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THE POOL BOY

They say "be careful what you wish for", but for a guy like myself at 20 and in my sexual prime I guess I wasn't thinking all that clearly when I fell into the web of Mrs. Ashley Trent. Things just progressed, you know, from one thing to the next, and so here I am. It's not so unpleasant--I mean, it's embarrassing and humiliating for a guy--wearing a frilly French maid's outfit in front of all those women, but damn, I've got a boner that won't quit and I don't want it to. So, I'm alternately dreading/ looking forward to tonight. It's another small dinner party for some of Mrs. Trent's friends. My attendance will be required. 

But I'd better back up.

The first time I laid eyes on Mrs Trent she was sunning herself in a chaise lounge out by her pool. I had knocked on the gate and announced that I was there to clean the pool. She squinted at me, motioned me in, then she rose from the lounge. She was stunning-- like a goddess arising. Her tall, lean body unfolded from the chair revealing an hourglass figure clad in a tiny bikini. She brushed a wisp of blonde hair from her forehead and let her sunglasses droop down low to scrutinize me. I pegged her at about 35--an "older woman" as far as I was concerned. I mean for a 20 year old junior, anybody over 25 was an "older woman". She was taller than me. She had to be about 5' 10" and I'm 5' 6" on a good day. But, I’ve got this mischievous-boy-nerd thing going on that the ladies like, so being short and slight of build is sometimes a plus. And she was hot. I tried not to stare at her full high set tits almost falling out of the teeny bra or at the skimpy triangle of cloth setting off her curvy hips and barely covering her pubic area. She had the broad shoulders and narrow waist of a swimmer. I noted the powerful thighs—lean, not an ounce of fat. She obviously worked hard to stay in shape like that. Her hair hung in a plait, twisted to fall straight down her broad back. If I’d been as up on my ancient history as I should have been, I’d have recognized her as an Amazon warrior, proud and powerful. She was a little intimidating.

"Are you Cory from the pool cleaners?"

"That's me," I said grinning. I got this job cleaning pools for a company that sold pool cleaning supplies and stuff. It was a typical college summer job. I also thought it might give me shot at meeting some chicks at the houses of the rich folks who owned swimming pools.

"You'll find the pump over there, " she said pointing. "Anything else you need, just ask. I'll be inside."

She walked around the pool and into the house. The rear view was as spectacular as the front. I had an instant hard on. I guess I'm a "ass" man. Hers was outstanding. It was a pear shaped bottom typical of tall lanky women. Put that together with nice full hips, a flat tummy and those tits and you've got...what you've got is a noticeable erection, I told myself. Better get to work.

I came by twice a week. She was there every time. I looked forward to it. She always wore something skimpy or revealing. She was nice, too. She'd ask me if I was thirsty or anything and bring me lemonade or a Coke. I called her Mrs Trent, but she laughed and said, "My name is Ashley, please. Mrs Trent is my mother-in-law." She wanted to know about me--what I studied, did I have a girlfriend?--that kind of stuff.

One day she asked me if I'd help her move something. She had this piano and wanted it shifted a little to make room for an end table. I said sure and followed her into the house. The piano had some music and stuff on it, but also resting there was an object that really caught my eye. It was a paddle.

Now, I don't mean a ping pong paddle or something like that. This was paddle that had only one purpose—for spanking someone. It had a business end about 12" long and 4” wide with the word "ouch" printed on it in red letters. And that wasn't all. On either side of the "ouch" were cute drawings like decals, one of a boy, and the other of a girl, bending over with their pants down displaying red fannies with drawings of stars around them. You know, a cartoon like they'd been swatted on the ass.

I was fascinated. What was Mrs Trent doing with this thing? There were no kids around--was it for Mr. Trent? To use on her? Or did she use it on him? My mind was whirling with the possibilities. Before I knew what I was doing, I picked it up and asked her, "What's this for?"

At first she flinched, mouth open, like she was surprised to see it there, but she recovered quickly. "It's for naughty boys like you who are too curious for their own good." But she smiled wickedly as she said it. Uh oh. Instant woody. I hoped she didn't notice.

Later I thought about it. I’d played “doctor” and “spin-the-bottle” as a kid. But also when I was a kid, I played "school" and "house" where there were spankings as penalties. Sometimes I was a "strict principal" and spanked my playmates as a penalty in our games. I had to let girls spank my butt, too, but I found I liked it. Later on I'd playfully spanked a few of my girlfriends, and some of them liked it, too. 

Oh, I had some real ones too. When I was 9 I got caught egging cars with some other kids. Dad, thankfully was out of town, but mom more than made up for it. 

She made me go straight to my room in the middle of the afternoon and put on my PJ's. Then she came in and said, "Cory, I'm sorry I have to do what I am about to do, but I've got to teach you never, ever to do anything like that again." She sat down on my bed and pulled me over her lap. I knew what was coming and I started blubbing and begging. I knew I was really going to get it. She yanked my pj's down so my little butt was bare and sticking up, completely vulnerable. Then she gave me the hottest, hardest spanking I had ever had. I didn't think it would ever stop. She just lectured and spanked, fast and hard, then slow and hard. It stung like mad. My mom practically wore my ass out that afternoon. She only used her hand, but it was enough to roast my little butt good and proper. I had a lot of respect for mom's spanking hand after that. 

But as time went on, I looked back on the experience wistfully. It had burned like blazes while I was getting it, but afterwards the heat almost felt good. It was strange. Now years later, when I saw a good looking older woman, I sometimes imagined what it would be like to be put over her knee, pants taken down, getting a scolding and feeling her hand landing on my butt.

The next time I was there at Mrs. Trent's house she asked me to help her with something else. I followed her into the living room.  But while watching the sway of her ass in a tight bathing suit, I was so distracted that I knocked over a vase with water in it. It hit the hard wood floor and smashed to pieces.

"Oh God! I'm sorry, uh, Ashley. I didn't mean to..."

Ashley looked stricken. She shook her head and said, "Aunt Claudia's vase..."

"I-I'll clean it up," I said hurriedly and went into the kitchen for a towel. She told me to get a broom from the bathroom closet. I opened the closet door and hanging by a little strap on a nail was the paddle. It looked like this was where she kept it. But why? It was then that I had this brainstorm. An impulse, really. I picked up the paddle off the nail, walked back to the living room and I offered it to her.

"Go on," I said, holding out the paddle. "I found this in the closet and I'm ready to take my punishment." I grinned and turned my back to her and bent over, hands on my knees.

"Oh, should I paddle you for being clumsy?" she said.

"Yes, ma'am," I answered, grinning.

"Well," she said, amused, "you were very careless and I'm upset about that vase..." 

She moved closer and I felt the paddle being pressed against the seat of my shorts. She put her hand on my back to steady me. Then crack! crack! crack!, just like that she swatted me three times. Hard. It took me by surprise. It really stung. I shot upright and rubbed my bottom. She stood back and grinned as she observed my reaction.

"Wow! That stung!" I yelped.

She laughed. "Good. I hope you learned your lesson," she said, shaking the paddle in my direction. She was smiling though, like it was this cute joke between us.

Nothing more was said that day, but the next time I showed up, which was about a week later, there were some other ladies there. There were two women in their 30's, very attractive brunettes, and a husky blonde of about 40 who was good looking in a matronly sort of way. Apparently a party was about to start. I was invited into the house and asked to set up a card table. I was introduced as "the boy I told you about" by Ashley. It seemed to me that I was a bug under a microscope the way these women were sizing me up. Accompanying the older woman was a boy a few years older than me. They introduced him as Tony. He was about 22, shy and he looked nervous. He was sharply dressed, though, and a good looking guy. Slender, dark hair. He seemed sort of subservient to the matronly woman. Was he some sort of gigolo, I wondered?

I went out to clean the pool. The card game, or whatever it was, got underway I supposed. Oddly, they closed the drapes. That made me curious as all hell. Why close the drapes on bright afternoon? Mrs Trent’s pool was the last one on my list for the day. Once I finished I was on my own time. I was tempted, really tempted. Could I see what was going on? I was putting Mrs Trent’s stuff away when I heard a muffled crack! From inside, coupled with a shrill yelp. It was barely audible, but I know what I heard. Then I heard another, then another. Someone was taking licks with something. I had to see. 

I quietly ambled around the side of the house towards the kitchen window. They hadn’t shut this one. Carefully, I peeked in. A stunning sight greeted me. The young dark haired guy, Tony, was sprawled face down across the lap of the matronly woman. He was bare naked. His bare bottom jutted up lewdly as he was securely held across her knee, his right wrist held at the small of his back and his nose near the carpet. The others including Mrs Trent were gathered around watching raptly as she alternately lectured and spanked his bottom with the “ouch” paddle. Sometimes she would swat two or three times in a row, fast, and sometimes the swats would be interspersed with talking, like she was scolding him or something. Each time a spank landed he’d jerk, and if she gave him three or four, he’d wriggle like an eel. The others were smiling and amused by this whole performance. This continued for several minutes.

Eventually his bottom was spanked to a beet red color. The lady let him up and his hands flew to his hind cheeks to rub frantically. At that point I saw his dick. It was a hard boner, sticking straight out and bobbing up and down as he rubbed his butt. She pointed this out to the other women who nodded. It was then that she smiled a broad smile, grabbed him by this handy appendage and led him off towards what I assumed was a bedroom for what I guessed would be further activities.

The scene gave me an instant hard on. Over the weekend I couldn’t stop thinking about what I had seen. I must have jerked off ten times replaying that scene in my mind. That whole idea, her spanking him like a baby then leading him off to service her like he was a stud or something really got to me. Who were Mrs Trent’s friends? Was she like that too? Was it some sort of weird club?

Mrs Trent’s house now held an entirely new interest for me. The next time I came to clean the pool, though, I was in for a surprise. Mrs Trent called me into the house. She was visibly upset. She waved a videotape in front of my face and asked me if I knew what it was. I said no, I didn’t have any idea. Then she put it in the VCR. It was me, watching through the window. I had been caught by surveillance cameras on the outside of the house. She asked me what I had to say for myself. I could only shuffle my feet and mumble that I was sorry.

“Cory, the very idea. You peeked in on a very private moment. That’s voyeurism. It’s actually a crime, you know.”

I said I was really, really sorry. I just got curious, I told her, when I heard the noises. She said that didn’t matter. She said she was inclined to complain to Poolside, Inc., the company I worked for. I was in a panic, because I needed the job badly. Then I hit on an idea, at least at the time I thought it was my idea.

“Look, Ashley…er, Mrs Trent, I’ll do whatever you say.” I held up a finger. “Uh, wait a minute, ok?” Before she could say anything I ran to the closet and opened it to find that paddle on the nail where it had been before. I brought it to her.

“Here. Punish me if you want. With this. I’ll take as many licks as you think I’ve got coming.”

She cocked her head and gave me a long pensive look, like she was trying to decide something. Then, without saying a word, she walked around the room closing the blinds. Both trepidation and excitement mounted. Something was going to happen. Then she pulled out a chair from the wall. It was a heavy armless chair and for the first time I noticed that it was out of place in her parlor. She sat down and motioned me toward her. Her face now displayed a determined look.

“Kneel in front of me Cory.” I obeyed, still holding the paddle.

“Give me the paddle.” I offered it to her. She took it and tapped it in her palm while looking me straight in the eye. “It isn’t nice to spy on people, Cory. Are you ready to be punished for what you did?”

I was getting nervous now. Punished? She made me feel like I was about ten years old, scolding me for peeping on her and her friends.

“Will you accept this punishment, Cory? Will you take it gracefully and like a man?”

I had backed myself into a trap. Anyway I was too timid to say no. “Yes, Mrs Trent. I’m really sorry.”

“It’s not just today, Cory. I want you to apologize to my friends, too. They may have something to say to you about this.”

