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The Dream

I’m tucked under his arm on heading toward my room. On the way I’m plotting how to avenge the outrage of not getting my way. But things happen differently. In a blur, Daddy drops me from under his arm, and almost a split second my feet hit the floor they left it again. I am across his lap and as my dress comes up and I feel his fingers in the waistband of my frilly panties I begin to get very scared not knowing what he is going to do. I feel my panties come down and I begin kicking and yelling. Now I know what is happening. I had seen it in cartoons and movies and I know what a spanking is. But it isn’t supposed to happen to me. Not me. NO WAY! I open my mouth to yell at him to stop but no words come out. I’m overwhelmed by embarrassment as the first swat hit my squirming bare bottom. I struggle but I am no match for Daddy and all my struggles amount to nothing. I feel tears dripping from my eyes and I try to scream but my cry remains silent. My bottom is a flame of bee stings, the spanking hurt so much. I squeeze my cheeks and try to flex my bottom. I kick and pound my fists. Nothing works. And soon I am one well-spanked young lady.

I woke up drenched in sweat. That dream again. I started to have it when I was a teenager, and it became a recurring nightly occurrence for some years. Then slowly it faded away. Until then. When I was married, just two months before. Well, at twenty-five I was supposed to be a woman mature enough, didn’t I? So why I had to dream of my soft-hearted father who always spoiled me…spanking me? He never did, and for sure I never desired that he would have. Except for that fucking dream!

And the dream was not the only thing that bothered me. Some things in my marriage had not been going well. We fought and argued far too much. I had great concerns about our marriage. Tony, my husband, was so stubborn, he just wouldn’t be reasonable. Fight often started with silly things such as living on a budget. This crap about living on a budget is too much. We have credit cards and what good are they if you don’t use them? Damn silly if you ask me.

The very day before we went to my parents for dinner, and another fight broke out between us. It was awful. I can’t see why the TV has to be turned to the football games on Sunday and then again on Monday night. He can read the scores in the paper the next day, can’t he? Isn’t that why they have a whole section devoted to that and the other silly games he watches? And more than that, why can’t we go shopping?

I felt comfortable in the house I was raised in and it didn’t faze me to start on Tony at the dinner table. After all, it was Mom and Dad and my husband. It wasn’t like there were strangers or anything there. I started complaining pretty well, now that I think back on it I guess I went a little overboard.

As always everybody tolerated my tirade throughout dinner. I saw Mom and Dad exchange pained looks and Tony’s face was red. But I kept going. Just too stubborn to stop I guess.

Mom was quiet while we did the dishes and cleaned up. Tony and Dad went into the living room to have an after-dinner talk. After the cleanup was done I went into the living room and sat down across the room from Tony. They were talking, but it wasn’t important, not to me.

“I want to go home, Tony,” I announced firmly. “We have some things to get straight. I hope you’ve been listening to what I told you tonight.”

Tony looked at Dad and shook his head. Dad leaned forward and said to him in a low voice that I could barely hear, “It’s all my fault son. If you love her don’t make the same mistake I did.”

Tony took a deep breath and stood up. Finally, we were going home and understood a few things. But actually, it didn’t go like that. For the drive home, Tony was mostly silent and I decided that if he didn’t want to understand how silly he had been, well I would have given him the silent treatment too. This went on till this morning when he decided to talk to me again at the breakfast table. And boys, did he take advantage of that!

He started a tirade stuffed with words like stubborn, egocentric, spoiled, silly, childish...and so on. And believe me or not, he was referring to me. In the beginning, I couldn't possibly realize that my tender well-mannered husband was talking to me like that, then, when I recovered from the surprise, it was my time to respond to his outrageous remarks about me.

And to respond I did. Well, probably I can say that I went a little over the edge and that my language was not exactly appropriate for a lady, but, what the fuck, he had been looking for it!

Then he said something that got me stunned. He said that my father had counseled him not to make the same error he did, to let me get always what I wanted, and to act the way I wanted to act. I glared at him with an inquisitive look as he stood in front of me with a determined look.

Words cannot tell you how shocked I was when Tony picked me up and threw me, yes, threw me over his shoulder. After a second of hesitation when I thought, ‘Maybe this is a joke’, I started banging on his back and yelling.

“Put me down. Put me down right now!” I mean who the hell does he think he was anyway, to be treating me like this?

Then in a flash, I revived the dream of the night before and it dawned on me what was happening. The words popped into my head. ‘He’s going to spank me!’ As unbelievable as this thought was, it seemed to be exactly what was about to happen.

I’m not a big girl and as soon as we got in the bedroom and he seated on our bed Tony had no trouble moving me from his shoulder to his lap. I struggled and squirmed and made all sorts of threats. He didn’t pay the slightest bit of attention.

“Let’s see if your Dad is right,” I heard him say. “Let’s see if a short sharp shock will be doing both of us a world of good.”

And while he said this I saw him grab my hairbrush from the nightstand. I couldn’t believe my ears, my sweet Daddy had counseled my husband to…spank my bottom! By now I was really vexed and increasingly worried. I  started to shout out again to be let off. My commotion and complaints about this treatment were to no avail. I might as well have been talking to the moon. He pulled up my nightshirt and down went my panties.

I felt the sting of the hairbrush with the first swat that landed on my fanny.

I was soon crying and flopping around on his lap. Nothing I did or said made any impact on what he was doing. And what he was doing was paddling my bottom, but good! The sting and length of the spanking were far more than anything I thought a spanking could produce. I felt as if my butt was literally on fire and I was frantic for it to stop. I saw red with each explosion of that hairbrush and the sting running through my body.

Again and again Tony kept swatting my bottom with that damn hairbrush. I wailed with each swat as if I were a toddler having a tantrum. I felt very much just like a naughty child being severely punished by her Daddy.

I cried and howled up a storm of protest. My bottom was a flame of bee stings. I squeezed my cheeks and tried to flex my bottom. I kicked and pounded my fists. Nothing worked. And soon I was one well-spanked young lady.

Then, when I started to think I couldn’t stand just another SMACK, as suddenly as it had started my spanking stopped.

I slowly and painfully rose from my prone position only to crouch on my husband’s lap. He kept me close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand soothed my mottled red bottom cheeks waiting for my sobs to subside.

When he finally spoke there was kindness mixed with the stern, “You’ve had this coming for a long time. Now maybe you’ll show some better manners.”

I didn’t say a word. It just wouldn’t do to let on to my feelings. Not just then anyway. I even didn’t rub my bottom, even if the sting was killing me, I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

I guessed things were going to be different at home from then on. And maybe I would try and watch that budget. And not be so stubborn. And watch my language. When I thought about all that one thing was clear. It was the biggest surprise of my life and that day I developed a new respect for my husband.

I went to look at my face in the mirror of the closet. While I cleaned my cheeks from the tears stain and snot I wondered when my husband might find it necessary to spank me again and I could see in the mirror a smile appear on my lips. Could Tony see my smile in the reflection of the mirror too? Did I want him to see my smile?


The Strap

"My marriage is going down the toilet and I don't know what to do, Dad.”

