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TROY’S NEW EXPERIENCE

Darla thought Troy was just the cutest guy. As co-workers at Fitch and Co., an insurance firm, they saw each other daily. He was almost pretty rather than handsome, Darla thought. And he had this freshness, this innocent look about him that made her want to mother him. So he was a few years younger than she-- so what? They became friends at work. He was new so she took him under her wing and showed him procedures and filled him in on "unspoken rules" and office protocols--stuff they don't teach you at college. He was shy and never came on to her. She thought that his shyness was adorable. He was intelligent and well mannered. He was a nice young man--good company. They frequently ate lunch together in the company lunch room.

Darla was in her mid thirties, a single mom since Ray had died, with two kids to raise. She was a fit, voluptuous, coppery-haired woman with green eyes and an exceptionally well toned body with a nice figure-- at least for 35, she thought. She worked out to keep it that way. She had even competed in Miss Fitness America competitions. Office lotharios hit on her with regularity, but these arrogant jerks were not her type. 

Troy liked Darla, and admittedly, he was attracted to her. She was in her thirties, and what a babe! A goddess, really, with those high-set proud breasts, sculpted legs and that wonderfully round ass. But she was older, more worldly-wise than he--he'd feel foolish making a pass at her. And she had this smoldering sensuality about her, like some torch singer in some smoky dive. He imagined his lack of experience made him unattractive to her. She had so many offers, surely she was dating someone. Besides, he told himself, women always wanted older guys.

They frequently talked about stuff they read in the newspapers in the lunch room. What started the whole thing was a story about spanking.

"Says here that this minister in this fundamentalist church handed out spanking paddles to the congregation," said Troy. "Imagine that. He says parents should correct their children by spanking them. And he gave out these little wooden paddles. Can you believe it?"

"So? I think he's right," said Darla, munching on her sandwich.

"You agree with that?" Troy cocked his head in amazement.

"Um," said Darla, nodding, her mouth full.

Troy took this in for a moment.

"Does that mean you spank Tim and Janey?" asked Troy. She'd often spoken of Tim and Janey, Darla's 11 year old boy and his 13 year old sister. 

Then he had another thought. After all, they weren't babies.

"Aren't they too old for that?" asked Troy. But even as he said it, he had to reconsider. Darla was tall, fit and strong, with powerful looking arms and shoulders. She wouldn't have any trouble at all upending those kids across her knee if necessary.

"You're never too old for a sound bottom warming," chuckled Darla. "But I spank only when they need it," she added. "Which, come to think of it, is about once every other month now. You know, ever since Janey became a teenager, I swear that girl has needed her panties warmed more than ever. And Tim is just as mischievous as ever. I mean, they're good kids, but they do disobey. And in my house, I spank. I don't put up with their nonsense."

Troy was curious now. As he imagined Darla holding a hapless teenager like Janey over her knee bottoms up, he sensed the distant threshold of arousal. He decided to press on. "You do? How do you do it?"

"Curious are you?" said Darla with a grin. "The way I do it is just like when I was a kid and I got it from my mom. It's a serious business." 

Troy was all ears, fascinated now. "So how...?"

Darla continued. "What I do is, I send the kid off to his or her room to undress. They have to take off their outer clothes so that they are in their underwear. They each have their own little paddle with their name on it, and they get it out and put it on the bed. I give them half an hour to think about it and get ready, then I come upstairs. I sit on the bed and we talk. I spend some time telling them why they are to be punished. When I think they understand, then it's over my knee they go and I smack their fannies til I sense what I call 'true remorse'--that's usually the time when the tears flow. Mostly I just use my hand on their underpants, but if it's a real bad offense, or a second offense, then it's a pants-downer. I slip their pants down and spank until their little heinies are beet red. Then I make them stand in the corner to contemplate their sins while we go over the behavior again. Then it's back over my lap for a real finale with the paddle to drive the lesson home--one lick for each year old they are. So now Janey gets 13 and Tim gets 11."

"Wow," ventured Troy, "that's quite a ritual."

"It's how my mom handled us kids. Boy, she was a believer in sound spankings for kids. She would say we all needed some 'vitamin S' from time to time. With two other sisters and three brothers, though, she had a job keeping us in line. When she decided you needed one, all she would do is point upstairs and say, 'right now--go.' We knew what that meant. A good sound pants down bottom warming. Arguing would get you worse. She'd tell Dad, and Dad would pay you a visit before bedtime--with his belt. Now that was a licking! You had to bend over the end of the bed and take your licking without moving, and Dad would leather us kids twenty or thirty licks before he was done."

"Wow. I bet that hurt."

"You got that right, honey," said Darla sardonically.

"I guess I never had a spanking," mused Troy. "I wonder what it's like?" 

"Never? In your life?" Darla was amazed.

"Nope," he said, shaking his head, "but I always wondered about it. It just never happened to me."

Wow. Never spanked. Imagine that. For her, spankings were just a part of being a kid. You messed up, your little behind paid the price. Troy seemed to have led a different kind of life--less rough and tumble, maybe. 

"But what is it like?" pressed Troy. "I don't mean did it hurt, I mean the whole thing, from the time you knew you were going to get it through actually getting it and afterwards. Were you scared?"

"Your parents never spanked your butt? Ever?" Darla was incredulous.

"I guess they never believed in it or something. There was a lot of yelling and they would lay these guilt trips on me. Sometimes I wished they'd just spank me and get it over with. Instead they stayed mad for days. I always envied other kids in a way. They'd get a licking with a belt or something, but then it was over. Done. Paid for."

"Yes," laughed Darla, "that's how it was in our house. You got spanked, you had a good cry, and you were forgiven. Case closed."

Troy continued to speculate. "What does it feel like, though? Were you scared if your mom told you to get ready? Did it hurt a lot?"

Darla nodded. "I'll say this Troy, there is no feeling in the world like being told to get ready for a spanking. I'd get this cold chill that made my whole body shiver. My mouth would be dry and my knees would shake. I could hardly climb the stairs. I mean, I knew this was justice, and that I would have to pay with a red hot bottom. And it was embarrassing. Everybody else knew you were going to get it and they'd listen. We all listened intently to each other's whippings. We knew--next time it could be me."


"So then you'd undress and all?"

"Yeah. It was down to tops and socks and panties for us girls. And sometimes we had to wait. Oh, God that was awful--the waiting. I used to just wish she'd come get it over with."

"Did you get it bare?" asked Troy intently. Christ! The image of a half naked Darla getting her ass spanked had brought on a full blown woody.

Darla grinned knowingly. "My, you're a curious boy, but if you must know, yes, all of us did. Mom had her own special paddle that Dad had made, and if we'd really done something terrible, like steal or cheat, the panties came down while she lit a fire on our seats with that paddle."

"That's amazing. Still, it's an experience I never had and I just wonder what it would be like. But," Troy sighed, "that aspect of life has passed me by. Too late now."

"I guess I don't understand," said Darla, "spankings hurt. Why do you think you missed something?"

"I guess it's the intensity of the whole thing. It's a life experience most kids go through, but I never did. So I wonder about it, that's all."

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

It was about a week later when Troy approached Darla. "I've got a favor to ask you. I have to move, but I'm without a place to stay until I can get into my new apartment. I don't know who else to ask. Could you put me up for a few days?"

Darla was more than happy to let Troy use the guest bedroom. He moved in and settled into the rhythm of Darla’s home life. He found that as he got to know Tim and Janey, they were really great kids. They liked Troy too. He was an adult, but a young one, and to Tim and Janey he often seemed more like a slightly more grown up kid. He played video games with Tim and listened to music with Janey. As for Darla, she liked the way Troy related to her kids. Such a sweet guy, she thought. 

The kids seemed so nice that Troy had a hard time figuring out why Darla ever had to spank them. Then he guessed he had it backwards. They were well behaved BECAUSE she spanked them when necessary. The point was driven home on a Wednesday night. Janey brought home a detention.

"That's the third one this year and it's not even November yet." Darla sounded cross and exasperated.

Troy could hear the scolding taking place in the kitchen.

"But mom, I was just talking," whined Janey.

"It's still three, Janey Marie Johnson, and you know what that means."

"Oh, no, mom. Not that. Please." The cute teenager's face was a mask of anguish.

"Yes, Janey. I will not put up with misbehavior at school. I told you. I gave you fair warning. Three detentions--you get a spanking. I'm serious. After supper, you will go up to your room and get ready. Let's see if a hot bottom will help you to behave in class."

Janey blushed beet red with embarrassment and just hung her head.

Wow, thought Troy. Janey's going to get it. Dinner was a subdued affair. At its conclusion Darla motioned to Janey, "All right Janey, upstairs and I don't want to hear any argument. You know what you have coming." A shamefaced Janey slid back her chair and headed for her room. Troy had noted that Janey had a cute butt, the budding curves of which were emphasized by her tight jeans. Troy winced at the fact that the selfsame cute butt was probably in for a good tanning. Darla turned to Troy and said, "I'm afraid I have a rather unpleasant task to perform. Would you take Tim into the family room? I'll be down in a little while."

As he accompanied Tim to the family room, Tim remarked, shaking his head, "Boy, she's gonna get it. I'm glad it's not me." 

Upstairs Darla had found her daughter waiting.  She stood nervously by the dresser clad in only bra and panties. The infamous paddle lay on the bed. At least she had obeyed that part of it. Darla sat down and pulled Janey towards her, ignoring her shrill protests. The kid needs her bottom well warmed, thought Darla. As she always did, she calmly explained the importance of proper behavior. Janey shuffled from foot to foot, dreading the end of the lecture. Her promises to be good in the future were welcomed by Darla, but she was not about to be deterred from her parental duty by the tearful entreaties. Justice had to be done. 

Grasping Janey by the arm, Darla guided the mortified teenager into the time honored ignoble position--over her lap, bottoms up. As she continued to lecture Janey, she gripped Janey's right wrist and held it in the small of her back. Janey's plump bottom cheeks were exposed and vulnerable, covered only by thin nylon panties. To Janey's shame, her mother inserted her fingers in the elastic band and slid them down revealing pale white globes quivering with apprehension.

Darla wasted no further time. She steeled her resolve and raised her hand. Splat! Smack! Smack! The spanks landed noisily on alternate cheeks of Janey's darling little derriere. She jerked her body as each brisk smack landed as if in surprise that it could burn so. Her squirming and pleas for mercy grew more animated as Darla spanked with a steady cadence, determined to give Miss Janey a seat warming she'd not soon forget. And a good seat warming it was. Janey's cute butt bounded and bounced over Darla's knee as the determined mom kept up the stinging barrage of spanks until Janey's fanny was a bright red and the tears were falling copiously.

Troy and Tim tried to act nonchalant. They pulled out a card game but played silently as all ears strained to hear what was taking place upstairs. It wasn't long before Troy could hear muffled cracks delivered in rapid succession and accompanying squeals of pain and pleas for mercy. Troy was amazed. It just went on and on.

"She's really getting a good one," whispered Tim, almost as if in awe of his mom's disciplinary prowess. 

Then there was silence broken by the sound of what sounded like a pointed scolding. This was followed by 13 distinct cracking sounds spaced several seconds apart and renewed wailing after each. 

"Oh, yeouch, she's getting the paddle," said Tim. "That thing stings like crazy. You can't help but crying."

Upstairs, Janey sobbed and pleaded, but Darla had steeled herself as she took Janey back over her knee and picked up the paddle.

"Now, miss, you will <smack!> behave >smack!> in class <crack!>"

"Arrh, " wailed Janey. "Yes mom, please...Ow!!!ow!!"

The little paddle bounced off of the pert mounds of Janey's teenage behind. What had started off as a pale pair of moons was now a cherry red and Janey was bawling unabashedly. 

"There", thought Darla as she landed the thirteenth wristy smack, accompanied by a howl from Janey. She'll behave now, I hope.

A little bit later Darla came down. Tim scooted off to bed. 

"Well, I guess you heard," said Darla.

"Poor kid," said Troy. "That sounded like a real shellacking."

"I wish I didn't have to do it, but I told her....And yes, you're right. It was a good sound tanning. Her little butt was red as a beet when I was done, but she understands now. I don't think I'll be getting any more referrals--at least not this term, I hope."

Troy went to bed that night in a high state of excitement. He had been a witness (well, almost) to an actual childhood punishment of a type he had only heard about. He shivered involuntarily at the thought of what it must have felt like for poor Janey--placed over Darla's knee, pants yanked down baring the cute chubby butt--to feel Darla's palm smacking your fanny, over and over--to squirm at the hot sting and not be able to make it stop. And, finally, to try and hold still and endure those loud cracks from the paddle on your already sore rear end. His penis stiffened. He touched himself. He began to stroke it imagining...Darla. He came copiously and finally fell asleep with those images whirling about in his brain.

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

A few nights later Darla asked Troy to look after the kids while she ran an errand. This was fine with Troy. He rather enjoyed being part of the family. The trouble started when Tim and he started kicking the soccer ball--in the family room. "You better stop, Timmy, you know what mom said." Janey directed her warning to Tim, but it was not lost on Troy. "OK, Tim we better cool it," said Troy, but Tim had launched the ball through the air as he spoke. The ball hit a lamp in the living room resulting in a loud crash. It was broken. Glass was everywhere. "See? I told you. Now you'll get it for sure." Janey sounded gleeful.