What? This was a new twist I hadn’t expected, but what could I do? “Yes, ma’am. If that’s what it takes. I will.”

Her features softened a bit. “Good boy. I think you are a nice boy, but you need to be taught some manners. Stand up.”

I stood before her. She put the paddle on the floor and said, “All right, Cory, lower your shorts. You are going to get a very sound spanking until I feel you have been taught a lesson.”

“M-my shorts?” Gee, this was embarrassing. Before she had popped me on the seat of my shorts, but that was only joking around. I guess I shouldn’t have been that surprised based on what I had seen. So I obediently slid my shorts down to my knees. This left me in briefs, which at the moment felt really brief. The other thing was, I was getting a boner which was doubly embarrassing. She saw it, but didn’t say anything. It felt childish too when I realized what she intended to do. She was going to put me over her knee like I was a little kid. It felt like I was nine again as she pulled me over her lap. She had on workout gear, spandex shorts and a halter top, so her legs were bare. My dick was rubbing her legs through the thin fabric as she pulled me over and slid me around to get the right position. Then she cocked up her right leg which tilted me even further over with my ass up in the breeze. She rested her palm on my ass, making slow circles with it as she reiterated how rude I had been. The feel of her hand on my ass was electric and my cock surged with arousal. It felt terrific, even in this juvenile position.

Then the spanking started. The first ten whacks or so weren’t so bad. I mean these were firm smacks, delivered with a good bit of force and I felt it for sure. It tingled at first, but as she kept it up, my ass started to burn. I could hear this steady pop, pop, pop as her hand was falling on my bottom with the regularity of a metronome. Hard, too. My butt started to feel uncomfortably warm and I couldn’t help but wiggle. Then she stopped and I started to get up, but she told me to be still and gripped me tighter.  I knew I was in trouble when her fingers slid under my elastic waist band and she yanked my briefs down to join my shorts at my knees.

“A real punishment spanking is given on the BARE bottom, Cory, and that’s what you need, my boy. Now don’t struggle so. In my opinion, most boys your age need a good bare fanny blistering from a determined woman, and today, young man, I am that woman.” That speech sent a shiver down my spine. What had I gotten into?

I was totally unprepared for the sting of her hard hand on my bare behind. It was sharper, more intense. And she spanked hard. Slow measured spanks. I could imagine her raising her arm high above her head and whipping it down to land on my tingling behind with a sharp crack. I was howling by the tenth slap. I mean it stung worse and worse, and she just kept smacking. The spanks came faster, too, making my ass feel like it had burst into flame.

“This is what happens, Cory, when you are rude. Imagine, spying like some backyard pervert. You should be ashamed of yourself.” 

I was trying to register what she was saying, but the pain was overwhelming. All I could say was, “Ow, ow, please no more, no more, ow!” as smack after smack burned my defenseless rear end.

Abruptly she stopped. I lay limp. My eyes had welled up with tears, it hurt so bad. Then she let me up and sent me to a corner of the room. I was told to leave my pants down and not rub my butt. This was hard, since it was blazing hot. She got up and left the room. I stood there sniffling and totally humiliated. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. I was an adult and I had been spanked nearly to tears by this woman. But I wanted to get through this so I guessed I’d better do what she said. What I was unprepared for was that my penis started to get hard. The heat in my ass subsided to a hot glow that made me feel horny and my dick started to rise. God, what if she came back and saw this? Then I remembered the guy, Tony. That had happened to him, but they’d all seemed amused by it and that other woman—what had they done in the back bedroom? I got harder. My dick was sticking out like a tent pole.

Then I heard the click of high heels down the hall and I knew she was coming back.

“Turn around, Cory.” 

I turned and saw that she had changed into black lace panties and a bra. She carried a bottle of baby oil and a towel.

“Well, I see your spanking did leave you with a pleasant side effect.”

She sat down again in the “spanking chair” and told me to come to her. I stood on her right side. “My, my, what have we here?”

“I’m sorry, ma’am, it just happened, I…” but she shushed me. “You took your spanking like a good boy and you deserve a reward. After all we do have to have a bit of fun now and then, right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, twitching in anticipation.

Then she poured some baby oil in her hand a smeared it all over my cock. She sensuously ran her hand up and down the shaft making me swoon with pleasure. I stood there and let her slide her fingers all over my cock. Several times she almost brought me to climax, but backed off at the just the right moment.

“One more little bit of business, Cory. Remember our friend here?”

She had the “ouch” paddle in her hand. I nodded dumbly. “Ten good smackers for you Cory, and I’ll consider this little episode closed.” She smeared some baby oil on her thighs and then pulled me over her lap. She opened her legs so that my prick slid down between her legs, then she clamped them together holding my dick in a tight vise. The feeling was exquisite. Every little buck and squirm sent surges of pleasure through my body.

“Ten licks, Cory. Are you ready?”

I had almost forgotten. She patted my ass then let fly with number one. There was a sharp crack and an even sharper sting in my ass. God that hurt!

“Yeowww,” I screeched.

“Shushhh, shusshh, Cory.” She laid the paddle on my back and massaged my ass until I started humping up and down with pleasure. When I was just about to come, she’d pick up the paddle and give me another swat.

Pain and pleasure alternated in a red haze as she paddled and stroked. And I humped and wriggled like an eel. Then after the last smack, she massaged me until I was on the verge. She spread my cheeks apart and slid her finger into my ass, finding my prostate. The touch set off an explosion and I came pumping my hips, fucking the tight sheath made by her clamped together thighs.

“That’s it, that’s it, Cory, cum for mama,” she cooed as I ejaculated hot cum all over her legs. “Now Cory,” she said when things calmed down, “I’ll show you how to take care of a woman.”

She taught me all right. I knelt between her legs and licked her sex as she instructed. Then we moved to the bedroom where she knelt and had me tongue her from the rear, my nose pressed between her bottom cheeks. Once she was satiated, which took some time, I was hard again. But she said that would have to wait for another time. Her friends would be over again that Friday. My attendance would be required for my public apology




MASTERS THESIS

No doubt about it, it was her. Tall, voluptuous and well proportioned. No change there. She had a broad face and arching eyebrows that framed big brown eyes. A formidable woman. She towered over Perry even without the heels. In them she probably had six inches on him. Probably now in her late 30’s or early 40’s, she was still hot. After all, the last time he had known her, he'd been 14 years old and in the eighth grade. He thought she had been hot then. The tight skirt, the high heels and the stiff white blouse had caused a stiffening in his lower regions even then. More so now. The strict looking outfit could not hide the underlying attractiveness even for what Perry thought of as an older woman. But Perry appreciated older women. They were more mature, more sure of themselves than the flighty 20-somethings with whom he was frequently fixed up by his sister and her pals. No, as a studious budding masters candidate in sociology, Perry preferred the calm demeanor and intelligence (and worldly experience) of an older female. Such women sometimes wanted to mother him, and on occasion, Perry played up to that. Perry had what many women refer to as “boyish charm” which meant that he was glib and mischievous and appeared younger than he was. In other words, a cute smart aleck.

His reverie for the charms of Miss Kincaid were interrupted by her question. “How can I help you Mr. Conroy?”

When he made the appointment he hadn’t known that she was now the principal at St. Andrews. She clasped her hands on the desk, her desk, in her office, where she had agreed to the interview. Then she stopped, eyeing him intently.  “Do I know you?”

Perry just grinned.

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

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

“No, no, it’s Miss Kincaid…I was married but readopted my maiden name after the divorce. You may call me Nora. No need for formality now.”

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

“You were in --what? My 8th grade class at Colwood Elementary school? My, my, just look at you now. How time flies,” said Nora shaking her head in amazement. “And to think that one of my old students has come calling…” She let the thought trail off. “So how are you, and what brings you here to my domain?”

Perry told her about his college career and his work on his masters thesis, which was the reason for the interview. Nora Kincaid was suitably impressed. “It’s nice to see a former student succeed,” she offered.

“Well I guess I should tell you what this is all about,” he said. “I’m going for a masters degree in sociology and I’m writing my masters thesis on cultural attitudes toward corporal punishment in the home and in school and it’s relation to juvenile delinquency. I’m conducting research to see if the use of corporal punishment on young people reduces juvenile crime or aggravates it. I’d heard that it was still in use at St. Andrews so I thought I’d interview the principal and, wow, it turned out to be you.”

"Yes, it’s me. I was hired three years ago. And yes, being a private religious school, there is no reason why we can’t use corporal punishment. We did back at Colwood years ago. They banned it there just after you graduated.” She gave Perry an amused look as she reminisced. “You managed to stay out of trouble most of the time, I recall. It was your friends who found themselves on the wrong end of my paddle."

Perry admitted they did, and rubbed his butt for effect, joking, “Whew! I bet they still can feel it.”

“Go on now. You’re a horrible tease. I only paddled students when they absolutely needed it.” And Perry was one who had definitely needed it. He thought he’d had her fooled but she knew better. He was just a bit too clever to get caught. There had been many times back in that classroom when she’d suspected that he was the real troublemaker and his pals had taken the blame or had been too stupid to cover their tracks. 

Perry’s opinion was that it was debatable that any student “needed it” but he let it slide. Miss Kincaid had been one teacher who had not been reluctant to pull out the standard two foot maple paddle. The school district had been adamant that discipline was to be enforced in the traditional manner. This meant that the school paddle was approved for use if necessary. Each teacher was given some leeway in her approach to using corporal punishment, and most of them did use it, at least on occasion. Miss Kincaid’s procedure was to quell disturbances on the spot. She would fix the miscreant with a steely glare and pull open the drawer that held the paddle. The sliding sound of that drawer opening was one that Perry vividly remembered. With the paddle gripped firmly in hand she would order the culprit out into the hallway for half a dozen stinging licks applied firmly to the ‘seat of the problem’ while the unfortunate student leaned over, hands against the wall. She always left the door open so the class could hear the sharp crack of the paddle and an occasional yelp as the discipline was meted out. Tearful eyes and hands rubbing a smarting seat were often the result observed as the punished kid was ushered back into class.  

Later Perry reflected that these incidents had aroused sexual feelings, especially when girls got it. He could imagine them in the hall, bent over, bottoms out, taking firm swats from Miss Kincaid.  Perry had not been paddled that year. He’d been a cut-up in class and had deserved it, but he was never caught. 

Perry had to admit that such feelings had not been too far from his consciousness when he had chosen the topic for his thesis. To Perry it was a fascinating subject. Now here was a prior proponent of its use ready to tell Perry all about it.

“Well, thanks for agreeing to see me and I guess, uh, I need to ask some questions. So like you said you still use corporal punishment. So tell me about it. How and when?”

Nora leaned back. This was interesting. This attractive young man wants to know all about corporal punishment. He seems fascinated by it. She had a thought and an idea formed. He is an attractive young man, she thought, and he certainly deserves a long over due comeuppance. Then she then began. “The ‘when’ part is spelled out in our handbook on discipline but mainly it is numerous tardies, skipping out during the day, disrespectful behavior, insubordination, smoking. There are a few others.”

“Does it happen often?”

“Less than you might think. We try other methods mainly. Detentions on Saturday with busy work is what we mostly use as a behavior sanction. But, I’d say about 3 or 4 times a semester someone gets in trouble and might have to take ‘licks’. We are a boarding school too, as you know, and so we act sort of in loco parentis for our boarders. To some of these kids we are surrogate parents, so lights out shenanigans can get kids in trouble too.”

“How does it happen?” Perry was avidly taking notes. She noticed his body language. This whole subject excites him, she mused.

“At the start of every year we send a packet home that contains a permission form for us to use corporal punishment if we deem it necessary. Parents either sign it or they don’t. If during the year we think it necessary, for those students whose parents have signed, we carry it out. If not, we send a permission slip home and they sign it then or not. We’ve found that some parents want to decide this on an ad hoc basis.”

“If they do agree, what is the, ah, procedure?”