The old man glared at his daughter with sad eyes. At sixty-five he was still a big strong man. His thick white hair highlighted his stern face.

They were seated in her parents' kitchen. She turned her back to him now, her shoulders shaking with soft sobs, hands covering her face. At forty she was still a very attractive woman. Dark hair, pretty eyes and lips, big bosom, shapely legs, and a very womanly derriere, full and round. She has been married for sixteen years now. Two sons, one daughter. And her silliness was about to throw all her life away. 

When her husband confronted her about her infidelity she admitted her guilt without delay. In some way, it has been a release. She doesn't know why she did it, the desire for something new, to get out of the routine, home, children, school, work. A shot of life. But she couldn't live a lie, and right then she regretted her poor decision.

Her husband looked up at her with his glassy eyes and said nothing. She turned away from him, weeping, her soul breaking. His lack of response hurt her worse than if he had become angry with her, and railed against her. But he showed no anger, only disappointment, and disillusionment. Her heart broke to see him so crushed, but she could do nothing, say nothing to make him react.

Over three weeks had passed since she had told him, and the world was a different place. The betrayal had hit him hard, but he loved her and he was unwilling to throw away their family's life for what he knew was a moment of disarray for his wife. Even so, their house was now a place of tension. Gone was laughter and happiness, loneliness and despair all that remained. Words were whispered, never spoken, each word wrapped in a protective coating of false courtesy and fear.

And the worst was that all that was mainly her fault. Her husband had forgiven her, but she hadn't.

The old herself was gone, replaced by one without strength or will, a mindless one that catered to her husband's every need and apologized constantly. Gone was laughter and happiness, loneliness and despair remained. Her attitude bothered him greatly now, even more than the betrayal. Her lovely face was always sad and drawn. She was always tired and hardly ate anything. It broke his heart but nothing he could say could console her. She would only nod when he told her he had forgiven her, that she was forgotten. But it brought no life back to their marriage.

“These last few days have been unbearable,” she said to her Dad. “He had forgiven me, but I haven't. I can't. Something inside me will not let me forget until…”

She turned and looked at her Dad, her moist eyes then traveled around the room and pointed at the sturdy length of leather dangling from the wall.

The ‘strap’ was a wide and thick razor strop. She never knew how it came to be in their house, and she never felt like asking, but it has been there for as long as she can remember. Most of the time it just hung there useless. But the few times it has been removed from the wall there was hell to pay. Her Dad made sure of that. But he also made sure his offspring felt forgiven and reassured of his love once it was put back in its place.

Her head turned back to his Dad and their eyes connected. She could see that he had understood. He always understood her. No matter what she had done, he had always been there for her, protecting and supporting her, even if it could be painful at times.

“Ok then,” he said. “Go to your room,” his voice turned stern, “I will be up in a moment.”

She nodded and rose from the chair. With a pitch in her stomach, she headed up the stairs to her old bedroom. Once inside, she knew what she was expected to do. She opened the closet and there still were her old pajamas. She undressed to her bra and panties and put the pajama top on. It still fitted her even if it squeezed her breasts. She didn’t even try to put the pajamas' bottom on. No way that her womanly bottom could fit in it anymore. And anyway, she wouldn’t need it for what was coming.

She had just seated herself full of fear on her old bed when she heard Dad’s footsteps coming up the stairs. All at once she became conscious of what was about to happen and she felt like throwing up from the dread.

Her Dad entered the room without knocking, the strap dangling from his right hand. She got up from the bed and he stared at his daughter who obediently stood half-bare in front of him, one tear crossing down her left cheek. His heart skipped a beat, she was a mature woman now but in his eyes, she still was just his loved little one. But soon he steeled himself. As every time it had happened in the past, this was for her own good, and it has been long overdue.

“Move your chair,” was his next command.

She picked up the desk chair and placed it in the center of the room. Her room was small, so the chair had to be strategically placed so he would have room to swing the strap.

“Get yourself in position,” he barked. Her hands grabbed either side of the seat while her head hung down.

His Dad approached her and inserted his fingers in the waistband of her white plain panties. With a firm tug, he took them down to her knees.

She now could look between the chair slats right at her pussy.

With the strap, he tapped her legs, “Move them back and spread them some more.”

As she wiggled into the proper position, he began a lecture about trust and respect. He knew this was unnecessary, she sure had told herself the same very words thousands of times in the last days, but she was expecting to be scolded so scold he did and ended it with the fateful words, “And for all this, you will be whipped with the strap till you won’t sit down young lady!”

The next sound she heard was the CRACK of leather against her protruded bare butt.

‘OMG, that stung’ she told herself but she managed to keep silent.

CRACKK! The strap connected again and “OWW” escaped from her lips. A third time her Dad swung the leather and CRACKK! The strap connected with the soft flesh of her lower cheeks.

“OOH, OWW!” She cried.

At this point, she started ‘dancing’ alternately lifting one foot and then the other.

“I’ll teach you to move those legs!” She heard her Dad say and with that, the strap danced across her upper thighs.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

She felt like a hundred bees were stinging at once the back of her plump thighs. Although till then she had tried not to cry, she could begin to feel the tears well up in her eyes.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

That strap found always new places across her thighs to do some damage.

“No! No, Daddy, please stop!” She pleaded as her sobbing began.

‘Oh my, I called him…Daddy’ crossed her mind and she knew that acting like the mature woman she was was long gone by now. Self-preservation was the name of the game.

Yet another CRACKK across the top back of her thighs. This stoke was followed by two more stripes jut upward from her knees. She was sobbing uncontrollably now as the stinging and burning increased.

“ARGHHH! I promise, Daddy, I will stand still! BWAAAA! Please don’t strap my legs anymore!” She pitifully pleaded.

“We’ll see,” is all that he said.

However, he did go back to strapping her bum.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

That strap and her bottom were well acquainted now!

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“BOHHHH OHHHH! DADDYYYY! BWAAAA! PLEASEE NO MOOORE! BWUAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOOO BAD!”

Her crying was in full swing when her Dad stopped for a moment to rest and change his position. He had seen some parts of her big soft mounds that were still white and he knew that to drive the lesson home all that white flesh had to be turned mottled red.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Again and again, that razor strop caressed her bum. She was beside herself now. The burning and stinging sensation escalated from unbearable to excruciating, and her blabbering crying was a testament to it.

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-DAAAD-UH-WAAAAA!” Her face covered by tears and snot with her voice choked by the sobs she promised, “I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA!”

Moved by the sight of his loved daughter now crushed and repentant her Dad then stopped and asked, “Have you learned your lesson, young lady?”

“Yees, yees!” She sobbed, “I will never be unfaithful again!”

“Let’s see if that is true.”

With that, his Dad found virgin territory for the strap. Since she had made sure her legs were spread, he aimed the inside of her left thigh and CRACK! This new pain was even greater than before! Before she could respond, CRACK! Again on the inside of her right thigh.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Two more times the strap visited the insides of both thighs. She was in agony by now. Unable to utter coherent words with her choking crying.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” told then her Dad. “It’s all over now. You can rise.”

It took a while for her to realize that her ordeal had come to an end. When she got up from her bending position she was still a crying hiccupping mess with her nose running profusely and her face full of tears and dripped mascara.