"Oh, no," wailed Tim. "She's right. She told me not to play ball in the house. Oh, no! I'm in for it." Tears started to form as Tim began to imagine the consequence of his misdeed.

"Don't worry," said Troy. "I'll talk to her. It was my fault too. I should have stopped us sooner."

"You shouldn't have done it at all," pointed out Janey. Troy realized she was right.

They were cleaning it up when Darla walked in. She was appalled. Troy told her what they had done.

"I don't believe this! Troy? Tim?" She surveyed the wreckage with hands on hips and a grim expression. 

"Tim, you know better. I have told you more than once about that ball--and this is what happens. I loved that lamp!"

Troy spoke up quickly. "Darla, look I'm sorry. It was my fault too. I'll pay for a new lamp."

"Well, yes, I think that's appropriate Troy. What were you thinking?" she said, shaking her head. 

Turning to Tim she said, "But that doesn't let you off the hook, young man. We have rules in this house and you just broke a big one. There are consequences, Tim. Go upstairs right now and wait for me. You need a hot reminder, I'm afraid."

"Aw, mom, please..." Tim pleaded.

"Get upstairs and get ready now! It's a well warmed bottom you're needing, mister," said Darla pointing.

Troy felt awful and tried to intervene. "Darla, don't be too hard on him. It was me too. I encouraged him."

"Yes you did, Troy. He followed your lead, I'm sure, but that does not excuse the fact that he knew not to kick the damn ball in the house, and now he's going to pay the price." 

As Darla started up the stairs, she turned back to Troy. 

"You are supposed to be the adult, Troy. And now because of you, I have to punish Tim. He's the one you need forgiveness from." 

Almost as an afterthought she added, "You could do with a warming yourself." 

She froze as she said it. I don't know that I meant for that to come out, she thought. Troy looked shocked.

Troy thought fast. "Wait a minute, Darla." Troy had an odd look on his face. "Before you go up and punish Tim, can I say something?"

"Ok," said Darla, folding her arms.

"Uh, in private?" asked Troy.

Darla's eyes narrowed. "This better be good. Ok, in my bedroom."

Troy followed the gentle sway of Darla's luscious hips as she ascended the stairs.

When they were both in Darla's room, she closed the door. "Well?" she asked tapping her foot impatiently.

Troy was really nervous. He licked his lips. "This whole thing was my fault. Really."

"You already said that," snapped Darla.

"So, ah, don't punish Tim."

"Troy, I already told you. Tim needs to be spanked for this."

Troy took a deep breath. He'd had this thought. It was strangely exciting. Should he do it? 

"Punish me instead." There, he said it.

"Punish you?" Darla was incredulous.

"Yes. I-I'll take Tim's punishment for him."

Darla thought a moment. It was almost funny, what he was suggesting. The idea did have some appeal, though, not the least of which was the thought of Troy's cute and sexy buns upended over her knee. She felt a distinct tingle of excitement in regions below the waist. 

"A regular Tom Sawyer, aren't you?" she asked, genuinely amused. "Are you sure you want this? Do you have any idea what you are letting yourself in for?"

Echoes of the sharp sounds of Janey's spanking sounded in Troy's head, but he dismissed them. He was an adult. He could handle this. Besides, he was still intensely curious, and the prospect was somehow exciting in a way he did not understand. 

"I guess it's only right," declared Troy. "I'm willing to take whatever Tim had coming to him. Yes, I'll do it."

"Tim was going to get a spanking, Troy. Is that what you want?" 

Darla's anger was now turning to amusement. Imagine. A twenty-something year old man asking her to spank him. As she considered it she was aware of a warm wave of not so motherly feelings. Amazing. Well, maybe not so amazing given Troy's fascination with her description of her own childhood lickings--and Troy's lack of them. So he wants to know what it's like, does he?

"Troy, when I give a spanking, it's serious business. I spank until I think they've learned their lesson, and by that time their little fannies are beet red. Then they get a dose of the paddle."

"Yes, but then it's done with, right? And you're not angry anymore?"

"Hmmm," Darla mused. The idea had its attractions. Troy was offering to make himself vulnerable to her in a way no man ever had. There was no doubt that Troy actually deserved to be punished. He'd acted like an overgrown kid, so in a wacky way a spanking seemed appropriate, even if he was 26. What he really wanted was for her not to be angry any more. He likes me, she thought, and he wants to make up for what he did.

"Ok, Troy," she said decisively. "I think, under the circumstances, we should do this. I will give you the same treatment my kids get around here when they misbehave, and then we'll put it behind us. But I want you to understand that we do this my way. You do what I tell you, and no begging off. Once we start, I'm in charge. I'm the adult, you're the kid, got it?" She touched his chest with her finger.

"Ok, Darla. I'll do what you say."

"I mean, we're friends at the office, Troy, but once we start, we are in different roles, understand?"

Troy licked his lips nervously. She sounded serious. He wondered if it was too late to back out...say it was all a joke. Janey had sat on a pillow at breakfast the next morning. But, oddly, he wanted this. He wanted to know what it felt like to be so vulnerable. It was like baring his soul as much as it was baring his bottom to this attractive woman.

"Ok, yes, I mean I still think it's right for you to do this to me. I should be punished."

"Well..." Darla regarded Troy carefully. "Ok. Tomorrow is Saturday. Yes. We'll do it then. I'll send the kids on an errand so we'll have some privacy."

Troy gulped. The die was cast.

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

The next morning Troy was nervous and excited at the same time. His stomach was full of butterflies as he made his way downstairs. 

Troy almost whistled. Darla was wearing a halter top and running shorts. Her proud figure was on full display. Troy felt a surge of sudden desire.

"After you finish breakfast, kids, go outside and find your friends. Troy and I have something to discuss and it's private."

Janey and Tim looked at each other quizzically, but did not argue. When they were done they bounded out the door.

There was an awkward silence for a moment, then Darla smiled at him and said, "We may as well get started Troy, my lad. Time to get that missing childhood experience. Ready for an old fashioned spanking?"

Troy looked worried. Darla chuckled, "It only hurts for a little while, honey buns, and you definitely need your fanny tanned." Troy gaped at her, blushing. This was a forceful woman, yet playful at the same time. Despite the bizarre nature of the situation, he felt aroused.

She had decided she was going to be giving Troy an authentic bare bottom spanking. A real pants downer. The more Darla had thought about it, the more excited she had become. The power--imagine--to strip him bare for a good licking. The idea of upending a full grown man over her knee and baring his bottom was definitely arousing. Ummmm...especially one as cute as Troy.

After a moment of awkward silence Darla motioned with her hand. "What you do Troy, is you go upstairs and get ready. That means you strip down to your t-shirt and underpants and wait for me. I'll be up in a minute."

Troy licked his lips. "Ok, Darla. Ok. Whew." He shook his head. His hands shook. Did he want to go through with this?

"And another thing, Troy. From here on out it's not 'Darla', it's 'yes, ma'am', do you understand? You are going to be punished in a very juvenile way and you need to think of yourself as a child and me as the adult, ok?"

"Ah, yes Darla--er, ma'am," he said, quickly correcting himself. Troy gave Darla one last look then shoved back his chair and headed for the stairs. He has cute buns, thought Darla as she watched him leave. I'm definitely going to enjoy this. Troy could wait awhile. 

It gave Darla time to think. It has to be a real punishment, she thought. Otherwise she'd be cheating not only Troy, but Tim. She had to spank him for real. After a few minutes she got up and headed for her bedroom. She had decided that the kids' paddles were not enough. They were too light--little novelty store things. She opened her closet door and fumbled around on the top shelf. Her fingers felt the wooden handle of what she was looking for. Yep, still here. It was her mother's paddle, the one her father had made. It was a very sturdy 12" maple paddle, rectangular with rounded edges. At 4" wide and half an inch thick, it produced quite a wallop.

Troy heard her coming down the hallway. He had stripped to his white y-briefs and a t-shirt. He was worried because his penis was thick with arousal. When she walked in his eyes went immediately to the paddle gripped in her right hand.

"This was my mom's, Troy, in case you're wondering. You're not going to feel anything I didn't get plenty of as a kid. Ok stand up." As Troy stood, Darla seated herself on the bed. "Now, here, face me. Hands at your sides." 

Troy stood before her. Darla was startled at the bulge in Troy's shorts' but pretended not to notice. So the prospect of a spanking was giving him an erection, hunh? Interesting.

"Troy, you knew kicking that ball in my house was wrong. As a result you broke a lamp. So...you will now be punished like a little boy of 11. Now come over here to my right side."

Troy edged over next to Darla. "Get over my knee, young sir. Let's go, sunny side up." Darla sounded positively cheerful. Troy gulped and lowered himself across Darla's thighs which were bare, given the shorts she was wearing. The feeling produced a jolt of arousal. Troy settled over her lap, feeling the contact between his groin and her superb thighs. The sensation was magnified by the feeling of her fingers as they slipped through the waistband of his briefs. 

"Lift up a little, Troy. It's time to get these briefs down."

Oh! thought Troy as Darla yanked his underpants down to his knees. He flushed with embarrassment. He was now bare bottomed over her lap. It was the most vulnerable feeling Troy had ever experienced--his bare behind waving in the breeze. It was distinctly humiliating, being face down over her knee, exposing his bare seat to a woman nearly his age.

Darla shifted his body, pushing him farther over her lap. She was not unmindful of Troy's erect penis digging into her left thigh. My, she thought, what a delicious feeling. She opened her legs just a little and the unruly member slid to position straight down between her thighs. She then imprisoned it by clamping her thighs shut. Troy gave a little gasp as she did so. Such cute cheeks, thought Darla as she patted Troy's butt.

"Ok, Troy. Here we go. Do not get out of position do you understand? Just take it like a man."

The feeling of Darla's hand on his bare bottom was electric. He wiggled slightly in response but that just put friction on his engorged penis that slid within the tight sheath defined by her inner thighs.

This is amusing, Darla thought, but I do have a job to do. With that she began to smack Troy's buns with fast ringing spanks that echoed off the walls like pistol shots. Smack! Crack! Smack! She spanked from side to side with deliberate cracks from her palm that landed with a brisk snap of her wrist. Experience had taught her that the best way to get a stinging lesson across was to start with fast brisk smacks. She could cover Tim's butt with her palm but not Troy's, so she spanked from side to side, every once in while landing a few right across the crease near the junction of butt and thigh.

"Oh! Ow! Yeow!" yelped Troy. So this is a spanking. The first few had tingled, almost a pleasant sensation. But now the accumulated smacking from Darla's capable palm was starting to sting. Really sting.

Troy began to wriggle about a minute into his spanking. Darla could hear a few hisses and gasps but all in all Troy was trying to take it. His buttocks bounced and quivered from the contact with her palm. Red handprints on the white cheeks merged into a diffuse red.

Smack! Crack! Smack! Crack! Darla laid on smack after smack, making Troy's buns ripple. His body reacted by stiffening. He bucked up and down at times. She noticed that Troy was becoming more vocal, too. That was good. She was getting through to him.

"Well, Troy, (smack!) you asked for this, (smack! crack!) and now you're getting it. This is the kind of spanking (smack! crack! whap!) you should have had as a boy. Well, never too late, my young man (smack! crack! whack!)."

"Nhhh....ow...ow, please, Darla..."

"What? (smack! crack!) What did you call me?"

"Ma'am (crack!) ow...ow...please, ma'am! (crack! Crack!) Ahhh....nooo!"

Darla kept up the intensity of the spanking, smacking the right then the left cheeks in rapid sequence. Troy was wriggling so she drew him closer, lifted her right leg and clamped it across the back of his legs. He was jack-knifed over her left knee now, ass up. Satisfied that she had him in a tight grip she resumed the punishment.

"Hold still, Troy (smack! crack!) I want that bare little bottom of yours to get (smack! crack! whack!) the full benefit of this old fashioned tanning (spank! crack! smack!)"

Troy could not believe the sting. His butt was ablaze. Darla had him in an iron grip. God! The woman was strong. He couldn't have moved if had wanted to. He felt himself breaking down. Ow! It hurt so bad. Was he going to cry? He could feel his eyes starting to tear up. 

"Ow...ow ....owweee!" cried Troy.

Smack! Crack! Smack! Crack! Darla laid on smack after smack, making Troy's buns ripple. His body reacted by stiffening as each spank landed. He bucked up and down throwing his head back and wriggling like an eel. But Darla was used to naughty ones wiggling across her lap while she tanned their fannies, and had no trouble with Troy, even as old as he was.

After another minute or so of brisk smacking, Troy's quivering buns were a bright red and Troy was gasping with pain. She figured that she had given him about 100 spanks. She could tell that her palm had stung him because it stung her. But now it was time for the paddle.

"Ok, mister, up you get," said Darla, lifting Troy to his feet. "Whew!" He exclaimed. His hands went instinctively to his red hot fanny and he commenced to rub the pain away. "Take your hands away," exclaimed Darla. "You can rub when I say."

"Hunhh? Please Darla. I'm burning up!" wailed Troy. This spanking had turned out to be far more intense than Troy had ever imagined.

Smack! Darla laid a hard spank right across the crease of Troy's ass and he let out a yelp. "I told you, it's 'yes, ma'am' while we're here, Troy. Now scoot over into that corner, nose against the wall. Go!" And she swatted him again for emphasis.

