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Best Friends

“There! Take a look at that. Are you satisfied? It’s all your fault. I told you I didn’t want to drink all those Tequila shots yesterday night. You made me do it.”

On the phone, Eleanor held what had happened to her against Mary, her best friend.

The night before, as soon as she had managed to stop sobbing, she had taken a selfie of the...result of the session she had just endured on her Father’s lap and sent it to her friend.

Eleanor thought that maybe this way, her friend would realize how lucky she was to have such easy-going parents and how insensitive she had been for not understanding what it was like to live with a very conservative father like hers.

“I said if he found out, my Dad would spank me. You just laughed. You thought I was making a joke. Well, take a close look at that picture. I’m not laughing at all,” Eleanor said, pouting. “You don’t have any idea how much being spanked with my Dad’s paddle hurts, and it’s embarrassing!”

Eleanor sure did know that. From when she was five years old, and Dad had heated her little tushy for having pilfered some cookies and broken a vase in doing it, till that very day at 19, she had quite a few opportunities to mullen about all the matter while lying on her tummy in bed sniffling. And there was nothing to be done about it; a well-applied bare-bottom spanking hurt and was embarrassing. After every one of Dad’s paddling, she had to come to terms with her sore backside either for hours or even into the next day, like in the present situation. Therefore, the soreness that always followed the flaming fire ignited in her poor nether regions acted as a reminder, especially every time she tried to sit down. After all, she could not deny that spanking was quite an effective punishment, unfortunately.

After ending the call with Mary, continuing to lie on her stomach on her bed as she still couldn’t sit down with some comfort, Eleanor went with her mind to the event that caused her to have her bum roasted like a turkey on Thanksgiving the previous night.

It all started the morning before while she had breakfast with Mom and Dad. In the evening, she was supposed to go to the reunion of her old high school classmates, so she asked to borrow her Mom’s car.

With her hair up at the nape and the immaculate blouse that barely contained her prosperous breasts buttoned up to her neck, her Mother glared at her as she buttered a piece of toast.

“If you ask your Mom for the car, it means you plan to be very late,” her 50-year-old Dad said.

“Not that late, Dad. And anyway, I’m 19, and…well, maybe you prefer that I ask for a ride at some boy.”

Her Dad stared at her with a reproaching glare, then exchanged a look with his wife, who agreed with a nod.

Eleanor sat quietly in front of her parents, hearing all the boring recommendations about how she had to drive carefully, about not drinking, about not coming home too late, and bla bla bla... But finally, she got the car for the evening.

The evening did not start in the best of ways. Well, Eleanor thought, she had brought it on herself. She knew full well that her Dad, being so old school, couldn’t like the dress she had chosen to wear. He considered it far too short for a decent girl, and well, in a way, it was, even if not excessively so. Ultimately, it reached her mid-thigh, well almost...but certainly didn’t let her panties show, even if she had to bend over. Under the tight black dress stretched around her generous round bum, she wore black sheer pantyhose that veiled her buxom thighs and matching heels. She had watched herself in the mirror, and, wow, she was a sight.

When she went down to the living room before going out, her Father squared her reproachfully. Eleanor knew he didn’t like her walking around like that, at night, alone. So before he had time to open his mouth, Eleanor hurried out.

The reunion itself was fun. A band played in the club, and everyone had a good time. At some point in the evening, Mary pulled out a bottle of Tequila that she had hidden in her purse and passed it around. Eleanor had been reluctant, but Mary insisted that she drank it, too, even calling her a wimp. So she got a shot of Tequila, well, maybe more than one, and being not accustomed to drinking alcohol, she suddenly felt a little tipsy.

When she said goodbye to her friends and headed for the car, it was about 2:00 a.m. The real problems started just after that.

She had traveled just a couple of blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection. She didn’t have time to brake, and she hit the rear bumper of the car.

Happily, the damage to both cars was minor, and eventually, the other driver was a young guy who understood her problem and demanded nothing more than to take a picture of her driver’s license and have her phone number. Eleanor assured him that her Mom would calmly exchange insurance information with him the next day.

So there Eleanor was, around 3 a.m., entering her home’s driveway, a little tipsy and with a dented car. She was experiencing the unpleasant feeling that sitting down for her was a luxury she couldn’t afford in the next few days.

As soon as she entered the house, she heard her Father’s voice calling her from the living room.