Her Dad motioned to her with outstretched arms to come and she hobbled over to him, her hands gently trying to rub some of the consuming sting away from her badly smoldered bottom. She burst out crying in his arms. He hugged her, shushing comforting words of forgiveness and reassurance just like when she was his little princess.

When finally her crying subsided into a whispering and she could stand steady on her legs he strode out of her room and closed the door. She then threw herself on her bed face down, hugged the pillow, and sobbed.

She waited until her crying stopped and then went to survey the damage in the full-length mirror of the closet. True to his words her Dad had whipped her to the point where sitting down was not an option. Her generous bum was scarlet red with many overlapping prominent stripes across it. The area of the back of her thighs was a blotchy red, with fine red lines where the end and sides of the strap left their marks. She could look down in front of her to see the insides of her thighs, they too had definite welts from the strap.

As she surveyed the damage her Dad had done to her, and amidst the fire that consumed all her poor rear end, she started to feel that old sensation of being free of guilt. She had paid her dues and she was ok with herself and with the world again. She was ready to come back to her husband and her family and start it all over again with her old herself.

Just not right then. Even if relieved she was emotionally spent, and for sure sitting down to drive was out of the question. She flopped on her old bed, bare bum up in the air, and went to sleep hugging a stuffed doll, such as if she were a young girl again.


The Lazy Wife

Tammy raced through the door and into the kitchen, heading straight for the refrigerator to have a cold bottle of Evian. From the other room she heard, “Tammy, I want to have a word with you.”

Her husband’s voice stopped her dead in her tracks. Wanting to have a ‘word’ with her could mean…big trouble.

Tammy shuffled slowly into the living room where her husband was waiting for her. He motioned for her to come to join him on the couch.

“I had a coffee with my friend John Rubin this afternoon,” he said staring at her.

Tammy cringed, this WAS big trouble.

“He said that your performance at work has been going downhill. Now, what do you have to say about that, Tammy?”

Tammy squirmed on the couch. John Rubin, Mr. Rubin for her, was one of her husband’s best friends and also her boss at the office. It was her husband who had found her that job, after she had pestered him again and again, telling him that now that the boys were out at college she didn't have much to do at home and that she was bored.

“It’s…it’s just that it happened that I arrived late at the office. But just a few times!”

Her husband stared at her with the inquisitive look she knew so well and that told her he already knew all he was asking her.

“And well,” she followed on, “there have been times when I and the other girls at the office came back a few minutes later from the coffee break…it seems to me that Mr. Rubin is a bit too hard to say that I’m going downhill…actually nobody else in the office is so punctual either.”

“I don’t care about what anyone else does except you. Now, John says that not only you often are late at the office but that you have gotten sloppy and that you didn't even try to improve in the job. Is that true?”

“Mhmmm, well, actually there are these new procedures that arrived last week from the headquarters which I probably haven't studied well yet. But honey…”

“No buts Tammy! There is absolutely NO excuse for slacking off in your work and you know it. I have to say, Tammy, I am very disappointed in your behavior.”

Instinctively, Tammy glanced around the room and saw it. Over the cupboard stood the dreaded paddle. She paled, it was not that her husband looked forward to spanking her, but he sure did it hard when he decided she deserved it. Her husband caught her looking.

“Oh yes Miss, you’ve definitely earned yourself a bare bottom trip across my lap…but John told me you two have an important meeting tomorrow. Have you even started to get the work ready for it?”

Tammy looked down at the floor and shook her head. Her husband sighed.

“Well then, as much as I’d like to spank you right now, I don’t want a sore bottom to distract you from having your job done. So, I want you to go to the study and get all ready for your meeting. No nonsense now! Understand?”

Tammy nodded eagerly. “Okay, honey…”

“You’d better! But don’t think you’re getting off so easily,” her husband warned. “Tomorrow when you are home after your work, I and you are going to have a serious chat. Did I make myself clear?”

Tammy looked down again. “Yes, dear.”

“All right, get going then.”

Tammy trudged to the study and threw herself on the armchair. It wasn’t fair!! How could she possibly work knowing that tomorrow she was going to be squirming across her husband’s lap getting her butt blistered with the paddle! She stood seated and thought about it. Maybe…if she did really well in that meeting, her dear husband would be so pleased he’d forget all about that. It was her only chance. Tammy opened the folders in front of her and went to work.

The next morning Tammy was nervous, but when Mr. Rubin joined her in the meeting room all her fears disappeared, and started to illustrate the project she had been in charge of with skills. Soon she realized that with just a bit of application, those new procedures were easier to understand than what they looked at first and they were really useful. More than that when Mr. Rubin started to ask questions to point out some aspects of her work, she just thought about that wooden paddle smacking hard against her bottom again and again and again, and this helped her concentrate, and she managed to figure out all the right answers even the tough ones.

At the end of the meeting, Mr. Rubin congratulated Tammy, “Now this is much more like it, Tammy. It seems my talking to your husband did you some good.” He smiled knowingly. “I hope you learned a lesson that will stay with you for a while!”

Tammy blushed furiously.

“Yes, Mr. Rubin. Thank you very much, Mr. Rubin.”

Tammy ran all the way home. She was so excited to tell her husband the outcome of the meeting. There was no way he could spank her now! She rushed through the kitchen door, almost running her husband over in the process.

“Whoa, Tammy…where’s the fire?” He laughed.

She told him about her performance and how glad Mr. Rubin had been with her work.                             

“Oh Tammy,” he said giving her a big hug. “That’s wonderful! I’m SO proud of you my dear! I knew you could do it!”    

Tammy grinned from ear to ear.

“This is good news, and you and I are going to go celebrate!” He said looking at her with a proud glare.

He took her out for dinner at her favorite restaurant, they had a great time together, and Tammy had forgotten all about the spanking matter until they were in the car and her husband was driving back home.

All of a sudden, her husband switched off the radio and looked at her.

“All right now Tammy, when we get home I want you to go straight to the bedroom and get ready for your spanking.”

“BUT HONEY…” Tammy cried in surprise.

“But WHAT Tammy? I told you yesterday you were going to get a dose of the paddle for slacking off in your work.”

“But I did very well today…I even got complimented by your friend John, I mean Mr. Rubin!”           

“Yes you did Tammy, and I’m very, very proud of you for that. But that just shows me that you could be doing fine in your job if you just put your mind to it. It’s not that your work is too hard Tammy, you’re just lazy and muddler. And I can think of no better reason than that for giving your pretty bottom a spanking!”

They pulled into their driveway and he stopped the car.

“All right,” her husband said “I want you to go straight upstairs to the bedroom and stand with your nose in the corner. While you’re there, I want you to think very hard about why you are going to be punished tonight. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” Tammy said resigned.

“Very well then…march!”

Tammy went upstairs to the bedroom and threw herself on the bed miserably. It wasn’t fair! It just wasn’t fair! All that work for nothing! She was still going to be punished. If only she hadn’t gotten so behind with her work. If only her husband just hadn’t had that coffee with Mr. Rubin. If only…

But it was too late now. She heard her husband’s footsteps on the stairs and hurried into the corner placing her nose against the wall. She’d get it much worse if he caught her disobeying him!