"Ow! Ok, ok, ...er, yes, ma'am, yes, ma'am." Troy hastily corrected himself and shuffled quickly to the corner. What had he gotten himself into? Still he didn't want to appear a coward. He was going to go through with this, all the way.

Troy sported a bright red pair of spank spots, and Darla congratulated herself on a job well done so far. She could hear Troy exhaling through his teeth and shuffling from foot to foot.

He was adorable, really, with his red hiney on display, bottom bare, wearing only a t-shirt and white socks--a picture of a naughty boy well spanked. She drank it all in. The experience had been very satisfying on some basic level. Maybe it was the nurturing side of her, the need to mother. Well, mothers sometimes have to punish, she mused. She was also very distinctly aroused. What to do about that? 

Troy's butt felt like he had backed into a hot stove, but inexplicably, his woody was starting to return. The heat in his ass, the exposure of his bare bottom, being under Darla's control--it was all generating a powerful state of sexual excitement. 

"Troy?" Troy started to turn. "No don't turn around. Just answer."

"Yes, ah, ma'am?"

"Very good. Ok, you can rub your fanny for a minute." Troy took advantage of the offer and his hands flew to his blazing ass.

Darla continued. "I hope you've learned your lesson, Troy. When I say no ball playing in the house, I mean it."

"You bet, Darla...oops, I mean, ma'am."

"You know I have to drive the lesson home, don't you?" Darla picked up the short paddle.

"Ahh...yes, ma'am." Oh, God! There was the paddle yet to come. He'd almost forgotten. What had she said? One swat per year, or something like that.

"And how old are you?"

"Ah, 26, ma'am."

"26. All right then. Come back over here." Troy turned and hobbled over to Darla who was still seated on the bed, now holding the paddle. She patted her thigh with it. "Over my knee. Lie flat on the bed." She had moved back so that when Troy stretched face down across her lap his body was extended flat along the bed. This left his bottom cheeks nice and relaxed. Darla pressed the paddle against Troy's bottom and moved it in slow circles.

"Hold still Troy. Be a big boy." Darla lifted the paddle and brought it down flat across the crowns of Troy's buttocks with a loud crack! His cheeks quivered at impact.

"Ahhh..." It was like a hot iron landing on his ass. "Owwww!"

"That's one Troy. The rest will be faster."

Darla began putting the paddle to Troy's nude wriggling fanny with brisk smacks.

"Well, Troy, (smack!) you asked for this, (smack! crack!) and now you're getting it. This is the kind of spanking (smack! crack! whap!) you should have had as a boy. Well, never too late. my young man (smack! crack! whack!)."

"Nhhh....ow...ow, please, Darla...". His butt was on fire. Nothing had ever hurt this bad. "Stop, Darla, stop!"

"What? (smack! crack!) What did you call me?"

"Ma'am (crack!) ow...ow...please, ma'am! (crack! Crack!) Ahhh....nooo!"

"Hold still, Troy I want that bare little bottom of yours to get the full benefit of this old fashioned tanning." The paddle fell, smacking his bottom with hard deliberate strokes.

Troy could not believe the sting. His butt was ablaze. Darla had him in an iron grip. God! The woman was strong. He couldn't have moved if had wanted to. This was like nothing he'd ever experienced. No wonder it was such a feared punishment among kids! He felt himself breaking down. Ow! It stung like mad. Was he going to cry? He could feel his eyes starting to tear up. 

Crack! "Ow...ow ....owweee!" cried Troy, practically blubbering.

That was the signal Darla had been waiting for. His defenses were gone. He was almost sobbing, pleading for mercy. With three last hard, slow paddle smacks to make 26, she stopped.

Troy slumped over her knees, breathless and drained. His buns were positively on fire. It had been an utterly humbling experience. She had handled him easily--he had been helpless and vulnerable, kicking and squealing. It was what he felt like, a sorry, well spanked little boy.

"Ok, Troy, honey. It's over. Get up." Darla helped Troy up. Troy was sniffling and hopping from foot to foot as he rubbed his flaming fanny.

"Oh, oh, God. I had no idea. Whew!"

"Well, Troy, you did get the full treatment. That, my friend is a good sound spanking, even if I must say so myself." But as she contemplated Troy's war dance, she became aware of her soaking pussy. Oh my God, that made me horny as hell, she realized.

She stood up and she stepped out of her shorts. Clad only in panties and a halter top, she pulled it off to reveal her magnificent breasts clad in a skimpy bra.

Troy paused in the rubbing of his butt long enough to gape at Darla in all her loveliness as she stripped before his eyes.

"Wha.." Troy started to say.

"Troy, my brave little boy, who took his spanking so well...you've got me in quite a state." Darla hooked her thumbs into the elastic of the brief panties and slid them down. Troy's eyes were drawn immediately to the lush auburn foliage at the triangle of her thighs and pelvis, now glistening with the feminine dew of arousal.

"Take those pants all the way off and get over here." She crooked her finger.

Troy obeyed. His dick had grown rock hard again at the sight of Darla's striptease. As he stood next to her Darla reached down and began to stroke the throbbing member. Troy stiffened as waves of pleasure washed over him.

"A good boy deserves a reward," said Darla, and she gently leaned down and kissed the turgid cock. "But first, there's something I want. Get down on your knees between my legs."

Troy understood. She could make him do anything. He would obey this commanding woman any time, anywhere. "Yes, ma'am," was all he could say. He dropped to his knees and pushed his face into the humid region between her legs.

"Ohhhh.....good boyyy...." moaned Darla as his tongue found her pussy and he started to lick. He was gently flicking her clitoris with it, driving her mad. "Unnnhhhh....yes....yes..." she moaned, cumming in uncontrollable spasms. Catching her breath, she pulled Troy's face up.

"Oh, that was good. So good." She covered Troy's face with kisses. "Stand up now," she said. Troy obediently stood at her side as she reached for his hard penis and stroked it, sliding the foreskin back and forth across the hard muscle. In his fevered state Troy couldn't stand it. He went weak in the knees and came in great jutting arcs all over Darla's legs.

"Oh, I'm sorry," wailed Troy. He feared he'd made another mess. "A-are you going to spank me for this too?"

Darla smiled. "Do you want me too?" She still had her hand around his prick.

Troy thought about it. "Maybe not right now. My hiney is still blazing...and maybe not with that paddle. But, yeah, I do want you to."

Darla laughed. "I think you need a woman who will turn you over her knee for a good spanking on occasion. But right now, I need some more...of this."

Troy smiled brightly as his gorgeous Darla pulled him into her bed and wrapped her arms around him. She had spanked him hard, that was for sure, and he'd wince every time he sat down next week.  But he could feel the hardness return. Soon his cock was rigid and he was pistoning in and out of her slippery depths. She moaned and rocked as he drove his hardness in to the hilt of her and lingered before withdrawing for another thrust. She allowed him to pull out and got on all fours presenting him with her luscious ass. He reinserted his penis between her tight lips and spanked her jiggling ass noisily as he banged her from behind with wild abandon.

And, later, as promised, her anger over the lamp had evaporated, like she said, and my God! The intensity of their coupling. It was enough to make a man fall in love.


STRIPES       

Cripes! Thought Jake Eliot as he hurried through the trees toward the entrance gate at St Paul’s prep school. Out of bounds after 7pm, and it was a sixer for sure with Dr Taggart’s cane. Known as The Dragon, the cane instilled terror in each and every lad at St Paul’s, from the lowliest junior boy to the 6th form captain of the rugby team. He could almost feel the searing pain of the beastly stripes landing across his defenseless rear end as he ran. He fought against the too tight clothing; he could hardly move. To make sure Wiggins got back in time, he’d had to give him his own clothes. He had to take the time to retrieve Wiggins’ clothes from the tree into which they’d been thrown by that shithead bully Mallory and his pal Creel. As he sprinted toward the gate, his hopes died. It was already locked. In a moment they’d find out he was missing.

Kate Thornbush regarded the anxious looking boy who had rushed past her as she stood hidden in a copse of trees. It had certainly been an interesting afternoon. She had been given the job of standing in as Headmistress for Dr. Taggart and Mr. Howard, the headmaster and his assistant, (and most of the staff) while they attended a conference in London. It was Sunday night and they were due back Monday afternoon. On a quiet Sunday she had thought to do a bit of nature photography and bird watching. But as she approached the Mock property through the woods she heard a cry and splashing. At the same time the sound of running feet along the path made her pull back instinctively into the brush. She did have the presence of mind to bring her camera up because she wanted to capture whoever or whatever was causing the commotion. On one level she was afraid she knew the answer. Mock’s pond was alluring to the boys at St Stephen’s, particularly on a hot weekend afternoon, but it was strictly out of bounds. The boys were forbidden to swim there or to even cross the fence onto the Mock property on pain of a severe caning. Twelve strokes of Dr Taggart’s dreaded Dragon was the penalty if caught. A boy had drowned several years ago, and to protect the students, this strict rule was imposed. Those who violated it did so at their peril.

The sound of thumping feet came closer and she raised the camera and clicked. The runners’ faces had been captured in the image. She’d worry about who it was later, because the splashing and yelping was still going on. She had quickly threaded her way towards Mock’s Pond only to see a boy of about 15 years, she guessed, jump into the pond and pull another boy, who was shivering and crying, from the water. The rescuer was clothed, the other lad was not. “They stole my clothes,” he cried. The other boy asked him something. The naked boy wailed “I don’t know—somewhere over there,” and pointed toward a large tree. Amazingly the clothed boy took his own clothes off and gave them to the naked lad. Then she heard him say, “Run. Get back. I’ll find yours. Hurry.” The first boy mumbled something and took off, the too large pants flopping around his feet. The second boy headed for the tree and, spotting something in the branches, began to climb. A young naked Tarzan, thought Kate Thornbush. It took precious time to retrieve the clothes and more time to get them on, after which began the mad dash.

Kate hurried after him but at a distance and then observed the boy’s futile attempt to get inside the gate. Mr. Strand, the Math teacher had locked it a bit early believing all were inside. She observed Mr. Strand returning to the gate and the waiting boy to unlock it, no doubt informing the unfortunate lad that he was out of bounds past curfew and that he would be on report to Dr Taggart the next day. 

By now she had pieced together what had happened. The way she saw it, the two boys had been playing in the pond, well at least one of them had been because he was in the water…but the other was dressed. A mystery there. The “runners”, whoever they were, had stolen the first boy’s clothes and had hid them in the tree, no doubt to cause him either to have to walk back to school stark naked, or be late. Either way he’d be in painful trouble which was surely the point of the prank. 

So, she had four miscreants to deal with. But it was the second boy who intrigued her. At some risk to himself he had pulled his friend out of the water. Had he been thrown in, perhaps? Then knowing that he stood little chance of getting back to school on time or without his own clothes, he gives his friend quite literally the shirt off his back, knowing he was likely to end up in the dock with Dr Taggart. Quite amazing. She would find out who he was upon her return because Mr. Strand would report it to her immediately. So out of this quartet only the last boy out was known to have violated a rule. The rest (so they thought) were home free.

Jake had by now changed and was sitting in his dorm, expecting the summons and hoping against hope that it would not come. Those hopes were dashed when Mr. Strand entered and motioned to Jake.

“Well, Mr. Eliot, I wouldn’t want to be in your breeches,” said the dour maths teacher. “I’ve reported this matter to Miss Thornbush—she’s acting for Dr. Taggart. You’re to see her straightaway.”

“Where should I go, Mr. Strand?”

“To Dr. Taggart’s study. Now go,” said Mr. Strand, pointing toward the stone building across the quadrangle.

With a heavy heart Jake Eliot reluctantly trudged to his fate. Damn it all! Why did Tommy Wiggins take off with those two?  He should have known they were only going to get him in trouble. He’d spent all semester trying to protect Tommy as best he could from the belligerent bullying, name calling, and spiteful pranks of Mallory and Creel, two spoiled sons of MP’s who thought nothing of tormenting anyone they thought of as weak. Ok, Tommy wasn’t good at games and he wasn’t royalty or anything like it, but he was Eliot’s friend. And on top of that his mother had died last Summer. Jake’s father took him in while Tommy’s dad traveled. Being the son of a diplomat from America, Eliot could not understand what was so important about who one’s father was or what the family tree looked like, but it sure seemed important to everyone around here, and besides Tommy had had a tough time of it after his mom’s death.

He didn’t know Miss Thornbush well. She taught the more senior boys part time. She was an imposing figure to him, but pretty as well with a robust mane of reddish chestnut hair that fell to her shoulders and a figure that was often well displayed in tight skirts and tucked white blouses with choker collars. He’d heard that at the neighboring girl’s school, where she was some sort of assistant headmistress, she was known as The Lionness. Her reputation was that she was strict and ruled her charges at Coldwell Hall with a firm hand, or so the girls said.

This all ran though Jake’s head as the nervous 15 year old knocked at the study door.

“Enter,” sounded the voice from within and Jake pushed open the door.

Kate Thornbush was seated at Dr. Taggart’s desk fingering a file. She now had a decent idea of what had happened and it seemed that the two real culprits were the boys whose photos were now in her camera. And there was the third boy. She could guess who he was from reviewing Mr. Eliot’s file. But she had to deal with this situation and Mr. Eliot. Rules, unfortunately, were rules and young Mr. Eliot, laudable though his intentions may have been, broke a big one. He should have notified staff. For God’s sake, someone could have drowned.