‘Shit,’ she said to herself. ‘He waited up for me’, and she entered the living room on uncertain legs.

“Are you okay, Eleanor?” Sitting in an armchair with a book in his hands, her Dad asked with a tone of reproach.

“Mhmmm...yes, I’m okay,” she answered, a bit uncertain.

“Everything okay with your Mom’s car?”

“Ohoo...mhmm...more or less,” she answered, bowing her head and blushing

“What you mean, more or less, is everything okay or not?”

Before entering the house, Eleanor had hoped to be able to go to bed without meeting her parents so as to postpone any explanation to the morning once she was completely sober, but now, she couldn’t escape the inevitable. So, with her head down and in a trembling voice, she confessed the accident.

“It’s just a very little damage, and…and it was an accident,” she stressed while with her hands she tried in vain to lower the hem of her dress that left all the expanse of her meaty, pantyhosed thighs at the view. “The insurance will cover the damage,” she ended, her voice broken and her lips tightened in a frightened grimace.

Her Dad set his book down on the small table beside the chair, stood up, and approached Eleanor. Once she was within reach, he smelled alcohol in her breath.

“Did you drink alcohol?”

“Who? Me? I…I don’t think so…mhm…maybe there was some in the punch,” she offered tentatively.

Her Dad sighed, took a deep breath, then let it all out: “Tell me, Eleanor, what do you think that coming back home in the middle of the night, after denting your Mother’s car, with a dress that barely covers your bum, smelling alcohol, and lying to your father would have made you deserve, young lady?”

Eleanor paled and put her hands protectively on top of her dressed buttocks. She was so afraid of her Dad’s evident anger that she could barely say a word.

Not having received an answer, her Dad grabbed her arm firmly, half-turned her daughter around, and delivered six sharp slaps on the back of her thighs, right where her short dress ended.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

"OUCH! OUUCHH!...HEY...STOP...AUCCH!"

“How is it possible that you still haven’t learned that drinking is evil and that driving after drinking is dangerous?”

SLAP!

“What if something would have happened to you?”

SLAP!

“How is it possible that you still act like an irresponsible, silly kid?”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

While he scolded and fired rhetorical questions, his hardened palm connected again and again with the back of Eleanor’s pantyhosed thighs, raising the temperature down there to a very uncomfortable level.

“I’m sorry... I’m sooorryyy!” Eleanor started to hop in place, trying to turn around to get the soft flesh of her poor thighs away from the reach of the paternal punishing hand.

It was so shaming, apart from painful. She knew from bitter experience that she would bear those thick handprints on her snow-white legs for days.

“Alright,” her Father finally said. “I want you to go straight to your bedroom, put your pajamas on, and wait for me. While you’re there, I want you to think about why you are going to have your bum paddled. Is that clear?”

With her cheeks already streaked by tears from the pain and shame of the leg-slapping she had just undergone, Eleanor started to wail, “Bohoho...Daddyyy, pleaseee...bhohooo...nooot a paddling, pleaseee, Daad!”

SLAPPP! SLAPPP!

“HAWHW! Okay, okay…Dad,” she finally uttered resignedly.

“Alright then…march!”

Rubbing the back of her scalded thighs, Eleanor went to her bedroom. She took out her dress and pantyhose and lay there on the bed, feeling sorry for herself and gently caressing the burn out of her thighs. Then she realized that her Dad could arrive at any moment. So she got up, took off her underwear, put on her pajamas, and waited for her Father to come.

Moments later, her Dad entered the bedroom. He went straight to Eleanor’s closet and opened the door. Behind that door hung the paddle.

Sure, her friend Mary had never been spanked with a fly-back paddle, thought Eleanor, gently caressing her tender bum still lying on her bed. And if one had never been spanked with a fly-back paddle on the bare bottom, it’s hard to understand his punishing efficiency. It may seem a light, armless tool, but when used by a strong, determined man such as her Daddy, it stings the soft buttocks of a girl like nobody’s business.

Eleanor didn’t know why her Dad had preferred that instrument for correcting the behaviors of his only daughter. What she knew was that it had always been kept in her closet, and every time she opened the door, she saw it, and she remembered what was waiting for her if she dared to disobey.

“Alright, Eleanor, come here,” said her Dad after he took the instrument of correction in his hand and sat at the foot of the bed.

