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Chapter One

Meeting Mrs. Grayson

 

It was my sophomore year of college, and my grades were slipping. I did okay freshman year, but this year was different. The work was more challenging, and I found myself more and more distracted by my new friends, parties, and general shenanigans. I knew if I didn’t keep my grades up, I would be out and have to find a job. I wasn’t ready. I really needed to stay in school.

My school guidance counselor, Mrs. Daye, recommended a local woman who did part-time tutoring for college students. Her name was Mrs. Grayson, and the two of them had known each other for several years.

“I think you’ll really like her,” Mrs. Daye said with a coy smile. “She’s very effective.”

I had no idea what that was supposed to mean. I didn’t ask. I was just happy to have someone who could help me. So I just said, “Okay.”

Mrs. Daye smiled and picked up her phone. “I’ll call her now and set up an appointment. You and I can follow up in a couple of weeks to see how you’re doing.”

“Okay,” I said again. I didn’t say much around Mrs. Daye because she made me very nervous. She was very attractive and really had her act together. I felt young, stupid, and intimidated. So one-word answers were the best I could muster.

The two women spoke on the phone for a couple of minutes. Then she hung up and scribbled on a small piece of paper.

“Tuesday, 2pm. Here’s the address. Don’t be late.”

“Um, okay,” I said again.

“Mrs. Grayson is very nice, but she takes tardiness as a personal insult. Her time is valuable.”

“I understand. I won’t be late,” I said, surprising myself with a complete sentence.

 

 

Tuesday came, and I arrived at Mrs. Grayson’s house at 2pm on the dot. I rang the bell and waited. When the door opened, I was shocked. Mrs. Grayson was not only attractive, she was also hot. She had long hair up in a bun, and a stunning body. She was about the same age as Mrs. Daye. Late thirties, early forties, I guessed. I couldn’t tell what nationality she was, but it was exotic. She wore a form-fitting top and skirt.

“You must be Joey,” she said. “Come in, sounds like you really need some help.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said as I stepped through the door. (Yes ma’am, where did that come from?) I guess Mrs. Grayson was a bit intimidating too.

“Mrs. Daye tells me you’re a sophomore?”

“Yes ma’am.” (Whoa, I said it again. What’s wrong with me?)

“Well, you should know that sophomore year is the make-or-break year for college students. Get through this year, and there’s a good chance of you graduating. Blow it, and you’re pretty much finished.”

I followed her into her home office. Walking behind her, I could see her jean-clad bottom. It was perfect. I was pretty surprised. I love a nice butt, and hers did not disappoint. It was round, firm, and sexy. Clearly, she took care of herself and definitely hit the gym on the regular. I was careful not to stare too long. Don’t want to get caught and thrown out before my first tutoring session even started.

She sat in the chair at the big desk and motioned for me to sit in the chair at a much smaller desk. Not quite a grade school desk, but pretty close.

“As Mrs. Daye probably told you, I do not tolerate tardiness. I also do not tolerate late assignments. Meaning, I will help you with your class assignments, but we need to be well ahead of any due date. Now, do you have any questions before we get started?”

“How do you and Mrs. Daye know each other?”

Mrs. Grayson made a face and said, “I meant questions about our tutoring sessions. Not personal questions.”

“Sorry.”

“We were both in the same sorority at Nillman.”

Whoa. “You guys both went to this college?”

That explained it. Former hot sorority girls. They looked pretty hot now, I can only imagine what they looked like then.

“Yes, same as you. Any more questions, nosey?”

Curiosity got the best of me. “Are you married?”

“Yes. My husband is retired. He used to be a high school principal.”

“Retired?” I blurted out. I immediately wished I could take it back because it revealed an obvious age difference between them and felt kind of insulting.

“Yes, retired.”

“Sorry, I meant…”

“I know what you meant. I think that’s enough questions for today. Let’s get down to work.”

We spent the next hour going through all my classes and figuring out where I was having trouble and how we planned to navigate me through it. I left feeling pretty relieved and confident. Mrs. Grayson was going to save me.