“Mr Eliot, is it?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Jake shifted nervously. All they knew at this point was that he had missed curfew. Maybe he could wriggle out of this.

“Why did you get back to school late, Mr. Eliot?”

“Well, ma’am I was…that is…I had trouble with ah…”

Miss Thornbush narrowed her eyes boring in on Jake Eliot. “Mr. Eliot, you weren’t somewhere you shouldn’t have been, were you?”

“I…I..well..”. Jake fidgeted uncomfortably, thinking ‘oh, no she knows something’.

“You didn’t go to Mock’s Pond did you Mr. Eliot?”

This was the moment of truth. She couldn’t know he’d been there, but strangely he found it impossible to lie. It just wasn’t in his nature. He thought maybe he’d explain about Tommy and the pond and Mallory and Creel’s dirty trick then he be off the hook.

“Yes, ma’am. I was there, but only for a moment. I had to go after…”

“Who, Mr. Eliot? Who did you have to go after?” Kate Thornbush had noticed the name Tommy Wiggins in Jake Eliot’s file. They’d asked to be roommates. Understandable. She was aware of Wiggin’s unfortunate loss.

And then Jake realized. He couldn’t say. If he does he puts Tommy in the dock for an appointment with Dr. Taggart. Mallory and Creel win. He could tell on them as well, but they might deny it, they have friends who might lie, say they were on the grounds all day. Anyway he wasn’t by nature a squealer and he could not afford that reputation.

“I can’t say, Miss.”

“You can’t or you won’t?” demanded Miss Thornbush, now regarding him with arched eyebrows.

“I…I just can’t , Miss.”

“Well,” said Kate Thornbush, pushing her hands together and gazing toward the ceiling, “you see, Mr Eliot, it seems you place yourself in a bit of a pickle. You admit you were there but you won’t say why. So by your account you acted alone and went out of bounds to a place that is very strictly forbidden to you boys. You are aware of the penalty for trespassing in Mock’s Pond, are you not?”

“Y-yes, Ma’am.” He was all too aware. And to make it worse he’d have to face a sleepless night awaiting Dr. Taggart’s return. He could see the long thick Dragon cane on display like a headsman’s ax in a glass fronted cabinet behind the desk. He was afraid—of the pain, the humiliation and of breaking and crying like a baby. He’d never been caned but he’d heard the lurid tales told by others.

“Mmm, but if there were, shall we say, extenuating circumstances, perhaps Dr. Taggart would be lenient. You could tell me and I could explain it to him.”  

It was tempting and Jake almost broke and took it, but then he thought about Tommy, who was having such a tough time of it and he couldn’t. He’d have to give up Tommy and that would mean a twelve striper for his friend on top of everything else.

Amazing, thought Kate Thornbush. Not only will he not give up his friend who he had pulled from the pond, he won’t tell on the two others who were the real culprits here. Boys! She knew enough about boys to know that to be labeled as a rat would be the kiss of death in that social circle. Her girls would be singing like canaries now to avoid the cane. Even so, many boys would do most anything to avoid a date with Dr. Taggart’s cane. This Eliot, he’s an American. Remarkable what he did, really. He doesn’t deserve what’s going to happen to him but without an explanation, well….or I could punish him myself. I have the authority. All I have to do is enter it in the book, the punishment log. He can’t be punished twice for the same crime. Dr. Taggart won’t like it, but he did put me in charge and it’s now my decision.

A plan formed. It wasn’t perfect but it was a plan that would serve Mr. Eliot better than if he had to meet his fate at the hands of Dr. Taggart. She’d heard tales of the fearsome Dragon and in her view it was much too severe for Mr. Eliot. He’d saved his friend. That counted for something. Even so this would not be easy for Mr. Eliot. Or for her. If Eliot was going to keep his friend’s identity a secret she would have to do so as well. She’d come to the conclusion that Wiggins had been lured or perhaps forced to Mock’s Pond by the others.

“Well, Mr. Eliot, there is really nothing for it is there? I sense that there is more here than meets the eye and I think perhaps you are protecting someone. Be that as it may, you were out of bounds--- in Mock’s Pond, of all places--- with no explanation. The penalty for that is twelve strokes of the cane. Are you prepared to accept the punishment?”

“Ma’am? You mean now? Here?” Jake was confused. Dr. Taggart wasn’t due back until tomorrow.

“Yes, I mean now. At my hand, Mr. Eliot.” She saw his confused look. “Of course if you would rather wait for Dr. Taggart….” Her eyes drifted to the Dragon cane in the glass case.

Jake gulped and blushed. He’d have to bend over and be caned by Miss Thornbush? It was super embarrassing to think about bending over in front of a woman for her to cane his bottom but it couldn’t be as bad as Dr. Taggart, could it?

“I-I’ll be caned by you, Ma’am.” He might as well get this over with. He just hoped he could endure it.

Miss Thornbush nodded and stood up from behind the desk. “All Right Mr. Eliot, remove your blazer, place it on the couch and stand behind that armchair.”

Jake nervously removed his jacket and stood at the back of the chair as instructed. In the meantime Jake watched, transfixed as Miss Thornbush slowly rolled up the cuff of her right sleeve.

“The case to Dr. Taggart’s cane is locked, so I’ll be using my junior girl’s cane, Mr. Eliot.” She walked over to a bookcase and retrieved what appeared to be a slender wand about 30” long with a handle grip that had a little loop on it for hanging it on a nail, Jake guessed. Of course the cabinet was not locked, but this boy didn’t know that. Anyway she had never used a cane that long or that rigid and she wasn’t about to wing it with Mr. Eliot. On the other hand she had found that her junior girl’s cane was quite adequate for her duties at Coldwell Hall. Except of course, that it required removal of some clothing from the target area.

“Now, Mr. Eliot, this cane is very light and thin, as you can see,” and she flexed it into a near circle as she spoke, “so you will kindly lower your trousers for me.”

“I—I mean lower my…” Jake was stunned. You got caned across your shorts. They all said that. What was this?

“Mr. Eliot, this cane amounts to what you call in America a ‘switch’ I believe. You won’t even feel it on those wool shorts. Come, now, trousers down. I won’t tell you again.”

This was the complicated part, she reflected. He didn’t know it, but she was actually doing him a favor. The others would be caught tomorrow based on the photos. If Jake Eliot returned tonight with visible evidence of a severe caning, his peers would know he’d suffered grievously, but had given no one up. But he needed stripes to prove he hadn’t ratted anyone out. So, she had to put 12 livid stripes across his bare little bottom. They’d all demand to see, she knew. The girls did the same thing. And when they saw these stripes and that he hadn’t told on anyone, well, he’d be a hero. It was unfortunate really. This Eliot lad was going to be somebody. He had the stuff. But now he had to accept the consequences of his acts and take his medicine. And she couldn’t even tell him she knew.

He gave her an agonized look and blushed beet red, but he unzipped his shorts and let them fall to his ankles.

“Underpants too. This is to be on your bare bum, I’m afraid.”

By now he was beyond mortification. He stared in jaw-dropped stunned silence, unmoving.

“Really, Mr Eliot. I said underpants down, if you please, sir. Come on, I’m waiting.”

Blushing beet red Jake Eliot slowly dragged his last veil of modesty down to his knees. Thankfully his shirt tails still covered him, for now he had another alarming problem to deal with—he was developing an erection. Whether it was fear, the presence of the attractive Miss Thornbush, his nudity, or a combination of all of the above, he didn’t know. All he knew was it would not go down. 

“Now. Have you ever been caned before, Mr. Eliot?”

“No, ma’am,” said the boy, shaking his head. He could not stop blushing with acute embarrassment. 

“Well, it’s going to hurt, but I want you to take this correction like a gentleman. But once the punishment is entered into the book you cannot be punished again for this offense.

“Now”, she instructed, swishing the cane through the air experimentally, “You will bend over the back of the chair and grip the armrests.” Jake grimaced at the sound of the chilling whine of the cane, but bent forward as instructed. The posture thrust his bottom up. He’d never felt so vulnerable. “Do not get up or move out of position. Do not utter any profanity. Do not let go of the armrests. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“If you do I will award extra strokes.” Damn it. She had said that without thinking. She didn’t want to punish the boy any more than what was necessary. Tucking the cane under her arm she approached and lifted the boy’s shirt, folding it over his back. He was now bare from his knees to his upper back. He was an attractive lad, she mused. Athletic legs molded into pale white boyish buttocks which quivered as Jake fought to maintain some composure. 

Kate Thornbush took a stance at his left and laid the cane across the center of the pale cheeks. Jake flinched as she gave him an experimental tap. “Remember, Mr. Eliot, no flinching and do not put your hands in back. Keep them on the armrests.”

“Y-yes, ma’am,” Jake groaned. His knees were trembling.

She brought the cane back to shoulder level and whipped her arm down with a deft flick of her wrist. There was a whine as the cane sped though the air and it landed with a loud thwack! The pale cheeks rippled at impact and Jake gasped. A red weal appeared.

Jake heard the swish…crack! And the felt the most searing pain he’d ever experienced. It was a line of white fire that took his breath away and he struggled to hold on and not move. He wanted to let out a screech and jump up clutching his bottom, but he sucked in a breath and gripped the armrests fiercely. He felt another tap and seconds later another searing stroke cracked against his bottom. The third was just as bad. Tears welled in his eyes, but he held still.

A caning is really a dance of sorts between the person giving correction and the person accepting it, mused Kate Thornbush. One has to inflict, one has to endure. I must lay these strokes on this boy’s bottom with all the skill I can muster. I must be firm; I must be precise. My job, she thought, is to correct this boy--- no, it is really to be the impartial agent of authority. And my job is give this boy the stripes he needs to demonstrate his courage. His job was to hold fast, without crying or begging to be let off. In short, to accept the discipline. As she lined up each punishing stroke she had to remind herself that this was for his own good. So for the next few minutes the dance played out; the only sounds heard in the study were the whine and crack of the cane against tender bared bottom cheeks and the gasps and muted sobs of the young man. 

It hurt so bad. Jake was holding on, but the searing agony of each lick with that awful cane across his bottom was too much. How could they expect you’d hold still and take punishment like this? Each stroke was a red hot line of fire. His face was red, he gritted his teeth, but the tears were coming anyway. Please don’t let me bawl like a baby, he prayed silently.

It pained Kate Thornbush to hear the the muffled “ah…arrh…” that followed each deliberate Swish….thwack! of cane. Because those muffled cries were getting louder. That was 8.  At number 9 his knees buckled and she thought he’d lose it.

“Please hold steady, Mr. Eliot. There are only 3 more. I must say you are taking this bravely.” That should help, she thought.

“Y—yes, ma’am. I’m sorry , ma’am,” was the piteous reply.

The boy was nearly crying now, and he fought to hold back the tears.

Just a few more thought Kate.

Swish….crack! The cane landed again. The vulnerable bottom cheeks seemed to dance with pain. 

“Ahhh…oh…oh…” cried the boy. 

That was 10. Don’t flinch, for God’s sake. Don’t stand up, she thought. Pausing to wipe her brow, she lined up the next stroke.

Whoosh……thwack! Another hard stroke. 

“Ow..ow…oh…,” he hissed, stifling a cry.  At this one he slumped, but pulled himself back up. Steady, that’s 11. One more.

Swish…..whack! A final livid weal was painted on the boy’s tender backside. “yeow…unhhh…unhh.” He could barely hold on.

And 12. Done. Thank God.

Kate lowered her instrument of correction. It was over. Jake Eliot slumped across the chair back, still gripping the rests, trying to maintain his composure. His buttocks were streaked with livid red weals and, as she intended, these were laddered. She couldn’t tell if there were 12 distinct lines because the whole of his rear end was suffused with redness, but he was well striped. 

“You may rise, Mr. Eliot. I will turn around while you restore your clothing.”

Jake Eliot slowly straightened up and reached for his underwear. It hurt to slide it up over his whipped bottom, but he managed. What he really wanted to do was hop around the room rubbing his scalded cheeks while he squealed at the top of his lungs.

“Now, Mr. Eliot, look at me.”

Yes, ma’am.”

“I know it hurts atrociously but the pain will go away. You’ve taken your whipping well as befits a brave young man. Now do you know what you should say?”

Jake thought for a moment. “Th-thank you for correcting me Miss Thornbush?”

“Splendid. You are very welcome. I trust this will not be necessary again.”

“No, ma’am.” And he really meant that.

“Now come over here and sign the book acknowledging punishment and you are dismissed.”

Kate Thornbush watched as Jake signed the book and took his leave. Whew! She thought. I need a drink. Her thoughts turned darker as she contemplated Dr. Taggart’s return. He’s not going to be happy about this. Not one little bit.

EPILOGUE---18 years later

The eyes of the youngest person ever to be appointed as Ambassador to The Court of St. James swept over the room. The reception in his honor was now going full bore and Jake Eliot wanted to savor the moment. From an Army commission in the Rangers and posted to the middle East, to election as a junior congressman from Virginia, and now this presidential appointment, he had come a long way. It seemed that it had all happened so fast. There were lots of people here he didn’t know, of course. People from the various ministries within the government, business leaders, folks from charitable organizations—he’d have a lot of homework to do keeping everyone straight.