Eleanor walked over to where her Father was sitting. Once she was standing in front of him, the middle-aged man inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of her pajama pants and took them down to her ankles.

“Did you think about why you’re going to get punished?”

“’Cause I dinged the car,” she mumbled.

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

“No, Dad,” she said urgently.

“Then?”

“’Cause…I guess...I drank alcohol, and on top, I drove, and in doing so, I had put myself in danger… and dinged the car too.”

“That’s right, Eleanor,” her Dad nodded his assent. “So tell me, Eleanor, what happens when you act like a bad little girl?”

She felt the blush rise on her face and couldn’t say anything.

SLAPP! SLAPP!

Two hard hand smacks on the side of her left thigh rewarded her silence.

“I asked you a question, miss, and I expect to hear an answer! Now, what happens when YOU don’t obey your parents, mess up, and are a bad little girl?”

“I get spanked,” she whispered.

SLAPP! SLAPP!

Another two hard hand smacks, this time on the side of her right thigh.

“OUCHH, OHOWW...I get my bare bottom spanked with the paddle!” she said, almost shouting, putting her face in her hands for the shame.

“That’s right,” her Father said and opened his legs.

Then he firmly guided his daughter to his right side and bent her over his sturdy lap. He positioned his daughter so that her plump, vulnerable, bare bottom was sticking up and out for the paddle.

The poor girl felt her Dad lay the cool, flat surface of the paddle across the center of her still snow-white bum.

“You have had this coming for your disgusting behavior!”

With that, the sturdy, middle-aged man raised the paddle high and smacked it down against the crown of Eleanor’s right buttock. The girl felt the hard wood flatten her swelling, meaty hillock and cried out at the searing fire the wood had ignited there.

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

Her Dad started to spank methodically, that damned paddle going up and down, one side and then the other. He didn’t say anything, and all that could be heard in the room was the crack of the paddle and the poor girl’s agony yelps and cries.

After the first minute of paddle spanking, the stinging sensation in Eleanor’s buttocks had become unbearable, and she began crying in earnest and begging and pleading for the spanking to stop. But her Father ignored her heartbroken cries and continued to deliver a steady rhythm of blistering spanks to all her poor, smoldered rear.

“AWW….PLEASE, DAD…AHARGHHH...PLEASE STOP… I’LL ACT RESPONSIBLE! AWWW…I  PROMISE…AWWW!”

“Yes, Eleanor.”

SMACKK!

“I’m sure you will...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 that you remember this lesson every time you try to sit down for a while.”

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

Dad covered the entire area from the crown of her daughter’s plump, meaty hillocks down to that tender area where buttocks meet thighs, just above where he had already slapped her thighs.

“Are you going to mind your father, Eleanor?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! YES, Dad! AIEEEEEE! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to act disgracefully again?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO DADDY! AIEEEEEE! I’LL NEVER DO THAT AGAIN! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BE A GOOD  GIRL, DADDY! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE! I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

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

All her tears, pleading, and agonizing outcries were to no avail, as Eleanor’s Dad continued laying on solid paddle strokes until her poor bottom had swelled double its already remarkable size and was to the point of literally exploding in flames.

Eleanor was hiccupping from crying so hard that she didn’t even understand when her Dad had stopped paddling her bum. All her poor plump bottom was just ON FIRE; she felt it smoldering, so hot that Dad could have fried the breakfast eggs on it.

Once she was released from the paternal lap, Eleanor suddenly lay down on her bed on her belly, grasping in her hands her swollen, smoking buttocks and still crying desperately.

“I… I’m sorry, Daddy...Oh, Daddy...it hurts...it hurts so bad,” she uttered between sobs while her Dad stowed the paddle in the closet and, after kissing her head, left the room.

‘It really was a first-class bum roasting,’ Eleanor ended her recollection sulking. Then she heard the doorbell ring.

She went to ajar the door to see who was coming.

“Good morning, sir, ma’am...do you remember me?” Eleanor heard from downstairs. “I am Archie, Mary’s Father. Eleanor’s friend, you know. Am I disturbing you?”

“No, please come in,” Eleanor heard her Mother’s voice say.

“Well, this is a little embarrassing...but I’m worried about my daughter. She’s always been a lively girl, but lately, she’s definitely out of control. I’m worried about her going down a bad path.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” her Father’s voice.