 

 

When I got back to campus, I told all my friends about my new tutor, Mrs. Grayson.

“She’s totally hot. Even hotter than Mrs. Daye.”

“No way,” my friends all exclaimed.

“Guys, she has the best ass I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“You should grab it,” one of my friends said.

“Are you nuts?” I said. “I didn’t want to get slapped and lose the only person who can save me from getting kicked out of school. Besides, she’s married. Her husband is a former high school principal.”

“Wait, she’s married to Mr. Grayson?”

“Yeah, I assume that’s his name.”

“Dude, that guy swung a mean paddle.”

“What?”

“Yeah man, I felt it a few times,” another friend chimed in.

“Me too. He must have just retired because he paddled me twice senior year.”

“Twice!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, hurt like a bitch.”

“Oh yeah,” my other friend confirmed. “My butt was sore for days.”

“Really,” I said shocked.

They only had detention in my high school. I knew that other schools had paddling, but I had never actually met anyone who had been paddled. Now I’m hearing about it from two friends who were paddled by my new tutor’s husband.

“That’s crazy.”

“It was a big wooden paddle stained brown. Some of the paint was worn off on the edges. I’m assuming from lots of use. A lot of us were paddled in that school,” my friend added.

“Girls too?” I asked.

“Oh yeah, the girls got it too. Not nearly as much as the boys, but plenty of girls in that school left his office with a face full of tears and rubbing their butts.”

“Wow,” I said. The image of that was floating through my head.

My daydream was interrupted by my friend, who said, “Hey, I wonder if he ever paddled Mrs. Grayson?”

“Probably,” my other friend said.

“With an ass like that, how could he resist?” I joked.

Everyone laughed, but something inside me really wondered if it could be true.

 

 

That night, while I lay in bed, I thought about Mrs. Grayson being paddled by Mr. Grayson. I imagined him paddling her over her tight jeans, then on her panties and finally on her bare bottom. The fantasy was vivid and overwhelming. I barely touched myself and ejaculated all over my stomach.

I had a roommate. But he spent just about every night sleeping over in his girlfriend’s apartment. I didn’t blame him. I’d much rather spend the night sleeping with a girl than with a male roommate. Needless to say, this gave me plenty of privacy, to which I took full advantage.

I spent the rest of the week replaying this fantasy and jerking off. I pictured her bending over his desk. I pictured her butt getting red. Sometimes, I imagined her crying. Other times, I imagined her getting turned on. I fantasized that she begged him to bang her from behind. Then I would imagine myself sticking my penis into that perfect red ass. I’d cum in seconds.

The following Tuesday, when I returned for my next session, I couldn’t help feeling guilty about jerking off to my new tutor. She would be horrified if she knew.

I guess my face must have been a bit red from shame, because she asked me if anything was wrong. I told her I was fine. We sat down and got to work.

The rest of the session was pretty uneventful until the last five minutes, when she opened her bottom desk drawer to get her calendar. She wanted to see if she had a conflict next week. And that’s when I saw it.

Peeking out from under some file folders was what looked like part of a brown handle that belonged to a wooden paddle. Under any other circumstances, I wouldn’t have even noticed. But since it was described in detail and I had been fantasizing about it all week, my eye couldn’t miss it. I froze.

Mrs. Grayson didn’t notice my reaction. She just checked her calendar and confirmed that next week was okay to meet. I left and raced back to campus to tell the guys.

“Dude, I saw it!

“Saw what?”

“The paddle.”

“Mr. Grayson’s paddle?”

“Yeah. Well, not the whole thing. Just part of the handle.”

“Man, that could have been anything?” one of my friends said doubtfully.

“No, I’m pretty sure that was it.”

“Only one way to find out,” my friend exclaimed.

“Yup,” My other friend said. “You’ve got to take it out and be sure.”

“Are you nuts? What if I get caught?”

“Well then, I guess you’ll get paddled.”

Everyone laughed.

“Man, you should just steal it so we can burn that damn thing.”

“Yeah, that would be awesome.”

“Not if I get caught. Forget it.”