Her husband came into the room and she could hear him behind her moving the stool away from her vanity and into the middle of the room.

“Come over here to me, please, Tammy.”

Tammy walked over to the stool where her husband was now sitting trying not to look at the paddle he held in his lap.

“Did you think about why you’re going to get punished tonight, Tammy?” Her husband asked.

“Cause I was lazy,” Tammy mumbled.

“Is that ALL you could come up with, miss?”

“No, honey,” Tammy said urgently.

“Well then??”

“‘Cause…I guess…if I would have worked all the time as hard as I did last night… I wouldn't be doing sloppily at work, and Mr. Rubin wouldn't have to complain about me.”

“That’s right, Tammy. You wanted a job and you got one. So now until you decide to keep that job you have a job to do, and do it at your best, but you didn’t do it! Isn’t that right?”

Tammy nodded staring at the carpet that she was going to be seeing very closely in another minute or two.

“So tell me Tammy…do you know what happens if you slack off and don’t do what you are supposed to do at your best?”

Tammy could feel her face turn deep red and couldn’t say anything.

“I asked you a question miss and I expect to hear an answer! Now, what happens when YOU don’t do what you are supposed to do?”

“I get spanked,” Tammy whispered.

“That’s right…and that's exactly what’s going to happen RIGHT NOW! Take down your pants!”

Hands shaking, Tammy undid the button and zipper of her skinny jeans and struggled to push them down across her generous hips and thighs. They finally fell clumsily around her ankles. Her husband took her hand and helped her shuffle over to his right side and over his lap. She positioned her so that her plump bottom was sticking up and out for the paddle. Then expertly hooked her fingers into the waistband of her skimpy panties and yanked them all the way down to her knees. He then picked up the paddle and laid its cool flat surface across the center of her bare, snow-white, vulnerable bottom.

“I’m sorry I have to do this, Tammy, but you’ve had this coming for a long time!”

With that, he raised the paddle and smacked it smartly against her right cheek. Tammy cried out at the first bite of the paddle and continued to cry out as her husband smacked the paddle hard against her wriggling bare bottom.

He spanked methodically, going up and down one side and then the other. She didn’t say anything for a minute or two and all that could be heard in the room was the crack of the paddle and Tammy’s yelps and cries.

After a few minutes, Tammy’s bottom was in agony and she began crying in earnest and begging for him to stop. But her husband ignored Tammy’s cries and continued to deliver a steady rhythm of spanks to her already red bottom.

“AWW….PLEASE, HONEY…STOP…I’LL BE GOOD AWWW…I  PROMISE…AWWW!!”

“Yes, Tammy.” SMACKK! “I’m sure you will be…for a while,” SMACKK! “but I don’t want to have to repeat this lesson anytime soon.” SMACKK! “So, I’m going to make sure,” SMACKK! “that you remember it for a good long while.”

SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!

After another minute, he began to lecture her, punctuating each sentence with another smack of the paddle.

“Next time you start having trouble at your job, I want you to go and talk to Mr. Rubin before it gets out of hand.” SMACKK! “I don’t want to hear any other complaints about your performance at work!” SMACKK! “Do you understand me, miss?” SMACKK!

“YEEESSS!” Tammy wailed.

“And I want a report from you on the goals achieved every week till you decide to keep that job.” SMACKK! “And it had better be good or you’ll be right back here with your big bum up in the air and crying.” SMACKK! “Is that clear?” SMACKK!

“AWWW…YESSSS…SIR!”

SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!  SMACKK!

After four minutes of spanking, Tammy’s husband knew his wife had had about as much as she could take. All her already plump bottom had swelled up to an even bigger size and was fire engine red, mottled and so hot that he could have fried an egg on it.

She was hiccupping from crying so hard that she didn’t even understand he had stopped spanking her.

“All right, Tammy…it’s all right honey.” He soothed, as he rubbed her back gently. He waited for her sobs to subside before he spoke again.

“Okay Tammy, let’s see if you learned anything during this lesson.”

Tammy tried to quiet her cries and pay attention. Her husband always asked questions after a spanking and if she got the answer wrong he would give her extra spanks while he explained what the right answer was.

“Are you going to work harder now, Tammy?”

“Yes, honey…I will…I promise”

“And what about punctuality?”

“I will arrive at the job on time…I promise…I’ll show you I will be good at it.”

“That’s good, Tammy! And if you don’t understand something what are you going to do?”

“I’ll come and talk to Mr. Rubin, honey…I won’t wait or nothing…”

“That’s my good wife, Tammy. I think you’ve learned your lesson for tonight.”

And with that, he dropped the paddle on the floor and lifted her into her lap. He held her against him, rocking her like she was just a baby…and let her cry tears of pain and relief against his chest as he whispered words of comfort and love into her ear. Tammy melted in that embrace, drying her tears on his shirt while he kept her close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, and his right hand soothed her burning red bottom cheeks.

“Oh, honey…I love you,” she whispered with still trembling lips and soon their mouths found each other and joined in a deep intense kiss.


Emma Messes Up

Emma walked into the office as Mr. Cruz was just getting off the phone. The young lady had been working for Mr. Cruz as her personal secretary in his construction company for only a few months. She had already messed up on several occasions, but today’s mess-up was the worst. She had sent a team of men to the wrong site and ordered the supplies for the site they were supposed to be working on to arrive two days later. When Mr. Cruz finally got the men to the right location, half of them could not work.

Emma spent the entire morning and then most of the afternoon listening to Mr. Cruz plead first with the foreman of the crew to get the men to the right location as soon as possible, and later begging the supplier to rush the shipment Emma had ordered for the wrong day that day. She could hear him bargaining back and forth with the supplier, and finally, the supplies were delivered midafternoon.

Finally, Mr. Cruz called Emma to come to his office. Till then she had distractedly spent the day trying to do the accounting and bill-paying work sitting at her desk, but she had a hard time concentrating on anything since she was fearing that she was going to be fired. She had that same old sensation of when she had to come back home from school with a failed test or a bad behavioral note and she knew she had to face the consequences. Butterflies in her belly, sweat in her hand, and an unconscious rub now and then on her generous bottom. So no wonder that Mr. Cruz's call set her heart pounding, her head throbbing, and made her dizzy enough that she could not right herself for several minutes to get up and go into her boss’s office.

Mr. Cruz had a small office that consisted of only himself and Emma in a big trailer on a huge open lot with Mr. Cruz's house sitting in the front of the lot. The trucks and equipment for the business were kept on the lot. The men came in the morning to pick them up and in the evening to drop them off. They often hung around talking and drinking beer when they returned the equipment. During the day there was no one else around unless when one of Mr. Cruz’s family brought food or visited. Most of the time they worked in a relaxed familiar atmosphere that Emma appreciated greatly.

Emma quietly stepped into the office as Mr. Cruz was on the phone. The phone rang just as Emma got up to go to the office but Mr. Cruz put his hand up indicating that Emma should stay there and that he would only be a minute. He was a big man in his late fifties, tall and muscular with the tanned skin of a man who used to work in the open air on construction sites. He had short grey hair and a short-cut beard and all of his body emanated an air of calm virile strength that Emma couldn't deny being attracted by.