His gaze found a rather handsome middle aged woman talking in a small group. It took him a moment, but the wave of recognition finally hit him like freight train. Miss Thornbush! That’s who it was. Good God. Unfortunately he could not remove the dumbfounded look from his face before she met his gaze and smiled. He saw her excuse herself and make her way towards him.

“Mr. Eliot, after all these years.” She said warmly extending her hand.  “My how you’ve grown. And now the Ambassador to our fair land. Welcome and congratulations.”

“Miss Thornbush,” Jake couldn’t help stammering like a school boy, “thank you, I never expected to see you again.”

“Well, after our last encounter, I can’t say I blame you,” she said dryly, “but it’s not Miss Thornbush now, it’s Mrs. Taggart. But, please, call me Kate. I work in the Ministry of Education now.”

Jake was still trying to absorb this last bit of information. “Taggart—you mean as in…?”

“Yes, the very same. I married Harry three years after our…ah…first meeting. We’ve been married now for 15 years.”

Amazing. The Lioness teamed up with Dr. Taggart. Jake had not seen much of her after that fateful day, never took any class she taught. In fact she had rarely appeared, it  seemed. Meanwhile he’d managed to avoid Dr. Taggart’s wrath and the Dragon while building an impressive record at St Paul’s. In fact thinking back to that incident he recalled that although Mallory and Creel had gotten their just desserts, his friend Tommy Wiggins had emerged unscathed. It made sense in a way. Mallory and Creel couldn’t have given him up without the whole story coming out. They could have been expelled. As he recalled they had been nabbed based on photographs that had been snapped by someone who had been just walking by, but no one ever said who had taken them. He’d been hailed as a real stand up guy. Everyone had had to see the stripes across his butt, and the general consensus was that he’d gotten it good but hadn’t talked. 

What he never understood was who took the snapshots and how Miss Thornbush had known that he’d been at Mock’s Pond. Finally, he never understood how Tommy had escaped retribution. It wasn’t as if everybody in the whole damn school didn’t know what happened.

“You have a puzzled look on your face, Mr. Eliot. A little woolgathering, perhaps?”

Jake laughed. “Yes, Ma’am.  Just a little.  But if you could indulge me, I’ve always wondered about that day---my friend. No one ever knew. Why?”

“Oh, posh! Mr. Eliot. About Tommy Wiggins? Of course we knew. We all did.”

“But he never….I mean Creel and Mallory..”

“Squealed like stuck pigs. Yes I heard. You could hear their wailing halfway to Coldwell Hall,” she began. “But I see you want the whole thing, so I shall tell you. When Harry arrived and learned of the incident he was furious. When he heard how I’d dealt with you he was doubly furious.”

Jake was having trouble thinking of the formidable Dr. Taggart as “Harry”.

“He said I’d usurped his authority. I said he’d given me authority. He said ‘not for that, woman’ and we went round and round. Finally he demanded to know the identity of the fourth boy. Well, you hadn’t told and I wasn’t going to either. Then he got this hard gleam in his eye and said ‘well, Miss Thornbush, then someone will just have to stand in for the mystery boy, won’t they? There were four miscreants at Mock’s Pond and, by God, there will be four canings handed out’. And there were—yours had already happened. There were three others.”

Jake pondered this one. “But, who…?”

Kate said nothing. She just looked at him and smiled. Then the light dawned and Jake’s jaw dropped open. “You?” he said incredulously.

“It seems we both wore our stripes proudly that day Mr. Eliot. It was an intensely emotional scene. Very painful, as I’m sure you can attest, but at least in my case the aftermath was quite delightful.”

Jake stared in shocked silence. Here was this very proper Englishwoman admitting that she’d been caned like a schoolgirl and then what?...done it with Taggart on top of his desk?

“So you see, Mr. Eliot, in your own way you are partly responsible for my acquisition of a husband. And I will tell you that, although he has moderated his disciplinary proclivities somewhat,” she said in a conspiratorial whisper, “he’s still a bit of a tartar.”

She had known all along. Or had guessed. And, wait a minute….the mysterious “photographer”. If that had been her, she might have seen it all, seen him in the tree. Jake’s mind was racing. And that means that by the time I was in Taggart’s office she had known what had happened….and had acted like she knew nothing. She’d had carried out the charade, and had punished him herself thus protecting Tommy, ( “…once the punishment is entered into the book you cannot be punished again for this offense…”), and himself. At the same time those stripes, while they’d stung like blazes, had given him cover when Creel and Mallory had been called out. And based upon what he learned later, had been milder than anything dished out by Dr. Taggart’s Dragon (although a bit more embarrassing).

“You’re lost in thought, Mr. Eliot.”

“Oh my God, yes. I’m sorry.” Jake recovered, blushing.

“He does it all the time,” said a tall and pretty brunette who walked up and linked her arm around Jake’s.

“My wife, Janet, Mrs. Taggart.” They shook hands.

Janet smiled at her and said. “Sometimes he pretends not to hear me too.”

“Well, dear, I may have the remedy for that,” she said with a wink at Jake. “Come round to my house later this week and I’ll give you something that might help correct the situation.”

Jake’s eyes narrowed. She wouldn’t dare…..

LAURA’S TANNING SALON

Paul must have driven by the place a hundred times. But he had  never noticed that sign. But it finally registered. "Laura's Tanning Salon" it said. And underneath: "A Spa for Spanking Therapy".

What? thought Paul. Spanking therapy? How had he missed this? It was just an ordinary storefront in an ordinary strip mall, right next to a Subway and a pet grooming parlor-- Snip Doggy Dog, of all things. It was all the more puzzling--and exciting. The idea of an establishment dedicated to spanking caused a cold tingle at the base of his spine. It was strange, he reflected, that spanking, a particularly humiliating type of childhood punishment, could hold such fascination for him. But it did. It began when he had spied on Mary Jo Collins being spanked by her mother. 

Ah, yes, Mary Jo. Mary Jo had been 16 at the time, two years older than Paul, a real looker and on the cheerleading squad in her sophomore year. A cute blonde with a superb teenage figure, she had become the object of Paul's teenage fantasies that summer nine years ago. Paul had lived next door to her. From the attic, through a vent he had discovered, he had a straight shot view to her bedroom. A small telescope put him up close, almost as if he were in the room. If he timed it right he could often catch her undressing. The view of her curvy teenager's body as she stripped usually prompted Paul to stroke his rampant cock to multiple orgasms as he watched from his hiding place.

One night at nearly midnight he had been awakened by angry voices which he recognized as Mary Jo and her mother. He had heard something about being late and lying about where she was. Sensing that something was about to happen, Paul snuck up to the attic to watch. What stunned Paul was the ritual that he then witnessed. He first saw a tearful Mary Jo enter her bedroom and take off her skirt and blouse. So far so good--she was hot--nice high set tits and a pert round ass. She just stood there in her bra and panties, that delicious figure of hers on full display. She fidgeted and looked anxiously at the door, waiting for something. 

Then the door opened and her mother entered the room and sat on Mary Jo's bed. Mary Jo stood before her mother, eyes downcast while her mom issued what looked like a severe scolding punctuated by hand gestures and the waving of an object that she held in her right hand. It was a hairbrush, a big flat-backed hairbrush. Paul's cock surged. What was this? He couldn't believe it. Was she actually going to get a spanking? A big 16 year old like Mary Jo, spanked like a kid?

Then Mary Jo's mom pointed to her lap with the brush. Paul saw Mary Jo shake her head and shuffle back. With a surprisingly fast motion her mom reached out, grabbing Mary Jo by the arm. Resistance only made her mom angry, and soon a tearfully protesting Mary Jo was put across her mom's knees, bottoms up. She was wearing thin white bikini panties that barely contained the plump cheeks of her beautiful behind. Paul was transfixed as he watched her bottom encased by the flimsy panties quiver as she squirmed over her mother's lap. Once her errant daughter had been firmly secured over the maternal knee, her mom raised the brush and began to pepper Mary Jo's bottom with brisk smacks. Paul could hear the muffled splat of the brush on Mary Jo's buttocks and he marveled at how her bottom cheeks rippled under its assault.  Mary Jo began to kick and wriggle but her mom held her down with a hand in the small of her back, a move that made Mary Jo's bottom arch up even higher. The brisk spanking lasted for several minutes. He couldn't believe how red her butt became and he thought it must be stinging like crazy by now.

Paul couldn't believe his eyes. His fingers found his cock and he began stroking it, rapidly building toward orgasm. As her mom delivered a hard flurry of stinging spanks to Mary Jo's bouncing bottom, Paul came, spewing his cum all over his PJ's.

It had been a sight he would never forget, and it would be repeated.

Paul wasn't surprised that Mary Jo got spanked. The Collins' were a churchgoing family, and Mrs. Collins struck Paul as strict--pretty, with rich brown hair and a fine figure for an older woman--but strict. Before she graduated, Paul had seen Mary Jo receive three other spankings. In one, her mother had actually pulled Mary Jo's panties down to her knees to deliver the stinging chastisement to her fully bared bottom. She had spanked Mary Jo's fanny long and hard until it had fairly glowed a bright red. On another occasion Mary Jo had been required to lay across the bed and receive her punishment in the form of a dozen strokes with a leather strap. 

When he masturbated replaying these scenes in his mind, he thought not only of Mary Jo and her abundant teenage charms but also of her mother, the imperious Mrs. Collins. He imagined himself held across the lap of the attractive 40 year old woman with his own nude buttocks poised and vulnerable for her attentions. He didn't know why the thought of being spanked across Mrs. Collin's lap was arousing, but it was. He could imagine himself in Mary Jo's place, held down across her lap, his nude bottom exposed to her gaze, while she lectured him and smacked his buttocks repeatedly with the brush.

These thoughts intruded on his contemplation of the mysterious salon. He pulled into the parking lot. He'd watch the front door for awhile. He saw three women and two men go in over the next hour. Each stayed in for about an hour. He noticed that when some got into their cars, they appeared to sit somewhat gingerly. He wanted to go in himself, check it out, but he was nervous. How did they do it? What really went on in there? 

He was conflicted about what to do when he noticed a very nice looking brunette about 30 years old get out of her car and head for the front door. She was wearing a short tight skirt that set off her firm shapely legs and curvy backside. That did it. He had to see what this was all about. He followed her in, timing his arrival for seconds after her entrance.

Inside was an attractive receptionist who was on the phone, seated behind a desk in a smartly appointed waiting room, the type that might have belonged to an upscale lawyer or doctor. The miniskirted brunette was seated already. She regarded Paul with some amusement as he stood nervously waiting to speak with the pretty receptionist.

"Can I help you?" she asked putting the phone down.

"Well, ah, yes," stammered Paul, "I saw the sign outside and I was wondering uh..."

"You were wondering what we do in here." The receptionist said it like it was a fact, but she was smiling all the while. The smile eased Paul's nervousness, but he was feeling foolish.

"Well, uh, yes," said Paul, not knowing exactly how to approach this.

"Well, we are a professional spanking therapy salon. Our trained attendants can provide any type of spanking session to meet your needs both physical and emotional. We offer recreational, punishment, disciplinary, maintenance and emotional release spankings. We provide spankings for controlling compulsive behaviors and for guilt reduction."

Paul nodded dumbly, trying to get his brain to accept what he was hearing. It all sounded so, well...normal.

"So what type of spanking would you like today?" she asked, still smiling.

"Uh, well, I don't exactly know...that is, I've never..."

"Been here before?" 

She finished his sentence for him again. He nodded.

"Well, in that case I might suggest a recreational spanking to get you started. Our staff is all female. It can be very stimulating--if you know what I mean," she added with a sly smile. "We also have maintenance spankings and punishment spankings, with specific roles assigned. Some of our staff make great schoolmarms and strict aunties," she offered.

Paul flushed. He caught the attractive brunette smiling at his obvious discomfort. He hoped neither of them could see the erection developing in his pants.

"Ok, I guess...uh, I mean..." Gosh, should he do this?

"That's quite all right Mr....?" she waited for Paul to speak.

"Smith, Paul Smith." He didn't want to give them his real name.

"Of course, Mr. Smith," said the receptionist with a knowing smile.

"Now today we are a little short staffed. We have Catherine, our senior staffer and she is training Debby, our newest employee. If you don't mind we could double up the session with you and Miss Dawson here together. Is that all right with you, Pam? I know you like witnesses."

The attractive woman seemed to look Paul over for a moment. Apparently satisfied, she said, "I wouldn't mind that. We can go together."  

Paul turned to regard the attractive woman who had spoken. She addressed Paul and continued, "I'm Pam Dawson and I really wouldn't mind sharing a session with you, Mr. Smith. It's actually better for me if others are present to witness my, ah, punishment." She said this with a slight blush and downcast eyes. God, what a hottie, thought Paul. Long chestnut hair with bangs in front, wide brown eyes and a superb figure--why was she coming here to be "punished"?

She was so casual about it, thought Paul. And she had said "my punishment". Wow, the prospect of being a witness to whatever was going to happen to this pretty woman made Paul so excited that it blew away any last remaining hesitancy.

"Sure, that's ok, I guess."

"That's splendid," said the receptionist as she slapped a paper form on the desk. Now if you will just fill out this form, we can get started. Oh, and how will you be paying for your spanking today, Visa or MasterCard?"

Paul filled out the form. It was like a medical disclaimer with a lot of fine print. He was so nervous he hardly paid attention.

