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Trained to Obey

Chapter 1

Jeff was in trouble. Normally he was a good, well behaved, and conscientious student. A smiling sandy haired youth, Jeff seemed the epitome of the type of boy who fit in well at Eastside Christian High School. But, being a senior and eighteen years old, he thought he could do things and get away with them. Jeff wasn't a mean kid, but he was a bit insensitive. He was a computer whiz and spent hours exploring the web and experimenting with software. He also wanted to be "in" and it was probably this desire that led to his predicament. He was slightly built, not very athletic, but he liked the "jock" crowd and wanted them to accept and like him. So to gain favor, he made a picture of Margaret, a rather large solidly built girl in his homeroom who seemed to be the butt of jokes because of the baggy and plain clothes she wore and because of her size. She wasn't fat, she was just big, a husky farm girl who was sort of different. She was also intelligent, which did not endear her to many of her peers except for her friends on the girls' soccer team of which she was a member.

On his computer Jeff had managed to "morph" Margaret's face from a yearbook picture onto a nude in a jpeg file downloaded from the internet. The nude in question was a big boned, buxom woman who was, at the time, being fucked vigorously from behind. Jeff did such a good job that it really looked like Margaret. So, on a boring March day, Jeff slipped the picture to one of his wannabe jock friends who thought it was a hoot. The friend in turn passed it to another, and soon the whole room was snickering. This naturally attracted the attention of Barbara Strickland, the homeroom teacher. Miss Strickland was the girls' PE teacher, but doubled as homeroom monitor. She was tall, blonde and athletic, with short sandy hair. She also had long, well muscled legs and an hourglass figure. She was, in short, the object of many an idle boyish lust fantasy.

The really unfortunate thing was that just as Miss Strickland's antennae went up, someone dropped the picture right in front of Margaret who immediately recognized her own face and let out a shriek. Margaret came from a strict home where such things as shown in the picture were never even acknowledged, much less, discussed. To even admit to have gazed on a picture like this one would have earned Margaret or her brothers a trip across mom's lap for a stinging session with the punishment paddle, or a trip to the woodshed out back with Pa and his strap. Margaret was so mortified she couldn't speak, but buried her face in her hands and ran from the room amid guffaws from several of the boys who had now seen the picture and could contain themselves no longer.

"Who did this?" said a steely eyed Ms Strickland as she seized the lewd photo.

Several pairs of eyes came to rest on Jeff.

"Jeff?? Did you do this?" said Ms Strickland incredulously. She couldn't believe it. Jeff was such a nice boy.

Jeff shrugged nervously and lamely offered,

"It was just a joke....nothing serious...really".

"You made a hideous obscene picture of Margaret, passed it around, and it was a joke? You will see me after school today, in my office, promptly at 3:30. Do you understand? Now I have to see to Margaret".

And she left to find Margaret and  try to calm her down. When she came back, with fire in her eyes, she admonished them all to say nothing of this to anyone on pain of suspension.

And to Jeff she made it clear that there would be serious repercussions.

Jeff quailed at this news. A probable suspension. This was big trouble. His parents would be very, very angry. They were away on a mission for a year and his Aunt Joyce was staying with him, but, still, the news would kill them. They were staunch Christians and wouldn't dream he'd do something like this. Jeff vowed that whatever it took, he would try to keep them from finding out. 

This was foremost in Jeff's mind when he knocked on Ms Strickland's door that afternoon.

At her command, he entered.

"I can't believe what you did," she began. "Margaret is a very sensitive girl and for you to embarrass her in this way is intolerable. You should be very ashamed of yourself, Jeff Collins, and I intend, first, to suspend you, and, second, to inform your parents without delay."

"Please, Ms Strickland. I'm really sorry. Don't suspend me, and please don't tell my parents. I'd die if they found out. Do anything else, just not that. I'll take swats, even, just don't do what you said", Jeff blurted, pleading his case.

The "swats" Jeff mentioned were part of this private school's discipline code. Sometimes, in lieu of suspension, a student could opt for "swats" from the school paddle in remission of the offense with no permanent record. The swats were given by the teacher imposing the discipline. In such cases the student and teacher met in the principal's office where the student signed a release agreeing to the punishment. If the parent had previously indicated consent to the administration of corporal punishment on the registration form for that year, the punishment would be carried out and the parents notified later. 

Jeff did not think that this presented a problem. While his parents were away, his Aunt Joyce was living with him. They were great friends and he was sure she would keep his secret. When the release had been signed, the teacher, the student and one witness, usually the school nurse, would make the long walk to the basement storeroom where all paddlings were carried out. It was secluded and out of earshot; however the sight of two teachers, one of them carrying the dreaded discipline paddle, ushering a nervous looking youth to the basement was a dead giveaway for what was about to happen. Before reporting to the office, the "condemned" was required to change into PE clothes. This made all paddlings somewhat equal between boys and girls, because it allowed the same two layers, PE shorts and underpants, between paddle and bottom.

"That is out of the question, Jeff, although your parents should definitely give you a good hard whipping. You certainly deserve it. But the limit on swats is 12, and that is not nearly enough punishment for this despicable act. Just how do you think Margaret feels? No, swats will not square this account, young man. This goes on your record."

Jeff thought furiously, then an idea sprang to mind.

"I'll take the swats bare bottom", Jeff offered. "It will hurt a lot more."

"What? On your bare bottom? Impossible! You know we cannot remove a student's clothing for a paddling."

Jeff thought again. "I know you cannot remove clothing, Ms Strickland, but there is nothing that says I can't voluntarily do it. I think it would be very beneficial to me if I did. I would feel well and truly punished. Please, I'll take all 12 licks on my b-b-bare seat."

Barbara Strickland thought for a moment. Though she was angry at Jeff for such a cruel prank, she knew he was not a bad kid. Maybe a little bare bottom justice would be appropriate, she thought.

She also wondered if Jeff knew what he was getting himself into. A 12 lick paddling, even over the permitted clothing was no laughing matter. She had seen the most snotty and arrogant of juniors and seniors reduced to sobbing and begging little boys and girls after only 6 licks, and here was Jeff volunteering for 12 on his bare little tushy no less.

She regarded Jeff with a pensive look while he anxiously awaited her decision. "All right Jeff. We will give you the swats, and you will present yourself for this punishment as you have agreed. We will do it Friday, after school. In addition, you will write a letter of apology to Margaret and give it to her personally. Tomorrow you will meet me in the office to sign the release. I trust your parents have authorized this?"

Jeff knew that they had. Jeff had been spanked when he was younger, the last episode being a scorching session over his mom's knee with her hairbrush for swearing when he was 13. His parents were ministers and believed in physical discipline, so when the form was presented to them, they signed. And, they added at the time, that if he was ever punished this way at school, it would be repeated at home. Fortunately that hadn't happened in three and a half years of high school.

Friday was agony for Jeff, knowing what was about to happen. Although he was glad to have contained the situation, he was nervous and embarrassed, hoping nobody would find out. He hadn't thought of how painful it would be, but as the time approached his thoughts shifted to his tender rear as he remembered that last tanning from his mom. His mom could not abide swearing, so when she heard him utter a foul word, she had grabbed him by the earlobe and hauled him yelping in pain up to her bedroom. Once inside she had picked up her hairbrush and lectured him on the sin of swearing, shaking the dreaded brush in his face as she spoke. Seated at her vanity, she had pulled him between her knees after ending the lecture, and had proceeded to unbutton Jeff's pants amid his tearful protests. She had yanked down his pants and underpants and had flipped him across her left knee, locking his legs down with her right leg. With his face nearly at the floor and his shamefully bared fanny poised over his mother’s knee, she began to spank. Hard smacks rained down, equally distributed between his right and left rear cheeks. How that had hurt! He had tried not to cry, but after his mom just kept on smacking and smacking his bared behind with that hard brush he had dissolved into tears and had begged and squealed for her to stop.

He thought he could take it better now that he was older, but now he wasn't so sure. And for Ms Strickland to see his naked behind! And smack him like a baby! At the same time, he had an image of baring his bottom to the attractive teacher, a paddle in her hand, and he felt his cock stir.

So after final bell on Friday, Jeff changed into PE gear and walked quickly to the office. Unfortunately a few of his friends noticed and gave him smirking looks. At the office he was met by Ms Strickland and the school nurse, Rebecca Andrews.

"Mrs. Andrews will accompany us as a witness, Jeff. That is the procedure. Please sign the release and we will go. I hope you have prepared yourself for this."

"I am here to witness punishment and to insure that the paddling is administered correctly and fairly, Jeff." said Mrs.. Andrews. "I am sorry for you that it has come to this. If you've never had a paddling before, be assured it hurts. There may be some welts or bruising, but that will recede in a couple of days. Sitting won't be very comfortable for awhile and I'm afraid your dignity will suffer too. Most kids cry."

Jeff would never forget the humiliating walk to the punishment room. The sight of Ms Strickland walking ahead of him, the paddle in her right hand, accompanied by Mrs.. Andrews, left no doubt in the minds of any casual observers as to what was about to happen. He would later recall the loud clicking of the high heels of the two women as they walked down the long corridor in the basement, the way Ms Strickland’s hips swayed in her tight skirt, and the way she tapped the paddle against her thigh. Nor would he forget the knowing looks and smirks from all who witnessed the shameful parade.

Finally they arrived at the basement room. The moment of truth was at hand.

"Jeff, you are here to be paddled. Do you have anything to say before we begin?"

"Only that I'm sorry, ma'am".

"You will tell that to Margaret, young man. Now pay attention. You will get 12 licks. They will be hard ones, spaced about 15 or 20 seconds apart, so you will feel the full effect of each one. I can assure you it will hurt like blazes. You will bend over, legs straight, and put your hands on your knees. You will adjust your clothing as you agreed. You will not stand up, put your hands in back, or get out of position. Do I make myself clear? If you do not obey these instructions, we will stop, go back upstairs, and you will have a suspension on your record."

"Now Jeff, face the wall and bend over."

Jeff sighed and bent over as instructed.

"Adjust your shorts."

As Jeff reached behind to pull down his pants, Mrs. Andrews shot a questioning glance at Barbara Strickland.

"Jeff has agreed to this voluntarily. He wants it this way," she said to the astonished nurse, who had her hand over her mouth.

Jeff's shorts and underpants came to rest at Jeff's ankles, revealing Jeff's pale boyish bottom cheeks, now nervously twitching in anticipation.

"Twelve licks, Jeff. After each one, count its number and say 'thank you ma'am'. Are you ready?"

"Yes ma'am," said Jeff woefully.

Barbara whooshed the paddle through the air a few times, sending shivers down Jeff's back. She took her stance to Jeff's left, tapped his bottom twice and raised her arm to her shoulder.

SMACK!! The paddle landed with an earsplitting crack in the small room. Jeff's mouth flew open as the wave of pain hit. "Yeowww", he screeched. Yow! How it burned!

"I didn't hear you count, Jeff"

"Oww...ow....ow...one, thank you ma'am."

SMACK!! "Owwwww...two…thank you ma'am."

"I hope this is teaching you a good lesson." said Ms Strickland, raising the paddle again.

SMACK!! "Oh  oooh...ow..three...thank you ma'am." Jeff’s eyes began to water.

"You know, it was very cruel what you did and you deserve to be spanked till you can't sit for a week!" 

SMACK!! " Ouch! ouch! ouch!...please, not so hard…uh four, thank you ma'am."

Jeff's legs began to wobble and tears formed in his eyes. The searing pain was incredible. Please, I don’t want to cry, 

SMACK!! "yeowwww.....f-f-five, thank you ma'am."

The pain was excruciating, much more intense than anything Jeff had ever felt. It seared his quivering hind cheeks with an unimaginable heat. He struggled to keep his hands in place. 

SMACK!! The paddle struck, nearly lifting Jeff up off his feet. "Owwwww...s-s-six, thank you ma'am."

"This is what boys who make dirty pictures get!"

CRACK!! Another solid smack flattened Jeff's fanny, leaving a brand of fire. His bottom was beet red. "Owwww...no..no...er, seven, thank you, ma'am"

Jeff was close to openly crying. He could not stop the tears.

SMACK!! The hardest one yet, right across the crowns of his bare seat. Jeff wailed and repeated the humiliating litany. "Eight..owwww....owww...thank you ma'am."

"A good bare fanny paddling is just what you need young man."

SMACK!! "yeowwww!...n-n-nine, thank you ma'am", Jeff blubbered, half raising up.

"Do not move, Jeff! Stay in position."

"But it hurts so much, I can't take any more," Jeff wailed, crying salty tears. His face was as red as his bare behind and snot and tears made him choke as he begged for Ms Strickland to stop.

"YOU asked for this, Jeff, and now you are going to get it!"

SMACK!! "Yeowwwww...ow...ow...ow..ten, thank you,ma'am."

SMACK!! eleven!

SMACK!! twelve!

How Jeff made it through the last two he would never know. Barbara Strickland administered those swats with all the strength of her arm. Jeff bawled like a baby at each smack and barely held on to his knees. When she had finished Jeff fell to his knees and rubbed his burning, wounded, buttocks. It felt as if the pain had soaked into his entire body. Barbara was pleased. Another smarty-pants senior had been reduced to a crying 6 year old after a spanking from mommy.

"You may replace your pants now, Jeff. What do you say to Mrs. Andrews and myself for taking the time to administer your correction?"

"Er...thank you ma'am..for er correcting me as I deserved." Jeff managed to stammer. He winced as he pulled his pants over his flaming buns.

The trio walked out of the room. Jeff was able to change in the gym unseen and make it home.

That night at dinner he could not sit. After some lame excuses, he finally confessed to his Aunt Joyce what had happened. She was distressed and demanded to see his bottom.

"Wow, you really took a licking, Jeff," she said upon viewing his beet-red bottom. "Lets go upstairs and try some cold cream."

As Joyce rubbed the cold cream in, she felt sorry for Jeff. The pain must have been awful. She could recall her own childhood paddlings and knew what one felt like. At the same time she realized that she would have an unpleasant duty to perform later. She wondered if Jeff remembered the agreement they had all made just before his parents had left.....

Chapter 2

Joyce was now in a quandary. Jeff had admitted that he had received a paddling at school. He had said merely that it was for cutting up in class. Joyce felt there was more to the story but did not want to pry just yet. Joyce liked Jeff a lot, and wanted to give him a chance to get the story out on his own. He was a mostly quiet, well mannered boy.  Since coming to stay with Jeff while his Christian missionary parents were away in South America, she had had little trouble with Jeff. Oh, he came in late a few times and failed to check in occasionally, but a gentle reprimand usually fixed that. She had even grounded him for a weekend. But now this! 

The problem was the promise she had made her sister, Carolyn. She had gone so far as to make both Joyce and Jeff agree to a compact. Joyce was to have both the right and the duty to discipline Jeff. She could ground him for missing curfew repeatedly and she could take away the car keys for getting a ticket. Their agreement also spelled out that if Jeff were disciplined at school, he would get the same punishment at home. Jon and Carolyn were no nonsense parents when it came to behavior, both at home and in school. Joyce remembered this attitude as a carry-over from her and Carolyn's childhood where a detention at school would mean a hard licking at home with their father's strap. She did not think that Jeff had been spanked recently, but knew that Carolyn had exercised her strong right arm with a hairbrush when Jeff was younger. 

She had dropped by one day when Jeff had been 11 or 12. He had committed some infraction or other. She had heard the scolding and had witnessed  Carolyn frog marching a protesting Jeff up to the bedroom. She knew that Carolyn had bared Jeff's bottom and had put him over her knee because a momentary silence was followed by the unmistakable sharp smacking sounds of a wooden hairbrush impacting a bare seat.  The resultant yelps could be heard coming through the closed door upstairs.

She also remembered vividly the shameful ritual that she and Carolyn would undergo when punishment was due. The culprit would first have to change into pj's. Next she would have to fetch the strap which hung from a nail on the inside of the door to her parent's closet, and present herself in the basement rec room where the rest of the family would be waiting. A tall padded stool would be waiting in the center of the room. She would hand the strap to her father (or mom, if dad wasn't there) and ask for correction. Her dad was a minister and he would read an appropriate verse from the bible on the evils of the particular sin involved. A short lecture followed, then it was time for the whipping. 

She or Carolyn would bend over the stool, gripping the legs, and their mother would tug their pj pants and panties down to mid thigh. Then the strap would crack down on their tender seats until they were sobbing and howling and promising never to do it (whatever "it" was) again. The whipping was delivered with slow deliberate cracks of the strap that landed flat across both cheeks. One lick for each year of their age. Joyce recalled how Carolyn's ample behind would jiggle with each smack of the supple leather. She could only imagine the sight she must have presented as she wiggled her scorching fanny in a vain attempt to ease the sting.  The strap it self was an 18" length of thick, supple leather, 2" wide with a handle and a loop for a thong to hang it on the nail. It did not leave bruises or welts but the sting, while temporary, was atrocious enough to cause Joyce and her sister to dance and frantically rub their bottoms once it was over.

So now it was incumbent on her to administer the same medicine to Jeff. The fact was--he had been paddled at school. Another fact was--he was supposed to get the same at home and Joyce acting as parent by proxy was obligated to carry out the sentence.

She didn't know how she was going to bring this up with Jeff. She decided to wait, first to let Jeff recover, and second, she did not have a suitable strap. That a strap was the logical implement of chastisement seemed obvious to Joyce. She did not have a paddle or anything else and really, had had no experience with anything except her dad's strap.

So where would she find one?  She figured that she had to be ready once she gave Jeff the bad news.

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

That week at work Joyce found a leather hobbyist’s shop not far from her office. She entered the shop and looked around. She noticed a bin with some scrap leather and started pawing through it looking for a suitable piece. She was approached by a rather pretty salesgirl in her 20's who looked to be the only one working in the shop. In fact, it was deserted except for the two of them.

"Can I help you?" she asked.

"Well, I'm just looking for a strip of fairly stout leather, about 16-20" long, 2-3" wide."

"And what is it for? Maybe I can recommend something".

"Uh,...its for this project I have", said Joyce, not wanting to say what it was really for.

But the girl was insistent. "If you tell me what you have in mind, I will be better able to help. I've done lots of leather projects myself."

In for a penny, in for a pound, thought Joyce. "If you really want to know, it's for a punishment strap." There, she said it.

The girl's eyes widened. "You mean... for spanking?"

"Yes, that is what I mean. I need a suitable instrument for a spanking."

"Ohhh...er, is it for you...you know…to be used on you?"

Joyce laughed. "No…no, it’s for my nephew, not me!"

The girl also laughed. "Well, I had to ask. My name's Gwen, by the way. And I can help, I think. Uh, does this strap have to be heavy?.....I mean are you going to use it through a lot of clothes?"

Joyce thought a moment. "I think not. Probably minimal clothing."

"You should probably use something like this", she said producing a rather stiff piece of reddish leather about 2" wide and 1/8"-3/16" thick. "This will sting a lot, but it won't leave marks."

"You sound like you are speaking from experience", said Joyce.

"Well, yeah," said Gwen ruefully rubbing her buns through her short pleated skirt in mock pain,

"My big sister in my sorority in college had something like this, only shorter. My grades and her room had to be up to snuff or else it was over her knee with skirts up, panties down and a well warmed bottom for yours truly!"

"Oh yes," said Joyce, "I remember those days...only I got it with a paddle....you know, grab your knees and assume the position. It was my dad that used a strap on us kids."

"My mom had a cut down ping pong paddle with little holes in it. That thing stung like blazes on my bottom! Anyway, I can cut this piece down and also make a little handle, how about it?"

Joyce nodded assent and Gwen took the leather to a work table at the back of the store. Using a special cutting tool she cut the length to 22" and cut the last 4" down in width to make a handle. Taking another 1" by 4 " piece she clamped it with rivets to reinforce the handle end. What she ended up with was an 18" by 2" strap with a sturdy gripping end. Gwen then punched a hole in the handle and threaded a small loop through it.

"Now you can hang it on a peg in the den to remind your naughty nephew to behave himself," said Gwen giggling. Then she said quietly, almost as an afterthought, "Maybe before you leave we should try it out."

"Try it out?" said Joyce incredulously, “How?"