“You are rather interested in this, aren’t you, Perry?” asked Nora raising her eyebrows. That look made Perry squirm. “Did it seem interesting to you in the eighth grade?”

Perry felt that Nora could see right through him, and he shifted uncomfortably. “Well, yes, but now it’s academic research,” said Perry, maybe a bit too defensively.

“Of course,” said Nora with a knowing smile. “All right,” she continued, “the student hands in the slip, or if there is previous permission we call them to the office. They must go and change into PE gear then and report back here. The PE gear rule insures that both boys and girls are treated equally and that there are no differences in clothing covering the, ah, target area. See it doesn’t matter if you wore a wool skirt that day or corduroy pants, you get it in your PE kit. And that’s only fair, wouldn’t you agree?”

Perry nodded yes. That made sense, but wow, thin PE shorts and underwear wasn’t much protection.

“Once the student is here and properly attired I call in a witness, usually another teacher. We go into that anteroom. Would you care to see?”

Perry said he would so they got up and Nora opened a door that led to an adjacent room. It was filled with file cabinets along one wall. Otherwise it was bare except for a handrail, like a ballet barre, along another wall and a pair of heavy chairs. A varnished wooden paddle hung from a nail on the opposite wall.

“We keep student records in here, but it’s also the dreaded inner sanctum to those unfortunate students who are summoned here. You will notice that along the floor we have three strips of tape in front of the rail. Depending on the student’s height he or she toes one of these lines and bends over, grabbing the rail. This braces the student and ensures that the buttocks are presented properly for application of the paddle. The tape adjusts for that. The student must hold on to the bar. If he or she lets go, that swat may not count. The student can express himself or herself verbally, but no profanity is allowed. If there is cursing or vulgarity, that swat will not count.”

Perry regarded this and flushed. Nora noticed.

“Er, how many swats do they get?”

“Oh, it depends on the offense. Between 3 and 10. Usually 5 or 6 for most offenses. For some of the younger girls, though, I just spank. I sit in the chair and spank the child over my knee. This is usually for the younger boarders for whom we are really surrogate parents. It’s more intimate, and we feel, actually nurturing. The girl has a good cry afterwards and gets a big hug.”

“What does it feel like? How do they react?”

Nora chuckled. “What does it feel like? What a question. It hurts, of course. Have you never been paddled?”

Perry shook his head, no. 

“Really. Now there’s an experience every young man should have, in my opinion.” Nora put her hands on her hips and cocked her head, grinning. “God knows, you should have been paddled. I know you got away with a lot in my eighth grade. I recall now it was you and Louis Hedly and Todd Rimsohn. I know I took Louis and Todd into the hall that year but somehow I never caught you. Am I right?”

Perry’s blush told all.

“I knew it. I should have tanned your tail too. And in answer to your question, it burns like fire that just gets hotter and hotter and you can’t turn it off.”

“Can I see the paddle?”

“Surely.” Nora unhooked the instrument from its place on the wall and tendered it to Perry.

Perry gripped it by the handle and tapped his palm, lightly, then harder. “Ouch. Yeah, I guess this could hurt.” He handed it back to Nora.

“It’s a foot and a half on the business end, four inches wide and half an inch thick plywood. Our handyman made it. It’s sanded down to remove all the sharp edges. As you can see all the corners are rounded. I think he did a good job.”

“It’s… formidable,” said Perry. He could imagine the impact against a thinly clad bottom.

Perry was silent for minute, trying to imagine the scene. He caught Nora staring at him intently, a knowing smile on her face. It was a bit unnerving. He felt like he needed to say something to break the uncomfortable silence but Nora spoke first and her words were startling. 

“So. Would you care for a demonstration?” Nora smiled and tapped the paddle against her leg.

“What?” Perry was taken aback.

“Clearly, you are curious.” Still that intent look and the Cheshire Cat smile.

“I….I…don’t…” Perry could only stammer.

Nora raised her eyebrows. “The way I see it, you can’t really write about this subject in an authoritative way unless you experience it. I think you need to see what it’s like to get a paddling from the principal---so you can have some empathy with those who have had this sort of discipline. You should find out what it’s like before you draw any conclusions. I mean, you did say this was research, right?”

Perry nodded dumbly.

“Well sometimes research includes fieldwork. Surely you know that. Don’t they teach you that you have to immerse yourself in the environment? See how the subject lives?”

“But…but a real paddling?” Perry was sweating under his collar. And blushing.

“You’re not afraid of a few swats on the fanny are you? After all, you’re a man of the world now, not some 12 year old. You did say your thesis was to be on corporal punishment, am I not correct?”

His stomach was in knots. What had seemed titillating earlier now seemed to be spinning out of control. “But, ah, I’m in graduate school and uh,… but won’t someone…see ?” said Perry jerking his head around. All his excuses sounded lame.

“It’s after hours, Perry. Staff have gone home. It’s just you and me.”

Although he was nervous, Perry felt an undercurrent of excitement. Did he really want this? And here was one of the objects of a boyhood obsession, still looking beautiful, taking that commanding tone that had both chilled and excited him as a boy.

Before he could think he said, “Well, yes. Ok, I suppose. If it is for research, I could see…”. Actually he didn’t know what else to say. He felt trapped, cornered. She was so logical about it. What could he say? Laugh it off as a joke?

Nora smiled. “It’s only right Perry. Remember, you were very naughty in my class and I never took you to task.” She was wagging the paddle at him for emphasis.

Good God, was this really going to happen? Trying to stay somewhat calm, Perry licked his lips and asked, “Uh, how do we…?”

“We’ll do it just like you’d been sent to me for some serious infraction. Come on back out here and sit down.”

They retreated to the office and Perry sat in front of Nora’s desk again while she took her seat behind it like a queen on her royal throne. “Now, if you had been sent to me for something serious I’d now say, ‘Mr. Conroy you’ve been cutting up in class way too much and your teacher has complained. Simple detention will not do. I think, young man, that your poor behavior warrants a paddling. Your permission slip has been previously signed. So for your punishment, I’m giving you six swats. ”

“Uh six? Nora, isn’t that….?”

Nora shut him off. “It’s Miss Kincaid, Mr. Conroy. And until we finish you will address me as such. It will be ‘yes ma’am’ and no backtalk. Do you understand?” Gone was the friendly demeanor. This was the Miss Kincaid of old.

“Er, yes ….ma’am,” stammered Perry. He felt a growing sense of panic, but this thing was now a runaway train that he felt powerless to stop.

“All right young man, let’s go,” she commanded, getting up from behind the desk. Perry stood on shaky legs. She gestured with her hand for him to enter the room.

As she ushered Perry into the anteroom, she said. “Take off your coat, Mr. Conroy, and place it over there.” She pointed to a hanger. While he hung up his coat, she retrieved the paddle from its hook on the wall. Perry could not understand it, but watching Miss Kincaid in her tight skirt, high heels clicking across the floor, approach him paddle in hand, was giving him an erection.

“Now,” she said, “assume the position, please, toes on the middle line.”

Perry gulped. “Yes, ma’am.” He lined up on the tape and bent forward. As his hands grasped the barre, his buttocks were thrust back. It made him feel exposed and the posture was humiliating. This was unreal. Was he really going to go through with this?

“Hmmm,” said Miss Kincaid. “Stand up a minute.”

Perry stood, now confused.

“You are wearing wool slacks. That won’t do. It wouldn’t be the same. I need you to take down your pants.”

“What?” Perry exclaimed, now clearly alarmed.

“I think for you to get the full benefit of this you need to have not so much padding. So take your pants down.” She emphasized this point by pointing her finger in a downward direction.

“Wow, this is embarrassing,” said Perry.

“Just think of it as part of the experience, Mr. Conroy. A little embarrassment is good for the soul. Go ahead now. You do have underwear on, right?”

Yes he did, but they were thin blue nylon briefs, not boxer shorts. Perry grimaced as he undid his belt buckle and let the pants fall about his ankles. He bent back over and gripped the bar. Miss Kincaid tucked the paddle under her arm and lifted his shirt in back which had fallen over his rear end. Nice, she thought. The young man had nicely formed buttocks and they were barely covered by thin blue briefs. She’d been expecting boxers. Hints of bare bottom peeked out from the edges.

“Now, Mr. Conroy, I’m ready to begin.” She took her stance at his side and pressed the paddle against his bottom. “Are you ready?”

“Er, yes, ma’am.” God this was embarrassing, thought Perry. His heart was beating like a trip hammer and his knees were shaking. 

Nora Kincaid brought her arm straight back to shoulder height then delivered a  smooth downward stroke. It impacted the boy’s bottom with a crack! that sounded like a pistol shot in the airless room. Perry reacted immediately. He yelped in pain and let go of the barre, straightening up. His hands flew to his bottom cheeks. My God! That stung. He’d had no idea.

Nora clucked in disapproval. “We do not allow the student to let go or stand up, Mr. Conroy. If you do that again the swat will not count.”

Perry couldn’t believe how much that hurt. After all this time, now he knew what his pals had told him to be true—it hurt like blazes.

“Back over, Mr. Conroy. Grip the barre.

Perry gritted his teeth and bent over again. Whew! He now knew this was going to be an ordeal, but he was too ashamed of what Miss Kincaid would think of him if he begged off. He had wanted to impress her, for her to think of him as a man. So he wanted to react like this was no big deal, but the reality was, it hurt like hell.

Perry braced himself. Miss Kincaid lined up then delivered another swat right on the plumpest part of his bottom. It landed with another loud crack! and burned like fire.

“oh..oh…oh.” Perry sucked in some air and tried to keep himself under control. 

She hesitated a few seconds to let that sink in then applied swat number three. The paddle cracked against Perry’s bottom creating a dark red band that was now visible at the outer edges of his underpants. Perry held on for dear life. His eyes were tearing up. This was awful, more awful than he had ever imagined.

Nora lined up swat four. Perry was almost shaking. Whack! She brought her arm down in a fluid motion applying a little wrist at the end. 

“Shit!” yelled Perry. “Ow…ow…ow..!” He stamped his feet.

Nora stood up. “Mr. Conroy, you forgot our rule that we do not allow the student to use profanity. I’m afraid that that one will not count.”

Perry looked back at her with a look of pure anguish.

“Back down Mr. Conroy.” Nora had to admit to herself that she was enjoying this more than she thought she would. There was something about having an attractive young man, not a student, but a younger peer, an adult, under her power. And to be able to mete out such a humiliating punishment. It was, frankly, somewhat arousing. 

Whap! Swat number five made him hiss through his teeth and stamp his feet. 

Swoosh…crack! “Aieee….yeow!” He couldn’t help it. The yelp just came out. After swat number six she could see he was gripping the barre with white knuckles and struggling not to rise. 

“One more for the profanity, Mr. Conroy.” Perry groaned but held on. She tapped once and drew back her arm. The last swat hit him square on the underside of his sit spot. He jerked and he let out a howl. 

Nora Kincaid stepped back and contemplated her work. He was one paddled lad. It had been a salutary licking. “Ok, Mr. Conroy, you may now rise. Pull your pants up and compose yourself. I’ll await you in the office.” Perry watched as she hung the paddle back on its nail and retreated to the outer office.

Perry walked stiffly back into the outer office.

“Would you like a tissue, Perry?” His eyes were full of tears and he was blinking rapidly.

“Uh, yes, thank you Miss Kincaid.”

She smiled at him, handed him a tissue and said, “Well now that it is over, I’m just Nora again. I hope there are no hard feelings. You did want to go through that experience, right?”

Perry nodded. His seat burned white hot. Still, he felt the erection returning.

“And I think you’re the better man for it, if I may say. Now you can write with authority. Your thesis will have come not from just a dry academic perspective, but from real world experience.” She beamed at him with approval and something else Perry could see. Interest, maybe? Perry thanked her and left, somewhat embarrassed by his growing erection.