We all laughed and joked about it some more. But that night and for the rest of the week, the same. I masturbated thinking of Mrs. Grayson and that paddle.

On the positive side, the help she was giving me was working, and I started performing better in school. I took my work and assignment seriously. Partially, because I wanted to do better in school, and partially because I wanted to please Mrs. Grayson.

 

 

Each week, I continued to show up on time with all my assignments completed. The guys didn’t bring up the paddle again, but I never stopped thinking about it.

In one session, Mrs. Grayson excused herself from the room to take an important phone call. I took advantage of this opportunity and opened the drawer to see if that was indeed the infamous paddle. I did it slowly so as not to make a noise that would get her attention.

I had to slide over a couple of folder files, but there it was. The paddle. Exactly like they described it. Large, wood, and stained brown. It definitely looked worn. Obviously, it had been used quite a bit. My heart beat fast, and my hands started to shake. I reached in and pulled it out. I guess I wanted to get a better look and feel the weight of it.

“What are you doing?”

I nearly jumped out of my skin.

“Hold on, Angela. I’ll have to call you back.”

I sat there frozen in fear.

“I don’t recall giving you permission to rifle through my desk.”

“Oh, I was just looking for a stapler.”

“Wrong, the stapler is right there on my desk,” she pointed. “Try again.”

“I…I…I…”

“What have you got there?”

I remained frozen with the paddle in my hands.

“Oh,” she chuckled. “You found my husband’s paddle.”

I was frozen with embarrassment.

“That sucker turned many an errant student back on the straight and narrow.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll put it back.”

“Yes, I think it’s best you do. We have some more work to get to.”

We got through everything, and I figured everything was cool. But as I got up, Mrs. Grayson said, “You were a few minutes late today. Don’t let it happen again, or I may have to take that paddle out of retirement.”

I left without saying a word. I was speechless. Was she serious or was she joking? I couldn’t tell.

I thought about telling the guys and confirming it was the infamous paddle after all. But since they never brought it up again, I decided to keep this secret to myself. Plus, I didn’t want to be dared into stealing it. Way too dangerous.

Instead, I spent the week masturbating and replaying that sentence over and over in my mind. ‘Taking that paddle out of retirement.’ So many questions. Did that mean it hasn’t been used since Mr. Grayson retired? Was she ever on the receiving end of it? Was she serious, or was it an idle threat?

I considered showing up late just to find out what would happen, but I totally chickened out. I realized that there was a very good chance that she wouldn’t paddle me but would instead simply end our tutoring sessions. I needed these sessions, and they were working. No, I decided not to mess around with something this important.

The next two sessions were uneventful. She never mentioned the paddle again. But I stole glances at the draw and thought about that paddle several times during each session. Frankly, it messed with my concentration a little. But I got it together and made myself focus. I had a big test coming up, and I wanted to ace it. Both because I needed a good grade and I didn’t want to disappoint Mrs. Grayson.

The test was the following Monday, and I planned on studying all weekend. However, my friends had other plans. They convinced me to go with them to a huge beer bash that one of the frats was throwing. I went my freshman year, and it was amazing. Tons of students partying the entire weekend. Kegs of beer, drinking games, and girls flashing their tits. I decided I couldn’t miss this, so I went.

While yes, I had a great time, I was super hungover on Monday. When I went in to take the exam, I could barely focus. I felt like I was going to throw up the entire time. My head was pounding and I couldn’t think straight. But I muscled through as best I could and figured I did okay.

That was, until Tuesday, when I was handed my graded exam with a big fat ‘F’ on it. I nearly fell over.

Why did I go to that party? Why did I drink so much? Why didn’t I just stay at the dorm and study? What was I thinking?

 

 

I knew I had to see Mrs. Grayson for a tutoring session at 2pm and was praying she wouldn’t ask me about it. I wasn’t so lucky.

“What the hell happened?!?” she exclaimed.

“I don’t know. I studied really hard,” I lied.

“I don’t think you did. This is unacceptable,” she said in a very disappointed tone. “I’m sorry, I don’t think we can continue if you’re not going to put in the effort.”