"Now," said the receptionist, "Miss Dawson, if you and Mr. Smith will accompany me..." And she rose and led them through a corridor to a dressing room which had separate cubicles.  She instructed them to use the dressing areas to make themselves comfortable. Paul noticed that Pam carried a gym bag. Obviously, she was a regular. Her shapely buttocks filled the tight skirt nicely and swayed from side to side as he followed her. 

"Miss Catherine will be with you both in a moment," she said with a smile. "Please remove any clothing you wish or change clothes if you wish," she said and closed the door behind her. 

Paul hesitated. What should he do? Strip to the buff? No, no--no good. He had a big hard on and he was nervous besides. But obviously they expected him to remove some clothes. After all, he was getting a spanking. The reality was now hitting with full force. Yikes! Getting a spanking. In a minute he was going to be in a very humiliating position. A woman was going to spank his buttocks like he was a child. How would they do it? Put him over someone's knee? Put him on some kind of bench? Would they pull his pants down? His erection threatened to burst through his shorts. Oh, God, they would see this too! He decided to strip down to his briefs and undershirt and take it from there.

Paul waited. In a few moments he heard footsteps approaching. His palms were sweaty and he nearly jumped out of his skin at the sharp rap on the door. He opened the cubicle and beheld a pretty blonde in her mid 20's. She had large breasts that strained against a tank top. She was a busty girl about Paul's height. Her figure was great. She had a slim waist and muscular athletic legs. She was dressed like she was about to lead an aerobics class in her brief gym shorts and cross trainer shoes.

"Hi! I'm Debbie," she proclaimed, flashing him a wide grin and offering her hand. Paul took her hand somewhat sheepishly. He was a bit overwhelmed by the bouncy blonde. "You must be Paul."

"Yes, uh, pleased to meet you," said Paul, looking around.

"If you like, Paul, you can change into something more appropriate. We have all kinds of clothes. Some of our male customers like to wear, oh...different things." She opened a wardrobe. "See we have a schoolboy outfit with short pants and knickers--some of our customers like for our attendants to pretend to be strict schoolmarms." She held up an abbreviated outfit consisting of short pants and a white ruffled shirt with knee socks. There were actually several sizes. 

"Or, here's one. It's a maid's outfit. Then there are ballet tights, thong underwear, PJ's, panties and a slip, anything you like, really. We want you to be whoever you wish to be," said Debby with all the enthusiasm of a summer camp counselor.

"Ah, I think I'll just stick with this," said Paul.

"Well, ok, then. C'mon, let's go to the session room and meet Catherine."

Paul followed her across the hall to a carpeted room with subdued lighting. The view from the rear was just as enticing as the front. The well-toned thighs melded into chubby buttocks that strained the tight gym shorts. They entered the room and Paul looked around. There were several bench type devices with straps hanging from them, a post with cuffs and a leaning frame thing shaped like an "A". There was also a leather couch and several sturdy looking armless chairs. On the wall there were hung in various shapes and sizes a collection of straps, paddles, and whips. The other walls were mirrored. Paul guessed that this was so the customers could actually watch themselves being spanked. Paul wondered if he'd maybe bitten off more than he had wanted.

Debby saw him looking at all the apparatus. "Oh, don't worry about all that. That's for our more experienced customers." 

Pam entered with another woman and the sight threatened to make Paul's cock burst through his shorts. Pam, had changed into a pink baby doll nightie that completely revealed her trim figure. The hem of the top barely reached her hips. The matching pink panties didn't cover much below. She had a very full and shapely rear end and nice lean legs. Her nipples which were clearly visible beneath the flimsy top were swollen and hard.

Right behind her was a tall solidly built brunette in a figure hugging black jumpsuit, opened at the top to show a generous amount of cleavage. She had long hair that cascaded about her shoulders. A sharp face with aristocratic aquiline features gave her a severe look. She smiled at Paul and her features softened.

"You must be Paul. I am Catherine. I will be Miss Catherine while we are in here."

"Uh, ok..." Paul stammered, unsure of the etiquette here. "I mean, ok, Miss Catherine."

Catherine nodded, smiling. "That's fine, Paul. You seem like a polite young man. I like that. Now, I understand this is your first time?"

"Yes, Miss Catherine." The woman was not only stunning, she exuded an aura of power and sensuality.

"What's he getting?" asked Catherine, addressing Debby.

"Recreational spanking," said Debby. "He's a beginner."

"Hmmm...ok, I'll take Miss Dawson first, She's asked to be punished--- then I'll have you attend to Paul."

"Yes, Catherine. I'm sure I can give Paul just what he needs," said Debby enthusiastically rubbing her hands together.

Wow! thought Paul. A punishment spanking. That sounded serious. He wondered about Pam. Did this attractive young woman need this? Want it? Did it excite her? The prospect of seeing her get it was sure exciting to Paul.

"All right, then. Let's get started." The svelte brunette looked at Pam, hands on her hips. "Now, Pam, do you have something for me?"

"Yes, ma'am," said Pam. Now Pam seemed meek in the glare of Miss Catherine.

"Stand up and bring it here." Catherine had adopted a matter-of-fact tone that reminded Paul of his fourth grade teacher at Cleaver Elementary.

Catherine had pulled out a sturdy chair and was sitting in it. Pam approached her slowly. She held a piece of paper in her hands.

"Give me your list," Catherine commanded, holding out her hand. She took the paper and perused it. Pam stood nervously at attention in front of her. "Hmm...late for work several times...and lied about being sick. Let's see, ah, rude to a friend...lied to your mother about being busy." Catherine slowly shook her head.  "This is quite a list. Do you have anything to say?"

Pam shifted from foot to foot and tugged at the hem of the scandalously brief nightie. "Just that I'll try to do better," she said in a small voice.

"Very well, young lady, but that's up to you. You must not try, you must do. As for now you must be punished. Don't you agree that this calls for a sound punishment Miss Dawson?"

Pam nodded silently.

"What? I didn't hear you. Tell me what you need."

Pam tugged at the hem of her nighty. 

"I need someone to punish me by giving me a good hard spanking."

Catherine seemed satisfied. "Very well. Go over to the wall and fetch that leather paddle," she said pointing. Pam obeyed and took the paddle down. Returning, she handed it to Catherine. Catherine whacked it against her palm several times as if to test its punishing power. Paul thought he saw Pam's nervous bottom twitch and contract at the smack of the leather. Catherine placed it on the floor. 

"Now, get right over my knee this instant." Catherine crooked her finger and then pointed at her lap.

Paul's erection grew rock hard as he watched Pam prostate herself face down over Catherine's lap, her pretty seat perched uppermost. Catherine raised her right leg and shifted Pam forward slightly elevating her bottom even more. She ran her hand over the pertly rounded curves, patting and rubbing the nicely rounded behind through the skimpy panties. Pam squirmed in response to the intimate contact.

"Now, Pam, a sound punishment spanking is what you have coming. Are you ready?"

"Yes, ma'am, please not too hard." 

"I'll decide how hard, young lady."

Catherine raised her hand and brought it down with a firm smack! that reverberated around the room. Pam flinched but said nothing. Another smack followed. Then another. Catherine shifted her body a bit more and then began a methodical spanking of the upturned buttocks. She wasn't hitting too hard at first, just rapid, short stroke spanks that made Pam's bottom jiggle. After about a minute she stopped and rubbed Pam's delicious ass and smoothed out the fabric of her panties. Then she started up again. This time the smacks were harder but just as fast. As she spanked from side to side, Pam started to squirm and emit little gasping sounds.

She must have laid on about thirty good stingers when Pam started to get more vocal. But it was affecting her in other ways, too.

"Ah...oh...nhhh...uh...". Pam moaned and pumped her hips up and down in rhythm with Catherine's descending palm. Good God! It was erotic, thought Paul. His raging hard on was tenting the front of his briefs. He caught Debby grinning at his discomfort and had to blush.

Another twenty or so hard spanks and Pam yelped, "Ow...ow..." and bucked and wriggled on Catherine's knee.

"Now you are being punished, young lady," said Catherine, continuing the barrage of firm crisp smacks.

"Ow...yes, ma'am...ouch," bleated Pam. She started to writhe and scissor her legs in a vain attempt to shake off the sting.

Paul could see her behind getting red through the skimpy panties. The spanks were harder now, but slower, with Catherine raising her hand above shoulder level before bringing it down in wide arcs to deliver  solid smacks to Pam's bouncing fanny. It must really be stinging now, thought Paul.

After a good dozen slow hard smacks, Catherine paused and spoke in low tones to the wriggling penitent. All the while she rubbed her hand in slow circles over the reddened mounds. Then she inserted her fingers in the elastic of the little pink panties and slowly drew them down, baring Pam's crimson bottom.

All Pam said was "Oh..." and shivered as if she were deliciously embarrassed, but she didn't beg Catherine not to bare her bottom to Paul's ardent gaze.

"Will your behavior improve now, miss? Are you learning a good lesson?"

"Oh, yes, Miss Catherine, oh, yes," gasped Pam.

"Good," said Catherine, "but I think we must continue." Catherine reached for a short leather paddle which she placed on the floor next to the chair. She ran the smooth surface across Pam's upturned bottom, patting it. Pam gasped at the feel of the cool leather on the crowns of her buttocks which were now quite red.

Pam had a delightfully plump tail, thought Paul. A bit bigger and rounder than Mary Jo's, but no less shapely. It was all Paul could do not to touch himself, he was so turned on. Catherine then proceeded to deliver a noisy smacking with the leather paddle, flattening each wobbly cheek with a hard crack before delivering another firm stroke to its twin. The delicious smacking of Pam's jouncy bottom continued for at least another three minutes during which the paddle must have stung Pam's pert fanny no less than 50 or 60 times. Paul watched rapturously, even forgetting how obvious his rock hard erection was through his shorts. Then Catherine stopped and rested her palm on Pam's flaming ass.

"Now, Pam, we are not finished with your punishment. This is a long list of transgressions and calls for a thorough and proper punishment, don't you agree?"

"Ohh...y-yes, ma'am," choked Pam.

"Good. Now, Pamela, get off my lap, go to the wall and fetch the martinet. You will receive 20 good hard lashes with it, do you understand?" Catherine's tone was firm, but not without some gentleness, thought Paul. The tenor of her voice and body language said 'I am in charge and you will obey'--much like one would do with a loved but recalcitrant child. It seemed that this was what Pam desired, to be in the role of the penitent who needs, no, craves, correction, and Catherine the firm but loving parent figure who knew exactly how to deal with her naughty charge.

Gingerly Pam rose and gently pulled her panties back up. She approached the wall and selected what looked like a short whip having strands of black leather. The crowns of her buttocks shone like two big red spots even though the pink panties.

"That's a favorite of many of our customers," whispered Debby. "It packs a pretty good sting but doesn't bruise or anything. Her little butt will be good and hot after 20 with that."

Catherine stood while Pam took the whip from its nail and brought it back. She handed the whip to Catherine.

Catherine took her by the elbow and escorted her to a corner of the room that featured a handle hanging from a rope attached to a beam.

"Take off your panties and top, Pam. This will be a completely nude whipping for you." commanded Catherine. Pam obeyed and slipped off the thin nighty exposing her pretty figure to Paul's gaze.

"Now grab the handle, Pamela, and bend over. You will receive 20 lashes. Do not let go or that lash does not count. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Miss Catherine," said a meek Pam who shivered as she heard Catherine swish the whip through the air a few times.

The handle was low enough to permit Pam to bend at the waist and thrust her buttocks out. Then she took a deep breath and closed her eyes as if the abandon herself to Miss Catherine's whip.

The whip made a dry whine and a huick! sound as it impacted her skin. Pam flinched and made a little gasping sound. Catherine waited until Pam stopped moving and then delivered another stroke. The strands splayed across the reddened moons of Pam's pertly presented bottom causing her to flinch and draw her bottom in slightly.

"Bottom out, Pamela. This is part of your punishment. This is where we whip the naughtiness out of naughty girls, right on their bare little bottoms, so push it out."

"Oooh...yes, Miss Catherine," gasped Pam.

The whip went swisshh...huick! at about ten to twenty second intervals. Each stroke elicited a muffled exclamation from Pam and a sagging at the knees or a clenching of her bottom. But Catherine would wait patiently for Pam to assume her proper posture.

To Paul it looked like it stung like crazy, but Pam held onto the bar, not letting go even once. Debby regarded Paul with a bemused look as he took in the flogging of Pam's nude fanny. Once her fingers brushed against the front of Paul's briefs, touching his rock hard erection. She whispered in his ear, "Mmm, you bad boy, just wait ‘til I get you across my knee," and slyly patted his bottom. Paul almost came in his shorts, but managed to hold it in as he realized Pam's punishment was nearly done. He was next.

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

Part 2

Pam was instructed to stand in the corner hands on her head. "And do not rub that naughty bottom, Pam or you'll be back across my knee," admonished Catherine. Pam must have had enough because she obeyed the order. Paul could see that she could nevertheless observe everything in the room because of the mirrors. 

“Debby, you may proceed,” said Catherine with a theatric sweep of her arm.

“Thank, you Miss Catherine.” Turning to Paul, Debby said, “Now it’s our turn, sweetie. You just come right over here.” Debby lead Paul by the hand to the chair. She sat down and Paul gazed at the firm tanned thighs that formed the platform for his upcoming chastening. 