She slumped back in her chair after he left. Interesting wasn’t the word for that interlude. She shook her head. I guess he found out what he wanted to find out. She wondered what he would say when he found out that corporal punishment had been abandoned as a policy at St. Andrews long before she had arrived. They’d explained to her that they had kept the old barre and the colored strips and the paddle on the wall as a reminder of times past. They said it shocked and maybe scared a few students who came into that room. They told their friends and the word spread. The dreaded paddling room---an urban legend. Just a reminder that you’d better be good. We can always go back to the old way---that was the implied threat.

She wondered if she’d hear from him again and decided that if he called she would see him. He was attractive, polite, well presented, and oh so very malleable. And had that been an erection she’d seen as he rose to take his leave? Very interesting. Maybe she’d even offer to help him with his thesis.



PART 2

Perry spent the weekend nursing his sore backside. He avoided sitting when he could for a day, but then the redness and the soreness faded to a dim glow. He began to have a different perspective then, and when he replayed the whole thing in his mind he felt more and more attraction to the sternly efficient Miss Kincaid. The memory took on a sexual component to it. He began to indulge in bouts of self gratification as he recalled Miss Kincaid’s utter command of him. Every curve of the woman’s body seemed to be imprinted in his brain. The memory of her voice gave him shivers and recalling the embarrassment became somewhat delicious. Even the awful pain of the paddling itself morphed in his mind into a warm stinging glow that actually felt good. No, not good, he decided. Something else. Satisfying, perhaps. That was a better word.

As Perry progressed with his thesis, he decided that he needed more information. The practice of corporal punishment on juveniles was not only institutional, it took on more domestic forms. There was the practice of a simple spanking, for example. How did a family history that included such practices affect juvenile delinquency? Then he recalled that Nora had said something about being ‘in loco parentis’ to some of the younger girls. That she had put them over her knee and handed out maternal spankings for naughtiness, she had said. As he imagined a teenaged schoolgirl held down over Nora Kincaid’s knee, squirming from repeated smacks delivered to her bottom he felt a definite arousal in his groin begin to grow. Got to stop this, dammit! Get up. Get a drink. But, yes, it would give him an excuse to see her again. Should he? He could not get her out of his mind.

On impulse he threw caution to the winds. He called her. Nora was pleasantly surprised to hear from Perry again. Perry told her that he wished to speak with her again, that he needed to do more research and that she could be helpful if she’d agree to see him.

“Well, after the help I gave you the last time, Perry, I’m a bit surprised to hear from you,” she said wryly. But Perry assured her there were no hard feelings, that the experience had been a revelation.

“I actually think I benefited from seeing that disciplinary session first hand,” said Perry.

“You did more than see it, Perry. What conclusions did you draw from your experience in my office?”

Perry told her that he thought the punishment was very effective. In his view effective enough to make one genuinely want to avoid a repeat of it. He admitted that he hadn’t been able to sit for some time afterward without considerable discomfort.

“That is what I thought,” she said with a satisfied smile. “Not many boys come back to my office for a second paddling. I find it most effective most of the time. So,” she asked, “why would you want to see me again?”

Perry told her about the gap in his research, that he’d like her thoughts on domestic discipline. Nora agreed that they could meet again, that she’d be happy to help. She suggested that he come to her house on a Saturday morning, that weekend. 

It was with no small amount of nervousness that Perry approached the tidy suburban home of Nora Kincaid on a sunny spring morning. Perry had dressed neatly in dress slacks and a blue shirt. He even wore a tie. He thought Miss Kincaid would appreciate a professional look. His efforts were rewarded. Miss Kincaid positively beamed when she saw him and complimented him on his wardrobe choices. 

“Come right in, Perry,” she had said warmly. “My, you look nice today. So many young men today look so ragged and sloppy. You dressed up for me. How nice.”

Nora looked nice herself in a print sleeveless dress that ended above her knees. With her figure the dress was very revealing, showing a bit of cleavage where the top folded across it self. She wore heels instead of flats which showed off her well toned legs to their best advantage. It was a sexy outfit. Perry tried not to stare.

She led him into the living room. “Would you like some coffee, Perry?” Perry said he would. He was treated to the sight of her sumptuous rear swaying beneath the dress as she walked out to the kitchen to get it. She returned and Perry decided to just launch into it.

“I remember you said that for some of the younger boarders that sometimes you used spankings as punishments.”

Not likely, she thought. She’d thrown that in on the fly. Her instincts had been right though. It was definitely of interest to him. How to play this out. 

She said, “Yes, that’s right. Every now and then it does come to that. I personally feel that a good spanking with the flat of my hand is more appropriate, and it is not as severe as the paddle. Especially with the younger girls this can work well.” She was very matter-of-fact about it, but still she eyed Perry with that knowing smile.

“Could you tell me how it is done?” Perry took out a notebook and a pen. He wanted to get it all down.

“Well, first I talk to the girl. I scold her for her behavior, actually. Then when I see I’m getting through to her about her behavior, I announce that she will be receiving a good spanking. Frequently this results in tears and protests, but I remind her that it is with her parents’ permission. Then I escort her into the anteroom and pull out one of those heavy chairs. I sit down and bring the girl around to my right side. She must drape herself across my knee. I pull her skirt up. Then I ask her to please raise her hips. They complain and beg to keep their panties up, but I always feel that….”

Perry was making notes with a shaky hand, and he feared that they were gibberish. His erection was rock hard. Listening to Nora casually describe her technique for spanking the girls was sending him into a sexual tizzy. Concentrate, he told himself. God, I hope she can’t see the tent in my slacks.

“…it is a better experience for them if they are bare. Shaming is part of the punishment, I feel, and anyway you can see more of the effect you are having on a bare bottom than on a clothed one. I usually have to grasp the right wrist to keep the girl from reaching back. Once I’m set then I spank.”

Perry could imagine the scene. “Um, how hard do you spank?”

Nora chuckled. “You have to spank firmly or the message won’t get through. Hard enough to produce a good hot sting. If my hand stings, so do their little fannies, I think.”

“Ah,” said Perry making more notes, “how long do you spank?”

“Several minutes. I pause to scold. But the young lady gets at least three or four minutes worth of my palm meeting her bottom. Oh, they wriggle and squirm, but I don’t stop until their little bottoms are a cherry red and I’m getting real tears.”

“You spank until they cry?”

“Oh, yes. I need to see true remorse.” Might as well lay it on thick, she thought.

“And, do…do you think this is effective? I mean do they repeat what….”

Nora smiled broadly and interrupted. “I don’t get too many repeat customers. So yes, the spankings are effective.”

There was silence as Perry struggled to find words. Nora merely waited patiently.

“I, uh, you know that, that last time I felt it was very, well, instructive when you, I mean when you and I….” Perry was stammering and blushing furiously. “And I thought that with what you just told me maybe I should, I mean you could…”

“Spank you like one of my little girls? To see what it’s like?” She had known it from the moment he called. Curiosity and desire were a potent mix. Perry’s blush told her all she needed to know.

“Er, yes. I mean, I just wanted to see---I’m curious I suppose,” he tried to regain a little dignity.

“Well.” She sat back, nonplussed. “That’s the strangest request I’ve ever heard. But,” she quickly added, “it does make sense for you doesn’t it?” She regarded him for a moment. “Do you think that this will really help you with your thesis?”

“Yes. I do. I’ve thought about it and…it seems to make sense, you know, that I should have an idea of what it’s like.”

“Hmmm,” she chuckled. “Most people remember only too well what it was like. Were you never spanked as a child?”

Perry shook his head.

“Ever? Amazing,” she said. There was silence for a moment or two. “All right,” she said slowly. “I’ll help you out, Perry. I’ll give you what you’ve asked for.”

“Thank you,  Nora. Really.”

She held up a hand. “Don’t thank me just yet. There are some ground rules. First, this is going to be on my terms. I decide how long, how hard, everything.”

“Yes, Nora. You’re in charge.”

“Second, like in the office it will be ‘yes ma’am’. You are one of my charges when we start. We’re going to be authentic.”

“Third, I want you to understand that the purpose of a spanking is to punish for bad behavior and induce true remorse. It’s never just a token thing with me, and it won’t be for you.”

“Yes N—er, ma’am. I understand.” Perry was sweating with both apprehension and excitement. Was that a gleam in Nora’s eye that he caught? Is she excited too?

“All right then, Perry. First I’d like for you to take everything off except your underpants.” 

Perry shivered with both fear and excitement. He’d asked for this. No going back now. “Uh, Yes ma’am,” he said in a shaky voice. He stood and removed his shirt, then sat down to take off his shoes. Nora waited patiently. She didn’t say anything, she just observed. Finally Perry stood and let down his pants. Underneath he wore white briefs. He managed to get his pants off and looked at Nora with a questioning look.

“Um, where do I put…?”

“You can put your clothes over there,” she said pointing at the sofa. “Lay them out so they don’t get wrinkled.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Perry obediently, and he carefully laid his clothes on the sofa.

“Now go into the dining room and bring me a chair,” said Nora. “Put it right there, in front of the stairway.” There was an open area in front of the stairway. Perry did as she asked. Nora said, “Stand beside the chair,” as she rose and walked over and sat down. Perry stood to her right, waiting. He tingled with apprehension. This was it. He was going to know what it felt like.

Nora regarded the boy standing before her. She had to admit, this was different. He wanted to see what a spanking was all about, well she’d show him. And was that penis of his hard underneath those briefs? Why yes, it was. He was trying to hide it but she could tell. It was sticking out. She looked at him and gave him a reproachful smile. Perry blushed beet red.

“All right Perry. Now I want you to put yourself right across my knee. Let’s go, bottoms up.” Perry eased himself across Nora’s sturdy thighs. The feeling seemed electric as Perry settled in. When Nora had him positioned the way she wanted, she said, “When I spank, Perry, I spank on the bare bottom. So lift up so I can pull your pants down.”

Perry groaned with embarrassment, but lifted his hips. He felt Nora’s fingers slide under the elastic of his briefs and then felt them slide down baring his bottom. He blushed. What a sight he must be! 

Mmm, mused Nora. He had a nice cute bottom. Although she was no connoisseur of boy bottoms, this one looked to her to be well padded and able to take a good smacking---and she aimed to give it one. She rubbed her hand across the rounded surfaces, assessing their resiliency.

The feel of Nora’s hand was like an electric shock. She was casually rubbing it in circles on his nude cheeks. His erection was flopping around as he unconsciously squirmed. Nora must have sensed this he decided because she parted her legs just a little and shifted. As a result Perry’s hard cock slid between her thighs, and when she felt it she promptly closed her legs clamping his member between them. Perry gasped at the intensely pleasurable sensation. He almost didn’t hear Nora speaking.

“Now I’m ready to begin Perry,” he heard her say. “I start the spanking with a volley of a dozen or so firm smacks---like this.” Perry felt Nora’s hand impact his left bottom cheek with considerable force. A second later the right cheek got a hard spank. Nora delivered about a dozen smacks to each cheek, very deliberately and very hard. Yow! It tingled, then it stung. Oh yes, now it was stinging, thought Perry as the steady smack! smack! smack! droned on.

“You see, Perry (smack!) I have to let the child (smack!) know right away (smack!) that I mean business. So I don’t (smack!) fool around with light spanks (smack!). They become aware very quickly that this will be a real punishment, do you see?”

“Ooh….ooh…ah…yes Nora, er ma’am. Very effective. Ooh…ooh.” Perry struggled under the onslaught of brisk spanks to keep some composure. He could feel his eyes starting to water. She said she’d have them crying, that that was part of it. Well, he wasn’t there yet but maybe he was close.

My goodness, this was arousing, thought Nora. She’d have never guessed that it would be so thrilling to spank a young man on his bare behind like this. He was excited too. Why his cock was like blue steel trapped there between her thighs. His bottom was a nice rose color. It was time to up the tempo.