“NO! PLEASE!” I begged. “I really need this. You are really helping me. “Please let me stay. I promise I’ll do better.”

“Hmm. I don’t think so. I prefer not to waste my time on someone who isn’t going to even try.”

“Please, I’m sorry, I swear I’ll do better.”

“Then, what happened? This doesn’t make any sense. We went over all of this. You know this material. What went wrong?”

That’s when I spilled. I told Mrs. Grayson everything. I told her about the weekend-long party the frat threw. I told her I got super drunk all weekend. I admitted I hadn’t studied at all. I told her how hungover I was during the exam. I was practically in tears confessing what I had done.

The look on Mrs. Grayson’s face was a mix of anger and disappointment. She stood up and pointed her finger in my face and scolded me like I’ve never been scolded before. It was humiliating. I knew she was right and I deserved it, but it was hard to hear.

Finally, she threw my test on her desk and said, “Sorry, I just can’t. I can’t work with someone this irresponsible.”

“Please,” I begged. “I’ll do anything. Please don’t kick me out.”

“I’m sorry, I just don’t know what to do with you,” Mrs. Grayson said, shaking her head.

The room was silent. Then I blurted out, “You could paddle me!”

I don’t know what came over me or why I said it, but it just came out.

Mrs. Grayson didn’t even flinch. Instead, she paused and thought about it.

She waited for what seemed like an eternity, then finally said, “Look, I really like you. I’ve enjoyed being your tutor. I think you have a bright future ahead of you. But this can never happen again. And I suppose you’re right. There needs to be some accountability here.”

“Yes, anything.”

“Have you ever been paddled before?”

“No, they just had detention in my school.”

“Well, it isn’t fun. It hurts. It may be way more than you bargained for.”

“That’s okay, I can take it.”

“Well, if we decide to go this route, it will remain the way things go for as long as I tutor you. Any slip-ups and you’re getting paddled.”

“Yes, that’s fine,” I agreed quickly.

“Now wait, I need you to understand something. Once you agree to this, there is no turning back. And once I begin to paddle you, it isn’t over until I say it’s over.”

“Okay.”

“I mean it. When I paddle, I paddle hard. A paddling is meant to be unpleasant and to serve as a consequence for poor behavior. Once you receive a paddling, you will do anything to avoid another. So it has to hurt.”

“I understand.”

She opened a different desk drawer and pulled out a waiver for me to sign. As I read through it, she continued.

“This is our new arrangement. You can opt out at any time, but it will mean an immediate end to your tutoring sessions with me. It is my hope that paddlings are at a minimum. I don’t enjoy paddling delinquent students, but I will if they’ve earned it.”

There it was. She basically told me, without actually saying it, that she has had this arrangement with other college students she has tutored.

As I signed, I wondered how many. I wonder if any were girls. My thoughts were interrupted by Mrs. Grayson’s declaration.

“Now, you understand that you’ve earned yourself a sound paddling.”

“Yes.”

“Well, I’m about to administer one that you won’t soon forget.”

I nodded.

“Since this is your first paddling, I’ll save you some humiliation and just paddle you over your underwear. It will still sting like the dickens, but you can keep some of your dignity intact.”

“Thank you.”

“But if I have to paddle you again, for any reason, it will be on the bare bottom. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Good. Now stand up, drop your pants, bend over, and place your hands and elbows flat on the desk.”

I did as she said. While I took my position, she opened the drawer and withdrew the paddle. I got a lump in my throat. As I waited for her to begin, I silently wondered if this was the position Mr. Grayson made his students assume. Did he teach it to her?

I didn’t have much time to ruminate over this because she started in with more scolding. This scolding was even worse because I was bent over and stripped to my underwear. Her voice was so stern. I started to get nervous. How bad was this actually going to be?

“Now, I expect you to remain in position through the duration of the paddling,” she said, placing the paddle against my bottom like she was lining things up.

I took a deep breath and waited for the first swat. I knew it was coming the second I felt the paddle lift off my bottom.
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