“How could you mess this up so bad, Emma?” He asked eventually glaring at his secretary.

“Sorry sir, I will try harder,” Emma pleaded.

“No, you have fucked up before and this is just too big,” Mr. Cruz replied, it was the first time Emma heard him use vulgarity.

"I'm so sorry about my mess," she blurted out. "There's no excuse for it, but I swear it'll never happen again. Oh, Mr. Cruz, I'm so sorry."

"You're right, Emma...there certainly can be no excuse for it, and I'm afraid that your apologies fall into the category of 'too little, too late'. You and I will not be working together anymore, beginning Monday. You have potential, but I no longer find you trustworthy."

Emma stood in front of Mr. Cruz's desk, nervously squeezing her hands together, her eyes wandered around the room avoiding eye contact with his.

"Mr. Cruz," she finally said with an insecure voice, "I am the second oldest in a family of four girls. My parents raised us to be responsible for our actions and to expect and accept the consequences when we did not act appropriately. Often those consequences were to be…corrected by Dad. So, if you just could…I mean…take the matter into your own hands…I will be glad to undergo a punishment for my behavior here at work instead of being fired.”

Mr. Cruz stared at her with a puzzled look.

“What exactly are you suggesting to me, Emma?” He said. “Please speak up clearly.”

“Well, sir…you could spank me,” Emma blurted out, and instantly a red blush flushed her cheeks.

“What?” He leaned forward, unsure if he had heard her correctly.

“If you let me keep working here, you can give me a spanking for this morning's mess,” she said quietly, not even fully believing that she was saying it.

Mr. Cruz was incredulous, "I don't know what game you are playing, Emma, but it isn't working. Not even children are spanked anymore, and certainly, employers don't spank women your age. Not that you wouldn't deserve a good, old-fashioned blistering, on the contrary. I think you certainly would benefit from it, but you can't come in here telling me that you think that spanking immature and irresponsible secretaries should become my business policy."

“Well sir, mhmm,” mumbled Emma, “look, you said you think I have potential, and sure I like to work here with you and the workers and your family…I feel at home if I am permitted to say it. So I’m just trying to keep my work and give you the opportunity to make me improve my job. During the years I learned that a good spanking accomplishes three things, it helps a girl to understand that she has been naughty, it helps a girl to be sorry that she has been naughty, and it gives a girl a darned good reason not to be naughty again. I know it sounds odd, but this is the only way I know of to convince you that I am serious about improving my work for you."

Mr. Cruz was amazed. He looked at the young girl in front of him, she was twenty-two, quite short but very attractive, with nice breasts, a trim waist, swelling hips, sculptured legs, and sure her best asset was her full round bottom. So there was a pretty young woman asking him to spank her…the first thought that came to his mind was that she was luring him into a trap. But he discarded that soon. How she could have planned a trap if until the morning she couldn’t imagine what would happen that day? He stared at the girl. He liked her and not just because she was pretty. She had an amiable disposition and was always very attentive to him, and in all honesty, she could see that she loved her job. Unfortunately, her constant carelessness and the superficiality with which she sometimes performed the tasks he assigned her, always ruined her job. In that, she really acted like a silly girl. A silly girl, well, he thought at least, isn’t it a spanking an old proven remedy for a young girl's silliness?

"You understand that if, and I repeat if, I agree with your suggestion, it will be a very painful and very shameful business, and that it will never have to leave the walls of this office, right?"

“Yes sir,” Answered Emma with a lightly shaking voice. “I have always been told that a spanking has to hurt or is useless. And of course, being kept over a man’s knees with my…bare bum up in the air makes me blush just at the thought. But, well, shame too is part of a spanking, isn’t it?”

“I guess so,” said Mr. Cruz with a confident voice that hid his growing amazement. ‘So that is how she is expecting it, being held over my lap and spanked on her bare bottom!’ he said to himself.

“And believe me, sir, I’m the first one that wants it being kept secret,” Emma followed. “I would just die of shame if anyone else would know that at twenty-two I deserved to have my bum spanked such as a six-year-old brat!”

“Very well then. As I said I see in you a good potential but is clear that what you need is some discipline. A discipline that could help you to concentrate on your job and stop you from making silly and detrimental decisions. I assure you that I will do my best to provide you with that discipline you so strongly need.”

“Thank you, sir,” was all Emma could utter with her legs trembling slightly and a well-known pitch in her stomach.

"All right then, let's do this."

Mr. Cruz stood, picked up a wide, sturdy wooden ruler from a drawer, and made his way around his desk. He kept one chair from under the meeting table and put it in the middle of the office. Then sat down and with one finger beckoned Emma to him.

Slowly Emma stepped in front of Mr. Cruz, then to his astonishment, and without even being told, she raised her skirt around her waist. For a moment she stood there then struggling against her shame she reached for the elastic waistband of her pantyhose and lowered them at mid-thighs along with her panties.

Mr. Cruz then patted his lap and Emma not wanting to prolong the shame to stand half-naked in front of that man rushed herself over it. He adjusted her till she was in the perfect position for the task ahead, and then stood a few moments to admire the almost perfect target he had on his knees.

Emma’s bottom and legs were an unblemished white. The feminine underwear rolled up on her thighs only highlighted the fact that her cute, round, and plump bottom was bare. She was wriggling and already sniffling a bit as Mr. Cruz tapped the wooden ruler upon her swelling globes.

Mr. Cruz began to lecture her about working hard and doing her job with concentration, then he started snapping his ruler around her rear end, one snap each to the fullest part of each bottom cheek, another one on the top of each bare thigh, a fifth across the crack of her cute bottom stinging both hips with one stroke, and the last right on the dip of her bottom cheeks and thighs. The stern lecturing continued as he started a second round only harder this time, the ruler peppering her curves again and again. Emma's tears started flowing freely, and soon she was assuring her employer that she was sorry for how she had behaved and that she would never, ever act so foolish again.

While Mr. Cruz lectured and spanked, he also admired the delightful view of his pretty, young secretary. He had often unobtrusively admired Emma's figure, especially in some of her more flirtatious clothes, but his imagination could never have conjured up such a view as he had now. His slow and firm ruler spanks made her whole body twitch, and Emma's oft-repeated plaintive, "I'm sorry, sir" told him that the message was being received.

Emma was soon shrieking and squirming as Mr. Cruz kept raining down ruler spanks. No lecturing now, he was concentrating on spanking his secretary. Fast and furious he applied the hard wood of the ruler to her bare bottom and legs. She tried to kick and squirm, but the rolled hose and panties around her thighs kept her from doing anything more than a fast wriggle of her burning buns. Each spank stung incredibly, but the ones that happened to land on her sensitive sit-spot brought Emma's head and feet up simultaneously as she squealed under that burning correction. Both shoes flew off as she tried valiantly to move her bottom out from under the onslaught of burning spanks, and her tumultuous crying would have been heartbreaking had she been making these noises for any other reason than this well-deserved punishment.

