young man, in this house we do not use language like that. And in this house actions have repercussions. What did your mother say when she left you here?” Emily questioned me.

My eyes widened. Wait a minute, she could not be serious. Annie was looking at me compassionately yet intensely from the sofa.

“What did she say?” she asked again. “You remember it very well, young man.”

I was shuffling nervously.

“To not spare the rod”, I almost whispered into her ear. It was embarrassing to say something like that in front of a cute girl who is the same age as you. And I was so old, my mother didn’t actually mean that she should be spanking me. That would be ridiculous.

“Louder, young man”, Emily urged.

“To not spare the rod”, I said. I kept looking at Annie and we were both blushing.

“How have you been spanked at home?” she kept questioning me.

“I haven’t been spanked in ages!” I cried.

“You are not making this any easier for you, young man. How have you been spanked at home?” she asked again.

“Well… With a switch”, I finally muttered. It had been years, but I had been spanked with a switch. A thick, but bendy switch hurts like hell when it’s used on your bare bottom. The situation was ridiculous, but I understood that technically she had been given the rights to punish me. She was just going by her instructions. Deep down I was just hoping that she would not use the switch. Getting spanked is always embarrassing, but a switch would also make it painful.

“You’re almost a grown man. I will not use a switch on you”, she said.

I sighed with relief.

“Annie, go fetch the cane”, she ordered. “In this house misbehaving boys will feel real consequences. I don’t want you to ever use language like that again and that is why I’m going to cane you. It will hurt, it will leave welts and you will probably cry. Because I will not spare the rod, those were my instructions. But it is all for your own good. It is what you will remember when you feel like cursing in the future. Do you understand?”

Was she actually going to whip me with a cane? I thought only prisoners were treated that way. Don’t spare the rod. That was what was said to her and that was what she was actually going to do.

Annie came back with the cane. It was even thicker and longer than I imagined, it must have been over a meter long.

“Here you go, mom”, Annie said nervously.

“Thank you, darling. You may sit down”, Emily answered and swinged the cane through the air. Even the sound was mean.

“And you, young man. You may drop your pants”, she ordered.

Annie was sitting right next to me, shuffling her feet nervously. Surely Emily would not actually cane me in front of her? I didn’t want to drop my pants in front of her and I surely didn’t want to get punished like a little boy in front of her.

“But…”, I tried to protest. “She’s there”, I whispered.

“And she will watch. If you can curse in front of a young lady, you can take your punishment in front of a young lady. I am going to give you six strokes on your bare behind and I hope it will really teach you a lesson about watching your mouth. Now drop those pants before I am going to add more strokes.”

Her voice was getting sterner by the minute. I knew this would be where I would be spending my next week, I knew she had been given the orders to not spare the rod and I knew I would just be making it more embarrassing and potentially more painful if I didn’t do as ordered.

So, I opened my belt, and I pulled my pants down to my ankles.

“And your underwear”, she calmly stated.

I looked at Annie whose eyes were locked onto my crotch. She blushed and looked the other way.

“Don’t look at her, look at me. And drop your underwear right now.”

I pulled my underwear down to my ankles and covered my crotch with my hands.

“Do I have to repeat every instruction twice? I am adding you one extra stroke for that. So now you are getting seven strokes. And move your hands over your head, who gave you the permission to cover yourself? Remember that you are being punished, young man.”

I instantly moved my hands. I knew Annie was watching, but I did not dare to look at her. That would probably mean another extra stroke. I looked at the heavy cane in her hands and I knew that every single stroke would be painful.

“Good, you are learning. Maybe we do not have to add any more strokes to your punishment”, she stated. “I may seem cold, but I am also merciful and fair. You are only getting punished because you deserve it. And you will only get exactly as much as you deserve. Annie, could you please get the punishment stool?”

Annie stood up and I did my best to not look at her.

“Yes, mom”, she said.

She quickly came back with a tall stool, almost like the ones you see in bars.

“This is the punishment stool. I hope for your own sake that we won’t need this too often. Kneel on it, put your hands on the floor and keep that position without moving. If you keep moving, I will have to add more strokes and I don’t want to do it. Do you understand?”

I instantly got myself on the stool. When I lowered my hands to the floor, I could feel my skin stretching and everything getting exposed. My genitals and butthole were probably fully visible, and the tightened skin would surely make every stroke hurt twice as hard. I knew she was intentionally making it as humiliating as possible. I glanced at Annie who was watching every second with nervous interest.

“What did I say about looking at her?” Emily instantly questioned.

“Sorry”, I muttered.