Nora paused momentarily. “Now Perry,” she said resting her palm on his bottom, “by now the child is feeling very sorry for herself but she hasn’t had to deal with a hot sting that she cannot turn off or stop, so here we go.” With that Nora launched into a brisk spanking at an elevated tempo. The spanks fell, just as hard as before but in rapid fire sequence. Perry found that the heat generated by Nora’s palm was unrelenting and getting more and more intense. He screwed his eyes shut trying not to wail in anguish. My God, it stung worse and worse. He involuntarily kicked his legs and arched his back as if either of those actions could afford him some relief.

Nora’s palm was stinging too. It seemed to bounce off of Perry’s wriggling fanny. She had to reassert her grip on him, he was squirming so. And did she detect a muffled sob? Oh, she was giving this young man one fine fanny warming, that was for sure. She smiled and continued, spanking harder.

Perry was just about to lose it. He was going to break down and wail like a baby. His whole world had been reduced to a raging fire in his seat. “Ok…ok….please, oh please…wahhhhh!” Perry wailed. That was what Nora had been waiting for. After a last brisk volley she stopped the spanking.

“You see, Perry? Eventually they break down and cry, just like you did. That is what I feel I need to do to produce true remorse.”

“Ok, ok,” blubbed Perry, “I get it, Miss Kincaid! Ok! Ok!” His bottom was sizzling, the stinging sensation atrocious. “Are we done now?” he asked hopefully.

“Almost Perry. But not quite. I’m going to finish with a dozen good hard stingers, just to drive the lesson home. You see a good spanking has a beginning, a middle and an end. Be brave now.” 

Nora tightened her grip. Perry wailed anew as he felt Nora’s hard hand deliver a dozen more hard ringing smacks to each cheek. These were slow, and harder than what she had dished out before. Each spank imprinted itself into his consciousness like a fiery brand, and Perry realized that this was one experience he’d never forget.

Perry wailed, “Oh nooo..” and fluttered his feet as the crisp smacks scorched his bottom in a relentless splat!….splat!....splat!

“There,” said Nora giving Perry’s bottom one more hearty spank. “We are done. Here, let me help you up.” Perry rose unsteadily. His eyes were red where tears had poured out, snot was running down his face. His ass was on fire. “Oh dear,” said Nora. “You are a sight. Come, sit on my lap.” Nora sat back and took Perry on her lap like a mother would with a child. “This is part of the spanking too. I comfort the child after it’s over, you see?”

Perry unconsciously put his arms around Nora as she hugged him. “After the spanking comes the hugs. Be sure to include that when you write about this in your thesis. This is when I tell the child to be good so she won’t have to come back again.” While Nora was speaking, Perry’s erection began to reassert itself. Perry could not explain it, but the heat in his ass, Nora’s cuddling and her caresses were causing it to rise. Nora saw it.

“Oh, my. Well, this is certainly a reaction. What a fine hard prick you have Perry.” Perry gasped as she encircled his shaft with her hand. Nora decided that age difference or not, she liked her former student and she was going to have him. She caressed his cock gently, running her fingers up and down its length. Perry shuddered with pleasure. Nora slowed down. “Not so fast, young man. I have plans for this. Come with me.” Perry let Nora grasp his prick and lead him to her bedroom. He watched in awe as she stripped out of her clothing. She had a firm body with full breasts, and swelling hips. Nora pulled Perry into bed as she lay on her back and guided his cock into her sheath. Slowly he let Nora set the pace, rocking back and forth. Then he withdrew and plunged, plunging again faster now. Nora was squirming under him breathlessly. “That’s it, Perry. Harder now. Faster. Harder.”

They came nearly simultaneously in a shuddering climax. Perry, finished, slumped atop Nora who held him and rubbed his still very warm bottom. “I see my little demonstration made an impression Perry. I’ll rub some cream on your bottom, then we’ll begin again, shall we?” Perry nodded dumbly. He was a captive of this woman now like it or not. 

A delighted Nora renewed Perry twice more before she was satiated and Perry completely worn out. “So,” said Nora brightly as they drank coffee in Nora’s kitchen. “With all this practical experience your master’s thesis should be a snap now.”

“Umm, yes, ma’am, er Nora.” Perry was so confused that he couldn’t understand his role in all this. Was she his lover? His teacher? His mommy?

“It’s all right Perry. I know you’re confused. As time goes on you won’t be. We’ll be getting together often. I’m going to help you with your thesis, you see. You bring over your drafts to me and I’ll correct them. Then I’ll correct you,” she added with a gleam in her eye.

Perry gulped. She would correct what? Correct him? He blushed. She gave him a knowing wink. “I’ll want to see a first draft next week,” said Nora, now very businesslike. Perry had to think---would his bottom recover by then? Then looking at Nora he felt his penis surge again. Actually, it wouldn’t matter.


THE Li’L RED SCHOOLHOUSE                     

Julia was energized. She had an appointment. Julia shrugged out of her tight jodhpurs and changed into a black straight miniskirt and a long sleeved white blouse with a choker collar. The blouse had a ruffle down its front which was fastened with pearl buttons. She styled her long blonde hair into a bun and put on a pair of horn rimmed glasses. There, she thought, the effect was perfect--a combination of sexiness and severity, she appeared as a schoolboy fantasy, the strict schoolmistress with the body and face of a goddess. Tonight she had a role to play and she had to give a lesson to a very deserving young man.

She had an appointment with Peter Radix, one of the new breed of entrepreneurs riding the crest of the internet age. A millionaire at 30, Peter had his own company. He was a brilliant software engineer, but when it came to running his company, well , that was where things had put him in a bad situation. He had allowed his employees to sexually harass a young female clerk. He had even made a pass at her himself, and rebuffed,  he had stood silently by, allowing some of his male subordinates to make this woman's life miserable. The result was predictable. She sued. Peter, facing a demand for stiff damages and not having much of a defense, offered to settle. But the woman wanted more than money. She wanted Peter himself to feel some of the shame and humiliation she had been put through. Fortunately for her and unfortunately for Peter, she had an experienced female attorney who had heard of "The Little Red Schoolhouse."

The Little Red Schoolhouse had been Julia's brainchild. Funded by Fantasies Unlimited, it had started out as a retro real-life experience for submissively inclined individuals who wanted a fantasy immersion in a turn-of the-century schoolhouse complete with strict schoolmarms and liberal doses of corporal punishment. Later it branched out to accept not only those looking for a kinky thrill, but deserving men and women who actually needed a little discipline. Little by little word leaked out among a select group of judges, social workers, attorneys, CEO's of companies and others in positions of power that good old fashioned discipline could be purchased for those in need of such a thing. Clients began to show up--sent there because of some judge's order, a condition of probation, a legal settlement or an ultimatum given by someone with the power to do so. Shoplifting housewives, embezzling secretaries, young graffiti artists and lazy heirs all found themselves undergoing a weekend of instruction and discipline at the hands of Julia and her hand picked staff. The classes and lessons were real, and so was the punishment for failure or poor performance. Julia made liberal use of the traditional American schoolhouse tools for disciplining her charges. Thus the hickory switch, the wooden paddle, the school strap, and the ruler were in frequent use.

Peter hurried along the hotel corridor. He didn't want anyone to see him dressed the way he was. As instructed he was on his way to a "make up" class with Ms Julia, having been excused midway through a "Schoolhouse" weekend because of a family emergency. He was dressed in garb that was standard for male "Schoolhouse" attendees. He wore short pants, about a size too small, a white shirt, blue tie, knee socks and leather shoes. It was a juvenile costume calculated to embarrass. Nervously he knocked on Julia's door. When Julia opened the door, the sight of her in the sexy schoolteacher's outfit produced another jolt to his already burgeoning hard-on which had resulted from his viewing of Suzy's whippings. In truth Peter was smitten with Julia, not only her beauty, but her commanding presence. Peter could not explain it, but he was jelly in the hands of such a strong, lovely, no-nonsense woman. So when she had told him to meet her at this resort, on this weekend, he did.

Julia bade Peter come in, and, eyeing him coolly, pivoted and strode to her desk at one end of the large luxury suite. Peter could not tear his eyes from the swaying rounds of Julia's buttocks, sheathed in the tight skirt she wore. Seating herself at the desk she looked every inch the stern schoolmistress about to scold a naughty student.

"You know why you are here Peter. Did you finish the assignment I gave you?" 

"Ah...almost, Ms Julia, here's what I have", said Peter apologetically, handing Julia a sheaf of papers.

"Why this is most incomplete, Peter. You were to write an essay describing how your company was to eliminate sexual harassment in the workplace."

"Ah...yes, ma'am, I just didn't have time to finish it," said Peter with a woeful look.

"That is unacceptable, Peter. I cannot report to Ms Johnson's attorney that you have completed the weekend with me that you agreed to do. Your failure to complete this assignment will have to be punished. Further I intend to give you a test that you will sit in this room and complete which I will then grade."

Peter swallowed nervously. "Yes, ma'am" was all he could say.

Picking up a sturdy 18" ruler, Julia dragged an armless chair in front of the desk. Peter's eyes widened as his gaze fixated on the hard, thick ruler. Julia sat down and tapped the ruler against her palm. "You have only yourself to blame for this Peter. I am going to teach you to take this matter seriously. Drop your pants. Now."

Part of Peter could not believe what was happening. She really intended to spank him! His mouth was dry and his palms sweated. He did not want her to see his rising excitement. "Please, Ms Julia, isn't there some other way..."

"NOW, Peter," commanded Julia.

With an abject groan Peter unzipped the shorts and dragged them to his knees. He hobbled over to Julia who yanked down his jockey shorts to reveal a turgid, bobbing penis which he tried to cover up with his hands.

"I see my little boy thinks this will be fun. I assure you that you will feel differently in a few moments. Get over my knee!"

Peter flopped across her lap, bottoms up. Julia allowed her thighs to come apart just enough to capture the engorged member trapping it between her stockinged legs. Peter gave a little gasp at the feel of this delicious friction and at the embarrassment of lying bottoms up across her knee like a ten-year-old.

"Peter, you are about to receive a good old fashioned schoolhouse licking. Do not attempt to get off my lap until I am through and do not put your hands in the way of my ruler. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ms Julia," choked Peter.

Julia raised the ruler and brought it down with a forceful smack!, bridging the crest of Peter's buttocks. Another smack followed. And another. "Ow!...ow!....ow!" yelled Peter. "I'm just beginning, Mr. Radix," said Julia, "so keep still."

Julia started to rain down spank after spank with the heavy ruler, putting plenty of arm and a flick of the wrist into each lick. Peter winced and yelped at each sharp smack which quickly started to burn his bare backside with a searing heat. The spanking continued unabated for several minutes. Julia's strong right arm delivered crisp meaty smacks that caused bands of red to appear across Peter's tender rear cheeks, prompting Peter to have to struggle to choke back tears of pain and humiliation. It was such a childish punishment, thought Peter, and so humiliating. Here he was, 30 years old and lying bare bottomed across this attractive woman's knee getting his bare fanny tanned while he kicked and wriggled like a little boy in the third grade. "Ow...ow...ow...ow..." he bleated. He could not help himself. Each smack burned like fire, his butt felt like it was being toasted with a hot iron.

With a final flurry of spanks that left Peter begging for mercy, Julia stopped.

"Now you may get up, Peter, and pull your pants back up."

Peter's pants were bunched around his knees. This seemed somehow even more humiliating than if he had taken them off completely. He hobbled to his feet and hurriedly pulled them up, wincing as the cloth contacted his inflamed seat. Julia noticed the absence of the former hard penis. Good, she thought, this was for punishment, not pleasure.

"Now, sit down in that chair, Peter, we are not finished. You will finalize this essay and get it to me within a week or there will be a repeat of tonight's treatment, do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," said a red faced and thoroughly chastised Peter.