“So, well, I said to myself: Eleanor is such a good girl, behaving so well. Maybe her parents can give me some advice on how to set Mary straight...”

“Of course, Archie. Come, let’s sit in the living room, and we’ll have coffee together.”

At the doorway to her room, a wicked smile painted on Eleanor’s lips.


Neighbors, What Karen Saw

Karen and Donn had met at the home of mutual friends, and they immediately liked each other.

At 26, Karen was a lively blond furniture designer. Her face was youthful, with warm blue eyes and a pert nose. Her body, worked by the hours spent in the gym, had firm breasts, a trim waist, seductively flaring hips, and well-sculpted legs below. Her remarkable bottom was high and firm, although generous and very womanly.

Donn was a thirty-year-old doctor who worked at a local hospital. His athletic body, the tuft of thick black hair, and deep chestnut eyes exuded an air of professional seriousness that immediately attracted Karen.

Early in their relationship, Donn discovered that Karen, besides being beautiful, affectionate, intelligent, and usually well-behaved, sometimes showed a mischievous and childish streak. She had grown up with her parent’s permission to get away with such nonsense, and now it was difficult for her character to change.

Even so, Donn was in love with Karen, and she was with him, so it took them less than six months to move in together.

They found a cottage in a small cul-de-sac in a quiet area. It was a neighborhood where people all had routines and exchanged pleasantries as they passed each other on the way to work or putting the bins out. Karen and Donn didn’t get in touch with anybody there except for Mr. Rushton, who lived with his wife Shenna In the very next cottage.

John Rushton was a tall, sturdy, middle-aged man who ran a fairly reputable mechanical workshop. Though he looked serious and even stern, he had a jovial character and was always kind to his new neighbors.

Sometimes, when they met him while he was tending his small manicured garden, Donn and Shenna would stop to exchange pleasantries. So they learned that he was a widower from his first wife and had married Shenna, who was 20 years younger than him the year before.

Shenna was an attractive 24-year-old petite girl. She was a short brunette who barely reached her older companion’s armpit. She had generous breasts, round hips that swelled over a narrow waist, and a chubby bottom that stretched the jeans and leggings she usually wore.

Gradually, Karen and Shenna became friends. Karen often worked from home, and Shenna studied during the last year at a local university. Living so close allowed the two girls, who were almost the same age, to spend time together and, of course, share their relationship experiences.

Karen was surprised and a little envious of how well the marriage between Shenna and her John seemed to be going despite their 20-year difference, especially since Karen had concerns about her and Donn. Not surprisingly, it took just a few weeks of living together for her and Donn’s relationship to take a complicated turn. And Karen knew that it was mostly her fault. Often, quarrels born out of her conflicting, spoiled attitude punctuated their days and embittered their life in common.

On a Monday late afternoon, Karen walked to her new friend for solace after another argument with her partner. But once she was about to ring the bell, she stopped on her track, hearing some commotion behind the door. Not wanting to break into something private, she was nevertheless curious about what was happening there, so she waited and listened.

“I’m not through with you yet, young lady.”

Even if pampered by the door, Mr. Rushton’s voice sounded very no-nonsense.

“Please…aharghhh! Please, no more. I have been punished enough!” Karen heard a girlish voice scream between sobs and sniffling.

She was astounded.

“Lower your voice! You bad girl,” that was John Rushton’s voice. “Do you want all the neighborhood to know that you have acted like a bad little girl and got spanked?”

“No, Daddy. BWUAHAAA! I’m sorry!”

‘WOW…little girl…Daddy. What’s going on over there?’ Thought an even more astonished Karen.

Forgetting about being nosy, Karen decided to have a closer look. She crept behind some bushes around the house, from where she could see inside Rushton’s living room window. Slowly, very carefully, she peeked over the top of the bushes so she could not be seen. The curtains were open, and she could foresee the inside.

So Karen looked.

She couldn’t believe what she saw.

John Rushton was seated on the sofa opposite the window…and Shenna was lying flat on his lap! Although it was still afternoon, the girl wore her pajamas and had the pants down! And John was, with all evidence...spanking her bare bottom!

In that awkward position on the sturdy man’s lap, the petite woman looked indeed like a little girl, as Karen had heard Mr. Rushton call her.