“You have to follow orders and I need you to concentrate on your punishment. One more stroke for that, you are now getting eight. I will make sure that you understand the rules about cursing in this house and I will make sure that you know how to follow orders. Now keep your eyes straight, your behind in the air and stay still.”

The first stroke landed just as she said that.

The heavy cane bit straight into my flesh. The instant sharp pain was followed by a deep burn that I felt in every inch of my body. I gasped for air, wanting to instantly yell and stand straight up. How many strokes would she add for that? The first one already hurt like hell, and I began to heavily the way I had added two extra strokes to my punishment.

When I had been spanked with the switch as a kid it had been painful. This felt like I was being whipped in a prison. When the pain had finally subsided a bit, I realized that Annie was watching every moment. I thought to myself that at least I would not scream and cry. That would be embarrassing.

The cane bit into my flesh again, and instantly all the thoughts disappeared from my head and were replaced by burning pain. The second stroke felt even worse than the first one, and again I was gasping for air.

“Please, please, I’m sorry”, I could finally get out of my mouth. “It hurts so much.”

“Young man, you are being caned. It is supposed to hurt”, Emily answered. I could feel the pleasure in her voice when she got to say that.

“If it did not hurt, you would not learn your lesson. This is how we make sure in this house that naughty young boys really learn their lessons”, she said and brought the cane down again with full force.

I was forced to yell, and my breathing had turned into panting. The sharp pain quickly makes you lose control of your body. I had to concentrate on my breathing and my eyes began to get watery. I was willing to beg and plead and do anything to make it stop. And we were not even halfway through yet.

“Now are you learning your lesson?” she sarcastically asked. I really started to feel like crying, but I could not do it. Not with Annie there.

“I’m sorry, yes”, I pleaded. “No more cursing, can we please stop now?”

It was embarrassing how desperate I was getting with Annie right next to me, but the deep burning pain really makes you lose your dignity. You just want it to stop already.

“What on earth makes you think that we would stop now, young man? I made it very clear that you are getting eight strokes, so eight strokes are what you will get. If I were you, I would concentrate on apologizing if you don’t want any more than eight. Now get that butt up and keep it there.”

“I’m sorry”, I muttered and did as I was told. The fourth stroke bit so deep that my vision got dark.

***

He was yelling and trembling. I was shuffling my feet nervously, not entirely sure what to think. It was not the first time mom had caned boys, but it was the first time I was ordered to watch the caning of such a cute one. I wondered how much it had to hurt; she had never caned me. Mom believed that corporal punishment only helped boys. He was my age and he looked athletic, but under mom’s cane he was struggling and pleading like a little kid. I felt embarrassed that he had to get caned in front of me. Should I have told him that this is how my mom disciplines boys? Was this my fault that he was getting punished? He would have not cursed if I had just told him that.

The cane hit for the fifth time, and he was now sniffling openly. Mom berated him and he responded with an apology with tears in his eyes. It only led to mom berating him even more, she had always enjoyed disciplining and humiliating young men. I was shuffling nervously on my seat and moving my feet around. I moved my hand over my crotch and covered it with my feet. Why did it feel so good to watch him getting spanked?

After the first five strokes his tight ass was already on deep welts and his whole body was shaking. I moved my fingers around and so was mine. I hoped they would not notice my breathing getting harder while I ogled his behind and his tearful face. This would be much more embarrassing if mom did not tell him to stop looking at me.

He is so cute, and he is going to be here for a while. Am I a bad girl if I hope that I get to watch this again? Mom lifted the cane high in the air again and it landed full force on his behind with a laud smack. He screamed and began sobbing uncontrollably. I sighed and waggled my feet again, but my hand stayed where it was. I wondered if my mom felt the same way about this.

***

I screamed and cried. The first five felt terrible, but the sixth stroke was what really made me lose all control. It felt like my whole body was on fire and I had to do everything to keep some control over myself. I did not want to stand up and I did not want to move my hands but concentrating on that made me start crying. My eyes got full of water and the first tears were already running down my cheek. I could not even feel embarrassed because the pain was so overwhelming. I just wanted it to stop.

“Please…” I finally managed to utter after I could breathe again. “Please, I’m sorry”, I sniffled. Tears were running my face and I was afraid blood would soon run over my backside. It felt like every stroke was scourging my behind. Surely she would have to stop now?

“Good, you should be sorry. For your behaviour”, she mocked me, while running her hand over my behind.

“Well, isn’t your behind bruised, young man. This will hopefully be a lesson that we will not have to repeat again soon. These stripes will stay on your buttocks for a while, reminding you about your behaviour every time you sit down. You should be thankful of that, it is always good to learn something”, she said. She almost sounded proud.