"We will now have a test. I have prepared some questions about sexual harassment that, if you have read the materials assigned to you, you should know. You have 10 minutes to answer these 20 questions and hand this test back to me. I will grade you. You will be assessed one stroke of the cane for each incorrect answer. Are you ready?"

This was all happening so fast. Peter had skimmed through the stuff on the plane but God!-- a stroke with a cane on his already inflamed ass for each wrong answer--he couldn't bear it.

"Please Ms Julia, I can't...."

"We are starting NOW Peter." And she clicked on a timer.

Peter bent to the task. He was in luck--he had seen most of this stuff. When the timer rang 10 minutes later, he was confident that he had answered all correctly. He handed the paper to Julia who was seated behind the desk. He stood before her as she went over the paper, making a mark here and there. After a few minutes she looked up.

"You did fair I would say, only 6 wrong. You should have studied harder, my boy."

Six? Six? thought Peter. That meant six strokes with a cane! Did she really mean to cane him? An icy chill formed in the pit of his stomach as Julia rose and walked to a basket in the corner of the room and pulled out a thin yellow cane with a knob at the end.

"Turn the chair around so you can bend over the back, Peter. Pull your pants and briefs down to your knees, you're getting six with this cane across your bare bottom." As she spoke she swooshed the cane through the air several times. It looked very whippy and made an evil whining sound.

Peter had no choice. It was go through with this or the settlement was off. With trembling hands he peeled down his pants once again. He knew this was going to hurt.

"Bend over and grip the front of the chair seat. If you let go and rise, that stroke does not count. You will receive six. Prepare yourself."

Julia took her stance to Peter's right and laid the cane across his vulnerable and exposed bottom. She tapped him 1...2...3 times then,

SWISH....CRACK! The cane exploded across Peter's tender seat. It felt like a hot wire. Peter could not believe the pain. It seemed to blot out everything in the room, leaving only livid fire in his buttocks.

SWISH....WHACK! Again the merciless wand landed.

SWISH.....CRACK! "Yeowwww!" screamed Peter, overcome. He shot up, grabbing his wealed buns.

"That one will not count Peter. Please resume the position so I can continue with your caning," said Julia calmly.

"P..please, Ms Julia, I can't stand this. It's killing me," blubbed Peter.

"Nonsense. English schoolboys of 13 take this without flinching and without uttering a sound. You are a grown man of 30, so take this like a man. Back down over the chair and no more getting up."

Wiping away the tears that had started to flow, Peter slowly resumed the humiliating stance over the chair, bottom uppermost.

Julia delivered three more searing cuts over the next minute. Peter howled and hissed with each one, the pain was so intense. It was if he were nothing but a pair of buttocks for Julia to whip. The fire in his naked seat overwhelmed all of his senses. At number six he started to rise, but Julia stopped him.

"I did not give you permission to rise. Get back down, you have one more."

"Oh, please..." began Peter, but he stopped when his eyes met Julia's steely gaze. He bent over again.

SWISH....Thwack! "Ow...ow...ow...", the hardest one yet thought Peter.

Having concluded, Julia turned and strode to the basket replacing the cruel cane. Through red rimmed eyes Peter marveled at how so desirable a woman could have whipped him like a child while he just let her do it. He observed the swaying haunches in the tight miniskirt and knew that if she had chosen to give him six more he would have obeyed her.

"All right, Peter, you may rise. Replace your pants." 

Peter tried to regain his composure through teary eyes and the painful throbbing in his behind.

Julia turned and addressed him. "All right, Peter, we are done. I hope there are no hard feelings. I think you are very sweet. You are a good man, but, I fear, in this matter, a bad boy. So you have now been duly punished and when I receive your paper I will report to Ms Johnson's attorney that you have completed the course of instruction. You may go."

Dismissed, Peter mumbled a 'thank you Ms Julia' and gingerly made his way back to his room, trying once again to avoid other guests seeing him in such juvenile and humiliating clothing. Back in his room he shucked his pants and viewed the damage in the mirror. Seven precision-placed weals decorated his buttocks.

Later the pain subsided, but Peter couldn’t sleep. Over and over his mind replayed the lurid scene. To his amazement he found himself developing an erection. He touched himself, then stroked it. Sleep came only after a series of violent orgasms. 

In the morning he was sore and the arousal had been sated. With a chill in the pit of his stomach he realized he had more sessions scheduled in the L’il Red Schoolhouse. 

*****************************


THE HEALTH CLUB

John needed to lose about 30 lbs. He wasn't bad looking, it was just that he was a little soft around the middle and wanted to be more attractive for the summer.

The club he noticed was in his neighborhood in a nondescript building with just a small sign that read "The Health Club", and underneath that, "Motivational Workouts". John needed motivation. He had tried to lose weight before, all to no avail. So it was that he found himself talking to Jenny, one of the staff, about the club.

"We guarantee results", she said. "All of our clients lose weight because of our unique method of motivation and behavior modification."

"Well, that sounds good, but how does it work?" countered John.

"Each of our clients sign a nonrefundable contract for a year. We know the exercise regimen works, it’s just the will to keep coming that is sometimes lacking. People fail because they stop coming. We have a remedy for that. You must attend a minimum of three workouts per week. If you have more than 3 unexcused absences in a row, you agree to a motivational behavior modification session with one of our instructors."

To John that didn't sound so bad. The staff was all female from what he could see, and all were tall, fit, almost Amazonian, women with great bodies. In fact it was a little intimidating because in addition to being beautiful, they all looked strong enough to be able to handle him with little or no trouble. How bad could this "session" be, he thought?  It's probably some scolding coupled with some kind of lame pep talk that he could easily endure.

But at that the moment, unfortunately, John was focused on the exquisite derriere of Sandra, a tall red haired aerobics teacher who was walking by and missed the part of Jenny's explanation that informed him that the "sessions" under discussion could involve both verbal and physical behavioral modification techniques.

*    *     *     *     *     *     *      *

For awhile, all went well. John attended regularly and made progress. John continued to marvel at the obvious physical charms of the staff. They do a good bit of weight training he noted, but the strong-looking arms and shoulders seemed to make them all the more attractive.

From time to time he heard vague rumors of what were called "B-Mod" sessions for laggard members. 

It was in an aerobics class when Christy, a 5'10" blonde trainer told Tom, one of the members, that he was down for a B-Mod session with her the next day, that he blushed red in front of the class and there were nervous giggles and knowing winks all around.

John asked Tracy, a cute petite blonde what Tom's reaction was all about.  

"You should hope you don't find out", she whispered, "Its embarrassing...and other things," she said, absentmindedly rubbing her cute, pert behind as if remembering something unpleasant.

*    *      *     *      *        *

The time came, though, when John missed 3 in a row. He was tired and didn't feel like going a third time that week. "So I have to listen to a lecture," he thought, "no big deal". It was Sandra who gave him the word.

"You and I need to have a little talk, John. You have missed a whole week without coming to at least three classes. Meet me at the front desk tomorrow at 5:00. Wear regular workout gear."

John didn't mind, Sandra was gorgeous. Besides, it sounded like the worst that would happen is that he might have to do sit ups or something.     

So, the next day John met Sandra at the front desk. He wore his workout shorts and a tank top. Sandra was dressed as usual in white short shorts and a tee shirt that exposed her navel and proudly displayed her ample bust.

"Well John, I regret this is necessary but you will follow me to the session room and cooperate fully." 

John nodded nervously at this while she added,

"Failure to comply with this program will result in cancellation of your contract and forfeiture of all funds due."

"Ok, but what are we going to do?" queried John.

"Just follow me", said Sandra.

They took an elevator to a basement in the building that John never even knew existed. At the basement level was a corridor. Sandra strode ahead of John presenting him with the opportunity to observe once again the luscious sway of her rear. Despite the strange nature of the situation, John began to become aroused. They were alone, in close quarters, in a deserted area of the building and a subtle power shift had become apparent. But Sandra was very much in charge and this thought was making John feel like a recalcitrant lad being marched to the principal's office.

Sandra opened a door at the end of the corridor and flipped on the light switch.  John let out an involuntary gasp when he entered the room. There was a modified vaulting horse, somewhat smaller than usual, having an adjustable top that sloped from front to back and a pair of handles coming up from floor level at the back. There was a sturdy desk and an armless straight-backed chair at one side of the room away from the horse which was in the center of the room. Acoustic insulation lined the walls.  The alarming feature of the room was, however, the wooden paddle that hung on a nail behind the desk.

Before John could even open his mouth, Sandra commanded him not to say a word and to stand in front of the desk. As she sat down and took a ledger from a drawer John managed to stammer, "What is this about? You don’t seriously intend to paddle me with that thing?" he said, pointing to the paddle on the wall.

The paddle was oval with rounded edges, having a "business" end 

about 5" wide and 18" long with a 6" handle. Made

of a hard wood and being 3/4" thick, it looked like a formidable

instrument.

"John," began Sandra," you agreed to this when you signed the contract. If you walk out of this room you are out of the club and you must still pay the remaining balance. Frankly I think a little talk here with me now will help motivate you to take this club's rules seriously and you will achieve your goal. But, it’s your choice."

John saw that he was trapped. He was ashamed to just quit, and on top of that his arousal began to run rampant. The thought of turning himself over to Sandra for a paddling was embarrassing but also exciting in a strange way.

"For a first time offender, John the club feels that 10 solid licks with this paddle will encourage you to attend classes as we insist. It's really for your own good. You will remember this the next time you think you are tired or just don't want to bother.  You might like to know that every staff member here has gone through an even more vigorous regime. And as you can see", she said, rising and turning around to unclip the paddle from the wall, "they had plenty to work with on me." The last comment was delivered with a hearty smile and a pat to her bottom, which filled out her tight white shorts to perfection.

"Lets go John, sign the book here and we will get this over with. When I countersign it we are done."

"Please Sandra, now not too hard, ok? I'll go through with this because I want to continue here."

"John, 10 licks is 10 licks well laid on, but you can take it. Tracy took 15 last week."

Well, thought John, if Tracy can hold still for 15 whacks I can surely stand 10.

"What do you want me to do?"

"Lean over that apparatus and hold onto the handles", commanded Sandra. " Do not let go or that swat will not count."

John approached the spanking bench and bent over it, stretching his shorts tight across his buttocks. The posture was humiliating because it forced his bottom to jut out making it the most prominent portion of his anatomy. Sandra took the paddle and positioned herself to John's left. She patted both cheeks of his fanny and assuming a proper stance raised her arm to shoulder level.

Swinging through she delivered the first lick with a deft

wrist-snapping motion.

CRACK! "Yeeeow" cried John, unable to believe how much it stung.

"That's one, John. Here's two." John heard a whoosh and then…

CRACK!  "Ouch, oh God that stings...please...not so hard." John could not believe the smarting sting. His eyes began to water.

SMACK!  "Ow..ow..ow..stop", entreated John, now almost crying.

WHACK!  "Four!" intoned Sandra.

"For God's sake please... no more", cried John who felt that the sting was so intense that he was losing control, and he stood up clutching his rear cheeks.

"That one did not count, you stood up and let go of the handles." said Sandra." Bend right over, put your fanny in the air, and don't move."

Sobbing now, John complied.

CRACK! " Owwww", wailed John," I can't take any more."

John stood up again frantically rubbing his stinging bottom.

"I cannot have this, John. Please stay in position and take it like a man," said Sandra.

" I can't..I can't...it just hurts too much..ooo..oww", blubbered John.

"If you can't hold still, I will have to do this the old-fashioned way,"said Sandra ominously.

"What do you mean?" glubbed John.

"Just this!" said Sandra grasping John by the earlobe and walking him over toward the chair which she grabbed with her other hand. She pulled it away from the desk as John's head twisted in pain and he stumbled ignominiously after her. Seating herself in the chair, she flipped John face down across her well-muscled thighs and clamped her left arm across his back in a steely grip.