"I'll volunteer," said Gwen. And she giggled, "All part of our superior customer service, ma'am," she said giving a mock salute. "Wait a minute. I don't think we want to be disturbed."

And with that she walked back to the front of the store, locked the door, pulled some blinds and put the little sign in the window that said 'back in one hour'.

"Here's your strap, Joyce," said Gwen, presenting the leather implement to Joyce. 

"Ok, Gwen, if you're sure....I guess you should bend over something and arch your butt up. I wouldn't want to hit anything else."

"Let's see... I can bend over the work table like this," Gwen said, bending over, mashing her breasts into the surface of the table. When Gwen placed her torso down on the table, her little pleated skirt rose up in back and her rounded rear jutted back invitingly.

"Oops, I almost forgot," she laughed, and pulled her skirt up to reveal a delightfully round, chubby pair of bottom cheeks encased in sheer pantyhose and white nylon panties. "Now, I'm ready for my spanking, ma'am. Go ahead and smack away!"

Joyce hesitated. "Are you sure?" she said.

"Yes, go ahead. I'm plenty padded back there, and besides, I've been a bit naughty lately," Gwen laughed nervously.

"Well, ok, here goes."

Smack! "Oooh...." The strap fell flat across both cheeks, causing a delicious little wobble.

Smack! "Mmmm...." A crack across the right cheek.

Smack! "oh.."     A crack more toward the left.

Smack! "Uhhh..."  Another smack dead center.

"How was that?" Joyce asked.

"I think you've got the hang of it, but just to be sure...." And with that Gwen skinned down her pantyhose and panties revealing a cute pair of buns with broad reddish bands decorating the skin. "Now I'll be able to really tell you how it stings...you know, so you'll know how many to give him."

Joyce let fly with the strap again. She thought if Gwen wanted to feel a bare hiney licking, she would oblige her. She was also feeling very aroused by the whole encounter. Swinging a strap to smack this submissive girl’s bare fanny was an oddly perverse thrill.

Smack! "ow....that was a good one!" Both pertly rounded cheeks rippled with the impact.

Smack! "ouch....yes, again...please"

Smack! Ow...that's starting to really sting... now give me 6 good ones all in a row."

Joyce swung the strap at Gwen's quivering fanny, delivering 6 solid smacks that echoed off the walls of the shop.

Gwen yeowched at each one. She wiggled her bottom and stamped her feet.

"Whooooh...." she said, reaching back and rubbing, "That thing smarts! I think it’s just the thing for this naughty nephew of yours. Increase that dose to 3 or 4 dozen and you'll have a howling little boy who will have learned his lesson by the time you are done."

Joyce couldn't help but notice the flushed face, the husky voice and the glistening moisture on the lips of Gwen's vagina.

As Gwen rearranged herself she made Joyce promise to return and tell her how it turned out. Just as Joyce was leaving, she said,

"Uh..here's my number if you're interested. Maybe you could come over sometime, like for coffee? We could talk about our experiences.... getting spanked and all. And you know you really look kind of powerful in that business suit with your hair all up in a bun, and with those high heels. I'll bet your nephew will just melt when he sees you walk in carrying that strap. I know it makes my insides sort of squishy seeing you with that strap swinging in your hand. Reminds me of my sorority big sister. I actually kind of miss those days....."

"Thank you Gwen, I'll think about it."

God, she was horny, thought Joyce as she left the store. The sight of Gwen's curvy buttocks being smacked with the strap and her obvious resulting arousal had left Joyce in quite a state. She wondered what a good spanking from a lover would feel like now. She could imagine Brad, her current boyfriend, finding some fault with her behavior and hauling her over his lap. She could feel his broad palm spanking her bottom through the thin skirt. After a dozen smacks, he would yank her skirt up and continue spanking her through her thin nylon panties, smacking one cheek then the other. Breathless, she would squirm and kick but it would do no good. Brad would then peel her panties down and give her a sound bare fanny smacking that would have her squealing. She would beg him to let her up. He would make her promise to do anything he said and she would agree. How could she not? He would make her obey. A last dozen good hard ones would be applied to her bright red sit spot. He was in complete control. He would push her to her knees, make her unzip his slacks and take out his swollen member. She would take the hardness in her mouth and swirl her tongue around it. He would pick her up and sit her astride his rock hard cock and she would ride and ride and ride until waves of orgasm washed over her....

My God, what was she thinking? She had to get back to work!

Another thought intruded. Gwen, naked over her knee while Joyce spanked her cute buns to a bright red, the bare cheeks wobbling with each sharp smack of her palm...

Stop it! she told herself, forcing herself to breathe slowly.

Then....Jeff, naked, crying, his fanny red from a strapping, his cock hard,... he would do anything she commanded.

No! No! No! He was her nephew and what she had to do was some unpleasant business.

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

It was 2 days later, on Thursday night that Joyce brought up the subject.

"Jeff, do you remember the deal we all made when I came to stay on with you this year?"

"Yes, Joyce, I know that you are in charge…" said Jeff, not knowing where this was going.

"You remember that trouble at school last week?"

"How could I forget? But hey now, you won't tell mom and dad? Will you?"

"No I don't have to do that, but I do have to do something else. You know that rule of theirs about trouble at school?"

"Yeah, yeah...I get the same thing at home if I...." Jeff froze, suddenly comprehending.

"Aunt Joyce, you don't mean..."

"'Fraid I do, young sir. After all, a deal is a deal."

"No…now, wait," said Jeff, now really alarmed. "You mean to give me....a licking??"

"I have to, Jeff. I made a promise to your mother to keep you on the straight and narrow. Sometimes discipline is called for and acting up at school is serious."

Jeff fell back in his chair in disbelief. This couldn't be happening. Why, he and Aunt Joyce seemed more like friends or cousins, and now she was proposing to...to... spank him?

"No, you can't do that. I won't let you. No."

"I will and you will take it gracefully. As a senior you may have been getting too big for your britches and that has led to your misconduct. You need this Jeff, and you can be an adult about it or your parents may have to know."

Jeff realized he was trapped. Damn the damn agreement they had all made! He never thought this would happen.

"So when...I mean when are you going to....", said Jeff, now resigned to his fate.

"Not now. You have school tomorrow. Friday night after supper. That way, you have the weekend and you won't be sitting on a hard chair all day. Sitting might be uncomfortable for awhile."

The next day was agony for Jeff. All he could think about all day in school was that his attractive, cheerful aunt who he liked, joked around with, and confided in, was going to punish him that evening in a most humiliating and juvenile way. How was she going to do it? She hadn't said. Was she going to put him over her knee and spank him like a ten year old? Jeff shivered. That thought was both embarrassing, and, strangely arousing. Among other things, Joyce was a tall pretty brunette with long legs and a nice body (for an "old" lady of 37). He fought to banish the thought from his head.

Jeff's question was answered in part when he came home Friday. A lean reddish brown leather strap lay over the arm of the couch in the living room as if in readiness for its application.

Jeff picked it up and ran it through his fingers, feeling the weight. It wasn't real heavy. But when he slapped it against his palm he winced. Ow! that was a stinger. Smacking it against his pant leg he felt it all right, but it did not seem like it would be unbearable. Certainly not like that paddle of Ms Strickland's. He could still feel that burn!

Supper Friday was an understandably subdued affair, although Joyce had cooked Jeff's favorite meal.

"This is really good , Aunt Joyce but I feel a little like a condemned prisoner before the execution enjoying his last meal," said Jeff feebly, attempting a little levity.

Joyce brightened up too, and laughed. "Oops, it must have seemed like that. I'm sorry". In a still friendly but more serious tone, she said "We're still friends, Jeff, and I love you. But a component of love can be discipline when it is called for. I made you a nice meal to show you how much I care for you, just as I am going to have to correct you later on. Its all out of love and caring about your welfare. You do understand that, don't you, honey?"

Jeff nodded glumly, "I guess so."

"Well, then I think its time," she said pushing back her chair. "Jeff, I want you to go put on your pj's, then come down into the living room."

Jeff tried one last appeal. "Please, Joyce..."

"No Jeff. No more arguing, you'll only get me angry and make it worse. And until we are finished with this unpleasant but necessary business, I think you should call me Aunt Joyce or ma'am."

"Ok...er, yes, ma'am." said Jeff sheepishly.

Jeff trudged upstairs reluctantly and undressed. He found some cotton pajamas. They were thin. They wouldn't be very much protection from that strap. He wondered if he dared wear underpants too and decided against it. She might make him take them off.

He came downstairs to find Joyce sitting on the couch next to the strap.

"Jeff, come here and stand in front of me. I am sorry I have to do this, but before I do, I want to know what got you in trouble at school."

Jeff reluctantly told her.

"What!?" exclaimed Joyce, "No wonder you got paddled. Jeff, you should be ashamed. That was a terrible thing to do to that poor girl. Imagine her embarrassment and all you boys laughing at her."

Now Joyce felt better about what she had to do. This wasn't just throwing spit balls in class. The very idea! Boys! At heart they were all 12 year olds and needed periodically to have their pants taken down for a good whipping. And that was just what she was going to do, right now.

She rose and picked up the strap.

"Come over here, Jeff, and bend over the arm of the couch," she commanded.

"Yes, Aunt Joyce," said Jeff, lowering himself across the thick rounded armrest. In this position his body was jacknifed over the arm of the couch with his buttocks at the apex, perfectly presented for punishment. Joyce could stand behind the couch and whip almost straight down. She had practiced this a few times, unbeknownst to Jeff.

"Jeff when your mom and I were young, we got spanked like this, so don't think I don't know how it feels. This is going to sting. Do not get up, do not reach back. I'm going to give you 35 licks with this strap. Count each one so we don't lose count. Now slip your pants down to your knees."

What? Did Jeff hear right? Slip down his pants? 

"Please Aunt Joyce, not naked, please let me keep them up. They're thin and won't protect me at all...please?"

"Now it's 40 licks Jeff. Do not argue with me. Take your pants down."

Jeff groaned and shucked down his pants. This was incredibly embarrassing. Somehow it didn't seem as bad when he had bared himself for Ms Strickland. Joyce raised the strap and brought it down with a sharp wristy stroke.

Smack! The strap popped on Jeff's fanny causing it to quiver.

"Ow...!...er, one." God! It hurt like blazes!

Smack! Another stripe right across the crowns of his bottom cheeks.

"Yeowww! Two!"

Joyce began laying the strap across Jeff's hiney in a steady cadence. The sharp splat of leather striking bare bottom echoed off the walls. Jeff hissed and yelped with each lick. It stung! God, how it stung, thought Jeff as he endured crack after stinging crack. As for Joyce, she felt satisfaction. She was giving him a good whipping, one that was well deserved. A good bare fanny smacking was just what this boy needed. At twenty she paused. Jeff's behind was beet red and he was sniffling.

"We're halfway there, Jeff, hold on to the pillow if you need to."

Crack! 21 Crack! 22 Smack! 23...........Smack! Smack! Smack! Jeff’s buttocks rocked up and down as he squirmed under the strap’s assault.

Jeff was now howling with each ringing smack, but he kept the count. He did not want any extras.

Still the relentless smacking was accompanied by Jeff's yelps of, "Ouch..Ow...! Ow..!"

Finally the count reached 35.

"As I give you these last 5 Jeff, I want you to think about what you did."

Sniff, "Yes, Ma'am," blubbered Jeff.

"Ok, here goes, last 5. They're going to be stingers."

Smack! "Owww! 36" The strap cracked across Jeff's wiggling buns.

Smack! "Yeowww! 37" Another wristy painful lick.

A pause, then,

Smack! "Ouch..ouch..ow! 38"

Smack! "Ahhh...yeowww! 39"

Smack! "Ow..ow...owwww! 40," all in rapid succession.

Joyce stopped, breathing heavily. Jeff moaned and sobbed into the pillow. What a licking! His butt was on fire!

"It's over now Jeff, you can get up", said Joyce. "Come here and give me a hug."

Jeff pulled up his pants. He winced as the cotton slid over his bottom. A teary eyed Jeff received the hug from his aunt, and went upstairs to his room. When the pain had abated a bit he replayed the sequence of events in his mind. Amazingly his cock began to harden as he recalled baring his bottom to his pretty aunt and the stinging licks that followed. As the pain receded to a warm glow, he stroked his turgid member, finally spewing his seed in a paroxysm of pleasure,  all over the bed sheets. He would relive this scene in his mind for the next several nights, always with the same result.

As for Joyce, she spent a feverish night, visualizing Jeff's bouncing buns, seeing them ripple with each smack of the strap. Tomorrow she had a date with Brad. Could she get him to treat her like she had treated Jeff? She wondered.....And what about Gwen? Should she call her?

Chapter 3

Jeff had the weekend to recover from the painful strapping given him by his Aunt Joyce. Although Joyce went out of her way to be kind, Jeff could not help but recall the severe way in which his pretty aunt had dealt with him and he flushed with embarrassment nearly every time she spoke to him. How he must have looked! Upended over the sofa arm with his pants around his ankles and howling with each lick of that wicked strap. He winced every time he sat down for the next two days. 

In school on Monday he was stopped by Ms Strickland who reminded him that he still had to personally deliver a letter of apology to Margaret. 

"She wants you to come to her house at 10 am sharp on Saturday morning with the letter," she admonished. "And do not fail to show up or be late. We could still have another little session in the basement, if you know what I mean," she added sternly. 

Jeff gulped and one hand involuntarily found the seat of his pants, remembering the painful paddling in the school basement. 

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

So it was that on that fateful Saturday morning Jeff nervously approached the farmhouse where Margaret lived. He rang the doorbell, letter in hand, and it was Margaret who answered. 

"Hello, Jeff, I see you are here on time. That’s good." said Margaret with a thin smile. "Please, come in." 

Jeff stopped. Margaret was dressed differently. Gone were the frumpy frocks that usually draped her powerfully large frame hiding the details of her body. She was clad in tight denim shorts with a blouse tied in a halter. This outfit revealed the fact that she had long shapely athletic legs, voluptuous breasts and a narrow waist flaring into wide hips. As she turned to lead him inside, Jeff fixated on the jouncy cheeks of her bottom flexing in the tight confines of the shorts. 

"But, where....." began Jeff. 

"Oh, my parents aren't here. They will be gone all day." 

Jeff was relieved. He hadn't wanted to face Margaret's parents too, who were reputed to be the stern and rigidly moral upright type. God, if they found out about his little prank he could never keep it contained. 

"Down here Jeff", said Margaret, beckoning. Jeff followed her down the steps to the basement. "We'll have more privacy here." 

Jeff was wondering why they needed more privacy with her parents gone and all, when three of Margaret's soccer teammates jumped from a dark corner and grabbed him, forcing him to the ground. Jeff barely had time to register the event before he felt hands tearing at his clothes and pulling his shoes off. He was being stripped! Jeff was so surprised that he hardly fought back, and in no time he was down to his jockey shorts and socks. 

"Just what the hell is going on!? Lemme go! What are you doing?" he yelled as he felt his hands being bound behind him with something that felt like a nylon stocking. He had somehow been flipped onto his stomach with one girl sitting on his back, another straddling his legs, and a third tying his legs together at the knees. With a chill he realized that this was some sort of crazy revenge thing. He wondered what they had in mind. 

When they had finished securing Jeff, the girls got off of him. Jeff recognized the three who were now regarding him with a mixture of smirks and wicked grins. They were varsity soccer players. Julie was a tall, fit athletic type with coal black hair and a slender, well-toned body, Linda was a perky blonde, hair in a cute ponytail, with a stocky but voluptuous build and Becky was a coppery haired girl of average height with runner's legs and a taut figure. They were dressed for a day at the gym in spandex workout gear that displayed their pert teenage figures, leaving little to the imagination. Margaret, sitting on the sofa, watching, had the wickedest grin of all. 

"Well, Jeffy, I've been reading your little letter. Very nice. But it hardly makes up for what you did, now does it? You really embarrassed me with that picture, and my girlfriends and I think a little embarrassment for you is justified." 

"OK, you made your point, Margaret. Look, I'm sorry. Uh...it was just a joke. Anyway I'm sorry. You had your fun, now untie me." 

"Not just yet ....Jeffy". She practically spat his name out. "There is the matter of your punishment, right girls?" 

"You bet, Meg," said Linda, "I really think Jeff needs to be punished severely for humiliating you in class." 

"Well, we have him all trussed up, so what shall we do with him?" said Margaret, with a grin and a raised eyebrow. 

"Lets tie him to a tree in the city park and pants him," suggested Linda. 

"Yeah with raw eggs in his hair and covered with flour!" added Julie. 

"You know...." said Becky, "If I ever got caught with a picture like that...like Jeff made, I wouldn't sit for a week." 

Horrified, Jeff could see the girls' eyes light up as they began to grasp the import of Becky's remark. He was kneeling on the floor now and his hands, bound behind him, fluttered to his buttocks as if to prevent what was being proposed. 

"Mmmm.." said Julie, " now there's an idea. An old fashioned spanking for Jeff. Just right for a naughty little boy with a dirty mind." 

They all giggled. Jeff's heart froze and an icy lump formed in the pit of his stomach. He had already been paddled and strapped because of this! But he couldn't tell these girls about that, besides what would they care? They were bent on revenge! 

"Well, Jeff any last words before we pass sentence?" said Meg (as her friends called her). 

"No! No...you cant do this...let me go!" pleaded Jeff, now clearly panicked. 

"Oh yes we can, Jeff. Good idea, Becky…. Lets see…," she said pensively, " I think a good old fashioned "over mommy's knee" spanking is called for. And each of you should help. I know, you will each give Jeff one smack for each year of his age, 18." 

"And then", said Julie, with relish, "Meg will take over. And Meg, I think you should spank this little boy until his hiney is good and red and all that naughtiness is smacked right out of him! That will take a lot more than 18 smacks." 

"Oooh ..yessss....a spanking for Jeff's little buns. How perfect!" squealed Linda with delight. 

"Ok Jeff" said Meg in mock seriousness, "ahem, we the Girl's Court of Common Decency hereby sentence you to a good sound spanking on your cute little tush until it is red and you are howling like a six-year-old. And may God have mercy on your buns 'cause we sure won't". And they all broke down laughing. 

“No, no, you can’t do this,” said a panicked Jeff.

"Oh yes we can, Jeff,” said Margaret who had risen from her seat to her impressive six foot height, standing there with her hands on her hips. “Girls, lets prepare the prisoner for punishment. You first, Becky. It was your idea." 

"Ok," said Becky, "We need a sturdy chair with no arms...there...that one," she indicated, pointing at an old armless chair in the corner. 

"You seem to have had some experience with this," said Linda, grinning. 

"I wish I hadn't," said Becky blushing. For if truth be known the charming Becky had made many a trip across the maternal knee for well deserved bare bottom correction. Not a month before her mother had overheard her using a certain 4 letter word in an argument with her sister. Mom's response had been to grasp her wayward daughter by the earlobe and march her right up to the parental bedroom. Once there the naughty teen had been yanked across her mother's knee with skirts flipped up and panties pulled down. For the next five minutes or so the bedroom had resounded with the authoritative crack of the maternal palm against bare fanny and Becky's cries of distress and repentance. 

Linda was no one to talk. She too was subject to corporal correction when merited. In her case it was dad who dished out the lickings. She remembered the last one vividly, bent over her own bed with her jeans pulled down, and thin panties on display while her dad's belt had delivered crack after whistling crack to her wobbling rear end until the lesson had been learned. Now she was about to give a spanking instead of getting one. And to a boy no less! The prospect was thrilling. 

Meg too was thrilled, but for different reasons. She had deliberately dressed provocatively for Jeff. She was angry with his prank and was determined to teach him a lesson, but at the same time she found the power a heady turn on. She had plans for Jeff. She had never had a boyfriend, and circumstances had made Jeff a prime candidate. He could be dominated, controlled. And he was cute in a little-boyish way. What delicious plans she had for her new boy-toy. But she was taking a terrible risk. What if her parents returned? Her thoughts turned to the dark woodshed out back...and her dad's razor strop fitted to that wooden handle. She was a big girl of nearly six feet, but she was no match for her formidable father who stood 6' 6" and weighed 250 lbs. 