Once her whole bottom glowed a bright mottled red, Emma's spanking came to an end. She was sobbing as she lay across Mr. Cruz's lap with a terrible fire burning in her bottom.

"Tell me what I can expect from tomorrow morning," Mr. Cruz ordered, but Emma either didn't hear or didn't comprehend his instruction.

After another flurry of spanks on her scarlet rear, he repeated his command, "I told you to tell me what I can expect from tomorrow morning."

Emma turned her head to look at her boss, and from her precarious position and in a shaky and juvenile voice, she squeaked, "I'll be good!"

Suppressing a laugh since her response was the same as the one he would get from a well-spanked little kid, Mr. Cruz told Emma that she could get up.

Because of her underwear wrapped around her legs, was not easy for Emma to get back to her feet, but once there she pranced around and cried. Oblivious of the show she was offering to the man seated in front of her she truly promised Mr. Cruz again and again that she would never be bad again. Her persistent and energetic hopping brought her underwear down to her ankle and she looked so cute in Mr. Cruz's eyes as she vigorously rubbed her glowing bottom and bounced up and down with such energy that he expected her breasts to pop right out of her bra. He stood fascinated as he studied the warmly spanked young woman squirming in front of him. The emphatic crying, running nose, and face screwed up in a tight squint were that of a well-spanked child, such as the hopping up and down dancing in a circle, and the furious rubbing of the spanked hips, and he decided that a well-spanked bottom must sting enough to teach a good lesson at any age.

For sure Emma had been given a serious lesson and the bright red bottom and thighs surrounded by the white waist and lower legs were a testament to it. But even if he was enjoying the show with an amused grimace he didn’t want to shame the girl more than she was already, so he got up from the chair and with a voice turned warm and reassuring told Emma, “I have to run to the construction site now. Take your time to shape up. Use the bathroom. And remember to lock up the office before you leave.” Then staring at her with a purpose he added, “I hope it won’t be necessary to repeat this. But be assured that I will do it again if the need arises.”

“I know Mr. Cruz,” Emma said with a shaking voice and her hands now covering her front, “Thank you for helping me to improve.”

“You’re welcome, dear.” Answered Mr. Cruz with a half-smile and left the office.

Emma’s ride home from work was an uncomfortable one. Uncomfortable because of the physical pain, after all her bottom took a rough spanking just moments ago. But also because of the psychological residue. She felt so ashamed, so powerless, and so numb from having been reduced to a blubbering mess over Mr. Cruz's lap.

Why did I ask him to do that? Emma thought to herself. I literally asked him to spank me!

As Emma continued down the freeway, she reflected for a moment on her punishment. She thought about what her bottom must have looked like from Mr. Cruz’s perspective. That was when Emma noticed that she was aroused.

“What is wrong with me?” She reprimanded herself, no way was that an enjoyable experience.

But then the image of herself, vulnerable, over Mr. Cruz’s lap popped into her mind again. Her bare bum, getting redder and redder with each swat of that ruler. The mental image was powerful and thrilling, and Emma found herself more aroused than before. While one of her hands left the wheel and went to gently caress her inflamed bum she experienced a warm sensation between her legs and waves of heat swept through her whole body.

“Do I really like to be spanked by that man?” She asked herself. “Well, there is only one way to be sure of that, doesn’t it?”

One thing was sure, it would be no difficult for her to mess up at work again.


Spanked into Politics

The summer when I was 19 I helped out in a political office. My Uncle ran it and I was a kind of goffer person. I didn’t mind. It was full of excitement all the time. They were always short of work that is why I was included. But most of the workers were college students. I didn't go to college, even high school was so boring. What the hell would I need to study all that time? I had a stunning figure that would help me to open doors in life. But then they all looked so important. I was amazed by it all most of the time. And probably was in the way more than I helped. But I tried.

On the first day, I arrived wearing a brief, black jacket over a tight white sheath dress cut low at the top but high on the leg. I wanted to dazzle these guys. I wanted some action. My panties could be seen, at least the outline could. I knew I would fit right in.

All I got from my Uncle was a raised eyebrow. I knew what my uncle thought. He was a man who had worked his way into the union before going into politics. Kind of old-fashioned regarding dress code and flirting around with guys. And kind of strict too. I mean he loves me dearly but he has never been soft-hearted when I happened to be under his tutelage. On the contrary, he guided me with a firm hand…and he has big strong hands if you know what I mean. Anyway, I acted like I didn’t know what was going on. I played innocent. I was terrific if I can say so myself. I knew all these guys were drooling, but I also could tell that they thought I was off-limits. The girls looked to “kill”. I was starting to feel that I had done the wrong thing with my outfit. But work went on anyway.

When I would walk from one part of the office to the other I would always feel a wave of eyes and work stopped for an instant. Then back to the main objective. All the guys were wanting to help me. I could not tell if they were interested or were just being a big brother. I don’t need a big brother. Nor big sister for that matter. The girls were kind of cold to me. But I didn’t care.

I entered the core of the job fast. Something just didn’t seem right the way I was supposed to do them. So sometimes I would change this and change that.

And you could hear pin drops when I did. But no one said anything. But when I would turn around things would be put back that I had changed. This got me mad at times. But I was the new one, so I tried not to let it bother me.

Then a few weeks after I had started there we had a deadline to meet. An important mailing had to go out and go out fast. There was real tension in the office. So one night me my Uncle and Jack, a marketing student, worked late. When I handed my Uncle the section I was responsible for steam seemed to come out of his nose drills. I was taken aback. In fact, I took a step back. He did not like the way I did it. It wasn’t the way he had told me. I said that it was better. He said it was just wrong! Not too nice either. I tried to argue my point. My uncle told Jack to leave the room for a minute. My Uncle shut the door as Jack left. My heart was pounding. I thought I was going to get kicked out.

My Uncle started yelling at me. Not the smooth nice voice that I usually get from him. But the voice that, even if seldom, I heard from him when I really messed big time. I started to be really worried. I wanted to be part of all this. It was so exciting. And besides that there was Jack, he was a smart and sensible guy, and very handsome too. I would lie if I say that I hadn’t already a crush on him.

My Uncle said I was not out, but he was going to impress upon me how important it was to do things just as I was told. I now had a different fear. He had this look that I have seen on other occasions. Like at a mall one time when he had to come to collect me well past the time I was supposed to be at home. Like the time I drove his truck down to the city before getting my driving license. And others. This made me very squirmy.

He started to remind me of all the other times I hadn’t followed my directions to the letter. But, hey, I said, I was not just a kid anymore, was I? He said that since I started working there I just had caused trouble and that this was long overdue. He took my hand and led me to a chair. I followed fighting all the way. I was getting a really funny feeling about this. He explained how important the work was. And how the candidate was on the edge of losing his seat. That everything depends on accuracy and timing. Today's timing was the thing and now we could miss the opportunity to get some points.

This day we had been downtown to a meeting. Everyone had dressed up. Not like the first day I had shown up. I got into the swing of things and wore jeans most of the time. But not today. Today I was wearing a white silk blouse, a short pleated skirt, tanned pantyhose, and heels. Shows off my stuff. It was up there to the first-day outfit.