“Now Paul, you’ve never had this before, have you?”

“Er…yes. That’s right. Never.”

“Say, yes, ma’am, Paul.”

“Ah, yes, ma’am.” Debby was taking charge. Miss Catherine looked on with approval.

“Well, a good spanking has its benefits, Paul, and since this is a first for you and a recreational spanking, it will not be too hard. But---all spankings sting a bit, otherwise there would be no point, don’t you agree?”

“I, er, suppose so.”

“Ma’am.” Debby finished.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy. If nothing else, this may teach you some manners, sweetie. Now get right over my lap, bottoms up.”

Paul lowered himself over Debby’s lap. The contact of his groin with her curvy thighs brought an immediate surge to his already hardened penis. It was a good thing that he still had his briefs on, he thought. Debby shifted him a little forward until his pelvis was centered over her lap and his cock nestled in the valley between her legs. This put his bottom straight up, pointing at the ceiling. It was a deliciously vulnerable feeling. Debby patted his ass and rubbed it. The feeling was exquisite. Paul could hardly contain himself. Unconsciously he writhed, his body shuddering.

“All right, Paul. Are you ready?” Debby continued to rub and pat the upturned mounds as if testing their resilience.

“Y-yes,” stammered Paul. God, he was nervous, fearful, and turned on, all at the same time.

“Ok, here we go,” said Debby and planted a firm smack! On his right bottom cheek. Before it could even register another spank was delivered to the left cheek. The feeling was electric. It tingled pleasantly. Debby continued to pepper his seat with light spanks, spreading them around. After a few minutes of this treatment Paul’s bottom was nice and warm. In the mirror he could see himself splayed over Debby knees, her full breasts rising and falling as she methodically spanked his behind all over with light to medium crisp spanks.

Then Debby paused. “I think you’re ready for the pants down treatment, Paul. Don’t you?”

Paul was breathless with excitement. “Yes, ma’am. Whatever you say.”

“OK. Lift up a bit while I get these down.”

Paul was indeed ready for a “pants-downer” but he was embarrassed. The women, who were watching with amused smiles, would see his erect penis.

But Debby read his mind.

“Don’t worry about the state of your manhood, Paul. I know Miss Catherine is familiar with what happens to some naughty boys while they’re being spanked, and Pam has seen it too.”

Paul looked in the mirror and saw both women nodding and smiling. With a gulp Paul lifted up his bottom and allowed Debby to insert her fingers into his briefs. He felt her knuckles drag across his buttocks as she pulled his briefs down to his knees. As the waistband slid over his front his turgid cock popped out and recoiled, making a slapping sound as it flopped against his belly.

“My, my,” laughed Debby, “did my little spanking do all that? We need to do something with this bad boy.”

She opened her thighs a little and pushed Paul back down over her lap. Paul’s hard prick nestled in the junction between her legs and as she closed them, he felt his dick being held in the soft clamp of her thighs. Paul moaned in pleasure as she shifted him farther over, elevating his ass even more.

“Now for a real bare fanny warming,” said Debby patting his bottom. Her hand stopped rubbing and for a second Paul felt nothing but cool air on his bare behind. Then a crisp smack landed. Then another and another. On bare skin, Paul noticed these began to sting and he gasped. Debby fell into a rhythm, landing good firm slaps on alternate cheeks.

“This is a real spanking Paul. It stings a bit, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” murmured Paul. It did too. His behind felt hot.

“A real spanking is an experience, Paul. It needs to sting or it doesn’t do any good. You’re going to be my brave boy, aren’t you, Paul?”

Paul could only nod in assent. He was squirming now, but curiously as he writhed in response to the firm smacks, the friction of Debby thighs around his cock aroused him even more. Sexual arousal was competing with the pain and humiliation of his rather juvenile smacking as witnessed by the two women.

Debby spanked harder and Paul jerked as each slap landed.

“Ok, Paul. That’s a good boy. Just let it go.”

It was really stinging. Paul felt his eyes water. He didn’t want to cry in front of Pam and Miss Catherine, but Debby’s spanking hand was relentless. When he thought it couldn’t get worse, the force of the smacks eased up. Now the spanking was interspersed with rubbing of his flaming buns. His arousal began to build again and he became aware once again of the delicious friction on his cock. In response he stated to hump up and down.

“That’s it,” said Debby, “just let go.”

All Paul could say was, “nunhhh…ahhh.” Finally he his responses overwhelmed him and he came, all over her thighs as she continued to spank him lightly.

“I think we have a really bad boy here,” she said winking at her two companions.

It was the most powerful orgasm Paul had ever felt. He flopped around on her lap like a fish. He couldn’t stop coming. 

Paul walked on shaky legs out to his car. His butt still felt warm but it was a good warm. He was about to get back in his car when he heard someone speak to him.

“Hey.” He turned. It was Pam.

“So what did you think? Invigorating, wasn’t it?” She stood there smiling.

“Uh, yes, it was. It surely was,” he had to laugh. So did Pam.

“So, um, I’m wondering. They have a weekend retreat, you know. It’s set up like a pretend boarding school. Very sexy. I’d like to have someone go with me. Are you interested?”

Later that night as Paul marked the date on his calendar he reflected on Pam and her charms while he counted the days to the event. Was he interested? Wild horses couldn’t have kept him away.

SUMMER OF ‘74

I reclined on the couch in the doctor’s office. The doctor, seated in a chair with a notebook said, “So. Tell me all about it. Don’t leave anything out.”

Summer vacation, 1974. That’s when it happened, doctor. We were just three guys with no classes and nothing to do---just hanging out, looking for excitement in a small rural town. 

It was Ben who came up with the scoop. See, his mother was in real estate and he was in her office doing a chore when this woman walks in. She wants a short term rental. Ben overheard the conversation. Then he saw her.

He arrived on his bike at our unofficial hideout in Big Creek Park, all excited and said, “Guys, man, who do you think just rented a house from my mom?” We had no idea. “Sheena,” said Ben, “Sheena Queen of the Jungle, man! That’s who.” 

You don’t know who that was, I’m sure, but we did. You see back then we were all nothing but raging hormones, randy as hell. Females were a mystery, especially the female body, and all we really wanted to do was to see one naked. We had no way to do this, but the next best thing, we discovered, was live female wrestling on late night TV. In their skimpy outfits we watched rapturously as these hot female wrestlers “fought” each other, breasts jiggling, buttocks bouncing—it was the cause of many nighttime emissions, some involuntary, but most very voluntary. They all had colorful names and personas and outfits that matched their images.

Ben went on to add that Sheena had two friends who she called Sonja and Akira. They had some time off from the wrestling circuit and just wanted to relax. Bobby exploded, “Red Sonja, Viking Warrior and Akira, Indian Princess?” Ben nodded. Sheena wore leopard skin. Sonja had a skimpy Viking tunic all in red. Akira, Indian Princess wore this buckskin bikini. “And get this, she wanted a house with a pool. And my mom says, ‘I’ll rent you the Anderson house. They’re away this Summer. It has a lovely pool. I hope you brought your swimsuits.’ And Sheena says, ‘who needs swimsuits?’ Then they laugh.”

“Whoa!” I think we all said at once. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” The Anderson house was secluded. The pool was behind a wall, but inside the wall were thick shrubs from which you could see the pool without being seen. 

So yeah, we did it. We snuck over the wall a couple of days later, real early. At about 11 am, they all come out and they’re wearing these really little bikinis. We are just drooling. I mean, here they were, the objects of our lust lounging around, not 100 feet away. They were all tall and strong looking, with big tits that were about to pop out of those little tops; they had narrow waists and curvy hips. And the legs---they were long, sleek and muscular. They were all at least 6 feet tall, much taller than us, with lots of muscle in the arms and shoulders. They were just awesome looking goddesses. Sheena had long blonde hair that curled in ringlets. Sonja, Red Sonja, was a redhead of course, and Akira was olive skinned with dark hair in bangs.

And then, to our utter amazement, they took off their tops---and bottoms. I know my eyes bugged out. At last, a full grown woman, naked before my eyes. I saw the taut nipples on their breasts, the hair between their legs, the firm round rear cheeks, all of it. The sight these three gorgeous women stripping naked was so awe inspiring that Ben made a little choking sound and Bobby moaned. They heard it.

Someone said, “What was that? Who’s back there?” Before we could even react they were on us. They hadn’t even bothered to dress, they just pounced and grabbed us.

“A bunch of horny boys, that’s who we got here.” They had each of us in a wrestling hold, and we just stammered and tried to say we were sorry and just let us go. At the same time we’re all conscious of all this lush naked female flesh. Red Sonja had me and I could feel her tits digging into my arm. Someone said ‘let’s take them inside,’ and into the house we went.

They were really mad. Sheena looks at Ben and says, “I know you. You’re the real estate lady’s son. I saw you in the office that day.” Now we were really in trouble. Since they knew who Ben was, they had all they needed for the rest of us. So we pleaded and begged them not to tell, that we were real sorry. You can imagine the pitiful pleas, because the consequences of our parents finding out would have been really bad. 

By this time they had put some clothes back on, but the clothes were short shorts and halter tops, so there was still a lot of feminine flesh on display. Then, I think it was Akira, who said, “You know what we ought to do? Make them strip and walk home buck naked. Serve them right.” She turned toward us. “You wanted to see us naked? Well, you did. So now we want to see you naked.”

There was a chorus of agreement and they told us to get to it, to strip down. We had to do it, so we all took our clothes off. They stood around us in a circle as three skinny teenage boys shucked out of their clothes. We were all blushing beet red at the embarrassment of being bare naked in front of three women. And what was really bad was that we all sprouted boners. And they all grinned and somebody said, “Well, well, well---look what we have here. Little boys with woodies.” They stood there smiling and cracking jokes, really to shame us, I’m sure. It worked—we were mortified.

Sheena then said, “You know we can’t really make them walk home naked. We don’t want grief from the parents.” Akira said, “I know, but they need to be punished.” Sheena said, “How can we punish them without their parents knowing?” Then Sonja sealed our doom.

“I know a way.” Everyone looked at Sonja. “I know a way to punish these boys and I guarantee that they won’t tell anybody we did it,” she said with a knowing smirk. “In fact they’ll be too embarrassed to admit it ever happened.”

“What?” said Sheena and Akira.

“Simple,” said Sonja. “We spank them. We each put one of these naughty boys across our knee and spank his hiney until it’s beet red. Then we switch, so we get our licks in on each one. We give them good hard lickings. They won’t tell. No teenage boy would ever tell anyone that he got a bare butt spanking from a woman, especially not his folks. What do you say?”

To our horror, Akira and Sheena nodded in agreement. “Yeah, good idea--- let’s do it,” said Sheena, and she and Akira started dragging chairs out from the dining room, arranging them in a circle. We are pleading, ‘no, no, please not that’ but they each grabbed one of us and put us across their knees. Sonja grabbed me. I squirmed but she was so big and strong, I had no chance. She just laughed and said “Come, on, little boy. Over mama’s knee you go. You’ve got a good spanking coming.”

I was scared. These were big powerful women. Sonja held me over her knee in a hammer lock and pinned me down. Imagine how I felt. I’m naked as a jaybird and I’m over the knee of this Amazon woman who is determined to spank my bare butt red. My butt is in the air, completely vulnerable. Then the spankings started. I felt this powerful smack and my ass exploded with a ferocious sting. Then the smacks started falling fast and furious. I forgot about everything but the awful stinging pain from Sonja’s hard spanks. She just kept spanking my butt with these hard meaty smacks and my bottom just got hotter and hotter. It hurt so bad I knew I was going to cry. The others were getting it too. I looked up and saw Bobby squealing and wriggling as Sheena laid smack after smack on his naked rear. Ben was kicking and screaming like a girl, begging Akira to stop.

And there was another problem. It started really before they even put us over their laps to spank us, but I had this boner and it wouldn’t quit. When Sonja put me over her knee, she sort of parted her legs and let my dick slide between them. And now, during the spanking, bad as it was, I was rubbing on her thighs. I was afraid I was going to cum all over her legs and that that would really make her mad. But it would not go down. 

I guess after a few minutes they decided to change boys, so I was handed to Sheena and plopped facedown over her lap. The spanking began again, only worse. By the third round we were all crying. No one could hold back the tears. Sonja was sure right about one thing—we’d never tell anyone about being spanked naked by women until we cried like babies. I mean, they were so strong, they could really spank hard.

When they finally finished and let us up, our butts were all red as a fire engine and we hopped around rubbing. The women handed us our clothes and told us to get the hell out of there. We needed no second urging. My butt hurt for days after that, but here’s the weird thing--- I got a boner every time I played it back in my mind. And well, often I’d, you know, relieve myself. Ben and Bobby admitted to the same thing.

So, now, here’s the thing. It’s been years since the Summer of ’74, but I still have these thoughts about women, strong women. I want them to dominate me. I get, you know, hard just thinking about it. The erection won’t go away. I want them to strip me, spank me and then make me cum. It’s awful, I know, but I can’t help myself.

So, doctor, do you think after what I’ve told you, you can help me with this problem?

The doctor thought for a moment. “Yes. Yes, I’m quite sure that I can.” The doctor had been seated in a straight backed chair making notes in a notebook while I reclined on the adjacent couch. She put the notebook down, stood up, and pulled the horn rimmed glasses from her face. Pulling out a pin from her hair, she tossed her head allowing her long blonde hair to cascade about her shoulders. She stood and removed her white lab coat, revealing a tight black mini skirt and a white blouse. Rolling up her right sleeve, she bade me stand up and come over next to the chair. 