When he told her it was time for a trip to the woodshed, she always meekly complied. For both her parents believed in biblical correction for their child and it was not uncommon for Meg to be ordered to the woodshed for some infraction such as "sassing". There her father would order her to bend over the old padded sawhorse while he rolled up his sleeves in preparation for the tanning. She had to prepare herself, dropping her pants or gathering her skirts before assuming the humiliating position face down over the horse. The strop was hung on a nail. She was expected to skin her own panties down, baring herself while father fetched the strop. She never got the same number of licks. It varied with the offense, but it was never less than a good dozen. God! how that strop burned as it cracked and smacked against her full rounded bottom, every time reducing her to tears and pleas for it to end. But it would not end until Meg's father believed he had given his wayward charge a preview of the fires of hell concentrated in red bands across her quivering seat. 

They dragged the chair to the center of the room. Becky sat down. Julie and Linda lifted the protesting Jeff to his feet and walked him over to Becky's right side in the short mincing steps permitted by the hobbling of his knees. As they started to lower Jeff across Becky's lap, she stopped them. 

"Whoa, girls, I think you forgot something," laughed Becky. Slipping her fingers into the waistband of Jeff's underpants she said, "Every good spankin' I ever heard about was applied to the bare bottom!" And with that she yanked Jeff's pants down amid his shrieks and protests. “Now....over he goes." 

Jeff was laid over Becky's knees bare bottoms up. She shifted him forward until his buns were perched over her lap presenting a perfectly aligned target. 

All Jeff could do was wiggle helplessly. Becky grabbed his tied wrists forcing them higher up his back and pushing his nose toward the floor. Raising her right arm slowly, she brought it down with the full strength of her arm. 

CRACK! It sounded like a gunshot in the reverberant basement. 

"Owww..." It stung! 

"That's one Jeff" 

CRACK! "That's two" 

"Ouch...c'mon Becky...stop." 

CRACK! "Three...how does that feel?" 

"Ow...it hurts.... cut it out!" 

Becky started to apply brisk spanks in rapid succession, alternating between left and right cheeks. Jeff's bottom quivered and jerked with each hard shot. 

This was nothing like the paddle or his aunt's strap but the spanks began to sting. His bottom started to burn. Worse, he felt a tightening in his groin. He sensed arousal as his penis rubbed against Becky's thighs. The spanking went on. Becky slowed to give him the last few with hard deliberate force. He cried out at 17 and 18. 

The girls applauded. "Good job Becky," said Meg. 

"Way to go girl!" said Linda 

"He's nice and red already," cooed Julie, "And I want to go next." 

"He's all yours, girl," replied Becky, lifting Jeff with the others' aid. 

"Ohhh...my," said Julie observing Jeff's state of arousal, "What is THIS?" 

Jeff's penis was sticking straight out. The girls giggled at the sight. Linda batted at the hard member and it slapped against Jeff's belly before bobbing to its former erect position. Jeff flushed with embarrassment and could only moan. 

"Do you think he likes this?" said Linda. 

"I think you better spank harder," said Becky, rising to allow Julie to take the seat. 

"Ok, Jeff, back over you go." said Becky. 

"Look, girls, I've got a handle now," said Julie grasping Jeff's hardened penis and pulling him over her knee. "Here we go, Jeff, round two!" 

And once again Jeff was upended over a female lap, bright red bottom cheeks arched toward the ceiling in anticipation of another firm smacking, hard penis nestled between strong thighs. 

Julie spanked hard, with slow deliberate smacks. Each one left Jeff gasping. She waited a few seconds for the impact of one smack to sink in before raising her arm to deliver the next. With each one she let her palm linger on Jeff's behind, rubbing it in. Although the spanks were hard, the rubbing only raised Jeff's arousal level. The girls hooted and cheered with each SMACK! of Julie's hard palm. The last two were delivered back to back--CRACK! CRACK! and Julie was done. Jeff howled--- those last two really stung! 

As Jeff was pulled to a standing position he frantically tried to rub his burning behind with his fettered hands. This merely caused his rigid member to waggle obscenely, much to the amusement of the girls. Now it was Linda's turn. The attractive blonde teenager took the seat on the "throne of chastisement" vacated by Julie. 

Julie herself was becoming well lubricated between the legs, for what she had shared with no one were the naughty games of crime and retribution that she played with her distant cousin, Ron. He was a dishy guy and an adolescent crush had impaired her better judgment. He had come to visit...the street-wise bad boy from the city plopped down into her wholesome Midwest family. She recalled that rainy day in the rec room, parents gone shopping, she and Ron all alone...and bored. He suggested strip poker-- with a gleam in his eye…. And she, wishing to appear sophisticated, agreed. Not knowing much about the game, she was soon down to bra and panties, while Ron was only bare-chested. Knowing that the loss of another hand meant losing her bra, she agreed to Ron's casual suggestion that instead of forfeiting her underwear she could take ten barehanded spanks over his knee. Like a deer in the headlights, she gulped and agreed. She lost the next hand. She remembered Ron, grinning wickedly as she stretched out over his knee on the couch, bottom jutting up, exposed, the feel of his rough jeans against her thighs,…. the electric feel of Ron's hand rubbing and squeezing her pert bottom and the ten spanks that followed. It was electric. She had never been so thrilled. Each spank was an erotic jolt. After each crisp smack, Ron's hand had lingered, caressing her panty-clad rump. He didn't spank her hard, just crisply, using enough force to sting her good without causing real pain. So it wasn't surprising when Ron announced that her next loss would mean that her panties would be lowered and she would get the next ten bare bottomed. Ron lost the next hand, and lost his jeans. Julie had stared open-mouthed at the obvious state of his arousal. And he lost the next hand. With a sheepish grin and a dramatic arm gesture he directed her to sit on the couch and he bent over her knee. Julie had been truly flustered but had gamely swatted Ron's bottom the required ten times, all the time aware of Ron's hardness pressing against her legs. She lost the next hand and Ron had looked into her eyes, questioning, as if to say, "are you ready?". She had nodded and Ron had pulled her gently over his knees. Patting her bottom, he had whispered for her to lift up. As she did he had tugged the dainty panties down to her knees. The ten smacks that followed sparked an incredible surge of lust. She had never felt anything like it. Smack!…. Left cheek….pause….Smack!…right cheek….pause…Smack!…dead center….Ron rubbing and squeezing her hot rear. It had gone way beyond ten smacks and when they could no longer stand the erotic tension, they had tumbled to the floor in a heap and Julie had lost her virginity. 

All of these memories came flooding back to Julie in a rush as Linda laid Jeff across her lap. 

"Spanky time, Jeff!" cooed Linda, patting his hot pink rear lightly. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Linda delivered 4 rapid fire spanks to Jeff's bare bottom. 

"Owww….Linda…that hurts!" 

Smack! Smack! Spank! Crack! Another 4 hard fast smacks had Jeff arching his back. 

"Yeee….ow" 

Linda administered Jeff's spanking in these rapid groups of 4, pausing in between to rub and pat Jeff's rear. The last two were given with the full strength of her arm, one on each red cheek. Jeff let out a howl. He hissed with pain as the girls stood him on his feet. 

"Well, we've warmed him up for you , Meg " said a smiling Linda, obviously pleased with her handiwork. Jeff's buns sported two bright red spank spots. His face was flushed. He sputtered , "Please no more. I'm really sorry. I wrote the letter like they said….." 

"No Jeff "said Margaret calmly as she took her seat on the chair with Jeff standing, trembling, to her right. She looked him in the eye and said, "I accept your apology, but there has to be punishment. Then, all will be forgiven. But right now I need to demonstrate just how hurt I was by that awful picture you concocted. So…get over my knee little boy, and we will discuss this ." 

Jeff was thoroughly cowed by Margaret's stern attitude. At the same time his penis grew harder as he stared into the sensuous valley of Margaret's ample cleavage, revealed by the unbuttoned top of the thin cotton blouse. As he tipped forward to assume the position, Margaret's strong arms took over and guided him over her athletic thighs. She opened her legs slightly to accommodate the engorged member then clamped them shut. Jeff was helpless. He stared at the carpet, his legs dangling in space on the other side, his buns tingly hot from the ministrations of Meg's teammates. He knew the worst was yet to come. 

Meg adjusted him to position his behind just right so that it was arched up seemingly begging for her punishing palm. She raised her arm and began to spank. 

Smack! Smack! Crack! 

"Ow…ow…ow…" wailed Jeff, shocked by the power of the smacks which burned his hiney like a hot iron. 

Margaret whipped her hand down briskly smacking Jeff's buns which bounced and wriggled at each hard impact. She spanked him hard and fast. Jeff started to plead. The fire in his bare fanny was starting to really burn now. 

Smack!…Smack!….Smack!………… 

"Owwww…no…arrr…yeowwww….please!" 

But the steady smack! Smack! Smack! Of Meg's relentless spanking hand just continued. 

About every ten smacks Margaret would ask, 

Smack!…..Smack!……..Smack! 

"Are you sorry now?" 

"Owww, yes, Margaret." 

Smack!…..Smack!……Smack! 

"Will you ever do that again?" 

"No…no…I promise…I won't…just stop….owwww". 

"You'd better not." 

The awful smacking resumed.

Jeff could feel himself getting close to that breaking point. He was going to cry if this went on much longer. He was already blubbering and pleading for mercy. How could she spank so hard? Her palm bounced off of his wriggling cheeks as he endured spank after burning spank. The girls watching were in awe of the power in Meg's blistering spanks. Each one flattened one of Jeff's bottom cheeks causing a ripple before rebounding to its rounded shape. His buttocks were a bright shiny red, tending toward purple. The girls watching, eyes bright with excitement, were thrilled at seeing a naughty boy get a good bare fanny licking, that was for sure, and the musky smell of arousal was evident in the room. The tears welled up in Jeff's eyes as the tone of his pleading turned frantic, and Margaret paused. 

"I'm going to give you ten more, now Jeff, and then we are done. And don't ever play a trick on me like that ever again, ok?" 

"Oh..yes Margaret, I promise, please not ten more…pleassse!" 

But Jeff's plea was drowned by the sound of Meg's ten last hard slow smacks to Jeff's rear cheeks. Jeff could only flutter his feet and cry piteously at each sonorous Smack! of Meg's open palm. 

Tears were running down Jeff's face when she let him up. He was still erect, however, which prompted hoots of glee. 

"That was a hard spanking, Meg, but it looks like he still likes you," smirked Linda. 

Becky and Julie laughed, "Poor little Jeffy, did mean old aunty Meg spank his little fanny too hard?" said Becky. 

"Still not hard enough by the looks of it," chuckled Julie. 

"Well, girls I think he's learned his lesson," said Meg. "You should probably go, 'cause I'm not sure when my folks are coming back. I'll untie Jeff and get him out of here." 

The girls hurriedly agreed, not wanting to be caught with a nude red-bottomed Jeff on their hands. As they clomped out of the house and started their cars, Meg said to Jeff, 

"Stand still while I untie you. Don't move or I'll get my dad's strop from the woodshed." 

Jeff obeyed. He wanted none of that strop. Did Meg get it that way, he wondered? 

When she had finished untying him , she commanded, 

"Now I have a surprise for you, Jeff, but you must stand in the corner and face the wall. Don't look !! Or I will get that strop, do you understand?" 

"Ok, Margaret, but haven't I had enough? C'mon…just lemme go." 

"You either get in that corner Jeff with no arguing or I will march you out to the woodshed just as you are and give you a taste of the strop on that red fanny of yours… and don't think I won't! I'm bigger and stronger than you and you know I can do it!" 

Jeff knew she was right. She could handle him like a 6 year old if she wanted to. He hobbled over to the corner wincing all the way and trying to rub some of the sting out of his tortured rear cheeks. He dared not turn his head but he could hear the faint sounds of clothing rustling. What the hell was going on? 

Finally Margaret said : "Ok Jeff, you can turn around now". 

When he turned, Jeff could not believe his eyes. Margaret was down on all fours on the rug and she was completely naked! The pose presented her large curvy ass and her dangling tits in a wildly erotic tableau. 

"Well? Isn't this how you imagined me for the picture you made? Now you see the real thing. Are you going to complete the picture?" 

Jeff couldn't believe his eyes or ears. She was inviting him to fuck her! As for Margaret, this was the culmination of her plot, a hot fucking from a willing but controllable boy-toy who could not refuse but to obey her every whim. Why later she could even make him lick that place where she pleasured herself. 

At the sight of Margaret's luscious body and her glistening quim exposed to his gaze, Jeff's hard penis gave a leap. Wasting no time now he walked to Margaret and knelt behind her. He guided his rod into her warm moist pussy. She was so lubricated that he slid in easily. Meg moaned. "That's it Jeff, push it in. Oh God!" she said as Jeff began to thrust in and out in slow strokes, bringing the head of his engorged member all the way to the lips of her pussy before thrusting all the way in again. She was tight! She was a big girl, but she was tight. As if pulled along by the tide of sensation, Jeff increased the tempo of his thrusts, his groin now slapping against Meg's ample bottom causing ripples in the wobbly cheeks with each impact. Meg, feverish with lust, was pumping her rear, impaling herself on Jeff's hard pole with wild abandon. They came, nearly together in a shattering climax, Jeff feeling himself spurting into her tight hole for what seemed like an eternity, Meg spasming in a paroxysm of pleasure. Afterwards Meg gathered Jeff into her arms and cuddled him. 

"That was my first time. Was it yours too?" said Meg. 

"Yes…oh God Margaret that was so good." 

"I had to spank you first, you know that, don't you?" inquired Margaret. "Come here, sit on my lap", she said, moving to the couch and taking Jeff on her lap. 

"I guess so…you were hurt, angry…I know I deserved it from you, too" 

"From me too? What do you mean?" 

And Jeff told her all about Ms Strickland and Aunt Joyce. 

"Poor baby…but you know you should be punished when you are nasty or thoughtless or deceitful. And I want you to stay with me. We'll do a lot more of this", she said running her hand back and forth across his hard shaft, which started to grow once again. 

"But if you are naughty we'll do more of this!" and she flipped him effortlessly over her lap bottoms up amid Jeff's meek protests and swatted him lightly. 

"Ow…yes Meg…but please no more now!" 

"Ok baby," said Meg pulling him upright and fondling the hardening member some more," no more now if you are good. And to be good I want this thing in me again!" 

"Yes ma'am!" said Jeff grinning. "I'm your obedient love slave." 

Yes you are, thought Meg, yes you are.....more than you know.  

Chapter 4

On Saturday Meg and Jeff had struck out on their own for a walk in the woods. They were headed up to a lake where there was a swimming hole, so they had a blanket, towels and bathing suits. They were part of a weekend retreat for seniors from the high school. Saturday afternoon was free time and Meg had decided to make the most of it. They had become a couple after the episode in Meg's basement. Jeff was smitten, and Meg luxuriated in the attention. She looked better now. She had done her hair and dressed better. She was a big girl but the clothes she wore now flattered her figure instead of hiding it. And her figure was quite nice, with a large bust, narrow waist, wide flaring hips and well muscled legs. She was athletic and powerful, and she definitely wore the pants in this relationship. Jeff didn't seem to mind. He minded her.

This afternoon Jeff's mind was on sex. They hadn't had a chance to get away after that day at Meg's house, and Jeff had thought today to be the perfect opportunity. Meg's mind was on sex too, but she first had a little business to discuss with Jeff.

They laid out the blanket and shucked off their clothes. Underneath Meg wore a bikini that a black little bit of nothing. Jeff's eyes popped out of his head when he saw it on her. The top barely contained her luscious tits and the bottom was a tiny triangle. Jeff wore tight speedos. Meg had insisted he buy them. She thought it made his buns look cute. She also noted with approval the obvious state of his arousal.

It was warm for a Spring day and they went for a swim. They splashed and giggled, grabbing each other.  The tussles turned to wandering hands and clutching and kissing. Tiring of the game, finally, they got out and dried off. Jeff was feverish with anticipation, but Meg had other plans. Jeff stared with curiosity as Meg took a knife from her beach bag and walked over to a slender fruit tree. With the knife she cut off a slim shoot and started stripping it of leaves and buds.

"Jeff, do you remember the deal we made about keeping our grades up, so there would be no doubt about us both being on the honor society?"

"Yes...so?"

"So...you got a 'C' on Ms Frank's French test."

"Well, so...I can pull that up. There's time left this semester. I just didn't study for it. There was a basketball game the night before. The girl's team....you at starting center. Remember?"

"Jeff, that is still no excuse for not studying, and I think you need a little reminder to help you study harder."

The light finally dawned on Jeff as the ominous purpose of the slender switch became apparent.

"Now wait a minute, you're not going to....hit me with that," stammered Jeff.

Margaret swished the switch through the air a few times. It made a wicked whining sound that caused a cold lump to form in the pit of Jeff's stomach.

"You remember our deal, Jeff. We both make honor society so we can both  go to the same private college. Any slacking and we agreed to mutual discipline for each other." She tapped the switch against her leg as she spoke to Jeff in an even matter-of-fact tone. "I think you have a little discipline coming."

"Well, yeah but I didn't think you meant....."

"What do you think discipline is, Jeff? A good talking to? Should I just scold you and wag my finger in your face? That won't work. What I have in mind will remind you to study and not goof off."

Jeff's eyes widened with apprehension. This was happening all too fast. One minute they'd been warming up for what looked like a steamy make-out session and now she was threatening a very juvenile punishment for him like he was some naughty schoolboy. 

"All right Jeff, enough of this, get over here right now." Looking around she spied a low branch. "Reach up and grab that branch." Jeff just stood there, frozen to the spot in disbelief. "Now! Jeff,.... let's go, I want your hiney stuck out nicely. Give me a good target. Oh, and slip your trunks down. This is a bare fanny switching."

Jeff quailed at the prospect of a whipping with that evil-looking switch.

"No, Margaret, no, you can't do this, I won't let you."

Jeff's voice sounded desperate. Meg approached like a determined Amazon, switch in hand.

"Don't you tell me no, Jeff. This is for your own good," she said grabbing Jeff by the wrist.

Jeff dug his heels in and struggled to get free as Meg pulled him after her toward a fallen log. Jeff tried to pull away. To his utter humiliation he couldn't. She was decidedly stronger than he was. He was panicked and broke out in a sweat. Meg was determined to punish her naughty boyfriend. Seating herself on the log she toppled the hapless Jeff across her thighs, bottoms up. She dropped the switch and holding Jeff down with her left arm, used her free right hand to peel Jeff's tight speedos down to his knees. The sight of his cute white buns propped over her knee was sure appealing, she thought. Later, she reminded herself--- right now my little boy needs a lesson.

Jeff was mortified. She can handle me like a ten year old child, he thought. His attempts to struggle were in vain, since Megs left arm was a steel band across his back. Now he felt a cool breeze on his denuded rear cheeks. That cool sensation did not last long as SPLAT! SPLAT! SPLAT! Meg began to land hearty spanks, one after the other, with no pause in between right on the plumpest part of Jeff's behind. The smacks burned like fire in his seat.

"Ow...ow...ow...Meg, no...no!" But Meg just continued to land spank after spank on Jeff's rapidly reddening hiney. Jeff twisted and squirmed but could not escape the stinging tattoo from Meg's punishing hand.

"I <spank!> expect you <spank!> to study <spank! splat! smack!> do you hear me? <splat! smack! splat! slap!>

"Ouch...please Meg, stop, I'll study I promise....Owww! Just stop spanking me! It hurrrrts! Owww!" The burning had quickly reached intolerable levels and Jeff was on the verge of breaking down and blubbering like a baby. Meg continued to rain down hard spanks. The obscenely loud splatting of Meg's palm against Jeff's fanny rang out in the small clearing for the next several minutes.

Giving Jeff a few final hard smacks that made him howl, Meg stopped, resting her stinging palm on Jeff's inflamed backside.

"Now I hope you understand I mean what I say, Jeff. You will obey me now, won't you?" Meg thrilled at the sound of her own words. She could control him. Her every whim would be obeyed. And she was not done yet.

"Yes, Meg, ok, whatever you say...I'm sorry...." wailed Jeff, tears of pain and abject humiliation dripping off of his nose. God, that spanking hurt!

She patted and soothed his burning cheeks, then slipped her hand between his legs to feel his burgeoning member.

"Umm, that's right Jeff honey, let mama stroke it for you. You know I don't like to punish my little man, but when you don't mind me, well, mama has to spank. You know that don't you honey?"