Shenna’s chest was on the sofa to Mr. Rushton’s left; to his right were the girl’s legs, and her very bare, nicely plump, and already deep-rosy bottom was in just the proper position to be spanked over the legs of John.

“I am really sorry for what I did, Daddy,” Shenna’s childlike voice came muffled from the window panes, nothing more than a whisper but still clear. “Please, Daddy…please…I promise I’ll be good! I promise!”

Thoroughly intrigued by the scene that was unfolding in front of her eyes, Karen admired those chubby, round, bare buttocks waving and hobbling in front of her as Mr. Rushton slammed his beefy palm over them repeatedly. Every time the stern, mature man smacked his stiff hand on Shenna’s firm and supple bottom cheeks, the woman winced and took deep breaths between pitiful pleadings as those spanks resounded loudly through the window panes like pistol shots.

CRACK! SLAPP! SPANK! CRACK! SLAPP! SPANK!

Karen stood speechless. She had never thought an adult woman could get a spanking, and such an intense, almost fierce spanking, and that she would call her husband…Daddy!

It was then that Shenna began to bawl with pain in earnest.

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! AHARGHHHHHH! PLEASE DADDY! PLEASE, IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! BWUAHAAAAAAA!”

The pained woman alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady slaps of John Rushton scalding her tender bum flesh. All her pleading and begging seemed to have no effect whatsoever as the determined man, his brow furrowed with concentration, didn’t slow down and continued to spank Shenna’s upturned buttocks with the same vigorous, unmerciful rhythm. He spanked her bare bottom cheeks and the upper part of her thighs again and again, clearly driving the burning sensation higher and higher, while Shenna bawled like a toddler having a tantrum.

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! CRACK! SLAPP! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! WAAAAHHHHHHH! IT STINGS! IT STINGS! WHHHHAAAAA! IT STINGSSSSSS!”   

Poor Shenna was squirming, kicking her legs, sobbing piteously, with her eyes shut, her face covered with tears and snot, and her mouth contorted in a painful grimace.

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH! WAAAAHHHHHHH! PLEASE DADDY! WAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, NO MORE DADDYYYYY! BWUAHHHHHH!”       

Finally, Karen saw Mr. Rushton relent.

“Are you sorry for what have you done?’” He asked, his cheeks flushed.

“YES! YESSSSS, DADDY, I’M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD. I SWEAR I AM. WAAAAAAAAH”

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“YES! YESSSS, I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

SPANKKK!

“Are you going to obey from now on?”

“WAAAAAAAAH YES, YESSSSS! I PROMISE I WILL  OBEY YOU, DADDY! ALWAYS!”

SPANKKKK!

“Okay then, and let this be a lesson to you!”

And with those last powerful spanks, Shenna’s punishment ended.

By now, Shenna was a crying, incoherent, out-of-control, hiccupping mess with her nose running profusely, a face full of tears, and red, puffy eyes. As Mr. Rushton released his iron grip, she sprang to her feet and started a virtuous performance of the well-spanked little girl dance, jumping up and down, still constrained by her lowered pajama pants. She feverishly rubbed her flaming red bottom and cried out of control as she offered her chastiser the view of her well-roasted rear end and pubic patch.

When Shenna finally stopped crying so hard and calmed down enough to stand still, Mr. Rushton stood up and motioned to his wife with outstretched arms to come to her. Shenna hobbled over to him, and as soon she was hugged in the manly embrace, she burst out crying all over again on Mr. Rushton's muscular chest,

‘Wow,’ thought Karen, looking at that tender image, ‘such a well-spanked bottom and such a contrite wife!’

In effect, Shenna’s rear end, from the top of her bottom cheeks to the higher part of her thighs, was a solid scarlet, and her round buttocks had swollen up to resemble two overripe tomatoes pressed against each other. She repeated to John that she loved him, assuring him repeatedly that she would be a good girl and always obey him.

Karen decided it was high time to leave. She has been lucky not to be seen, and she sure had seen enough.


Neighbors, Shenna's Paddling

“Let’s say that John helps me with my attitude,” said Shenna, blushing lightly.

It was just after lunch, and she sat in Karen’s living room sipping a coffee with her new friend.

“Help you how?” asked Karen, staring at her inquisitively.

“It’s not easy to explain,” said an uneasy Shenna. “He helps me get…focused.”

“Focused? And how exactly does he help you to remain…focused?”