"What are you doing!?" cried John." Let me go!!"

"Since you won't take your licks like a man, I'm going to

give them to you like a little boy!"

"No please! You cant!" wailed John.

Try as he might John could not escape Sandra's grip. She was

bigger, stronger and in better shape than John. And to John's 

shock and dismay he felt her fingers in the waistband of his 

shorts. He wiggled and flailed but he could not stop her from

shamefully baring his buttocks. She yanked his shorts and

underpants down around his knees baring his bottom, now red

from the application of the paddle.

"When I have to spank a naughty member who cannot hold still, I pull his or her pants down and spank their bare fanny. I want to make sure that they feel it when I have to use my hand. And when I am finished reddening your bare bottom we will resume where we left off with the paddle."

John could not believe what he was hearing but he was powerless to stop her. Sobbing and choking with abject shame, his tears began to fall. Worse yet, the arousal he had felt was now manifest as his erect penis brushed against Sandra's thighs.  With a knowing smile she parted her knees and gripped John's erect member like a vise between her muscular legs. 

Smack! Crack! Smack! 

Sandra applied a flurry brisk spanks to John's nude fanny with a deliberate cadence that had John squealing for relief.

Sandra continued to beat a rapid tattoo of stinging pain on John's bare bottom. Her hand relentlessly cracked down on his red hind end with the sound of pistol shots even in the acoustically padded room.

"This <crack> is <smack> to teach you <crack! smack! crack!> to take <smack! smack! crack!> the rules of this club seriously <smack! crack! smack! crack!> I like you, John but this spanking is for your own good. 

"Ow! Yeow! Yow!" wailed John as he squirmed and flailed his arms helplessly.

After a few more crisp hard spanks Sandra stopped. John tried to rise but Sandra held him down across her lap.

"Have you forgotten the 6 paddle smacks you have remaining, John? Well, I haven't", said Sandra retrieving the paddle from the floor. "I want you to count each one. Are you ready?"

"Ouch...please no more...please..."

CRACK! "OWWW!” 

"Count please or we start over."

John somehow counted off five more stinging smacks with that wicked paddle. Each one was an explosion of stinging red pain that overwhelmed any desire to take it stoically. He had ended up like a small boy taken to task by mommy, his face full of tears and snot running down his nose.

Releasing her grip Sandra said, "Now you may rise, John".

John hopped to his feet and proceeded to frantically rub his stinging buttocks oblivious to the fact that his sizable erection was bobbing up and down in front of Sandra. 

As he hissed in pain he almost didn't hear Sandra say: " I see that the experience was not totally un-pleasurable...come over here so that I can take care this big problem."

Sandra proceeded to grab John's penis and pull him towards her.  As he stood before her seated in the chair, his bottom on fire, she reached over and took his cock into her hand. Running her fingers over the hard shaft she pumped while John moaned in pleasure.

"You stand still, John, I know what you boys need after a good spanking. 

Don't cum until I say."

But try as he might, the pleasure was too much and 

John erupted, the jet of cum splashing onto the front of Sandra's legs.

"You bad boy!" exclaimed Sandra, slapping his reddened bottom hard yet once again. John squealed in pain.

He was too stunned to think. He had just had the most painful, embarrassing, shameful, yet erotic experience of his life.

Sandra stood and retrieved a towel to wipe her legs.

"Look what you did! I should spank you some more for that...

But not now," she added with a wicked grin.

"Well John, as you can see, we are a unique club. Do try not

to miss any more classes or we will have a repeat of this little

session, though not necessarily including the final treatment

you just got. We might just have a repeat session anyway for your lack of self control. I took pity on your condition this time."

As she stood there wiping herself with the towel, John stared dumbfounded. 

"After you compose yourself, turn off the light and close the 

door. I will see you upstairs."

She turned and walked to the door.

Viewing her rear cheeks encased in those tight white shorts as she walked away, John began to feel arousal once more. John did not know what he was going to do. He was hopelessly enthralled by a woman who had just spanked him like a 10 year old. John didn't know it then but he would lie in his bed for the next several nights stroking his penis to orgasm thinking about the tall red haired Amazon who had spanked his bare fanny to a fiery red as he squirmed helplessly across her lap. Would she make good on her threat to do it again? 


A FRIEND OF THE FAMILY

When I was eighteen I went to spend part of the summer with a  friend of the family because my parents were taking a month long tour in Europe. Beverly Bronner was her name and she was thirty eight, about my mother's age, maybe a little younger. She used to visit my mother a lot when we lived next door, but in the years after her divorce, she had moved out of the old neighborhood and now lived a few miles away. 

I liked Mrs Bronner. She had always treated me special. She had a warm smile, and a gentle way about her. When I was a little boy, she used to invite me into her house and give me cookies. On rainy days she would often read to me. She had no children of her own. I guess to her I was like a surrogate son, and to me, she was my favorite grownup, next to mom and dad. She was pretty too. She was tall and had long dark hair parted on one side. When I got older I appreciated the fact that she had terrific legs and always wore shorts in the summertime that showed them off.

It was great living in her house. We got along very well. We talked about stuff that I couldn't even talk to my parents about--girls and things like that. She was very cool.

At 18 I had my drivers license, but naturally, no car. One night there was this party I wanted to go to, so I asked Bev if maybe I could borrow her car. To my surprise she said yes, but then cautioned me about all the usual teenage things---you know, be careful, don't stay out too late, and all that. It was the last thing she said that really got to me later. She said "promise me you won't drink and drive. Promise me that."

I had no intention of doing that, so I told her so. Then she gave me a smile, ruffled my hair and told me to have fun. When I got to the party, though, I fell in with some cool guys who had snuck some beer in. I was just going to have one or two, but before I knew it, I was plastered. When the party was over I got back in the car and drove home. I thought I could do it despite being three sheets to the wind. Actually my head was reeling and I was weaving all over the road. I made a bad turn into the driveway. I didn't see the fence and bushes next to the driveway, so I plowed right through them, making an awful mess. The fence was smashed, the bushes torn up and there were scratches all over the car. I don't think it even registered. I went up and crashed in bed.

I was still sleeping it off when Bev came into my room the next morning (noon, really) and asked me about the car. I've never been a good liar and I didn't want to lie to her, so with a good deal of shame I told her everything. She was so shocked. She could not believe that I had done this. She was upset enough about the car and the fence, but what really upset her most was the realization that I had been driving her car dead drunk. All the time she was shaking her head in disbelief. Then she left and said we'd talk later.

I felt about two feet tall. I had let down one of my favorite people and had betrayed a trust. Late that afternoon she called me into the kitchen. She said she didn't know what to do. This was a serious matter and there needed to be serious consequences. I said I'd pay for the damage. She then said it was more important than that. There was the matter of drunk driving. She felt that I needed a consequence that would insure that I'd never do this again. She asked me quite seriously how my parents punished me. Had I ever been given a good spanking by my parents? "I mean a good sound one, James. One that made you never want to repeat that behavior."

I told her that they never had. I'd been a good kid (an only child) and they'd never had cause to punish me in this way. She said that when she'd been a kid there had been several occasions when her parents had had to resort to corporal punishment with her. She told me they had spanked her with the back of a hairbrush. 

"If I was really bad," she added, "I got a licking with a limber switch." 

A chill formed at the base of my spine as she said this. I knew that she was considering this for me. I was so ashamed, though, that I would have agreed to anything to regain her good graces.

After a moment of awkward silence Bev seemed to have decided something. I could see the determination on her face. She looked me straight in the eye, a pained look on her face, and told me that I should be punished, and that nothing else would do but a good whipping. She didn't see any other way that justice for this incident could be satisfied. She couldn't send me home, grounding was dumb and, really, inadequate for what I'd done. 

At first I was stunned. A whipping? At my age? Almost tearfully, though, I had to agree. She said it would have to be severe. Not having ever been spanked or anything, I had no idea what to expect. She said I was to go to my room and put on pajamas and wait. She had a few errands to do and would attend to this unpleasant chore after she got back. When it was over we could be friends again.

I went to my room and undressed like she said. My thin pajamas were one layer of cotton. I shivered to think that they would not protect me much. About an hour later I heard the car pull back in. I watched through my window as she got out of the car and walked toward the back yard. The yard had this thick hedge made of these bushes with upright slender woody shoots. I watched as Bev cut a long switch and peel the leaves and buds off of it. I became almost ill with the realization that she was going to whip me with this switch. My heart was pounding and my throat was dry as I heard her footsteps on the stairs.

Bev entered my room carrying two objects, a large wooden flat-backed hairbrush, and the switch she had just cut. She sat down on my bed and motioned for me to stand in front of her. She told me that the worst tanning she ever got was given to her in two parts by both parents. Her mom had spanked her and her dad had given her strokes with a stout switch. She was sorry, but she thought that, in view of my crime, I should get the same. Since she was doing this alone she would administer both parts. My legs were shaking as she made me come to her side and climb over her lap face down. My torso and my legs were on the bed and my buttocks were arched up over her lap. I felt her arm hold me firmly over her knee and with horror felt her fingers in the elastic band of my pajamas. She meant to bare my bottom for the punishment.

I protested but she said I was going to get this bare so I would be sure to feel it, and she hoped it would teach me never to do this again. I buried my face in my hands and lifted a little so she could slide my pants down. It was horribly embarrassing. I could look over to my right and see the whole scene in my dresser mirror. From my knee hollows to my lower back I was naked with my bare butt sticking up. She had a determined look on her face as she hefted the hairbrush. At this moment you can imagine how vulnerable I felt with my nude bottom upended over her lap. I saw her raise her arm. The brush fell with a blur and landed with a terrific crack and I felt a hot sting on my buttocks. One smack followed another as she put that brush to me. The pain was so hot and intense I wriggled involuntarily and she had to admonish me several times to keep still. She must have spanked me thirty times or more and my poor bottom was blazing. I was heaving and gritting my teeth to keep from crying out as the cracks of that awful brush rained down. When it seemed to hurt so bad that I was almost crying, it stopped.

I was grateful for the respite but I knew the worst was yet to come. She lifted me up and told me to stand at the foot of the bed. I suffled over there and stood, my hands covering my privates. I wanted to rub my bottom, it was so blazing hot. I could see how red it was in the mirror. Beverly pulled pillows from the front of the bed and stacked them in the middle. Then she told me to lie down on top of them. I tearfully obeyed and lay down over the pillows, sticking my bottom up in the air. She told me to hold onto the headboard, that this was going to hurt, and she suggested that I bite down on the comforter. I heard her whoosh the switch a few times and I flinched at the sound. Then she laid it across my bottom cheeks and tapped me a few times. The next thing I heard was the swish of the switch and I felt a hot line of fire across my bottom.

Nothing I had ever experienced prepared me for the pain of a switching. It was incredibly painful--especially on my hot and swollen bottom. I think I screamed, trying to muffle the noise in the bedclothes. I flutter kicked my legs as she delivered lick after lick with that switch. The fire in my buttocks was unbearable. To this day I don't know how I stayed face down and bottoms up to endure it. After ten strokes I was blubbering and begging her to stop, but she kept on whipping that switch down on my blazing fanny. She must have given me forty or fifty licks and I was crying freely when she finally stopped.

Bev told me to pull my pants up, but to stay in my room for an hour to think about what I had done. Actually I stayed there all afternoon. I was in too much pain to move. My backside was truly welted and red all over. But by that evening I came out. At dinner though, she put a soft pillow on my chair and was very kind to me. She said now I had endured my punishment and the incident was over. She even said I could borrow her car again. A week later I did, but you can bet I stayed away from parties where guys brought beer--and to this day I never drive after drinking.