"Oh...oh...ah...yes, Meg." Jeff, despite his humiliating position, bare bottomed across Meg's knee, groaned with pleasure.

When it was as hard as steel, Meg stopped stroking Jeff's cock and stood him up. Jeff stood there, rubbing his buns, his face flushed, his hard penis bobbing as he tried to rub away the smarting pain in his bottom.

Meg retrieved the switch and pointed it at him.

"Now, young man, march yourself over there and grab that tree branch!"

"What!?" said Jeff, surprised, thinking that his humiliating correction was over.

"You heard me. Now. Go!" And she flicked him with the switch.

"Ow!...ok...but please," he pleaded, "Haven't I had enough?"

"That spanking was for disobedience, Jeff. This whipping is for not studying and not keeping up your end of the deal we made."

With a sob Jeff shuffled close enough to the tree to reach up and grab the overhanging limb. A moment ago he had been close to orgasm. Now he was to be switched.

"I think a dozen ought to do it, Jeff, as long as you don't let go," said Meg now tapping his rear with the slender withe.

Jeff looked nervously over his shoulder. That switch was  wicked looking, three feet long, and very whippy. It would sting like hell. A part of Jeff knew he deserved this. He had let them both down and he would now be justly punished for it.

Meg took a stance to his right and whipped the switch down hard right across the crowns of his bottom.

"Yeowwww!" screamed Jeff. He could not believe how much it stung!

"Stay still, Jeff." Swish...thwick! Another stripe was painted across his bare fanny. He twitched and yelped again.

The whipping continued. Swish..thwick! Thwuick! Whissh...huick!

"Ouch...ouch....ow...ahhh....yeow!" Jeff could not control his cries of pain. He danced from foot to foot as the merciless switch visited his buttocks, raising red weals on top of the already reddened flesh.

By the time she was finished, Jeff was crying piteously, but he managed to hold on to the branch. Meg threw down the switch and took him in her arms, rubbing his buns.

"There now, all done. You'll try harder now, right?"

"Yes Meg," said Jeff, gulping with sobs.

"Ok, then, come over here," she said coyly, fingering the straps of her top. She reached behind her and with a deft flick of her wrist released the tiny top freeing her breasts. Jeff just gawked at the swaying tits. Her nipples were hard. Next she tugged down the little bikini bottoms revealing the dark nest between her legs. As Jeff approached she reached out and took his turgid cock in her hand and planted a hot kiss on his mouth, her other hand gripping the back of his head.

"I know just the place for this," she said breathlessly, stroking him.

Waves of pleasure surged through Jeff in spite of his burning fanny. Meg settled herself on her back on top of the blanket and guided Jeff into her. She wrapped her legs around him in a vice grip and started rocking her body, pulling him and squeezing his erection now snugly embedded in her tight sex. Jeff was out of control with pleasure even though he knew he was being used like a pleasure toy by Meg. She was humping her hips in a furious rhythm as he slid back and forth in her tight vagina. He only wanted to hold on and make it last.

"Don't you dare cum yet!" whispered Meg when she felt his body start to shudder. She reached over and grabbed the discarded switch and whipped it down smartly across his rump.

"Owwww!" Yelled Jeff, momentarily distracted by the pain.

"Ah...ah..." breathed Meg. "I told you to slow down. Do as I say." And she whipped him again.

"Owwww!"

Meg discovered that with judicious use of the switch she could keep Jeff from coming and thus prolong her own steadily building orgasm. So she hugged him against her body with one arm and applied the switch with the other as needed, whipping him like a steed while she pleasured herself on his hard member. As she approached her own shuddering orgasm she dropped the switch, cumming in great wracking waves of pleasure. Jeff could contain himself no longer and let go of his own shattering climax.

After collapsing in each other's arms for awhile Meg pulled Jeff to the water to wash off. "I know something that needs cooling off," she said grinning. Jeff too shocked and exhausted to protest, and still fearful of the switch propped ominously against the tree allowed her to wash him like he was a child. Fondling his balls and penis she gleefully brought him to hardness again.

"Let's get out now Jeff. Time for you to put that tongue of yours to work," she said leading him to the blanket. To Jeff's horror she picked up the switch. "Now, I'm going to teach you exactly how I want to be pleasured, Jeff, so pay attention. There will be licks for mistakes..."

The lesson went on all afternoon.

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

Epilogue

Jeff cursed. He’d been tossed out of the house by Aunt Joyce and was halfway to Margaret’s house when he realized he’d forgotten his wallet. Margaret would kill him if he got pulled over with no wallet. Then he’d get pulled over again…over her knee that is. She was a very exacting no nonsense Amazon of a girlfriend. He called and told her he had to go back.  “I’ll just meet you at your house,” she sighed. “I really hate it when you are late, Jeffrey.”

Jeff cringed. That statement had an ominous undertone to it. “All right Meg. I’ll wait for you out front. Aunt Joyce has some ladies over and she doesn’t want any men around. I don’t know what that’s all about.”

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

Inside Joyce’s house the meeting was coming to order.

“Well this is all fun,” said Mary Ann, “but I think we have a little business do we not?”

“That’s right,” said Donna. “Joyce here has been proposed for honorary membership in our august sorority.” All the ladies applauded.

“Now Joyce,” said Mary Ann, “it’s very simple. All you have to do is to take an oath to uphold the noble traditions of Kappa, and to swear that you will not tell any non-member any of our sisterhood’s secrets or traditions…”

“Oh yes, I agree,” said Joyce excitedly. 

“And, as I was about to say, you must undergo a brief initiation ceremony to prove yourself worthy.”

“Initiation?” asked Joyce. Here it comes. She had thought about this. There were actually advantages to being an honorary member of Kappa. There was the fellowship and there was business networking too—all over the country. She could parlay her connection with Kappa into all types of potential business contacts. She knew that what was coming would probably be a bit silly and embarrassing, but she’d figured it was worth it.

Mary Ann waved her hand as if to dismiss her concern. “A small thing, just a bit of fun. Nothing really.” All the ladies smiled broadly.

Joyce digested this news with a bit of a nervous look. “Um, well, I suppose so. When we would have this initiation?”

Mary Ann grinned. “Why right now, of course.” Joyce looked around at all the other grinning faces. They’d been having a great time. The wine had been flowing freely and everyone was feeling good. Joyce felt that inhibitions were slipping away very quickly.

“Ok, so what do I do?”

Mary Ann asked Joyce, “Do you have a little short nightgown?”

“Yes, I do,” she answered. She recalled she had a flimsy Victoria’s secret thing.

“Then Gwen, take Joyce into your bedroom and have her put on the nightgown. Donna, come with me, and you girls move the furniture out toward the wall. Let’s make some room.”

The nightgown was a pink baby doll style, very short, and very skimpy with panties so brief it was like being bare. It made her feel almost naked. “What will they do?” whispered Joyce. It seemed silly. Everyone had been giggling, so that put her at ease, but she was still a bit apprehensive.

“You’ll see,” said Gwen. “Now hold still.” Joyce let Gwen fit her with a blindfold and lead her by the hand into the big family room. She heard someone say in rather formal manner, “Is the candidate ready?” Gwen said, “She is prepared.”

“Then she shall prove herself by the test of courage.”

Joyce sighed. This was all so juvenile.

“She shall plunge her hand into the cauldron of writhing snakes!” This overdramatic announcement was met with a few muffled snickers.

Then someone said, “No. Are you serious?” Another, it might have been Brina said, “Oh God, just look at them writhing like that. Where did you get them? Ewwww!”

Someone took her hand and stuck it in something. She felt slimy tubes that seemed to wriggle and she yelped involuntarily at the contact. “Ahhh!” They were snakes! There was muffled laughter, then they took it away. Then was the test of dexterity. She had to go down on all fours and push a peanut across the floor with her nose. Her ass was sticking up and it was no surprise that she felt the tap of a paddle on her rear urging her along. There were a couple of other dumb stunts and then they stood her up and took off the blindfold.

The “snakes” were, of course, gummi bears in water. She laughed too, being a good sport about it. Next was the secret handshake and the secret signs which were a complicated series of hand and arm movements. Then they told her the secret motto and passwords.

“Now we will test you,” said Mary Ann. They went through the whole thing and she muffed it. Badly. “How many mistakes did she make?” asked Mary Ann. “Five,” said Donna. There was the shaking of heads and muttered “ooh’s” and “uh-oh”. Somebody handed Mary Ann the paddle. Of course they had brought the paddle. Joyce eyed the paddle with alarm. She could guess what was coming now. In view of all of Gwen’s tales it did not surprise her that the old sorority paddle was finally making an appearance.

“Well, pledge Joyce, five mistakes is not good. We think you need a little help remembering, don’t we girls?” Everyone nodded or voiced assent. “Assume the position, please. Bend over, hands grabbing your knees.”

Joyce knew that to be a good sport she had to do this. She just hoped it wasn’t going to be too hard. She bent forward. Someone flipped her nighty up to present her bottom for the paddle. She felt the blade press into her flesh as Mary Ann lined it up. There was a whoosh and then splat! she felt a hot band of fire searing her rump.

“Yeow!” She’d never been hit with a wood paddle before, and it burned like nothing she’d ever felt--- a sharp sting, followed by a glowing heat that spread from her ass all the way into her core. Brad’s spankings seemed mild by comparison. Her thoughts were interrupted by a second searing swat that had her almost jumping up. Oh my God, how did they stand this?

Smack! a third swat made her raise halfway up.

“No breaking position pledge!” Mary Ann sounded like she was all business now. Joyce bent back over. “That’s good girl, stick that bottom out,” said Mary Ann. She felt a few taps and then….

Crack! Her bottom absorbed number four and she yelped, “Whooo….ahh!” The burning sensation was overpowering.

Crack! Mary Ann delivered swat number five. Yeow! She thought. That’s like a branding iron, searing my behind. Thank God that’s over with. 

“You may rise,” intoned Mary Ann.

Joyce straightened up and frantically rubbed her tender seat. It felt like she had backed into a bonfire.

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

So as not to disturb the meeting or whatever it was, Jeff parked down the street and slipped in a back door as quietly as he could. He tiptoed up the back stairs. From the family room he could hear giggling. Then he heard a sharp smack! He knew that sound—it was a wooden board meeting bare flesh. The soft yelp confirmed it. Someone was being paddled. He crept from his room and lay down on the landing. From this angle he could see into the room. He had to gasp. It was Aunt Joyce and she was bent over. Her nearly naked luscious behind was offered up to the lady standing behind her with a paddle. She was lining it up for the next swat.

Aunt Joyce was hot. For an older lady she had a great figure. She’d been hot even when she’d smacked him with that strap. Now she was getting it. She was bent over with that curvaceous ass sticking out. The panties were so skimpy most of her bottom was bare. She was being paddled by this very attractive woman in a business suit. Every time the paddle smacked Aunt Joyce her ass wobbled. This was too good to miss. Jeff settled in to watch. He became aware of an erection that was becoming a bit uncomfortable in this position. He moved to adjust his clothing.

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

The second time she only got three things wrong. But that meant another three stinging swats with the paddle. “Oops, Joyce. Nice try, dear, but I’m afraid you haven’t got it yet,” said Mary Ann. While the rest of them giggled, she bent back over. Smack! Yow! She thought as the wood smacked her seat for the sixth time. Smack! Ooooh! That one smarted, she thought. What these girls went through. At the same time, she felt that familiar frission between her legs. The last smack made her raise halfway up. “Yeow…!” she yelped.

Finally the third time was the charm. She managed to get it all right. “Whew! Good,” said Joyce, energetically rubbing her bottom. Thank goodness that was over with.

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

Meg stood tapping her foot impatiently. Jeff hadn’t turned up yet. Where was he? Meg had told him she’d be out front. Was he inside? She hated to go in, but maybe if she just knocked to see if he was there. She walked up and rang the bell. Joyce looked through the peephole, saw it was Meg, and opened it.

“Hi Joyce, is Jeffery here?” Why was Joyce in a nightgown? Joyce looked at her puzzled, and told Meg she’d sent him away for the afternoon. Then from inside the foyer Meg saw motion out of the corner of her eye and looked up. It was Jeff on the landing at the top of the stairs. “Jeff, what are you doing up there?” she asked sharply.

Joyce turned, shocked to see that it was indeed Jeff at the top of the landing. Jeff tried to get up but he tripped because his pants were down around his knees. It became apparent to Joyce immediately what he had been doing. Her mouth formed a tight line.

“Jeff, get down here immediately,” Meg commanded. Sheepishly, Jeff obeyed while Joyce went to get a robe.

“I can’t believe you’d do this Jeff.” Joyce was steamed. They were all now seated in the parlor and Jeff was standing in the middle of the room. Somebody had brought Joyce a housecoat. “Do you know what they call it? Well I’ll tell you. Voyeurism, that’s what. A peeping tom, that’s what you are.”

“What are you going to do with him, Joyce?” asked Donna. 

“I’m so mad I don’t know,” said Joyce.

Jeff stood there, embarrassed and blushing at being caught. “I know what I’m going to do with him,” said Meg. “And you know too, don’t you Jeffrey? I can’t believe you’d spy on your aunt.”

Now the other ladies were intrigued. “Just what will you do with him, Meg?” asked Mary Ann. They’d all been introduced by now and Meg had come to understand that this small gathering had to do with a sorority or something.

“Meg, please….” Jeff begged.

Meg tossed her head and ignored him. “He’s going to get his little fanny warmed. Just as soon as I get him alone.”

The ladies all giggled. “Really?” said Brina. “You’re going to spank him?”

Joyce raised her eyebrows. How interesting. So that’s what has kept Jeff on the straight and narrow.

Then Donna said, “well don’t mind us, go right ahead. We even have a paddle if you want it.” She handed the paddle to Meg who hefted it, smacking her palm a few times. 

Meg glared at him with eyes narrowed. Jeff paled. He knew that look. “Now, Meg, please no, ok?” He put his hands up. Meg’s response was to reach out and grab his ear lobe. “Owww!” Jeff squealed.

“I think that it’s only fair Jeff. You spied on your aunt trying to see her bare fanny, now she can see yours.” Meg said this as she tugged him along toward a stool in the kitchen.

“Ow! Ow!’ yelped Jeff, stumbling along as she pulled him by the earlobe. The ladies, now grinning from ear to ear and tittering excitedly, all followed. Meg wasted no time. She seated herself and pulled Jeff in front of her and made him stand still. She unhooked his belt and slid his pants to his knees. With Jeff protesting wildly she pulled him up over her lap. It was a high stool so Jeff’s feet were off the floor and he could keep from falling only by grabbing a stool rung.

Jeff was embarrassed beyond belief. He was blushing so hard he thought his whole body must be red. And then he froze. Meg’s fingers were in the waistband of his briefs. He felt cool breezes on his backside as she yanked his briefs down to his knees. “No, no…Meg, please,” he wailed. But Meg was having none of it. She took the paddle from the counter.

Jeff felt the press of wood on his bare buttocks and he knew Meg was lining up the paddle. There was a whoosh and then a smack! Pain exploded across his bottom. Jeff screeched, “Ahhh….”. It was awful, a hot searing sting. Another swat made him jerk up and throw his head back, but Meg had him in a tight grip.

Meg began to deliver a slow methodical paddling to her errant boyfriend. The swats fell with a whoosh…smack!  Right across the fat part of his sit spot at a rate of about one every five seconds. With each swat Jeff wailed and arched his back, pressing his groin into Meg’s lap. His legs waved up and down. He begged to be let up. The sting was atrocious. Crack! Crack! The paddle fell relentlessly. It went on for several minutes. The ladies watched as Jeff’s bottom became as red as a beet. When Meg let Jeff up he hopped around grabbing his inflamed buttocks and rubbing like a madman. Tears had welled up in his eyes.

“Now get your pants up and apologize to your aunt,” Meg commanded.

Sheepishly, Jeff faced his Aunt. “I—I’m sorry Aunt Joyce.”

Joyce smiled sympathetically. “You’re forgiven Jeff, but no peeking again, ever.”

Jeff rubbed his bottom through his slacks and mumbled, “Yes, Ma’am.”

The girls watched Meg take him by the hand and exit the front door. “Somehow,” said Donna, “I don’t think she is through with that young man yet.”

And they weren't wrong.

Life with Stacey

Chapter 1

Will was standing in the corner trying to control the tears that threatened to start spilling out. He was gasping and rubbing his hind cheeks in flagrant disregard of Stacey's rule. He had just endured two phases of this three-phase punishment-- first, a "half and half" as Stacey called it, which was a spanking from Stacey's capable palm--half on jockey briefs, half on the bare. This had been bad enough, a hot stinging smacking with the flat of Stacey's hand, applied in rapid fire flurries while she scolded him whenever she paused. This had been followed by twenty swats of the official household "spankin' paddle", a thin oval wooden paddle that, although small, stung like blazes. Stacey had held Will face down across her knees to administer the correction, a juvenile posture that always made him feel like he was ten years younger. It was doubly shameful that she had been dressed for work while he had been totally naked. At the same time, he knew that she loved him and cared for him enough to correct him this way when necessary. Stacey had always said that Will was a good man, but sometimes, a very naughty boy.

She was now downstairs on the phone which had rung in the middle of his punishment session, so he had a brief reprieve while she took the call. From the sounds of it, it was something to do with work, a client of hers, probably. He was grateful for the interruption, but he still had some demerits to pay for. The cut down leather belt that he had fashioned for her to use as a punishment strap awaited him, a black coiled length of pure hell. And as a finisher he was getting twenty searing licks with it while he bent over the bed. The pillows over which he was to prostrate himself were already in place.

How had he come to this? His wife, eight years his senior, was in complete control of their marriage. She worked while he took care of the house while studying for his master’s degree. She had naturally taken the dominant role in their relationship from the very beginning. Standing in the corner, he had time to reflect on how it all came to be....

It started way back.... Stacey had been a neighbor. And Will had been smitten from the start. He had watched her through his window, sunning herself in the little bikini. He had had a direct line of sight to her back yard. She was a tall, tanned goddess, about 5' 9" with golden blonde hair, long legs and a trim athletic body. Will knew she was a tennis player and on the swim team--her house had a pool. Will's shameful secret was that alone, at night under the covers, he masturbated frequently to the vision of Stacey in the little bikini that displayed her proud breasts and curvy hips. So Will considered it his good fortune when his parents announced that they would be taking a three month trip to Europe and leaving Stacey, who was a college senior, in charge of him and Betsy, his younger sister. Normally Will would have been rankled by the thought that he needed someone older to be a babysitter, but since it was Stacey…well. No problem at all.

They got along fabulously at first. Stacey was cool and let them stay up however late, watch R-rated videos, and eat lots of pizza, things his parents usually monitored even at his age. Will tried to act mature, but around Stacey he was, more realistically, a stammering schoolboy.

But Will was a mischievous kid and a typical teenager. He teased his sister, left his socks on the floor, and never put away the food or dirty dishes. While Betsy was used to this behavior, it annoyed Stacey to the point where she felt like being a little sharp with Will. After a pointed reminder he would, for a brief time,  comply with whatever rule he had neglected, but Stacey was getting a little tired of it. And Betsy could be moody and snappy, as well as "forget" to say where she was going.

What started it all was a prank. Will, Drew, and Bobby, three neighborhood pals, along with Betsy, had decided to prank old Mrs.. Macgruder. The old witch, she was a constant pain in the ass, always bitching about this or that to the neighborhood kids. Only the prank got out of hand and turned to pure vandalism with spray paint on the side of her garage. Worse she had seen them, or at least she had seen the three boys. Betsy had procured the spray paint, but had not been a participant in the actual deed. In fact she hadn't gone to Macgruder's house at all. Stacey first got a call from Mrs. Macgruder, and then got a call from the other parents. The upshot of it was that she would attend a meeting with the other parents and Mrs. Macgruder.

Will saw Stacey's anger flare for the first time when he admitted his guilt in the matter.

"Will, I can't believe you did this! How could you? You have been so well behaved up to now...but this...". She shook her head in disgust. "I'm going to have to go to this meeting because your parents aren't here, but believe me, Will, you are in big trouble. You had just better stay in your room until I get back." 