Shenna’s cheeks completely blushed, and she lowered her eyes to the floor.

“You don’t have to worry,” Karen said reassuringly. “If you have something you want to tell me, if you feel yourself in danger or being bullied somehow, go ahead and take it out. We can find some help for you.”

“Oh no!” A surprised Shenna almost shot. “Nothing like that at all. Actually, I’m happy to have found a man like John. I really have no intention to lose him!”

More surprised than ever, Karen put down her coffee cup, leaned back in the chair, and stared at her friend.

“I heard some commotion from your living room the other day before dinner time. I didn’t want to be nosy, but, well…I guess I sneaked a peek through the window.”

Shenna’s face turned the color of a summer sunset, and she resignedly said, “Okay, I guess I better give you an explanation.”

She was from the ranch region up in the state. A lovely family, Mom, Dad, and four daughters, she told Karen. She had a happy and healthy childhood, all the time around the ranch, with her sisters acting all very tomgirls. Their parents were quite liberals in many aspects, but with four daughters and a farm to take care of, they sure had to run a pretty tight ship. When she and her sisters were little, it was across their Mama’s lap where they learned how to behave. Later, when they grew too big for that, the task was passed to their Papa.

She absolutely didn’t like to go over her Father’s knees to have her bottom soundly spanked. However, throughout the entire experience, she always knew her parents loved her deeply. It was crystal clear to her that Papa did it because he cared enough about her to be sure she behaved, not to be injured, and to become a responsible, self-confident community member.

Then, the time came to leave her home and come to the city to attend college. Partly due to the novelty of finding herself alone and with no rules to follow, partly because of her nature, eager to have new experiences and know that world, she had let herself go. She started hanging out with bad company. Too many parties, too many boys, and in the end, she even found herself on drugs. Nothing too bad, but it was then that she realized that the path she had taken would lead her to no good.

She also realized that she somehow missed being cared about how she was cared about at home.

“The fact that someone loved me, gave me attention, and cared enough about my behavior to take such measures to correct it was a genuine comfort. Despite the burning sting in my rear, a sense of relief followed any of those corrections, a feeling of having paid for my crimes, been washed clean again, and ready to go forward for better,” she said.

When she was about to leave college and return to the family ranch, she met John.

She had a car problem, and the tow truck took it to Rushton’s workshop. To make a long story short, she had fallen in love with that middle-aged, silver-haired, handsome man in whom she saw a fatherly figure and who also proved to be a passionate husband.

“He is so protective and caring with me that in…some situations, I call him Daddy,” Shenna said, blushing again.

Regarding what Karen had seen on Monday: Sunday evening, she went to a vernissage and ended up arriving home far after her curfew and without calling John.

‘OMG,’ thought Karen, ‘she even has curfews!’

“So John roasted my bottom well with his hand. But I’m afraid that today I won’t be so lucky.” Ended Shenna, biting her lower lip.

“Why? I mean, what will happen today?” Asked Karen.

“The matter is that today I had an college assignment to hand in and…well…I couldn’t end it in time,” answered Shenna, looking worried.

“And so what?”

“I told you John helps me focus, which applies especially to my studies. I have to graduate next semester, and John doesn’t want me to slow down. When I told him on the phone, he was not happy. Not happy at all, and I fear it will be the paddle for me today.”

“The paddle? You mean like that they still use in schools somewhere?” An astonished Karen asked.

“Not exactly like that. The paddle John uses is smaller. More or less the size of a ping pong bat but rectangular in shape. It is made of solid wood and stings like nobody’s business, believe me. When he uses it on my bare bottom, it feels like it is rising blisters, even if it never happened. I mean that I found blisters on my bottom. Just a swollen redness all over it and an awful stinging sensation that lasts till the next day. John knows how to deliver a paddling to a girl,” concluded Shenna, and her right hand gave a quick rub to her jeans-covered bottom.

Wow, Karen thought, EVERYTHING Shenna had just related felt highly embarrassing.

Then they heard the sound of a car, and through the window, they saw John Rushton get out of his old SUV.

“It’s time I go to see John,” said Shenna.

She rose from the sofa, kissed Karen goodbye, and, with a resigned face, headed to her home and her fate. Karen stood watching her walk the few meters of lawn that separated the houses.