My Uncle kept going on about how I made things hard by not doing as I was told. This could be a great opportunity and he was not going to let me mess it up. And I was going to start doing things without question. Or else…

I really started to panic then. I felt butterflies in my stomach and my legs trembling. Soon I was conscious of what was about to happen. But I was a grown-up girl. I was a woman. This couldn’t be happening!

Then my Uncle sat down and pulled me over his lap. My breath just about left me at this. He flipped my skirt up and gently pushed my pantyhose along with my panties down until my bottom popped out. I could feel the hot summer air run over my bottom. It gave me a thrill, for about a second. Then I was fighting at being upturned. I was totally pissed at this.

The first SMACK brought a gap from me. Then the rain of hard hand spanks started in full swing. Each spank coming down harder and harder. My first fear was that Jack could hear what was going on. But I soon lost that thought with about the tenth smack.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The stinging feeling spread. I was starting to understand that my Uncle was really mad. A flurry of smacks landed on my right cheek. Soon several followed moving across to my left. Then down to the base of my bottom. To the top. All parts were attended to. The stinging intensified when he smacked the same spot again and again, about the third SMACK my body would start hopping around his lap. He had a tight grip though. And now I completely forgot about Jack in the other room. I began to openly cry and plead for it to stop. I was sort of mixed here. I was afraid that Jack would come in to see what was happening. And I was desiring him to come in to see my sexy bottom wiggling. But another flurry of spanks, of hard spanks, brought me out of this thought. My poor bum stung like hell.

Then there was a pause. I was not paying too much attention. I was crying and babbling something to my Uncle. I am sure he could not hear. Then there was this echoing CRACKK! in the room. And I felt the biggest stinging one yet, that just kind of crawled deep into me. Followed by another mighty CRACKK! I about jumped out of my skin. It was getting unbearable now. I was pinned over his lap and wasn’t going anywhere. These hard loud smacks landed dead center, where I sit the most. I turned to cry for it to end. My uncle had picked up a sturdy wooden ruler. It was awful. He landed each spank so that it contacted my upturned bottom. Spanking both cheeks at the same time.

I moaned and cried and kicked my feet sending one shoe flying across the room. I knew my bottom had to be past red, the fire in it was terrible. It felt as if it had grown into a big swollen crimson balloon emanating an unbearable burning sensation. I was sure I wouldn’t be able to sit for a while when he was finished. He finally asked me if I had learned my lesson. I did not hesitate one bit. I said YES! Oh yes, I did! This was too much for me. Then when I relaxed thinking that it was over, my uncle landed about ten more ruler CRACCKS all like the last ones. Each sent me bucking and reeling to get off the lap. Arms were trying to protect my bottom. Legs kicking totally out of control. My bottom was wiggling this way and that to get off that lap. But each twist of my bottom was met with a CRACCK! from that ruler. I did not try to conceal my discomfort. I screamed like a baby at this.

Then it was over. I was placed back on my feet. I did a quick walk around the room rubbing my fanny for all I was worth and crying to the ceiling. My face was covered with tears, and snot and melted mascara dripped down my cheeks. And I was trying to understand how I got in so much trouble by trying to be so helpful too. I know in the past I got spanked for doing something naughty. I didn’t think I had this time. I was just trying to figure all this out. Then Jack came in. My skirt was back in place by this time. I was covered. But still, my pantyhose and panties were rolled around my knees and my face was a mess. I could tell by the look on his face that he knew what had just happened. And he was dazed. Speechless.

I was ordered by my Uncle to go clean up and then come back and redo the mailing. They all would help me with it and it would be out on time. I did as I was told. I did not dare to back talk. Of course.

From that day on I knew that everyone knew what had happened that night. And they all started treating me differently. They explained what task I was to do and why it was important. The guys and the girls became my friends. Like I was the little sister, not a threat to steal the attention away from the office. And the next Saturday I had a date with Jack…but that is another story.


Three Spanked Neighbor

It was a very hot day. I had my best friends and neighbors Julia and Gail over to share my pool with me. All the men were at work. And it was so hot. We just sat in the shallow end of the pool and talked about which store was the best for buying clothes in. Julia was a clothes freak. She could go shopping for hours and come home with just one thing. Me…well I go shopping only if I ‘have’ to buy something or else I think I have wasted all that time. So Julia came up with a cool idea. We could go downtown and try on clothes. We could take a camera and we could each have a picture in the best outfits. We could play like models. It sounded OK except that I already exceeded my spending budget for the month, and I remembered well the last time I did something like that what I got at home when Ben read the credit card bill. So with a quick, casual rub at my generous bum, I kind of played like I thought it would be boring.

Then I came up with an idea. I said let's go to the Canyon today. I got crazy looks from my friends. They wanted to know how that was going to happen. Well, we would drive there of course. Julia just stared at me.

“Didn’t I tell you I got the car at the workshop till Friday?” She told with an annoying tone. She knows neither I nor Gail owns a car.

“We could take Ben's new jeep,” I said nonchalantly. “He had taken the bike to go to work.”

Julia stared at me in disbelief. “Did he give you permission to drive his new toy?”

Of course, he had not. He cares about that car and, well, let’s say that I’m not the best driver if you know what I mean. But…“We could drive up to the Canyon and spend about three hours and be back before anyone knew we were gone.”

It started a discussion about that. And eventually, it got discarded as fast as I had come up with it. For one thing, they said we could not get there in two hours. What did I have between my head anyway, grapefruit for brains? Then came Gail. What kind of wisecrack was that? Grapefruit? She was the sweetest girl you ever wanted to meet. As a friend I mean. At twenty-four I don't think she has ever said a bad word or done a single thing that was naughty in her whole life. Ever. Really disgusting. She had already married, a man twelve years older than her. We liked her. The first words out of her mouth always were "Gosh, do you think we should?" It is something like a little kid who always says "Why?" No real thought behind it. She just pops out with it.

Well, we were getting mighty bored sitting in my pool trying to think of something to do. So I had another idea.

“If it is too far go to the Canyon let's go to the beach.”

We have a lake nearby, and on the beach there are restaurants and bars where usually kids and young people meet. So we thought for a second and Julia volunteered to drive. Better her than me, I thought to myself, and I got the Jeep’s keys. And away we went. This was about ten in the morning. So there we were all excited, I don't know why. It is just a lake east of here. But it was exciting, such as we were still in high school and we were playing truant. Then Gail said, “I have to inform Michael that I go to the lake.” Michael was her hubby. “But he doesn’t want me to call him at his job unless is an emergency.” She wanted to be part of our group, but she was not so sure about going along with this. "Gosh, do you think I should come?"

I and Julia stopped and looked at her for a second. Then just started to laugh. And we were off to get our show-off swimming stuff. Dry things. And the like.

We met back at my place and the one who was slow in arriving was Gail. But she did finally come. Just before we thought to leave without her. We were out on the country road in no time. The place was no more than ten miles from home so we would not be on the road long, and frankly, that was just fine with me. Maybe my idea to go to the canyon was a little insane.