Will hesitated. He felt all the guilt of naughty boy caught in the act at that moment. She folded her arms waiting for him to move, then pointed to the stairs. "Go. Now. I mean it." Wow, she could be as strict as my parents, he thought. The flashing eyes and the stern demeanor told Will he'd better obey.

Stacey sat down with Drew's mother and Bobby's mom and dad at Mrs. Macgruder's. The old woman was justifiably furious. She wanted the police. She wanted the boys prosecuted. All agreed the boys should be punished, but they tried to talk the woman out of getting the police involved. They would pay for the damage and they assured her that the boys would be dutifully punished.

"And just how do you propose to punish them?" she demanded. Bobby's parents stammered something about grounding for the summer, but Drew's mother said in a chilling tone, "I know what Drew needs and I assure you, Mrs. Macgruder, he will get it--a good whipping. He will be whipped until his little backside is welted, good and proper."

When Mrs. Macgruder smiled and nodded, Bobby's parents, seeing a solution, chimed in, "We agree with Marjorie. I can assure you that Bobby will not sit comfortably for a month when we are done. And we will make him repaint your garage."

This seemed to please Mrs. Macgruder even more. "A right good butt whippin' is what they need," she said nodding. And then she turned to Stacey. "What about Will Jensen? You are only babysitting. His parents won't be back for some time I hear. I can't wait weeks  to call the police. If I'm willing to let you folks punish these boys instead of calling the police, it has to be done right away. I want them all punished now!" She added emphatically. She had a point. She really could not wait to report this. It was either report it now or forget it.

Stacey thought Will was a good kid, maybe fallen into bad company. If possible she wanted to get this incident dealt with before they returned. Well, she was in charge and had full authority to discipline. That is what they had told her when they left. In fact they had shown her the little "spankin' paddle" that hung behind the closet door and had joked (? she thought) in front of both kids, that if they gave her any trouble, "Here is the remedy. Remember this, kids?" Both Betsy and Will had blushed and protested as dad opened the closet door and their mom had reminded them that it "hadn't been that long ago" when the paddle had “seen action". The "spankin' paddle" was an oblong paddle with smooth rounded corners. It was about a foot long and three inches wide. The surface was highly varnished. It was made of some kind of plywood and all the edges were rounded. Will and Betsy's dad had made it for their mother when the kids were smaller. But as time went on, it never seemed to have been retired. It had been mom's corrective tool and many times in their young lives the kids had felt its sting as they were held squalling over mom's knee for lessons in behavior.

Will had been so embarrassed. He was a cute boy and had tried to act so grown up, so to have it pointed out to her that he had at one time been subject to spankings, well, that was quite a comedown.

Stacey had just laughed and said that she doubted that would be necessary. But when the kids had left Mrs.. Jensen pulled her aside and said, "I mean it. In this family we spank, and if you need to do that to keep order, you have our permission. Betsy and Will act like they are too old for that treatment, but we still, on occasion, spank them for misbehavior." But now what? It was an option, and was certainly warranted. She had no doubt that the Jensens would have agreed with Drew's mother and would have promised to punish Will in the same way.

Drew and Bobby's parents acknowledged that their boys would be punished that very day, and all eyes turned to Stacey. She took a deep breath and held herself erect in the chair. "I can punish Will myself," she declared in an authoritative tone. "The Jensens gave me the authority to punish the kids if necessary. I was subject to parental discipline myself and my sorority at college employs the paddle--which I have been on both ends of," she added. "So I know what a spanking is, and I can assure you that I will dispense justice that is severe enough to make sure Will is taught a stern lesson."

"I suppose that will be alright," said the old woman, now addressing all the parents and Stacey, "but I want a biblical punishment given to those boys--and that means--real stripes." She thought for a moment. "And to be sure...to satisfy me...I want a picture. I want to know that each guilty backside is red and blistered. And I want a face shot that better show some tears. And I'll keep these pictures in case these young hooligans ever do anything like this again. I'll bet they wouldn't like 'em shown to their friends," she cackled.

Marjorie Simpkins spoke up. "I can assure you, Mrs. Macgruder, that Drew will be severely dealt with--but if it requires proof by way of a photograph, I will see that you get one. I have a Polaroid camera. I will gladly lend it to you, Jim and Barb, and you too Stacey, if you need it."

Jim and Barb demurred. They had one. Stacey had no idea what the Jensens had so she said, "Call me and I'll send Betsy over to get it..er...after you finish."

So the die was cast. Stacey was going to have to blister Will's butt to save his hide from a criminal charge. And she was going to do it right. Serves the boy right, she thought on the way home, he's really too big for his britches. Well, the britches were coming down. As she walked up the steps she ran into Betsy, and asked her to come inside for a moment.

Betsy's blood ran cold. Had she been implicated after all? She decided to brazen it out. "Will's in trouble, isn't he?"

"Yes, he most certainly is. I just came back from a meeting at Mrs. Macgruder’s with the other parents. Mrs. Macgruder saw Will and Drew and Bobby running away from her garage, then discovered that they had vandalized it--with spray paint." Betsy's stomach did a flip flop. She had bought the spray paint.

Stacey looked as though lost in thought for a moment, then said, "Betsy, do your parents really spank?"

Betsy blushed. "Yes, they have...I hate to admit it, but both of us have gotten it good on occasion."

"Well, when they spank you, how do they do it?"

"Gee...this is embarrassing. Don't tell anybody, ok?" Stacey nodded. "Ah...the last one I got, mom gave it to me. I was out too late and lied that I was over at Laura's. When I came back home, both mom and dad were waiting up and they really chewed me out. I thought that was it, then mom told me to come upstairs with her to her bedroom. I thought, uh oh, I'm gonna get it. I wasn't wrong. Mom got the spankin' paddle out, sat down on her vanity and told me to get right across her lap. She lifted my skirt and spanked me good and hard right on the seat of my panties. That thing really hurts on nothing but panties. It stung like blazes and I was bawling like a baby."

"How about Will? When did he get it last?"

Betsy thought a moment. "It was last semester, and I remember he did something at school, some prank on a girl. He got detention. Anyway, mom and dad had to go get him and bring him home. They were hopping mad! They took him upstairs and both of them punished him, mom first with the paddle and then dad, using his belt. I could hear the licks and his howling from downstairs. And it was on the bare too. He told me later. That's the worst, when we get it from them both--that paddle stings like fire and the belt stripes your butt for a week!"

"Have you ever got it like that?"

"Yeah, once when I was 14 and went swimming down near the old mill. Ouch...I can still feel it I think," she said with a wry grin. "So why do you..." The light dawned. "Wait-- is Will going to get a whipping?"

"'’Fraid so," countered Stacey. Betsy just shook her head, but she was even more startled to learn that Stacey would be the one to administer it. "You mean you're going to do it? Wow! Boy will he be embarrassed. He kind of has a crush on you."

Betsy nervously agreed that a licking was in order. Stacey sent her over to Drew's house to borrow the camera. Stacey went inside and called Will downstairs. He had been waiting in his room, his stomach in knots. He went downstairs to find Stacey sitting at the breakfast room table. 

"Will," she began, "I have good news and bad news. The good news is that Mrs. Macgruder will not press charges." Will's face brightened. Another bullet dodged. "The bad news is that you will have to be punished, rather severely, I'm afraid. And I'm to be the one to carry it out since your parents aren't here." Carry it out? That didn't sound so good.

"I'm afraid I'm going to have to give you a whipping, Will, a good one. It has to be severe enough to satisfy Mrs.. Macgruder that you've been properly punished. We'll even have to take photos to prove it."

Will heard the words but sat there in stunned disbelief. Did she say a whipping? Stacey, the goddess, the object of his adolescent fantasies was going to give him a...a...licking like he was a little kid or something? He blushed beet red and he stammered in protest.

"No, no I won't let you. You can't do this. It's too...too...look I'm not some little kid. We don't get punished like that, not anymore," he pleaded.

"Betsy told me differently," said Stacey. She stood there, arms folded, staring right through him. 

That rat! thought Will. I should tell on her. "Look, can't you just tell Mrs. Macgruder you did it, and I'll back you up. I'll say it hurt like hell and everything."

Stacey frowned. "I'm surprised at you Will. That would be dishonest. I will not be a party to deception. Besides, the alternative is worse, and another thing--this will only work if you all go through with it. So you must accept your punishment for the sake of your friends. And they are being punished as we speak." She was silent waiting for Will to speak. He just sat there with a look of total disbelief. "You're not a coward are you? I always thought you were a brave boy. Can't you take the punishment you have coming like a man?"

That last question pushed his macho buttons and he said "S..sure, I can take it." Then he wavered. "But...do you have to do it?" God! How embarrassing!

"There's no one else here, Will." Will slumped back, this was too awful. "Er...when are you...?"

Stacey looked him straight in the eye. "Right now, Will," she said quietly.

There was dead silence in the room except for the clock's ticking. Will tried to absorb the reality of what was about to happen. For a moment no one said anything.

"Ok, here's what I want you to do," said Stacey, taking charge, "I want you to go upstairs and shower, then come down to your parent's room."

Glumly Will trudged up the stairs. He showered, unconsciously dragging it out, wondering just how much this was going to hurt. Stacey was strong. She had big shoulders, and she topped him by five inches, easy. While Will was showering, Stacey had changed into a short tennis dress and a tank top. She needed freedom of movement and did not want to muss her good clothes.

Then he got the shock of his life when Stacey put her head in the door and said, "Hurry up, Will. Get out, dry off and come down to the bedroom---and you won't need anything but a towel on. Let's go, young man." 

What? Just a towel? He'd be naked! Oh God! That was how she was going to give it to him? And the way she talked to him, calling him "young man", just like his mom and teachers did when he was in trouble—big trouble that sometimes led to night of sleeping on his stomach with a hot stinging bottom. With a deep sense of dread, Will gathered the towel around his waist and trudged down the hall. He opened the door to find Stacey seated at his mom's vanity bench. The "spankin' paddle" was in her right hand. Opposite the bench were some pillows piled at the foot of the bed and dad's black strap was lying next to them. He stopped, frozen with fear. She was going to use both on him--like that time last year when he got suspended.

"Come in Will," she said in a commanding tone. Gone was the cheerful friendly neighbor girl who clowned around with them. This was a serious woman who had assumed the mantle of authority. "Will, Mrs.. Macgruder has insisted that you kids be severely punished---a "biblical" punishment, she said. And, I have to demonstrate to her that her wishes have been carried out. So, this will happen in two parts. First you are going over my knee for a spanking with your mom's paddle, then you will assume the position over the end of the bed for a licking with the strap."

"Stacey, please do you have to..." Will started to whine.

"Don't interrupt me, Will. And until we finish, it's 'yes, ma'am' or 'no, ma'am' and no backtalk. Do you understand? Here, stand in front of me"

Will hung his head miserably. "Er..yes, Sta...er, ma'am"

"Alright. Now, Will, drop the towel."

Blushing ten shades of red, Will did as he was told. His hands moved to his front to cover his groin from Stacey's gaze. Inexplicably, he had started to get a boner, contemplating the idea of being hauled over Stacey's knee, having her see him naked, vulnerable, his naked bottom plumped up over her lap so she could spank it. And the fact that she had changed into a short tennis dress had made her look more sexy than ever. His penis was going to rub against those golden thighs while she paddled him.

Will looked so miserable, Stacey thought. It must be embarrassing for him to be like this, naked in front of a girl a few years his senior and about to get an old fashioned over the knee tanning from her. Well, she had to do her duty.

Stacey tapped the paddle on her leg and said, simply, "Over my knee, Will." So this was really going to happen.

Will groaned. "Yes, ma'am". Stacey parted her legs and Will eased himself face down across her lap. Will was so humiliated. Here he was, naked, with his bare behind vulnerably exposed for her to spank and with a boner to boot, rubbing up against her thigh. She gripped his waist with her left arm and pulled him closer. He had a cute butt, Stacey noted. In fact all of him was cute. And she could not help but notice the hardened state of his penis. We'll, see how long it stays like that, she thought. Someday he'd make quite a lady killer, but today he was just a naughty boy about to pay for his misdeeds in the traditional naughty boy manner---a sound bare fanny spanking.

"Will, you have this spanking coming to you. You will lie across my knees and take it. I don't want any swearing or attempts to get up or we start again. You may cry, however, and in fact you should. Believe me, crying helps," She paused, and said in a softer tone," I'm sorry to have to do this Will, but you brought it on yourself." All the while Will felt the cold wood pressing on the summits of his vulnerable bare buttocks.

Then she brought the paddle down, flattening the left cheek with a loud crack. Will hissed. God that stung! Crack! a lick to the right cheek. Crack! Whap! Smack! Stacey delivered smarting spanks to Will's bare butt, alternating sides,  at a rate of one spank every few seconds. Will's bottom wobbled with the impact, which felt like fire. She was spanking so hard! Will squirmed, but Stacey's arm held him tightly in position while her right hand kept up a deliberate cadence of brisk smacks to the chubby mounds poised over her knee. Will couldn't control himself. He writhed across her lap and started to yelp in pain. This was stinging as bad as anything his mother ever gave him. Stacey's mouth was set with a grim determination as she raised her arm again and again to spank the rapidly reddening rear cheeks of the squirming lad. A red bottom lap dance, she thought as Will's butt wiggled and bobbed to the tune of the stinging tattoo. The pain was furious now, burning, his behind felt like it was being seared. Will desperately tried to hold back the tears, but it just hurt too much. Each smack from that wicked paddle echoed in the room and was now mixed with Will's halting sobs.

Crack! "Ah...ah...owwww." Crack! "I'm sorry...ow...ow." Crack! "Please...stop"

Smack! He drummed his toes on the floor. Spank! "No more, no more, please!"

Smack! "Wahhhhh....arrrr...ahhh." Will dissolved into tears.

Betsy heard the sharp cracking sounds and Will's muffled cries from downstairs as she entered the house. Wow! Will was really getting it! Her own behind tingled as she recalled her last tanning with the paddle. She went up stairs. Just outside the door the sounds of the spanking in progress could clearly be heard. She knocked on the door and the smacking noises stopped. Stacey told her to come in. It was quite a sight that greeted her. Will was naked and held  face down over Stacey's lap. His behind was a bright red. AS he turned his face toward her, she could see tears running down his cheeks and his expression was one of outright mortification.

"Owwww...noooo.... does she have to see?"

"Quiet, Will," said Stacey, giving him another smack. "Do you have the camera?"

"It's right here," said Betsy, holding it up.

"I'm giving Will a few more with the paddle and then I want you to shoot a picture. Can you do that?" Betsy nodded.

Will let out a wail at this news. Stacey ignored him, tightened her grip, and delivered a volley of crisp smacks to the wriggling cheeks. Will howled anew at the onslaught of fiery spanks.

This is what Stacey had been waiting for, the moment when Will would surrender to the stinging sensation and shame of the spanking and cry it out. She added a few for good measure, then stopped.

"Now, Betsy." Betsy took the photo. It would later show a determined woman holding a paddle, a boy sprawled across her lap, bottom very red, and a tearful expression on his face. It would be very clear to all that he had had a most thorough spanking.

"Ok, Will, up you get," she said putting the boy back on his feet. Will stood there gasping, rubbing his bottom, and crying.

"Ow, ow, ahhh....Stacey...I mean, ma'am...please no more.."

"I'm sorry, Will but your hind end is not in the condition that Mrs. Macgruder wants. I'm afraid you will have more to endure before it's over. Let's go now, over the end of the bed," said Stacey taking him by the arm and leading him to the bed. She pushed him down so that his tummy was over the pillows and his tomato red buttocks were presented for the whipping to follow.

Will moaned and bent over, his rear cheeks elevated over the pillows. Betsy looked on sympathetically--and fearfully. It'll be me like that if they rat me out, she thought.

Stacey took the length of belt and folded it. Then she stepped back and whipped it down onto Will's behind with a loud thwack! Then, thwack! another. Thwack! a third. Will yelped and his body twitched as Stacey brought the belt down to lay ten livid stripes across Will's inflamed fanny. The searing licks brought a chorus of pleas and promises to behave in the future. Stacey stood back and let Betsy take a picture of the dark red stripes left by the belt, then told Will to look over his shoulder so his face would show. It was a mask of pain and anguish. 

Stacey told Will he could get up. He rose clutching his seat. Stacey handed him the towel, and choking and hiccupping tearfully he put it around his waist to cover himself. Stacey hugged him to her and patted his back. His head snuggled against her shoulder. "There now, Will, it's over, we're done. You took that bravely."

"Yes, ma'am", sniffled Will.

"It's not ma'am anymore, it's Stacey," she said in a soothing voice. "Tell you what Will, you go get dressed and we'll go out. Your choice, ok?" she said tilting Will's chin up with her hand. Will nodded. "Good boy," said Stacey.

Later that night when the awful sting had receded to a hot glow, Will's boner had returned with a vengeance as he remembered the feel of lying across Stacey's silky thighs and the feel of her breasts as she had hugged him afterwards. As his stroking hand brought him closer and closer to climax, the pain of the spanking was almost forgotten and in its place was almost a desire to experience that delicious feeling of shame and vulnerability all over again. Finally the pleasure overcame him and he spewed his cum all over the bedclothes in great jetting arcs as he thought about Stacey.

Chapter 2

In the meantime, Betsy felt awful. In the days following the incident, it became clear that nobody had given her up. She knew both Drew and Bobby were sweet on her, and she guessed that Will did not want to appear cowardly or small to Stacey by being a squealer. Still it ate at her. All three boys had been given serious whippings. She heard that Drew's mother had cut a switch from the back yard and had whipped him severely. Bobby got the belt from his dad, about 50 licks, someone said. None of the boys were sitting comfortably. Betsy had got off scot free.

Will came in one afternoon to hear Betsy and Stacey talking in the kitchen. He was about to announce his presence when he heard Betsy confess in a tearful voice, her part in the Macgruder incident. Will stopped, now listening. Betsy was going on about how guilty she felt. Stacey was consoling her, telling her that it was good that she felt badly. It meant she had a conscience. Then they started talking about what to do about it. They both agreed that no good would come of telling anyone, but Stacey pointed out that this thing would be on her conscience until she was punished for it.

"Punishment erases the bad feelings we have about something and lets us move forward," Stacey said. Betsy nodded glumly but questioned what could she do? "Well," Stacey countered, "Will got his backside blistered. It was a pretty good punishment and I know he feels like he's paid for his crime."

Then Will heard Betsy say, "Do you think I should get a licking, too?" Stacey said, "Let's just say this, Betsy, you know it was wrong, you feel like you ought to be punished, and we want to keep it just between us girls. My experience tells me that a short sharp session with the spankin' paddle will wash away that load of guilt you're carrying. You feel bad that your friends got it and you escaped, free and clear. In my opinion a good spanking will even things up--you could even tell the boys, if you trust them, so that they will know you paid your dues too. I know it works this way pretty well in my sorority."

"Ok--I guess--no, I know you're right." Then she said with a big sigh, "When should we...?"

"How about now? Before Will gets home. This will only take a few minutes."

Will could peek around the corner and not be seen. Betsy nodded her head and unconsciously her hands fluttered to her seat.

"Don't look so glum, Betsy, it only hurts for a little while. Let's go up to your parents’ bedroom and get this over with."

Will watched as they rose and headed for the stairs. Wow! He thought, Stacey was going to spank Betsy. He watched two girlish behinds sway, nicely filling the shorts they both wore as they climbed the stairs, Stacey with a full womanly bottom and Betsy with a smaller but pouty pair of rear cheeks. He wanted to see this! Being very quiet, he crept up the stairs to the hallway. The door was open and he could see Betsy standing nervously beside the vanity as Stacey retrieved the paddle. Stacey sat down on the vanity. She told Betsy to drop her shorts. Betsy did and revealed a cute chubby seat clad in pink nylon panties. Stacey patted her knees and Betsy gingerly laid herself down across Stacey's lap hind end up. Will heard Stacey order her to lift up. There was a mild protest from Betsy, but Stacey reminded her that Will got it bare, so she allowed Stacey to slip the panties down to her knees. Stacey shifted her right leg a bit so that Betsy's bottom was perched prominently over the knees of her chastiser. Will noted that Betsy had a cute can, even if she was his sister, and the sight of her about to get a spanking from Stacey was giving Will a woody.