“Six for cursing, that is what I said. But since you would not take your punishment accordingly, I promised you two more. Now what kind of person would I be if I broke my promises like that?” she enquired. “Two more. Keep still and we can keep it at two.”

I took a deep breath. For a split second I could hear the cane swooshing through the air. After that there was nothing but deep and overwhelming pain. The cane struck me on the side of my bottom, which made it hurt even more. It felt like it was digging straight into my flesh. I was grinding my teeth together and my right hand grasped on the leg of the stool. I was crying openly from both eyes and my nose was running. I could not even think about that, I had to concentrate on just getting enough air to somehow still keep breathing.

After the first couple of strokes the pain subsided between the strokes and I could get ready for the next one. It did not happen anymore; the pain was so deep and so overwhelming that it simply did not stop. Yet I was sure that the next stroke would hurt even more and even deeper.

“Well, are you learning anything, young man?” she asked.

“I’m sorry”, I managed to sniffle through my tears. “No cursing.”

“Good, then this has been a well-needed and important lesson. One more to really drive the point home”, she declared.

I screamed. My behind was so beaten that the eight stroke landed right on an old welt, which made it bite twice as hard and twice as deep. It felt like my ass was being branded. My whole body was shaking, and I had to push my hands down full force to keep myself from falling down.

She ran her finger over my behind again, inspecting her work.

“Oh my, this one will stay here for weeks to come. I really hope you learned your lesson from this, young man.”

“No cursing”, I cried.

“For your sake I really hope that you will be on your best behaviour from now on because if you act out again, you can be sure that you will end up kneeling on this stool again. And getting caned on top of old welts will make it hurt twice as much. Keep that in mind, young man. Now get up.”

I slowly got myself up and put my hands on my behind. I could feel thick welts forming lines all over my buttocks. Touching them made it hurt even worse.

“You may kiss my cane and thank me for your lesson”, she proudly declared.

I was humiliated and defeated and just wanted to get out of the situation. I meekly kissed her cane. For a brief moment I was thinking how embarrassing it would be if someone saw me, until I realized that Annie was still there, and she had seen everything.

“Thank you”, I said silently.

“You are welcome”, she answered. “Now go to your room.”

I began to pull my pants back on, hoping to cover my embarrassment at least a bit.

“Did I say that you could pull your pants back on, young man?”

My heart skipped a beat, and my tears instantly began flowing freely again. Surely this would mean another stroke. I tried to quickly apologize, while wiping my tears away.

“No. I’m sorry. Please no more.”

She stared at me for a while in complete silence, while my eyes were crying and my lips were trembling.

“Go to your room”, she finally said.

I tried to get there as fast as I could with pants around my ankles. I had never felt more embarrassed than when I was climbing up the stairs with pants around my ankles and my bruised bottom in full view of two pretty ladies.

I laid down on the bed, caressing my behind and wiping my tears on the pillow. Even the thought of sleeping on my back felt disturbingly painful. It was ridiculous, getting whipped like a sailor for one curse word. I would be spending weeks here, and I did not even know what would result in another beating like that. I was not sure if I could even take another one. I looked at the deep red welts on my behind. How long it would take for these to disappear?

I thought it would be nice here with Annie, but how could I even look her in the eyes after that. She had seen everything; she had seen the crying and the pleading, and she had seen every inch of me and my bruised behind. I just wanted to disappear into the earth, when I head a knock on my door.

Instantly the door opened and closed again.

“I’m sorry”, Annie whispered. “I should have told you that this is how mom disciplines boys. I did not know that she had permission to discipline you.”

I did not say anything, when she sat down right next to me.

“May I?” she asked with a bottle of lotion in her hand. “This should help.”

What could I say at that point? She had already seen me getting beaten and now she was there again next to my bruised behind.

“Sure, go ahead”, I muttered.

I was not sure if it was the lotion or her caring hand on my behind, but it really helped. I was still in pain, but the lotion and her caressing almost made me feel good.

“Thanks”, I said. “Is that how you get spanked?” I asked. At least that would make it less embarrassing.

“No”, she said instead. “Mom only believes in punishing boys like that. It seemed pretty painful…”

“Yeah”, I muttered. As if it was not obvious.

Still her company and her lotion felt good. She moved from caressing my behind to moving next to me and caressing my hair.

“Can you stay here?” I asked.

“I’m sorry”, she said. “I have to go. If mom found me fondling your behind, you would probably get caned again”, she giggled. “You could probably not take that.”

“Yeah”, I mumbled.

“Don’t worry. It will get better by tomorrow. See you in the morning”, she warmly smiled and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“See you.”
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