We changed as we went down the road. The only one who was not so sure about this was Gail. She asked her the same auto-question. But did it. Actually, she was not all that bad. In fact, if she would take the time she could be really pretty. Well, she is really pretty, but if she paid attention to how she looks everyone would notice this. I noticed she had a nice tan and her bottom was whiter than white. What a contrast.

And the suit she put on.... was gorgeous. Outstanding. Above board. Fantastic. She turned into a real doll. I and Julia started making comments and Gail just blushed. So under that shy face was this girl who was probably wilder than any of us.

We traveled around the lake on the north side. On the south side was the public access. And for today we just wanted to be alone. At least this is what we said. But we know that usually, it won’t take long till somebody will notice us from the south side and figure a way to us. And actually, it wasn’t too long before we had our party on the south side. They were a team of football players. We had a great time. They invited us drinks and snacks and as always Julia started to flirt with one of the boys…well probably me too and even Gail started to flirt a little.

So as you can imagine time flew by and when I looked at my watch I realized that Ben was about to come back from work.

We left so fast that we didn’t get out of our suits, just threw our pants on over them, except for Gail. She was beginning to feel pretty foxy with her suit on and I didn’t want to be the one to tell her that she was heading back to reality. So away we flew. Flying is correct.  I just wanted to get the Jeep back in the garage before Ben noticed it was gone. And Gail too seemed to be very afraid that Michael went home from work and discovered that she had gone to the lake without telling him. I started to think if she too…

As we neared the city limits I told Julia to slow down. But as soon as I said that that was not the time to get caught by the police a patrol stopped us. To make a long story short we got a speeding ticket and as the police officer smelled alcohol in Julia's breath she had to undergo an alcohol test. Luckily she was at the limit, just for a little bit but she was. As you can imagine all of that took his time and we were three crestfallen girls when the police officer let us drive home. When the patrol stopped us we had just about twenty minutes before Ben was home and just a little more before Michael got out of his office. Now sure they would be home.

As we pulled up into the drive 3 men were standing in the garden in front of my house. My heart was racing and I know my face was blushing. Ben had the door open before the jeep came to a stop. Yelling for me to get out.

“Out,” that was all he said.

And I might tell you about Gail first. The quiet little girl who does nothing wrong. The one that was the goody hoody and that never had a quarrel with his hubby till then, that is what she has told us time and again. Her dear hubby grabbed her and gave her a terrible look. He asked her what in the world she was doing riding around without letting him know and not answering the phone. That was the end of the conversation. He tucked her under his arm, right there in view of the whole block, threw back her terrycloth robe, and paused.

“What in god’s name do you have on?” He said when he saw the skimpy bathing suit she was wearing.

Just a moment's pause. And then Gail’s husband smacked her on her round bottom.

SPANK!

Gail gave out a bawling you wouldn’t believe. Her right bottom cheek, which was sticking out of the suit legs now, showed an angry red handprint.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Suddenly a flurry of hard meaty slaps rained down over her almost bare bum. Soon she was squirming and bawling and pleading with Michael to stop. But he was unmoved by that. Once Gail started to slip out of his hold, he quickly caught her, raised her legs off the ground and bottom-up higher, and wailed away on those tender buns.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

She was pitifully quivering for mercy now. But never once did she stop kicking and squirming at each smack from his powerful hand.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Then he was done, which only took about three minutes, but I bet Gail thought it was a lifetime. When she was put back on the ground she was one sorry girl. She didn’t care that about five people saw her spanked (not counting those who could have watched the show behind the windows). She went right to rubbing her bottom and prancing around bawling. I am sure she couldn’t see anyone anyway blurred as she was by the tears of her hiccupping crying. Her husband took her hand and led her to their house. All this was going on in flashes. But I got a good look-see at her getting that spanking. And it hit me that was not the first time that girl had gotten spanked. The little liar. I smiled to myself at that. But I certainly didn’t let anyone see me smiling.

Julia's boyfriend said nothing and brought her crestfallen girlfriend home. Ben just dragged me into the house. I was not going willingly and was chattering all the time as it was not my fault. He wanted a detailed account of why I had taken his jeep, but he wasn’t interested. He dragged me to the living room to put the key back where it belonged. Then he took me to the bedroom to help me remember to never take that key without permission ever again.

As I went through the doorway I saw laying on the bed the wooden hairbrush. This hairbrush was a big oval affair and it was never used to brush any hair. It has been given to me by my grandmother and it stood on my vanity as a family memory…until Ben found out an alternative use to it.

I was ordered to take off my pants. I started sniffling as I did that. I kept explaining that I didn’t mean any harm, I wanted just to go to the lake. I just kept pleading for another chance. All this while I slipped my jeans off. Now standing there in my two-piece bathing suit and white sweatshirt. Ben just kept watching me get ready without saying anything to my pleading. When I finally got the jeans off he scooped me up and bent me over his knee. He adjusted me so my bottom was at the high point. He grabbed my suit bottoms and peeled them off.

Now I quit pleading for mercy and just pleaded that I would be a good girl forever and ever.

“Just don’t spank me, Ben, please!”

I kept repeating that. But during the third plea that hairbrush landed on my bottom with a loud SPLAT! Followed of course by my wailing scream. Then the second landed even harder causing me to take a breath. It cut my bawling short. I was frozen from the awful stinging feeling in my butt. But this was disturbed by the third one that put me into animation. I was now kicking, clawing, and wiggling like a bug in the water. If I was to get the fourth, it would be on a moving target. But Ben was a good aim and smack came the forth.

Then, SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

I was jumping about or should I say bucking. Twisting every which way and getting smacked at each turn.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

I was bawling so loudly that I couldn’t hear anything Ben was saying. And he was saying a lot.

My legs were off the floor and he had me pushed forward so my head was almost touching the floor too. And he was spanking away on my bottom. Making sure every part of my bottom got the right amount of attention. That wooden hairbrush was stinging me so badly that I felt like blisters were forming on the skin of my poor bum. There was no let-up. For being so defiant and taking the jeep after I was clearly forbidden to do so there would be no relief.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

Then finally he pulled me off his lap. And as soon as my feet hit the floor I started prancing around bawling and rubbing my poor bottom. He told me that he loved me but that love comes along with respect and trust, so when I do something good I will be rewarded, and when I do something stupid I will be rewarded for that too. It just so happened that this was something stupid.

I just kept jumping about holding my stinging bottom and bawling. Who cared what he was saying? My attention was purely on my bottom. It stung from the bottom between the legs all the way up on both sides. Everywhere. Mostly the roundest parts of my fanny got the most spanks. Just so that when I walked or sat down I would remember that I had gotten spanked. Believe me, I was a very sorry girl with an awfully sore bum when I slept in the arm of Ben that night.

The day after Julia and I got together and I found out that she too got a spanking for getting the speed ticket. She even raised the hem of her short skirt to show me a light pink cheek skipping out of the tiny panties she wore. I sure wasn’t impressed, even one day after the blisters on my bum (yes that damned hairbrush had actually raised a crop of blisters on my poor sit spot) made it impossible for me to sit properly. We made sure Gail knew it too. She got it almost as bad as I did, and it was right that she knew she was not the only spanked girl in the neighborhood.
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