Stacey asked her if she was ready. Betsy choked out a "yes", and Stacey started to spank. For the next several minutes Stacey spanked Betsy's bobbing rear end with crisp smarting smacks from the little paddle that made sharp popping noises. Betsy wriggled and kicked her lower legs and voiced little yelps as the paddle smacked and smacked--left-right, left-right. Stacey never raised her arm higher than her shoulder, but the spanks looked like they carried plenty of steam. After what seemed like two or three minutes of steady smacking, Betsy's butt was a shiny red and she was crying. Stacey stopped, let her up, and gave Betsy a big hug. Will heard her say, "There now, it's all over. You've been punished. Are you gonna be ok?" Betsy nodded, wiping her eyes and rubbing her sit spot. Will slunk back down the stairs with a boner that wouldn't quit. He went back out, then came back in, letting the door slam announcing his presence.

"Anybody home?" he shouted.

"We're up here Will," he heard Stacey say.

"What's goin' on?" he said with a grin as he came upon Stacey and Betsy emerging from the bedroom.

"Oh, just girl talk," said Stacey with a smile at Betsy. 

Betsy just blushed and nodded. Will headed straight for the bathroom.

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

After that the house was calm for a while, but, kids being what they are, Will and Betsy started to test their limits. Being brother and sister they fought. The bickering and carping began to get on Stacey's nerves. It first came to a head during a fight over the remote. The fight escalated to a scuffle and Stacey finally cried, "Enough! You two are acting like brats and you can both go to your rooms and miss the show each of you wanted to see."

They both protested this loudly, so Stacey said, "Ok, I'll give you an option--stay in your rooms for the next hour and no TV at all or you play 'swats poker'."

"What's swats poker?" asked Betsy.

"It's a little game we play in my sorority, kids. The way it works is the person who is guilty of some infraction pulls one card from a standard deck. The number on the card is the number of swats she gets with the official paddle. If the card is black, she gets to take them on one layer of clothing. If it's a red card, the pants come down. So, any takers?... or do you want to be confined to quarters? You decide."

Will thought. This might not be so bad. He could pull a two or a three. That was nothing, not after the tanning he'd received. Betsy too thought it was better to risk a short spanking than have to sit in her room.

"What are face cards?" asked Will

"Oh, yeah, Jacks are 11, queens 12, kings 13 and ace is 15."

"And you give 'em to us with mom's spankin' paddle?" asked Betsy.

"Yeah...in the sorority we use a big paddle but... I guess for you kids, the spankin' paddle is enough. So what do you say? Think you can get lucky? Get off with just a couple of smacks? Over your underwear?"

"Ok by me," volunteered Will. "I'd rather get swats than stay grounded in my room."

"Yeah, its ok for me too, Stacey."

"Well, kids, it's settled then. One round of swats poker coming up. And I hope this cools you too off so you stop fighting. Betsy, find us a deck of cards and Will, you go fetch the 'spankin' paddle'."

This was even exciting, thought Will as he climbed the steps to get the paddle. For some reason he would start to get hard every time he thought about the gorgeous Stacey dishing out a spanking, either to him or Betsy. He lifted the paddle from its hook inside the closet door and went downstairs. Betsy had the cards. They sat down at the dining room table while Stacey shuffled. Stacey slid the deck over to Betsy.

"You get to cut the cards before I deal, Betsy"

Betsy said "ok" and cut. Stacey put the cut deck together. "Ready?" she said. Betsy nodded. Stacey deftly flipped one card onto the table face up...the 7 of spades. Betsy gave something between a grin and a grimace. It could have been lots worse. "Will? Here goes...". She dealt Will a Jack of diamonds. 

"Hey, no fair!" protested Will. "She gets off with 7 and I get 11, and bare too. What a rook!"

"That's the way it works, Will, it's the luck of the draw. Next time Betsy might get a lot for a lesser offense, or nearly nothing for a major no-no. So...lets pay up kids. Betsy you first." Stacey got up and took the spankin' paddle in one hand and Betsy's wrist in the other. She led Betsy into the den where there was a low footstool. She put her left foot on the stool and told Betsy to take down her shorts. Betsy blushed as she slid down her little shorts to reveal white cotton undies that were stretched tight across her cutely rounded rear cheeks. 

Stacey tapped her thigh and smiled, "Over you go, girl." Betsy gave a rueful wince and bent over Stacey's leg, sticking her bottom up.

"7 swats, Betsy. Count for me." Splat! "Ooh, one." Spank! "Ow, two." Will's boner got more pronounced as he watched the paddle smack Betsy's cute rear end. Pop! "Three". Smack! "Yikes, four." The smacks were crisp and the cracks of the paddle loud like firecrackers. Splat! "Yeowch..it stings--f..five." Will could see the red hue underneath the panties. Smack! "Owww...six...ooh." Splat! "Yeowww...seven. Geez that stung!" said Betsy as she clutched her rear cheeks and did a little dance hopping from foot to foot. To Betsy it seemed that Stacey had hit her harder than when she had spanked her up in the bedroom. Then it had been a continuous flurry. These spanks were more deliberate, and Stacey was putting more arm into it, making sure each one was felt.

"Ok, mister Will, your turn, young sir. " Stacey was smiling. This was ok thought Will, she likes us, she just needs to keep order in the house. We were fighting. I guess we deserve this. "Betsy, bring me a chair, would you?"

"With pleasure," chuckled Betsy still rubbing her butt, and she brought in a dining room chair.

Stacey sat down. "Ok, Will, get 'em down to your ankles. I want to see some bare hiney, young man." Will shucked down his jeans and underwear and laid himself across Stacey's knee--quickly he hoped, before she noticed his woody. The familiar feel of Stacey's womanly thighs and her smell was intoxicating even though he was going to get his fanny spanked. Stacey explained that for a licking of 10 swats or more, the culprit was always going to be put across her knee. "It's easier to hold you if you start to wiggle too much," she explained.

Stacey then splatted the little paddle down 11 times on Will's bare fanny, making it glow with a dusky red hue. It stung a lot, but Will was able to count out the 11 licks without crying and it was over quickly. The wriggling on Stacey's lap though, had aggravated the condition of Will's hardness, and both Stacey and Betsy had giggled when Will had leapt up, boner bobbing, as he did his own version of the spanking dance.

The game had set a precedent and there was no going back. Stacey explained that she was going to have rules and if the kids broke them, there would be consequences. And they could have their choice, they could be grounded, do extra chores, stay in their rooms, even stand in the corner--or they could elect to play swats poker. Stacey laid down her expectations, and with them, the penalties for disobedience. She made it clear that for more serious offenses like playing in forbidden places or not coming home on time, there would be more than just one round of swats poker to play.

Will didn't care. He feared the pain of a spanking, but it was exciting too. That night, after that first time, he had stroked his cock feeling the warm glow in his butt and remembering the shameful yet arousing feeling of being taken across Stacey's knee. He recalled the fire in his fanny as the paddle had smacked, and the pleasant sensation of being suspended over her thighs, pants at his ankles. He stroked it faster and faster and it erupted in a spasm of intense pleasure, thick gobs of cum spewing all over.

Chapter 3

Life had settled into a routine as the summer progressed. Stacey worked part time as a lifeguard at the local pool and the kids were left pretty much on their own during the day.  One Friday night Betsy decided to host a slumber party. Will hung around because there was nothing else to do. So there they were, Betsy and her three friends Sally, Julie, and Beth, plus Will. Two other boys had been invited to join the fun. These were Dave and Troy, friends of the girls. They planned to sneak back over later that night, with more boys, they promised.

They were playing ping pong in the basement. Stacey was still at the pool. The ping pong game was kind of listless. Will was bored, but he sure liked being around his sister's friends. They were all cute. Will was a good looking kid, and he was at least tolerated by the older girls who thought he was cute, too. So it was that Will was invited, over Betsy's objection, to hang out. 

Things stated to get out of hand when Dave noticed the unlocked liquor cabinet. Everybody thought it would be great to have a little drink, just to liven things up. Betsy reluctantly went along with the idea. Soon they were passing around a bottle of Chevas Regal, and everybody was getting tipsy.

They decided to play cards. Poker was suggested. Someone asked what they could use for chips, and Sally, a mischievous and not just a bit brazen little blonde ventured, giggling, "Well, why not strip poker?" 

"Yeah, strip poker!" urged both Troy and Dave enthusiastically. They would like nothing better than to get these girls down to their underwear--or less.

"Gee, I don't know," said Beth, a really pretty slender brunette with a long ponytail.

"Oh, c'mon Beth, it'll be fun," urged Julie, a petite girl with close cropped dark hair. "What have you got to lose but your pants?"

This last remark sent everyone into a fit of the giggles. They were all a bit tipsy and good judgment had flown out the window.

"I'd like to see what Troy's got in there," whispered Sally to Beth who blushed, but her eyes were starting to shine with excitement.

"Ok, you guys, but we have to stop before Stacey gets home..." . Betsy was justifiably nervous. Getting into the liquor cabinet was a major no-no and she knew it. The game got underway, though and Betsy soon had other things to worry about--like keeping her clothes on. After a few hands she was down to her bra and shorts. Julie had it worse. She had just lost a hand and was having to decide whether to forfeit her bra or her jeans, leaving her either topless or in a bra and panties. She was shucking down her pants when the door flew open and Stacey walked in. One look told her everything. The bottle of Chevas was sitting in plain view on the floor. The kids had ignored it in a wild scramble for clothes.

"Uh, Stacey...we thought you were working," ventured a startled Betsy. She tried to recover, to act like everything was under control. But her speech was slurred from consumption of alcohol. "Everybody, this is my neighbor Stacey who is shtaying with us while <burp> mom and dad are gone <burp>."

The boys started to snicker. Betsy was obviously wobbly from the whiskey. Stacey's eyes narrowed. "Hmmm...it's obvious what you kids have been up to. Betsy, you know better. In fact you all do. Boys, I think it's time for you to go. Girls and Will, we're going to have a little talk."

The boys beat a hasty retreat in the face of Stacey's stony expression. Stacey picked up the liquor bottle. "Chevas Regal...well at least you have good taste." Then she put her hands on her hips and shook her head," Seriously Betsy, getting into the booze? What were you thinking? What would your parents say?" Betsy and the girls just stood there shamefacedly looking at each other.

"You know I should send you all home and tell your parents why," said Stacey addressing the girls. "But I doubt you want that."

"Yes, Stacey, please don't tell my mom, we'll clean up and everything, just don't tell," pleaded Julie.

"My dad would have a cow," groaned Beth. "Let us stay, please?"

"Well girls, we have a little system around here for handling naughtiness," started Stacey. Betsy's hands flew to her mouth. "No not that!" she squeaked. 

"Well what would you have me do, Betsy, pat you on the head and tell you not to do it again? You all need to be taught a lesson in respecting limits. Not one of you can seriously think that it was ok to get into the liquor, can you?" The woeful looks told her the answer.

"Ok then. I think it's time for a double round of swats poker."

"Oh my God," groaned Betsy.

"Huh?" questioned Sally, confused, "What's swats poker?"

"Here is the choice, girls--you too Will--we either play two rounds of swats poker or I call your parents. You all have to agree in order to stay."

"What's swats poker?" shouted Julie and Beth, almost in unison. 

"It's a very simple game girls. You draw a card. The number on that card is the number of swats you get from me with a wooden paddle, right on your naughty behinds. If you want to have this slumber party tonight you can have it sleeping on your tummies." Stacey folded her arms and gave them a look that said 'I mean business'. "It's that or go home now."

The girls looked sheepishly at each other.

"I don't want to go home," ventured Beth, "I'd have to explain to mom what happened...that could end up worse than ...this."

Julie nodded. "I might end up bending over my bed with dad using his belt on me...so I guess I'll take a chance with the poker thing."

Sally was incredulous. "You guys get spanked?! Still?" Julie and Beth just looked sheepishly at each other. Beth spoke up, "You might have noticed, Sally, that we don't get grounded nearly as much as you. Our parents punish us another way."

"I don't believe this! We're not babies." But Beth continued.

"Mom has this little paddle she got. It says "heat-for-the-seat" on it and she warms my seat with it when I act up or get in trouble. I even have to get it for her. It hangs on a peg in the kitchen pantry. She sits in a chair in the rec room, and I have to hand her the paddle and ask her to correct me for my behavior. Then I have to get across her lap. I'm usually dressed in my pj's or a t-shirt and panties. If I'm really bad the bottoms come down and I get it bare. Then she spanks. Hard. And she doesn't stop until I'm crying. I try to be brave but after awhile I'm kicking and bawling like a baby. And my butt--it's usually red as a tomato afterwards. So yeah, I still get it."

"My dad uses a belt and does it ever sting," said Julie. " We go up to my room and I have to bend over the end of the bed. He lets me keep my panties on, but I have to lower my jeans or lift my dress. I get one lick for each year old I am, usually. It really hurts and makes red welts on my butt."

"You guys!" exclaimed a shocked Sally. "This is incredible. I don't know...spanked! Like a kid. Wow!"

"C'mon, Sally, the rest of us are in. How about it?" asked Julie.

"Yeah, Sally, don't go home. You might get lucky, even," ventured Betsy.

"Well, ok," said Sally, reluctantly, "but does he have to be here?" Indicating Will.

Stacey took control. "It was ok to play strip poker with Will here, wasn't it? So it should be ok for you to witness each other's paddlings."

Everybody just stood there, not knowing what to say. Stacey was still dressed for the pool and was wearing her swimsuit under a short terrycloth robe. She tossed the robe aside to reveal her magnificent athletic figure clad only in a one piece tank suit. Will felt an instant erection coming on.

"Ok, girls, who's first? Let's either do this or you can go home right now." Stacey stood there, arms folded, waiting.

"I'll get it over with, I guess..." said Beth, unsure of herself, but unwilling to call her folks and explain. "So how do we do this?"

"Betsy, go get the cards--and the spankin' paddle--you know where it is."

Betsy left with a glum look to fetch the requested articles. She returned a minute later with a deck of cards and the little paddle. Everyone eyed the paddle warily as Stacey sat down at the kitchen table and placed the paddle next to her. Holding the deck she gestured to Beth. Beth sat down. "You ready?" Beth gulped nervously and nodded. "Want to cut the cards?" Beth shook her head, no.

"Here goes. I'm going to burn the first card." Stacey flipped over the queen of diamonds. Beth let out a "whew!" Next card was it. 7 of clubs.

"That's 7 licks Beth--on your panties. Up you get, let's go."

Beth rose cautiously and the duo moved into the den. Beth wore cutoff jeans.

"Take your shorts down, Beth."

Beth complied, blushing furiously. She unsnapped the garmet and rucked it down so that it fell to her ankles. She had on green nylon panties that hugged her cheeks like a second skin. She also had a cute rear encased in those panties.

"Bend over Beth, hands touching your knees. Don't get up until I say. If you do, that one doesn't count." 

Beth bent over, sticking her butt out. Stacey stood back, measuring the distance with the paddle. Beth flinched as she felt a light practice pat or two and then Stacey raised the paddle. Crack! Crack!...Crack! The 7 cracks were delivered with firm, wrist snapping strokes of Stacey's arm. Each swat flattened Beth's little seat momentarily and left a broad swath of red. Beth squealed and "ouched" her way through it, but managed to hold on through all of them. She straightened up rubbing her ass.

"How was it?" asked Sally, her eyes as big as saucers.

"It stings, you guys...really stings!" said Beth emphatically, nodding her head. The rest of the girls had crestfallen looks on their faces.

"Next?" queried Stacey. No one volunteered.

"Will, I think it's you. C'mon be a man."

Will didn't want to be a wuss in front of the girls so he got the deck and handed it to Stacey as nonchalantly as he could manage. Stacey reshuffled and dealt Will one card face up. Will choked when he saw the queen of hearts.

"Uh oh, Will. Looks like you got unlucky." Stacey grabbed the paddle, walked over and seated herself on the chair. She patted her knees. "Come here Will".

"Oh, no Stacey, not like that. Not like some little kid." Will was deeply shamed at the thought of being put over Stacey's knee like a ten year old.

"You know the rule, Will, ten or more has to be over my lap. I don't want to waste time getting you to stay in position." 

With a groan Will approached Stacey. He stopped when he was standing by her right knee.

"Ok, Will, my man, take 'em down. Let's get that fanny bare."

Grimacing and wishing a hole would open up and swallow him, Will dragged his shorts then his underpants down to his knees. The girls tittered at Will's exposure. From his belly button to his knees he was all white butt and burgeoning male genitalia. Blushing ten shades of red Will bit his lip and lowered himself into the now familiar position across Stacey's sturdy thighs. Stacey pulled him over a bit more, then she hitched her right knee up on a bottom rung of the chair to prop Will's cute butt up even higher. To Will, the feel of his penis in contact with Stacey's bare thighs was electrifying and he blushed more as his hardness began to grow. He was sure she could feel it but she didn't say anything. 

She clamped her arm over Will's back and hefted the paddle. "Ready Will?"

Will emitted a muffled yes and Stacey brought the paddle down to deliver a stinging Whap! to the fattest part of Will's sit spot. Then whap! whap! whap! Stacey spanked away with hard deliberate smacks that made Will squirm, lifting his legs in response to each solid lick. Will scrunched his face up in reaction to the paddle's sharp sting. This was incredibly embarrassing. The paddle stung his seat terribly but Will vowed not to cry out. Whap! whap! whap! Stacey administered the last 3 swats with gusto, square across the divide of both chubby cheeks. Yeow! yeow! and yeow! thought Will, but he did not yelp.

Eyes beginning to water slightly, Will felt Stacey lift him upright. "All done, Will," said Stacey cheerily. Will just hissed through his teeth and rubbed for a moment before he remembered the giggling girls watching him in his distress, then hurriedly pulled his pants back up.

As hostess Betsy was next. She drew a 9 of hearts and had to tug down her shorts and pink nylon panties and bend over. It was tough to hold still  for Stacey to give her 9 solid pops to her bare fanny. Julie was next. She drew a 10 of spades. While she didn't have to bare everything, it was still embarrassing for her to skin her pedal pushers down and stick her cute butt out to take the 10 licks across white cotton panties.

Then it was Sally's turn. Sally was a cute petite girl with auburn hair tied back in a ponytail. She was a voluptuous girl with high set perky breasts and a well rounded, cheeky behind. Her hand trembled as she cut the cards. Stacey burned a three of clubs. Sally groaned. The next card up was an ace of diamonds. "No!" she squealed in dismay, hands clapped to her cheeks. She flushed at the realization that she was to be upended over Stacey's knees, bared and paddle-spanked 15 times.

"Hmm...bad luck for your first time Sally. Well let's get it over with, shall we?" said Stacey assuming her seat on the "throne of justice", the armless chair. "Drop your shorts and get over my knee. C'mon, quickly, we have to go around again. No stalling."

Sally nervously, with trembling fingers fumbled with the clasp on her shorts and slowly eased them down. Her plump girlish fanny was clad in white nylon panties. She stood next to Stacey on her right and, licking her lips, snugged them down to her knees. Stacey pulled her across, bottoms up and clamped an arm over her back.

"Ok, Sally, 15 licks. This will sting." Stacey lifted the paddle to shoulder level and brought it down smartly with a sharp crack!

"Yeow!"

Sally screamed from the first lick to the last. The little paddle seared her never-before-spanked bottom with a heat Sally found quite unbelievable. Will noticed that Sally's bottom jiggled and wobbled more than the others in response to the splats of the paddle. Sally kicked too. At each sharp smack her head flew back and her body jerked as she gave out a shrill yelp of pain. She would have fallen off Stacey's lap if Stacey had not had her in such a good grip.

Round one completed, Betsy asked if they could have a break before playing round two. Stacey thought about it, then said, "Ok, if you are all in--no begging off later." Then in a milder tone she said, "The condemned get a last meal. We'll order out for pizza and you all can cool off. In the meantime go change into your PJ's. We'll do round two after supper."

Chapter 4

By the time the pizza came, the mood had changed. What had seemed scary and painful at first was now beginning to feel like an exciting game, like the strip poker they had played. The girls came back down in their PJ's. There was an assortment of shorty nightgowns that barely covered their matching panties, nightshirts that reached only to mid thigh, and long silky nightgowns that clung to the curves underneath. Will had on short PJ pants and a top.