“Take down your pants, you naughty boy and get across my knee this instant. I’m going to spank your naughty bare bottom very soundly, and if you dare get an erection your punishment will be longer and harder!”

In a state of nervous excitement I undid my pants and slid down my boxer shorts. A stiff erection sprang up. The doctor glared at it, then looked up at me and hissed, “Get over my knee.”

Ben and Bobby were right. Miss Christine was an excellent role- play dominatrix. This session was going to be worth every penny. 


ERIC’S BABYSITTER

When Amanda arrived Mr and Mrs Heath were hurrying to get out the door. 

“Amanda, thank goodness you are here. We’re late for the party and it has been quite a day. We haven’t had time to attend to much needed chores. I hope you don’t mind. I left you a list in the kitchen.”

“Sure, Mrs H. I don’t mind.” They paid her really well. This was a frequent job that she did not want to lose.

“Just so you know, Eric was a complete pill today---fighting with his sister, broke a window in Mrs. MacDougal’s garage, coming in late. Oooh! I am just beside myself.” Mrs. Heath grimaced in frustration. “We just didn’t have time to cope with it all. And I am so angry I don’t trust myself to even deal with Eric right now. He’s banished to his room. I don’t have time so you’ll have to deal with him.”

Amanda shook her head. Eric was a typical teenage boy---all supercharged energy and boisterousness. At his age though, he was getting a bit big for a sitter. Amanda guessed that they really wanted her for Melinda, the 11 year old, who was at a movie and due to return later.

“It’s ok, Mrs H. Eric and I get along swell.” Amanda had to laugh to herself. That was an understatement. He usually stuck to her like glue on nights when she babysat and she’d been doing it for years. Eric would hang around her all night. He’d be doing little things for her, showing off his hobbies, asking her to play cards or games with him, constantly vying for her attention. And all the time fixing her with that loopy grin of his, desperately seeking to please like an eager puppy. Why he wanted to hang around her, Amanda could not fathom. True, she was a statuesque brunette and very popular with the boys, but she was older than he was. She was aware that she was thought of as “hot.”  She had lustrous dark hair that cascaded below her shoulders, a thirty six inch bust, long legs and an hour glass shape. Still, she thought teenage boys wanted to hang out with their buddies, not with an “older woman” like her. After all, she was a college graduate and Eric was still in high school.

It was, in a way, very sweet. Well, he’d be a good looking catch for some girl some day. 

She sauntered into the kitchen. There was the list, right there on the counter. She perused it. 

“take out trash”—ok, no big deal

“put away groceries”—again, no biggie. There was a sack on the counter.

“feed the cat”----ok

It was the last item, written in a hurried script,  that got her attention.

It said:

“spank Eric—long and hard!”

What? She reread it. That’s what it said. This couldn’t be right. She had to think back. Eric had blushingly admitted once that his parents did, on occasion, spank. And there was that one time that Mrs Heath had smiled at her as they were leaving and said, “If they give you any trouble, you have my permission to dish out spankings.” The kids had said, “Awww, mom.” Mrs. Heath had pointed at them with her finger and said, “So behave!” Amanda had laughed nervously. Had the woman been serious?

But this? Wow. She had seemed really put out with Eric. Was this a chore she just didn’t want to do or have time to do? From her own experience she knew that parents, when they decided that a spanking was in order, did not like to delay the act. So in a way it made sense---of a sort. She had been their babysitter for years. Why not trust her with this disagreeable chore? But spanking Eric? He was a teenager. Wasn’t he a little too old for that?

But if that is what they expected of her….She looked up at the second floor. Eric’s door was still closed. With a sigh she ascended the stairs.  Might as well get it over with, she decided.

She knocked on the door softly. “Eric? Eric? We have to talk.” She heard a muffled ‘yes’ from behind the door. She turned the knob, pushed the door open. Eric was seated on the bed, knees up, body slumped forward hiding his face.

“What is it?” He refused to look up.

She sat on the bed, holding the note so he could see it. “Well….I think you know.”

Eric didn’t say anything.

“Eric, your mom….the note.” She held it out.

In a small, almost inaudible voice she heard, “I know.”

“I mean, Eric, I don’t want to do this, but your mom, she expects me to….”

Eric finally looked up. He looked embarrassed, his face flushed red. 

“I know what it said. I was there when she wrote it. But do you…I mean are you really going to, you know….do it?” His face was a picture of teenage angst.

Amanda sighed. The poor kid. He looked miserable.

Amanda decided then. No. She couldn’t do this. The hell with the note. Eric and she were friends. She couldn’t punish him like a six-year-old who runs into the street. “No, I won’t do it,” she said. She dropped the note on the bed and got up to leave.

“No wait.” Eric’s voice caught her at the door. She turned. Eric stood up. With a big sigh he said, “If you don’t do it my mom will—or dad. And she’s so mad at me. It will be after church tomorrow and all that time she’ll just be steaming.” His head slumped. “I’d  rather just get it over with.”

Amanda stopped and thought. She understood. It was no fun having to go about your day dreading a punishment. He’d sit in church the next day no doubt squirming with anxiety as to what awaited him when they got back home. He’d have to endure the sharp looks, the barely repressed anger, then that awful command---‘go to your room and get ready.’

Amanda came back, sat back down on the bed. “All right. How do they do it?” 

“Mom sits on the bed. I have to stand next to her, on her right. She asks me to repeat what I did and say I deserve to be punished. Then she…she…takes my pants down. I have to go across her knee.”

“And she spanks you.”

“Yeah. With her hand.”

“Pants down? Really?” Geez, how embarrassing.

Eric blushed beet red. “Yeah,” He mumbled.

“Does she spank you hard?”

Eric shrugged. “She spanks me for a long time. It’s hard I guess. It hurts. Sometimes I cry.”

They looked at each other for a moment, the attractive young woman and the nervously fidgeting teenaged boy.

“Are you sure you want me to do this?” she asked.

“No… but I’d rather you did it than mom.” He shuffled his feet, looking down. From what Amanda could see he looked pretty miserable and embarrassed about what was going to happen.

“I can’t go easy on you, you know that.” He nodded. “I’m not going to lie to your mom and say I gave you a good spanking if I didn’t.”

“I know.”

“I might make you cry. I’m pretty strong. I swim and play tennis, so this won’t be easy for you.”

“I know.”

“All right, but I want you to cooperate. No jumping up, no putting your hand back, none of that. Can you be brave and take your medicine?”

“Yes,” he said.

Amanda brushed her hair back and sat up straight. “Ok, Eric,” she pointed with her finger, “then stand over here.” Eric obediently moved to her right side. “Now, tell me what you did that lead to all of this.”

Eric took a deep breath. “I broke Mrs. MacDougal’s window. Mom said not to play ball out there, but we did and somebody threw wild.”

“and….?”

“And I was fighting with Melinda earlier.”

“and…?”

“I was late coming back and it made mom and dad late.”

“It’s quite a list, Eric. Do you deserve to be punished you think?”

“I guess so.”

She looked up at him sharply. Amanda steeled herself. She was going to have to be a different person now. Not the sweet, friendly sitter that Eric doted upon, but a new Amanda, a no nonsense disciplinarian performing an unpleasant, but necessary task. 

“You can do better than that, Eric.”

“I mean, yes. I deserve to be punished.”

“Very well, Eric,” she said squaring her shoulders. “I’m going to give you a spanking. It will be a good one, just so we understand ourselves. There will be no set number of spanks but….” She eyed Eric’s clock. “It will go for three minutes. One minute of good sound spanking for each offense. Does that sound fair to you?”

“Yes, I guess.” Eric grimaced and shuffled nervously.

“All right, then.” Eric stiffened as Amanda inserted her fingers into Eric’s shorts. She dragged down the athletic shorts and white cotton underpants in one yank. And was startled to see Eric’s stiff penis pointed right at her face and bobbing up and down like a pendulum. She looked up at him, eyes wide. 

“What is this?”

Eric blushed beet red. “I…I can’t help it. It…it just happened.”

Amanda sighed. Boys. She guessed it was the anxiety. And, she told herself, he’s only a teenager. All raging hormones. He can’t control anything, least of all his penis. She had to admit being startled, not only at the erection, but its size. Why, he was like a full grown man. She hated to admit it, but at the sight of the prominent erection she felt her own faint stir of arousal.

Enough. Time to do this.

In her most commanding voice she said, “Get across my knee, Eric.” 

With a soft groan Eric lowered himself across Amanda’s thighs. Amanda was wearing shorts herself and it was s shock to feel the boy’s mid section make contact with her in such an intimate way. She felt his hard penis slide along the top of her left thigh, imprisoned there by his weight. She forced the sensation out of her mind. She had a job to do.

“Look at the clock. When the second hand goes by twelve, I’ll start. You’ll tell me when it’s been three minutes, ok?”

“Yes, Amanda.”

She rested her hand on his bottom, patting. She felt him shiver. “Good boy. And just so you know, I’m really sorry I have to do this.”

The seconds hand passed 12. Amanda raised her arm to shoulder height and brought it down with a loud crack, right on the center of Eric’s bottom, spanning the divide between the boyish cheeks. “Owoooh!” Eric yelped. She quickly raised it again and brought it down again delivering another sharp smack to the same place. Eric hissed, drawing air through his teeth. She drew back and placed another spank on the same spot. It made a red hand print. “Yeowch,” yipped Eric. A half dozen smacks later, she felt she was getting the hang of it. 

Amanda increased the tempo, settling into a rhythm. She spaced the spanks out all over Eric’s bottom but concentrated on the undersides of the wobbly cheeks. Right where he sat, she thought. Eric tensed and relaxed, flinching at times. He grunted in pain, obviously trying not to cry out. Poor kid, he was trying to be brave, she thought as she continued to pepper his bottom cheeks with hard ringing smacks. It stung her hand enough, it must be stinging him. She looked at the clock. One minute had passed. She paused for a second or two then resumed.

“Ow…ow…ahhh…ow!” Eric bleated now with almost every smack. His bottom was getting red. The spanking was faster now--- rapid volleys that impacted his cheeks and caused a nearly continuous ripple. Handprints had merged into an overall red flush. Amanda realized she was sweating and that Eric was too. He was wriggling across her lap. She shifted him a bit to get a better grip. She paused to wipe her brow with her forearm. Licking her lips, she resumed the punishment with a volley of brisk spanks that made Eric arch his body inversely. He let out a long anguished groan.

She looked again. One minute to go. She slowed down, bringing her hand down hard, each spank deliberately placed producing a yelp or a muffled gasp. Well, it’s supposed to be punishment. Then she realized that she got a strange satisfaction out of putting this young man to such a juvenile punishment. He was a handsome boy and his bobbing buttocks writhing on her lap, responding to her powerful spanking hand, luridly reddening. It was having an effect on her she could not deny. It was frankly exhilarating.

Eric gasped. He began to rock, sliding across her thighs. As she increased the tempo again he humped up and down, wriggling like an eel. His legs fluttered as if vainly seeking relief from the searing heat of the intense smacking. Twenty seconds to go.

Almost there, she thought. Suddenly Eric jerked frantically, back and forth across her knee, then his body went stiff. Amanda felt the explosion of a jet of warm sticky fluid on her thighs. Instantly she realized what had just happened. Eric had climaxed. The friction of his penis rubbing her thighs had caused him to come. The seconds hand passed 12.

“Eric!” she exclaimed. “Look what you did!” She hauled him up and stood him on his feet. “Get me a tissue.” Before Eric could react she saw a box and grabbed one. “Eric, I don’t know what to say!”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” cried Eric. “It just happened.” His face was flushed with embarrassment. He shifted from foot to foot, rubbing his bottom.

Amanda willed herself to calm down. It wasn’t his fault. He was just an average teenage boy after all.

“Ok, Eric. It’s all right. It was an accident. Come here.” She took him in her arms for a hug. It had been an intense emotional experience. Eric leaned his head on her shoulder. She patted his back, oblivious to the fact that he was still naked below the waist. For a few minutes she just hugged him. “There…now, it’s all right. It’s done.” She pulled back. “Better pull your pants back up.” She smiled. “Then you can come downstairs and we’ll have some ice cream. Would you like that?” Eric appeared to be in a daze. He just nodded.

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

Later that night Eric lay in bed, stroking himself. He was approaching another climax---the third one since Amanda had left and he’d gone to bed. It had been an impulse thing, adding that item to his mom’s note (which had since been flushed down the toilet). He hadn’t really thought it through, he’d just wanted to be close to her in any way that he could. But downstairs later he’d had the presence of mind to ask her not to say anything to his mom unless she asked and, of course, she hadn’t.

It had all been worth it. The humiliation of her pulling his pants down, going over her knee, the stinging pain, all of it. Just to be close to her, to feel her, to breathe her scent, to bear the smacks from her hand. Climaxing while enduring the spanking had been a bonus beyond his wildest dreams.  Now the dull hot throb in his bottom from the spanking just made him all the more aroused. It had been HER hand striking him, he’d lain across HER lap, he’d come all over HER thighs. Pain, embarrassment, humiliation? What did any of that matter to a man in love? 
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