BIRTHDAY AUCTION ACTION

How did he let his sister talk him into things like this? It had seemed like good idea at the time. Be part of her sorority charity auction fund raiser, she said. He and several other students and young professionals would auction themselves off for various tasks or services at a big party organized by the Gamma Chi Rho sorority. The invitees and bidders were to be several ladies clubs, notably the Junior League, some bridge clubs and a garden club or two. It was ladies only and was supposed to be slightly risqué. A few guys would do strip-o-grams. There was a team of “Chippendale Boys” from the Beta Sigma house. One engaging young professional agreed to clean the winning bidder’s house in a frilly apron---and not much else. 

David had been approached by his sister Cassie. He remembered the conversation. It had taken place at Chi Rho bash and he’d been slightly drunk. When asked if he’d be willing to offer his services he’d said “Sure, whatever you need, sis.” Now he regretted his impulsive agreement.

Cassie had suggested a cute thing for him to auction off. She’d noted that his 21st birthday was coming up soon. She’d said, “I know. We can auction off your birthday spanking.”

He’d said, “What? Are you serious?” But even as he said it, he was thinking that it didn’t seem so outrageous. Lately, it seemed the birthday spanking thing had become the staple of innumerable birthday parties of friends. The birthday girl or boy would, at the appointed time, and amid much drunken hooting and cheering, bend over and take birthday swats from those (of the opposite sex only, if male) in attendance. They usually left the best and last for the recipient’s significant other. The swats were given with as much hammy gusto as the partygoers could muster. It never hurt or anything. It was all a big joke and everyone was sloshed anyway. Sometimes it was pretty sexy. He’d recalled Francine Madigan’s party. Everyone swatted her cute ass a few times as she bent over the pool table, then Butch, her boyfriend put her over his knee. She had squealed in “protest” (laughing all the while) as he pulled her skirt up and proceeded to lay 19 smacks on the seat of her panties, and one to grow on, before an amused crowd of partygoers.

And this was why it felt so bizarre to be seated in this woman’s formal parlor on a Saturday afternoon at 4 o’clock having tea. Tea, for chrissake! You’d think this was England in 1890. He’d read somewhere that they did that over there in those days. Maybe they still did. He was dressed in freshly pressed chinos and a polo shirt—he didn’t want to look like a slob—hair combed, shoes shined and looking every inch the serious college senior in psychology that he was.

The winning bidder, Mrs. Victoria Smythe-Hobbs, recently divorced, was asking him all about his college career, peppering him with questions about his classes and his future plans. It was like when his mother’s friends came over-- politely chatting him up, killing time before the bridge game got underway. This woman had an accent—David guessed she was British. She seemed so mannered and proper, formal even. That fact just added to the surreal nature of what was about to happen.

But she was a little younger than his mother’s friends. She was maybe in her early 40’s David guessed. Not young, not old. Very attractive in a matronly way. She was a big woman. No, she was tall and…voluptuous, that was it. Big bust and a narrow waist that led to widely flaring hips. Shapely legs and wide shoulders.  The brownish hair with reddish tints was piled on top of her head in a stylish coif. She had bid nearly five hundred dollars to give David his 21st birthday spanking. Now it was payoff time. 

David’s expectation had been that he would meet this lady, have a pleasant chat and joke about how silly this all was. Maybe she’d invite friends too, and tease him a bit. He would then thank her for her for her contribution and that would be it. At worst maybe she’d even insist on going through with it. He’d stand up and bend over while she patted him on the butt twenty one times, they’d have a laugh, and he’d be done. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs, putting down her teacup with a flourish. “That was a pleasant chat and you are certainly a polite and attractive young man. So let’s get to it, shall we? You are here for your birthday spanking, you naughty boy,” she said, wagging a finger at him good naturedly.

David chuckled nervously. She meant to go through with this, he figured. Ok, I’ll play along. “Of course. Um, where do you want me, Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs?”

Her eyes seemed to light up as she put her hands on her hips and looked right at him. “Well, first young man, I want you to strip.”

Strip? Had he heard right?

“Right down to your birthday suit!” She announced with relish. “It is your birthday after all. And that’s how you came into the world, is it not?”

They hadn’t said anything about that. Although, he knew some of the guys were doing a strip-o-gram kind of thing, nobody told him he’d be stripping. But, determined to be a good sport, David blushed and began to take his clothes off. He found that when he got down to his briefs, the whole thing was making him a bit excited. I mean, here he was stripping in front of an attractive woman. Older, yes but attractive nonetheless. So he hesitated. His erection was sticking out his briefs like a tent pole. Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs certainly noticed. She was eyeing it with a knowing smile.

“I see you are having naughty thoughts, David. But I’ve seen that before. Come now,” she said gesturing, “underpants down, if you please. I want everything off.”

David grimaced but obediently pulled them down. His erection sprang out, bobbing up and down lewdly.

“My, my,” said Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs, getting an obvious eyeful, “Don’t you look like a young Adonis. Turn around, please. Let me just look at you.”

Blushing beet red David turned for her.

“What magnificently sculpted buttocks you have, young man. Like Michelangelo’s David. Have you ever seen the statue in Florence?” she asked.

“Er…no, that is, I’ve seen pictures, but…” he stammered. What do you say in a situation like this? It was becoming more bizarre by the minute.

Mrs. Symthe-Hobbs admired him for another minute, then she said, “Now, if you will be so kind as to pull that chair out and place it over here, we will begin.”

It was a sturdy straight-backed chair with no arms. He placed it where she had indicated. She rose from the table, came around it and seated herself. David’s eyes widened when she hiked her dress up to expose her thighs clad in black stockings. Oh, no. This was too much, he thought, when he realized what this meant. She means to put me over her knee like some naughty kid to do this. But she did have very nice legs. Still he was highly embarrassed.

“All right now, come here my boy. My young lad.” Her eyes sparkled with anticipation and she patted her thighs. David stood to her side unsure of what to do. “Over my knee,” she commanded, pointing down toward her lap. “Right down, if you please. Sunny side up!”

With a groan David lowered himself into that ignominious position endured by naughty boys everywhere since time immemorial. She shifted her legs and his erection slipped in between her thighs. David gasped. She closed her legs, essentially clamping his member. He was tilted forward and jacknifed over her soft lap so that his bottom stuck right out higher than any other part of his body. It was like he was asking for it to be smacked. Geez, this was embarrassing!

He felt an erotic charge as she rested her hand on his bottom, rubbing and patting, as if to assess its suitability for the spanking yet to come. His cock was still raging hard.

“Now, here we go,” he heard her say. She was rubbing his butt cheeks with this maddening circular motion. “One very sound birthday spanking coming up.” Then she removed her hand and he felt a sharp smack! as her palm impacted his left bottom cheek.

“When you were one, you’d just begun.”

Smack! Smack!

“When you were two, you were still brand new,” she trilled in a sing-song voice.

Smack! Smack! Smack! It stung a bit now.

“Then you were three, busy as a bee.”

Then David realized. She intended to repeat every birthday spanking up to twenty-one. He tried to do the math in his head. He couldn’t, but he realized it was well more than one hundred and maybe closer to 200 spanks. Yeow!

David felt volleys of five, then six, seven, eight, nine stinging smacks at a time, cracking alternately on his left and right bottom cheeks. At first they had been fairly mild, sexy actually. But the repetition was sensitizing his bottom cheeks and the smacks were becoming somewhat painful. And was it his imagination or was she warming up, hitting harder?

“Uh, Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs…uh that kind of stings,” he ventured.

“Of course it does, you silly boy. Spankings do sting. Now where were we? Oh yes. Ten. I’ll bet you were a naughty boy then.” She trilled. Then she laid on ten stinging smacks that made David flutter his feet a bit. Wow, his buns were heating up.

It went on and on. She worked through years eleven, twelve, and thirteen. That was thirty licks right there. And it seemed they were getting even harder. David gritted his teeth. This was really smarting. Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs sure had a hard palm and a strong right arm for a middle-aged lady.

“Now when you were fourteen, I’ll bet you got into all kinds of naughtiness, young man. So I’m going to correct that.” And she delivered a fourteen spank rapid volley that made David arch his back and grunt, “Ahh…ahhh..ouch!” as the spanks landed.

Years fifteen, sixteen and seventeen followed suit, scorchers all. She would merrily deliver a rapid tattoo of crisp spanks that had him bouncing and dancing all over her lap. But she held him down and in between she would pause and rub, gently caressing. It was driving him wild. His hard-on would return and the pressure of her inner thighs provided the most delightful friction against his prick. The spanking left him gasping and bucking on her lap while the rubbing and stroking drove him wild with desire. He chanced to glance up and see the whole scene in an oval mirror on the wall. What a sight he was---bent over the knee of this smiling but determined woman, his bare bottom jutting up on rude display. He watched, almost detached it seemed, as she gave him eighteen brisk smacks alternating from one cheek to another making his buns really bounce. He would watch as her hand rose, palm out, only to fall with a loud smack! It was like he was watching someone else, until the next fiery impact of palm on bottom registered in his brain.

“Now at nineteen, young man. Your bottom is a very nice red now,” she chirped. 

“Uh, Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs, do you think you could you know, do it easier? Huh? Please?” His behind was really stinging. His eyes were becoming moist. Wow, this was a real shellacking. It hurt!

“Oh, now David. A spanking is a little reminder to behave, you know, and it must be given with authority now. No sense doing things by half measures, don’t you agree?  I think all young men can use a good sound bare fanny warming from time to time. Here we go with year nineteen.”

And she launched into a new round of forceful smacks that rang out loudly in the parlor. “Yeoww…ow!” He yelped at the new onslaught. He could only wriggle helplessly until he had absorbed all nineteen spanks. It looked to David like she raised her hand higher and brought it down harder. His eyes were tearing up. He couldn’t help it. He was going to strangle Cassie when he saw her next. The next year was twenty and she didn’t spare him a bit, smacking every inch of his wriggling bottom with a fast volley that had him gasping out stifled yelps.

“All right, young man,” said Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs rubbing again. Ooh  that felt good, thought David. “Now we come to Twenty-one, your big year. Are you ready?”

For God’s sake get it over with, he thought. “Uh..yes, I suppose.” He was squirming, anything for a little relief.

“Yes, what?” she said sharply.

“Um…yes, ma’am. Yes, Ma’am.”

“Well, that’s better,” she sniffed. “Part of the reason you need this is to make you more respectful of the ladies. So here we go. Twenty one and we’re all done,” she sang.

The last twenty-one were in stark contrast to what had gone before. These spanks were slow, deliberate and given with the full strength of her arm. David felt it too. Each one was a harsh stinging teeth rattling splat! that make his bottom cheeks quiver. He tried gritting his teeth then gave up. For the last ten he yelped unashamedly.

11! 12! 13!.....19! 20! 21!

“Yeow!...ow!...Arhhh!...” was his vocal accompaniment to the ringing smacks that fell several seconds apart.

Smack! “And one to grow on!” said Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs triumphantly.

David slumped over her lap. Thank God it’s over. She continued to rub his bottom and comment on how nice his buttocks had colored. To his surprise David felt his erection returning. As she rubbed, she was also squeezing his hard rod with her thighs. It was getting to him. But just as he thought he might even come, she let him up. 

As she helped him to his feet, he saw her eyes drawn to his bobbing prick. David was too busy trying to rub the sting out of his buttocks to care about what she could see. In fact he was so preoccupied with the fire in his hindquarters that he failed to notice that Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs was taking her clothes off. When he did notice, he was astounded to see this matronly forty-something year old woman slipping off her bra to reveal her luscious tits, nipples hard with desire. But when she turned around to slip her panties down, baring a most attractively rounded derriere, he found his voice.

“M-Mrs. Smythe-Hobbs, what ever are you doing?”

She half turned and looked over her shoulder. “Oh, I suppose I forgot to say anything. Silly me. You see, today is my birthday too.” She let that sink in a minute. “So…. you have a task to perform.” Then she smiled at him coquettishly. 

As the great light dawned in his head, so did the implications of the math. Let’s see, if she’s in her mid forties…..Good grief! We’ll be here all night.
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