They sat around giggling and expectant now, as the pizza was divvied up. There was a lot of nervous excitement in the air. Will's PJ pants were developing a tent as his eyes drank in the girls' developing bodies in the skimpy nightwear. Stacey was eating with them like she was one of the gang, which must have made everyone feel better, but at the same time, all were acutely aware of her role as disciplinarian in the drama to come. The table got quiet as they realized that supper was almost over. They all knew what that meant.

"Well, kids," announced Stacey, wiping her fingers with a napkin, "looks like it's time to pay the piper. Let's go into the den, shall we?"

There were grimaces and groans as the five unfortunates got up from the table and began to slowly make their way into the den. They all stood around as Stacey dragged a sturdy armless chair from the dining room into the middle of the den. Satisfied with its position, she retrieved the spankin' paddle from the dining room table and sat down on the couch, paddle in hand. She laid it on the couch and shuffled the cards lying on the coffee table in front of it. All watched these preparations with growing anxiety. A few hands surreptitiously rubbed soon-to-flaming fannies.

"Ok, kids, this is it. We'll go in the order of high card--this is just for the order now, not what you get." Stacey shuffled the cards again and looked up. All eyes were fastened on her.

Stacey dealt Julie a king, Betsy a 5, Beth a jack, Sally a 9 and Will a 3.

Stacey looked at Julie. "Well, Julie, looks like you're 'it'. Pick a card."

She fanned out the cards on the table top. Julie hesitantly selected a card and flipped it over. It was a 5 of clubs. A good draw.

"That was lucky, Julie. You only get 5--and with your panties on, too," said Sally, still smarting from the bare fanny whacking meted out to her virgin bottom earlier that evening.

"They're going to be good ones though," laughed Stacey. "OK, Julie," she said, flipping the chair around, "bend over the back and pull up your nightshirt."

Julie obediently bent over the back of the chair and lifted her nightshirt to reveal a cute panty-clad teenage bottom. Stacey instructed her to grip the front edges of the chair.

"Ok, now...hold still," said Stacey patting the chubby rounds with the paddle. Crack! The paddle smacked down flattening the cheeks momentarily. Crack! Another one. Julie squirmed. Crack! This one elicited an "Ow! ow!" and some stamping of feet. To the others watching, it looked as though Stacey had not slacked off one bit. The paddle whacks were hard. 

Beth wasn't as lucky. She scrunched up her face as a ten of diamonds landed on the table in front of her. So Beth slowly pulled up a long silky blue nightgown, baring well formed legs. In the meantime Stacey had flipped the chair around and sat down. Beth gathered the nightgown at her front exposing brief french cut panties that matched the gown. With a groan she laid herself over Stacey's knee. In a businesslike manner Stacey yanked the little panties down baring Beth's well rounded bottom cheeks. She took up the paddle and cracked it down 10 times with a few seconds between each swat, right across the center crease of the nubile teenage fanny. Beth was yelping by number 5. Will was becoming incredibly aroused at the sight of the jiggling bottoms being spanked by the stern blonde goddess. He dropped his hands to his crotch to cover up the evidence of his condition.

Sally, the cutest of the four was unlucky again, drawing a king of clubs.

"Oh, no," she cried, when she saw the card.

"Well, at least you get to keep your pants up," said Beth, now ruefully rubbing her just-scorched butt.

This was scant consolation to Sally who had the plumpest bottom of all the girls there--and the barest, since for PJ's she had packed a filmy baby doll nighty with matching panties that did not adequately cover the burgeoning bottom cheeks that Will could observe peeking out from the bottom hem of the nighty. Indeed when Sally was flipped across Stacey's knee and the nighty lifted, Sally's succulent teenage behind was all but naked. Pink and vulnerable, it perched across Stacey's knee like a ripe peach, half covered by wispy panties that resembled little more than a thong bisecting the plump curves. The spanking started and Will was once again treated to the sight of a wobbling, jiggling pair of cheeks alternately flattening and rebounding in response to the sharp cracks of the paddle. Sally's shrill protests rang in Will's ears along with the accompanying retorts from the sound of the paddle impacting teenage girl flesh. Stacey let Sally up and she whooped and did a shameful "war dance." 

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" shrieked Sally, hopping from foot to foot. Will noticed the jiggle of the developing boobies under the thin top of the nighty.

Stacey just shook her head. "It's what you deserve, Sally. Ok, Betsy, you're next. Pick a card."

Betsy held her breath and drew a 6 of hearts. Blushing, she hoisted her nightshirt and skinned down her panties. She bent over and put her hands on her knees while Stacey delivered a resounding "6 of the best" to the crowns of her sit-spot.

Now it was Will's turn once again. The girls positioned themselves to get a good look. Will gritted his teeth and drew an 8 of diamonds. This was good news and bad news. He would be spared the humiliating prospect of being put across Stacey's knee like a ten-year-old, but he had to take down his PJ's. And when he did, all the girls would see his boner.

"Ok, Will, bend over the chair and slip 'em down--8 swats on the bare. That's what you get."

Gingerly Will slid the shorts down baring his buttocks and exposing his penis which was now sticking straight out, to the gaze of the interested girls.

"Wow, look at that," gasped Sally. "I've never seen one like that before."

"That's because you don't have brothers," said Julie. "I once caught Jim jerking off in the bathroom. It was long and hard like that until he spurted all this white stuff all over the bathroom."

"Will is excited because he got to see us all get our fannies spanked," said Beth. "I'll bet it goes down when Stacey starts warming his butt with that paddle."

But it didn't. As painful as the sharp licks from the paddle were, and as much as they stung Will's seat, the boner remained. The sight of Stacey in her sexy outfit and the sights and sounds of the four teenage girls being paddled in revealing underwear continued to inflame Will's senses even as the paddle imparted its painful message. 

Crack! "Ouch!" Smack! "Ouch!" Will grunted each "ouch" under his breath. The 8 licks were excruciating on top of his earlier paddle-spanking, and there were tears in his eyes when Stacey finished. But he did not cry in front of the girls--although it took nearly all he had to hold back breaking down and blubbering like a baby.

On top of all that they had to go to bed early. Stacey sent them all to their rooms at midnight. There wasn't much argument. The girls were feeling the effects of the alcohol and coming down from the adrenaline rush of the "spanking party". They were fading by midnight.

Will laid in bed, his ass still tingly and itchy hot. The pain had subsided, though, and his thoughts turned to the evening's events. The arousal he had lost earlier returned. His fingers found his stiffening penis and he stroked his hard member, recalling the paddlings of his sister and her friends. In his mind's eye he could see bouncing teenage butts and hear the cracks of the paddle. He dwelled especially on the memory of Sally, bottom bare, bounding and squirming over Stacey's knee while Stacey applied spank after burning spank to her plump rounded cheeks. He could see Stacey, her nipples hard and poking out against the fabric of the tank suit and, later, her blouse. Wait a minute, he thought, why would her nipples be hard? 

This thought puzzled him as he rose. He was hungry, he decided. Time for a snack. The master bedroom was at the opposite end of the hall from Will's room. The girls were camped out in sleeping bags in the rec room downstairs. As he reached the top of the stairs, he heard a faint moan. It was coming from the master bedroom. He could see the light under the door. Stacey was awake. A surge of excitement shot through him--what was she doing?

It was an older house with heavy doors and old-style locks. There was a large keyhole in the door, big enough to see through and to view almost the entire room inside. Will couldn't resist. As he crept closer, a characteristic dry splatting sound could be heard. Will bent down and pressed his eye to the hole. What he saw would fuel his imagination, and he would replay it over and over in years to come.

Stacey was kneeling on the bed looking over her shoulder. She had apparently pulled the standing dressing mirror that usually stood in the corner over to the foot of the bed. She was naked. Her golden skin was reflected in the soft lamplight of the room. Her buttocks were thrust toward the mirror and she was spanking them briskly with the spankin' paddle, left-right-left-right and jerking her hips. With her head turned and looking back over her shoulder, she could see the paddle's impact. Her buttocks were rosy as there was a distinct "cottontail" where her swimsuit had covered her bottom. With her other hand she was rubbing her slit vigorously, the bed squeaking softly as she humped up and down. Will could hear her whisper as she spanked her quivering bottom cheeks. "Bad girl <crack!>...bad girl <crack!>...ooh naughty...you deserve a good spanking...<crack! crack!>"

Will was stunned. A flood of excitement produced a warm flush all over. He watched her and as he did his penis rose and stood straight out, hard as steel. He touched himself as he watched, overcome by desire. His goddess was engaged in her own solitary act of self pleasure...and she was spanking herself. Had the evening's events triggered this. Had the spanking of teenage bottoms, both girls and boys, given rise to feelings of lust? Or had she spanked them because of the lust, knowing she would satisfy herself later? Or was she ashamed and needed punishment herself?

Will wished at that moment that he was ten years older. A man, a boyfriend perhaps. In his mind's eye he saw it. He would catch her pleasuring herself. She would turn, startled, and drop the paddle. "So Stacey, what are you doing?" He'd say. She'd stammer some excuse and blush furiously. He would crook his finger at her, smiling--"naughty, naughty" he'd say. Before she could react he'd grab her and turn her across his knee. He'd position her, her shapely nude bottom uppermost as he held her over his thighs. She'd struggle and look back at him, eyes pleading, but he'd just smile. She'd wriggle, but he'd hold her and pat those luscious cheeks, scolding her all the while. Then Smack! Smack! Smack! He'd spank those lovely cheeks with crisp authoritative blows. Her cheeks would quiver with impacts of his palm. He'd settle into a tempo and deliver a lusty and vigorous spanking that would really redden her bottom. She would squeal for mercy and he would scold her like a child. He could see himself holding the yelping Stacey over his knee, smacking her rippling buttocks over and over again with his sturdy palm. She would wriggle and plead, but he'd hold her down. He'd smack those saucy rounds until she begged forgiveness. As he imagined the scene and drank in the image of Stacey's nude self-paddling and masturbation, he stroked his cock, sending wave after wave of pleasure through his body. 

He was on the verge of cumming when he heard a creak on the stair behind him. Partially turning he spied Sally, still in the flimsy baby doll. He pressed a finger to his lips. "Shhh" he said quietly.

Sally slid up next to him. "I couldn't sleep and I heard something. What are you doing?"

Will just indicated that she should look in the keyhole. "Oh my God!" she whispered, "She's spanking herself and...and...oh look!"

A new noise was heard. A soft buzzing, like a small motor. "Lemme see," said Will. When he bent to the door he saw Stacey had dropped the paddle and was now sliding a long cream colored object in and out of her pussy. Will had heard about such things. Vibrators. Dildos. She was fucking herself with it and moaning. Her jerking and humping became faster. Sally demanded to see. By pressing their faces together and backing up a bit they could both see through the keyhole. Sally grasped Will's hand. He could feel her body next to his.

The jerking spasms of orgasm hit Stacey. Her whole body quivered in response. Breathlessly the two teenagers watched until the spasms subsided and Stacey collapsed across the bed face down, moaning softly.

Will figured they'd better beat it before Stacey came out of her lust-induced haze and heard them. He motioned for Sally to follow him. They went to Will's room and closed the door.

"Oh my God, did you see that? I can't believe it!" Sally was clearly excited. "Ohhh...look at you," she said, now noticing Will's penis which had slipped out through the front of his shorts and was practically grazing Sally's leg. Will blushed but Sally felt bolder. Here was a chance to find out something about boys.

"Can I touch it?" she asked, staring at the hard member that was almost poking her in the thigh. Will nodded and Sally folded her hand around his stiffness. Will sucked in his breath. Her touch had sent a surge of pleasure through him. 

"Does that hurt?" Will shook his head, no.

"It feels great. You can do it some more. Slide your fingers back and forth." Sally started a gentle pumping motion. "Yeah, like that...ooh...ah, not too fast or I might shoot." The pleasure was maddening. Then Will wondered about Sally.

"Wait. Stop for a minute. Did you see that Stacey was putting something in her...her..."

"Pussy?" said Sally. Will blushed. "Yeah," he said. "Is that where girls, you know, get pleasure?"

"You can touch me there. I'll show you." Sally guided Will's fingers into the soft folds of her labia. She was slick with feminine arousal.

"Oooh...yeah. Just slide your finger along the outside of it Oh...oh..." she gasped and moaned as Will slid his fingers along her slit. "Just massage it a little right here, in front," she said guiding Will's fingers to the bud of her little clitoris. "Mmmm...you do me and I'll do you."

They stood facing each other, Will finger-fucking Sally and Sally jerking off Will. "Mfff...unhhh...unnng," moaned both teenagers as their mutual manipulations rocketed each towards orgasm. They were jerking around like puppets. Sally had gripped Will's penis and was now sliding the loose skin back and forth across the hard muscle. Will's fingers were massaging Sally's little pleasure button and sliding along her slit. Sally's body went stiff and she convulsed in orgasm moaning "oh...oh...ah...." At the same time Will erupted spewing thick jets of spunk onto Sally' nighty. Their moaning almost gave them away.

Later they swore each other to secrecy. They would never tell anyone what they had done. They talked into the night. About the spankings. About Stacey. Later Sally asked shyly, "want to do it again?"

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

The slumber party and its erotic aftermath changed Will's perception of sexuality in profound ways. Several of the girls at the party had changed as well, and over the next two years all of them would, at various times and in various ways return to the night of "swats poker" with Stacey.

Will had been so turned on by what he had seen that he set about to reenact in some way the events of that night. Will found a willing partner in Sally and her friends who had experienced a shocking sexual awakening. But since Sally was older than Will, it was a little secret they kept. It would have been decidedly un-cool had they been discovered keeping time with a younger boy so it happened in secret. Showing a maturity beyond his years, Will never told his friends about the secret parties at Sally's. 

They played in Sally's basement when her parents were gone, which was often. For some reason Sally trusted Will. Maybe it was because he was younger, but whatever the reason Will was frequently included in forbidden games that included Sally, Beth, and a girl Will's age, a cute redhead named Darla. It was a lot like the strip poker game they had played when they had been caught by Stacey. It was strip poker with a twist. Instead of stripping off a particular item of clothing a player could "buy" the right to keep it on by taking a number of swats with a ping pong paddle that was determined by the turn of a card.

There was a feverish air of excitement as they would gather in Sally's basement on rainy afternoons or Friday nights. As the cards were dealt and played the clothes would come off. When the girls got down to bras it got very interesting. In her first game Darla got to a point at which the choice was take off her pants, leaving her in bra and panties, or, take off her bra exposing her well developed breasts or, take a chance on "swats poker".

The way the game was played, you took the swats in what you were wearing, but, if the color of the card turned out red, you had to expose one more layer. So if you had on pants, you pulled them down for the swats (discretely of course--once you were in position over the sofa arm). The old "spankin' paddle" from Will's house had been replaced by a ping pong paddle.

Darla opted to draw a card. Her hands shook nervously, but the other kids grinned. "C'mon Darla, let's see what your cute hiney is going to get," said Beth. Darla pulled a card--the 7 of hearts.

"Ohh...she loses her pants anyway," teased Sally. Sally had won the hand so she took the paddle.

"Right over here, Darla," she said standing next to the couch. "Bend over and stick it up."

"Oh, God, this is so embarrassing," gasped Darla as she bent over the sofa back, grasping the cushions and thrusting one very cute backside up the air.

"Ok, girl, pants down...that's the rule," said Beth gleefully. She knew how much more sting a ping pong paddle produced on thin panties than it did on shorts. Darla reached back and slid the shorts down to mid thigh baring her seat now clad in only bikini panties. Will appreciated the fact that she had a very cute ass.

"Here come the swats, Darla." Sally tapped her butt a couple of times then drew back with the paddle.

SWAT! "Ow! That hurts!" squealed Darla. Her flesh rippled with the paddle's impact. 

"Silly--yeah, it's supposed to," laughed Beth.

SWAT! Darla's bottom jiggled as the paddle struck. "Ow! Oh!"

"Well, that's two, Darla. Here's three...SWAT!"

Will watched, enthralled. One attractive teenaged girl was giving a humiliating paddling to another and practically on her bare fanny. As the heat mounted Darla hopped from foot to foot. This only made her bottom jiggle more. She had fair skin, being red haired, and her cheeks took on a red glow after only a few paddle smacks. Will had a raging hard on. Darla's teenaged bottom was too cute. And to see it smacked with a ping pong paddle while Darla squealed in distress... 

He hoped Sally would take care of him later. Beth finished Darla's seven swats amid much girlish giggling from Sally and Beth and much shrieking from Darla.

Darla got her own back though as later Sally down to bra and panties took her chance with the cards and drew a ten of diamonds. The sexiest sight of the night was Sally upended bare butt over the sofa while Darla laid on ten slow spanks with the paddle on Sally's quivering seat. Each one got a hearty "yeowch!" out of Sally, attesting to Darla's prowess with the paddle.

Nor was Will immune. He got down to his under shorts at one point, but elected to play. Luck deserted him and he lost the hand. With the girls giggling and pointing, he took down his pants. Everything was now on display, including his sturdy boner.

Now he was done for. The kid's rules said he had to draw. Since he was naked he had to take them bare anyway. He drew the queen of spades--an unlucky 13 swats. He bent over and took them from Beth the winner of the hand. She spanked sharply and to Will the spanks felt like they were searing his ass. God, he thought, that thing generates some wicked heat. Not as bad as Stacey, though. That woman could spank!

At the end the girls teased him on the state of his red rear end. Will didn't mind. He was so horny he was out of his mind by the night's end. Quickly, before her parents came home they enacted their ritual of probing fingers. Sally stroked Will's penis until he spurted in arcing jets of come into a towel and he slid his own fingers in Sally's wet slit until she stiffened and the spasms of climax wracked her body.

Chapter 5

Stacey was still on the phone. It gave Will time to think. Stacey had left town after that and had never stayed with them again. So he had lost track of her. Will had headed for Forest Grove and Pacific University in the Fall of his 19th year. Freshman year had been tough, especially in math. His mom had remarked on his grades at Christmas time.

"You need to pull this up Will."

Will ruefully acknowledged that fact.

"Do you know who tutors part time up in Forest Grove?"

Will had no idea.

"Stacey Kearns. You should look her up. She might be willing to help you. She works for a software company there and does math tutoring on the side, I hear."

Will remembered how he had felt. Stacey! His object of both fear and desire. He'd replayed that weekend so many times in his head. Did he dare call her?

He found her number on a board at the student union. "Math Tutor---reasonable fees. Call Stacey Kearns at 675-8900". His fingers had been shaking as he punched in the number and when she'd answered, he'd been tongue tied.

"Who is this?" she'd asked as he'd tried to blub out his name. But finally he got it out.

"Will Jensen! Oh my! And you're here?" The conversation went on for some time as they caught up. "Of course I'll help you with math, Will. I'd be delighted."

And so the tutoring sessions had started. Stacey had not been prepared for the grown up Will. He'd filled out into a trim, athletic, and to Stacey's eyes, quite hunky young man. Stacey had a hard time believing that this was the brash, mischievous teenager for whom she had baby-sat years ago.

The tutoring sessions began well, but Will found it hard to apply himself. He had arrived for tutoring sessions with Stacey unprepared, with half done assignments or sloppy performance. Stacey had decided that Will lacked motivation and self discipline. The undisciplined kid of years ago was making another appearance, or so it seemed. And that had been when things had begun to turn in a very interesting direction.

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

As he stood there waiting, Will continued to reflect on the history of his relationship with Stacey and how things had turned out the way that they had. His mind drifted back to college when the tutoring sessions had begun. It had started one day in her apartment.....

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

Stacey was decidedly unhappy. "What happened to the practice assignments I gave you?"

Will shrugged. "I didn't have time to get to it, I guess." Will had arrived for his tutoring session with Stacey completely unprepared and it wasn't the first time. He'd put off doing the work until the last minute and if he got to it at all, it was sloppily done. Stacey was not pleased. The kid had grown into quite an attractive young man, but there was still a lot of the mischievous, and slightly lazy, kid there. 

Stacey glared at Will for a moment. Then she shook her head. "This isn't doing you any good if you don't try. I can't correct your work if you don't do these problems."

"I know. The time got away from me. Honest." Will gulped. Geez, she looked hot today. She was wearing workout gear like she'd just returned from the gym. The black spandex tights were molded to her luscious rear end and legs and the skimpy halter top displayed her breasts to perfection. He even thought he could see hardened nipples pushing through the fabric. 

Stacey thought a minute. "I'm not going to continue with you, Will, if you don't apply yourself. You are smart, but face it, you're lazy." She folded her arms and looked at him pointedly.

Will didn't want Stacey to drop him. He needed the help and also he had to face the fact that he still had a crush on his beautiful ex-babysitter.

"Please," he said. "I'll do better. Really. I'll do anything. I have trouble getting motivated-I guess that's what I need. It's so hard to just get started."

Stacey pursed her lips. "Motivation, you say? Hmmm....ok, wait here." Stacey turned and headed for her bedroom. Will felt a surge in his groin as he watched her swaying hips as she retreated down the hall. She was so damn hot. He wasn't prepared for what he saw when she emerged from the bedroom a few moments later.

"I was in a sorority, Will. It was a very competitive sorority. The sisters required that we all keep our grades up, and if someone sloughed off and lowered our overall grade point average, well, a little motivation was provided to help her bring it back up. And this was the motivator." She raised her arm, brandishing a wide flat object.

Will felt a chill up his spine. Stacey was holding a wooden sorority paddle. She tapped it in her palm. Will stared at it like it was a cobra about to strike. 

"So...if you want to continue with me, Will, I'll apply some motivation. This is it-my old sorority paddle. We used to use this on lazy pledges who did not keep their grades up."

Will said, "Is this really necessary? I mean, this is a little extreme...."

"It is. So---step up here, bend over and put your hands on your knees. This is so you will know what to expect if you show up again with sloppy or incomplete work."

Will flashed back to the incident of several years ago and remembered. Mrs.. Macgruder. The spankin' paddle. Swats poker.

"Well? I'm waiting." Stacey looked serious.

Will was clearly flustered. He gaped at Stacey holding the paddle. "Stacey, c'mon. This is silly. I'm not thirteen any more." 

No he wasn't, Stacey realized. He was one very attractive young man, but one who needed a good lesson in how not to waste her time.

"It wasn't silly in my sorority, Will. I'll put it to you this way. You either take the swats for wasting my time and yours--- or we are done. You choose."

Will fidgeted. This was doubly embarrassing. But seeing the firm set of Stacey's expression, he realized there was no way out. "Ok, but not too hard, ok?" He moved to her side and bent over. The hands on knees posture made his bottom stick out. He gritted his teeth and waited for the paddle's impact.

"No that won't do," she said, regarding his baggy sweats. "Take your pants down."

"What?" He raised up. This was too much.

"Those thick sweat pants----you wouldn't even feel this. Take 'em down. Let's go."

With a groan Will lowered his pants, letting them drop in a pool at his ankles. "Please not too hard?"

"I'll decide that. You just keep still. You're getting five. You count," she said, tapping his bottom slowly. Underneath he only had on briefs. Stacey whistled to herself. He was built very nicely indeed---and she had a thing for male asses. She could feel a familiar growing sense of arousal as she regarded the young man willingly submitting to her. This is trouble, she thought. He's more attractive now than I was willing to admit. She took a stance and measured her distance, tapping his bottom with the paddle. Will flinched.

"Hold still, Will." She made herself sound stern. 

Stacey took the paddle back, paused, and with an athletic stroke whipped the paddle down in a smooth arc to impact Will's seat with a loud smack. Will hissed and rose part way up. Good grief that stung! He gripped his knees and said, "Ahhh....One."

Smack! Another one hit. "Yeoouch....Two," hissed Will.

Smack! The third one made Will falter. "Oh, yow, yow....three." Absolute fire in his seat now.

"Two more, Will," said Stacey, lining up the paddle.

Will held on tight. He heard a whoosh as the paddle sped through the air.

Whack! "Yeow," Will yelped. The worst one yet. "Four," he croaked.

Crack!  "Ah...ah...five!" Thank God it was over. His butt was smoking, he was sure.

"Ok, Will. All done. Get up." 

Will rose and rubbed his hiney like a man possessed. "My Gosh, Stacey, that really hurt."

Stacey shook her head. "Typical of what we got in the sorority, Will. Now do you think you'll have those problems done?"

Will continued to rub. "Yes, ma'am."

And for the next several sessions, he did. And something else was happening. The two were growing closer. Barriers previously formed by age were falling. Stacey felt a powerful attraction to Will. He was as tall as she and well built with broad shoulders. He had really grown up. And there was this teddy bear quality about him that made Stacey want to mother him. For Will's part he was still smitten by Stacey.

The tutoring relationship developed from a formal teacher-student one into an easy familiarity with each other. The barriers were coming down. And as they got to know each other better they were becoming more like friends...and something more. Of course Will adored Stacey and was half in love with her, but now Stacey was finding herself becoming physically attracted to the rangy young man who was still part kid yet part hunky man. 

Part of it, Stacey knew, was the "motivation" she insisted on applying from time to time. It got to be almost a game. She'd grade his efforts and for poor work she'd award swats. But now it was more good natured, just a consequence for missing a question badly. And Will had to admit-it sharpened him up. So from time to time Will assumed the position while Stacey meted out correction with her old sorority paddle.

"Ok, Will," she'd say "very much improved." And Will would beam. "But you missed 2, 3 and 5." Will's face would fall. They agreed that missed problems equaled one swat each. So Will would dropped his britches and bent over for Stacey to plant three brisk paddle swats on his backside. There were no hard feelings and they'd laugh about it afterward.

"Damn, you hit hard for a girl," Will said, as he rubbed his flaming seat.

"And you've got a hard butt, so I have to," she shot back. But they were both smiling.

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

The relationship played out in this same fashion for a time, but nothing stays the same forever. A change was inevitable. It came one afternoon at Stacey's apartment when he'd had a particularly tough time of it, missing most of the work assignment and being sloppy on the rest. Will had grimaced as she looked over his work, shaking her head. It seemed headed for the usual reckoning, but, as it turned out, what happened next changed everything.

She sighed. "You're in for it today, Will. You know our deal."

"Stacey, c'mon. I had a really hard time with this. I fell asleep at my desk. Please." He'd messed up. He was not looking forward to what looked like about nine or ten swats on the seat of his briefs.

Stacey mulled it over. "Ok, Will. Tell you what. I'll give you a chance to get off easy. Do you remember 'swats poker'?"

How could he forget? 

"So here's how it will go. You get to choose. Ten licks with the paddle." Will winced. "Or," she continued, "a round of swats poker and you get what you get. So decide."

Will didn't have to think long. Ten swats was pretty harsh. "I'll take my chances with the swats poker, Stacey. That is if we have to...." His voice trailed off.

Stacey smiled sweetly. "Yes, Will. We have to. I'm not letting you off."

Will groaned. Stacey, unfazed, produced a deck of cards. "You know how this works. You draw. For implement, then number of licks, then clothed or bare. Any low numbers on implements and the numbers are doubled for the swats with that implement. Got it?"

"Yes, Stacey," Will muttered. Gosh this was juvenile. And a new factor had been added----the possibility that he might get it bare bottom.

"So draw. First is what I swat you with." She shuffled and fanned the cards out. God he hoped it wasn't a belt or a switch-or it could be that paddle anyway. Why had he agreed to do this?

He flipped over the two of clubs.

Stacey blinked. "Well...just my hand. That's lucky."

Will breathed a sigh of relief. Good. Not that paddle. He was already ahead. But then he had a thought. That's so intimate. Her hand impacting his butt. He flipped over the next card. An ace of hearts. The maximum 15 licks doubled to thirty. Bad luck.

"Well," said Stacey, "I think I can make you feel thirty. Let's see if you get to keep your pants on."

The last card was a heart.

Stacey smiled grimly. "A bare ass spanking, Will. That's what you get. Let's see if I can make it worth your while." Will gulped. This brought back memories. He watched as Stacey grabbed a chair with no arms. She sat down and slapped the tops of her thighs. "Alright, my boy. Pants down and over my knee."

Will protested. "Whoa, whoa...are you serious? Uh....not like that. I'm not some little kid getting spanked by mommy. Come on." I mean-over her knee like he was six?

Stacey was unfazed. She looked him in the eye. "This is how we're doing this, Will. It's my choice. You picked it, now it's time to pay. Let's go," she said beckoning. 

For God's sake, she meant it. Will shivered. With a groan he stepped over to stand beside the chair, unsure of what to do next. Stacey did not wait. Her hands went to Will's belt. She unbuckled it and it dropped away with a clinking sound. Then she unzipped his pants and yanked them to his knees. 

Will blushed. Good grief this was embarrassing. Here he was standing by her chair in his underpants. He almost wasn't prepared when Stacey put her fingers in the elastic of his briefs and down they came. Now he felt cool air on his bare butt. For a minute time seemed to freeze as Stacey looked up at him. Will studied her face. Even given what she was about to do, she was gorgeous and Will felt a distinct stirring in his groin. Her gaze dropped to his waist and she took a breath. His penis twitched as he realized she was checking him out. Then Stacey was guiding him over her knee, moving him around on her lap just so. His nose was at the floor and his bottom was cocked up, pointing at the ceiling. He felt what seemed like an electric charge as she rested her hand on his bottom and began rubbing in little circles. He felt his penis begin to surge. An erection was growing as he listened to what Stacey was saying.

"Ok Will, here we go. You better stay put and do not get up. Thirty spanks and they're going to be good ones. Are you ready?" Her voice had dropped. It was low, husky---almost sultry.

"Uh...ok," said Will, not at all sure of anything.

Crack! Her hand smacked his left bottom cheek. "That's one," she said. Smack! The other cheek. "Two," she intoned calmly. The spanks had stung, but it was more embarrassing than anything else. Still, as spanks three, four and five landed, Will felt a distinct stinging. Not like the paddle though. It was both a sharp sting and a pleasant tingle at the same time.

Crack! Smack! Whack! Stacey counted calmly as each smack landed. She was alternating sides, spacing it out very deliberately. Will started to squirm a little. His ass was getting hot now. They were up to ten. She rested her hand on his bottom, squeezing, patting. 

"Maybe I should make you count, Will. Yes, you count. Ready?"

The next six spanks came fast and it was all Will could do to count them out.

"Yow, that hurt!" said Will as she rested again.

"Good." Stacey laughed. "We're finally getting somewhere."

Then she launched another barrage of fast hard spanks. It felt like her hand was bouncing off of his bottom and it really stung now. It was hard to stay in position over her knee. But there was something else too---a distinct sense of arousal. His cock was getting hard. Almost unnoticed she had opened her legs to let it slip down in between them and now when it squirmed it created the most delicious friction. Could she feel him? What would she think about that?

She stopped the fast barrage and settled back again into slow carefully placed smacks. But after each one she'd give a little rub, like rubbing it in. The effect was to drive his arousal even higher. She had to feel what this was doing, he decided. It was maddening. Smack!...rub. Smack!...rub. All the while he choked out the count.

"Oh, yes," said Stacey. "I think we are getting somewhere. I was afraid this wouldn't make a proper impression on you."

Smack! "Uh, twenty-five. It's making an impression, believe me, Stacey." That last one was hot.

"Good," chirped Stacey. And she continued. The last five sonorous spanks were given with all the strength she could muster; at least it seemed that way to Will. He bucked and wriggled and hissed through his teeth even as he dutifully counted them out. But when Stacey let him up, Will could see her breasts heaving. Her face was flushed---and with good reason. She was staring straight at a long hard erection standing straight up.

For a moment they just looked at each other. Then Will froze as Stacey reached out a hand to touch it. "It's so hard," she said softly. Will gasped as her fingers encircled his penis. "I did this," she said, with a trace of awe in her voice. "When I spanked you." It was like she was talking to herself, voicing a revelation. Will was deep in the throes of waves of pleasure and could not say anything. He closed his eyes and felt sensation after sensation as she stroked him.

Abruptly Stacey stood. Will watched transfixed to the spot as she peeled off her top. She reached behind her and unclasped her bra letting her magnificent breasts spring free. Then she shucked off her jeans and stood before him totally naked. To say she was gorgeous was an understatement. The well muscled legs, the taut middle, the flaring hips-she was a vision by any standard and Will was in total thrall.

"Take off your clothes, Will," she said in a husky voice. "All of them." Will needed no further urging. He tore off his remaining clothes. Soon they were in her bed and were coupled together, making love with a frantic urgency. They could not get enough of each other that first time, it seemed. They had stayed in her apartment for hours. Stacey taught him how to please her, how to hold back and make it last. And she did things to him that left him gasping. There would never be another woman for Will. He had decided that much that very afternoon.

Then they were a couple. Through college they stayed together, Stacey guiding Will every step of the way. And as the older and wiser head Stacey used the same discipline to curb her sometimes wayward boyfriend's more egregious faults. It stayed that way even after they married in his senior year. But Will loved her, was devoted to her. He consented to the discipline, which on many occasions led to  prolonged lovemaking. For this, thought Will, I can put up with the occasional smarting bottom. 

And that had happened more than once. It had started with a night out with the guys. Although admonished by Stacey to be careful, Will had over indulged, the gang got rowdy, and they had all been hauled into the police station at two AM. Stacey had bailed him out, but the fallout had been painful. 

"If you're going to behave like a foolish teenager, I'll treat you like one," she had declared, once she got the highly chagrined Will home. Then she had pronounced sentence. "This is serious, Will, and I won't have it. I think you need a good lesson. I want you stripped naked and bent over the end of the bed. You're getting a good licking with a strap and I don't want to hear any argument."

Will had winced. He started to argue, but he knew he had no real defense. He did as she had ordered. He stripped and bent over the end of the bed, two pillows under his hips lifting his buttocks. Stacey returned a few minutes later with a thick belt cut down to a manageable length.

"Will, listen to me," she had said. "I'm going to give you twenty four licks with this belt. I really hope you won't do anything so foolish in the future. I want you to stay in position and take what you have coming."

While Will clutched the bedspread Stacey had laid on two dozen sizzling licks with the belt that had him just about jumping out of his skin. Each splat! from that broad belt was a band of fire across his bottom. It took everything he had to accept Stacey's punishment and not move. His behind had blazed for what seemed like a week.

After that, the belt, and sometimes the hairbrush, had been applied from time to time to Will's posterior for what Stacey deemed to be boyish hi-jinks. In time Will had accepted it as the natural state of things. Stacey was older, more mature, and made all the important decisions. So the strap, now fitted with a proper handle, hung in the closet, ready for use.

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

But his thoughts now returned to the present. She'd interrupted a particularly serious discipline session to what... take a phone call?...or so he thought. Had he heard the phone ring? She said she had. So where was she? In a way he felt slighted. Answering a call is more important than disciplining your husband? Not that he was looking forward to part two, but he'd rather get it over with so they could make up. It was crazy to think that way, but that's what was bugging him. He waited. Five minutes. Ten minutes. C'mon, he told himself, enough is enough. Cautiously he left the corner. 

Will grabbed a towel and tied it around his waist. Stacey would be upset, he knew, if he left the corner without permission, but something in him had changed. This wasn't right. He went out into the hall and stopped, listening. There it was---a low level buzzing. Coming from the spare bedroom. What in the world? Will inched toward the door that had been left ajar. He looked in.

It was Stacey. Clad only in a slip, she was groaning softly. The bed springs creaked with a gentle rocking motion. Her knees were up and her hand was causing something to piston between her legs. It was the source of the buzzing sound.

Will could not believe his eyes

"Stacey!" It was more an exclamation of surprise than an admonishment, but Stacey gasped and blushed beet red. She scrambled to hide the vibrator, because that's surely what it was.

"Will, what....what are you doing?" She tried to recover some composure after being caught like a naughty girl doing forbidden things. "You should be in the corner!"

Will didn't budge. He folded his arms. "I was in the corner...waiting for you. But I find you here. Playing with this...this thing." In her haste she hadn't even turned it off. "I know I guess I had a licking coming, but afterwards..." He let that trail off. She looked ashamed. "You have a husband who loves you in spite of that, Stacey. I know I need correction from time to time, but we always make up. And I'm there for you. All of me. A husband, not a vibrating piece of plastic."

"I---I'm sorry. I just got distracted, you know, carried away." She blushed with shame. 

"What were you going to do? Take the edge off with that thing then come back and give me the strap? Without making up afterwards?"

"Will! How can you say that?" 

"Because that's what it looks like." Will stepped into the room, coming towards the bed. "There was no phone call, was there, Stacey? You lied about it." Stacey just stared. This was a new Will, an assertive Will. He was angry with her and Stacey knew it was justified. She shrank back as Will sat on the bed.

"The thing is, Stacey, I don't mind that punishing me turns you on. I know it does. I saw you once, a long time ago. You even spanked yourself as you played with yourself. No I don't mind that. What I do mind is my wife not being honest with me, pleasuring herself---alone as her husband waits. It's time things balanced out, Stacey. I'm not the only one who needs a good licking sometimes."

Stacey knew what was coming as he reached for her. At first she pulled back, but her resistance collapsed. She knew he was right. She felt his strong arms lift her and deposit her face down across his knees. He flipped her slip up, revealing her luscious rounded buttocks. She had discarded her panties. She felt his hand roaming over the rounded cheeks, patting and kneading. Her arousal surged.

"I'm sorry, Will," she said in a small voice. "Please not too hard, darling?"

Later she would reflect, as it was she who stood in the corner, that it had been as thorough a spanking as she had ever meted out. It hadn't been that hard, but it had been long--- and very, very thorough. Her bottom felt positively roasted, the heat throbbing in waves. Will had started slowly, smacking one cheek then the other, letting each one sink in. It had tingled at first. Then it stung a bit. Then it had become a roaring fire. Will had picked up the pace after a bit, spanking left, right and center across her crease with a tempo that sent wave after wave of stinging shock from her bottom to her brain. For five full minutes the only sounds in that bedroom had been the splats of Will's hand impacting her bare behind and Stacey's soft yelps of pain. 

Stacey's vocalizations, consisting of "ouch....oooh...oh...please, darling" accompanied the staccato smacking of Will's sturdy palm.

No other words were necessary. After a minute or two she wriggled and fluttered her legs in a vain attempt to relieve the rapidly mounting sting. But at the same time she was becoming so very aroused.

Will marveled at how quickly her skin became pink then red. Handprints gave way to a general suffused reddish color. By the time he was done, the twin cheeks glowed like spotlights on a field of white. The jiggling buttocks and the squirming had only aroused Will more. But after a time Will noticed a curious thing. It was as if she were lifting her bottom in time to meet his descending palm. It was a bizarre pas de deux, as if they were in a rhythm together. Her sex was glistening. Will could see that too. She moaned, in anguish from the pain of the spanking or in arousal, Will couldn't tell.

Eventually he stopped and she collapsed across his lap whimpering softly. He lifted her up gently, but then ordered her to the corner as she had done with him on many occasions. He wouldn't keep her there long, just enough time for her to reflect. And long enough for Will to appreciate his handiwork, regarding the twin cheeks of her behind, a cherry red now as she shifted from foot to foot, hands on her head.

"You can come here now," he said after a few minutes. He ordered her to kneel in front of him between his legs.

"Things are different now," he said, cupping her face in his hands. "This is a two way street. We'll work out the details later. But I think now it's time I showed you what you would have missed." 

She took his hard erection into her mouth and tongued it, from the root of his shaft to the head. When he was ready, he pulled her head back and lifted her to her feet. Wordlessly he turned her around and eased her onto the bed. She laid back, her legs wide apart ready to receive him. He knelt between her legs and pressed the head of his cock into her warm moist slit. A shift in position and he slid in all the way. She gasped at the pleasure of it, her head laid back on the pillow, her eyes closed. When he began to move, she moved with him. Their coupling quickly became frantic. Both were nearly at the bursting point, so any thought of going slow was impossible. When their passions had reached a climax, he withdrew. But as he knelt over her he said, “I could do that again. How about you?”

“Yes, darling. Yes, please,” she gasped.

And he did. Several times. And as they both lay in each other's arms in the afterglow of their lovemaking, both of them knew that a new chapter in their relationship had begun. Life with Stacey was going to be very different from now on.
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