Once alone, Karen started mulling about what Shenna had confessed to her. That conversation was one of the most intriguing ones she had ever had. She seemed to see John Rushton for the first time in her mind: a tall, powerfully built man with steel-grey eyes and handsomely masculine features. Old-fashioned manhood was heavily engraved onto his brow, lips, and chin. ‘He’d sure never been one to stand for impertinence, disrespect, or nonsense,’ she thought as a shiver ran down her spine. And suddenly, a crazy thought made its way into her mind. How much easier things would be between her and Donn if he knew how to solve their couple’s problems with such a short, sharp, shocking, old-fashioned method. A flush ran through her body as soon as she thought this. Her hands slipped into the sweatpants as if guided by a will that was not hers. Her fingers searched for her clit under the panties, and finding it, she began to rub. Imagining her friend Shenna on the sturdy knees of that gray-haired man, on the receiving end of a vigorous bare bottom spanking, it did not take her long to have a violent orgasm.

Meanwhile, Mr. Rushton was dragging a crestfallen Shenna into her room by her wrist, lecturing her about hard work and punctuality.

With a look of dismay on her face, Shenna didn’t even try to plead her cause.

“I am really sorry for what I did, honey,” Shenna’s voice resounded that of a much younger girl. “It wasn’t my finest hour, but it wasn’t that wrong, was it? Okay, okay, that is not how I am supposed to take care of my studies. I know it, and I already feel bad about it.”

“So what do you think should we do about this?” John Rushton asked.

“I know I deserve a punishment, honey,” said Shenna with a shaking voice. “But not that…not the paddle, please!”

Keys eyes went to the wooden punishment tool Mr. Rushton kept in his hand.

“I am sorry, young lady. You already had your warning about procrastination. So a good sound paddling is just what I’m going to give you,” he said with a calm finality, and he seated on the edge of the bed. “Come right here, young lady.”

Shenna stepped before Mr. Rushton, shuffling her feet as she went.

“You’re a good girl, honey,” he told Shenna. “But even good girls are not perfect. They make mistakes, and they need to be corrected.”

Shenna shifted from foot to foot and looked down at the floor.

“Yes, sir,” she said in a little voice, kicking the ball of her left foot into the floor.

The hands of the determined, mature man reached out and began opening the young woman’s jeans and dropped them down. Then he took the waistband of her white cotton panties and drew them down, too. Eventually, he ordered her over his lap with a stern, no-nonsense voice.

As if not wanting to prolong the shame of staying bare from the waist down in front of him any longer, Shenna placed herself over his sturdy lap.

John Rushton sat back so that Shenna’s chest was on the bed to his left. To his right stood the girl’s legs with her jeans and panties ruffled around her ankles. Her very bare, nicely plump, and milky white bottom was in just the proper position over his lap.

For a moment, the mature man rested to admire the perfectly rounded, bare, candid bottom in front of him, patting the palm of his big hand over those soft buns, making them wriggle. Then he grabbed the paddle that he had laid on the bed next to him, raised it high to the ceiling, and brought it down hard on Shenna’s bottom.

SPLATTT!

Shenna raised her head and let out a soft moan. John Rushton raised his arm again, and then Shenna’s spanking began in earnest.

Again and again, the determined man smacked the wooden paddle on Shenna’s firm and supple bottom cheeks. She winced and took deep breaths as those first smacks resounded against the skin of her bare bottom, and then she began to bawl with pain.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

“PLEASE DADDY, PLEASE, IT HURTS! BWUAHAAAA!”

Shenna alternated between long howls, deep heaving sobs, and pitiful begging, punctuated by the crisp, steady SMACKS of paddle meeting tender flesh. But all her pleading and begging seemed to have no effect whatsoever as her determined husband, with his brow furrowed with the concentration of delivering such a firm correction, didn’t slow down and continued to SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! Shenna’s upturned cheeks with the same vigorous rhythm.

“AHARGHHHH! WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

“WAAAAHHHHHHH! BWUAHAAAA!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

“WAAAAA IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD!” 

At that point of her burning correction, Shenna looked nothing more than a bad little girl being spanked by a strict, no-nonsense dad, and she felt no different.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! “

“AHWHWWWWW! OHOWHWWWW! PLEASE, DADDY!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

“WAAAAAAAAH PLEASE NO MORE DADDYYYYY!”  

The poor, desperate girl was squirming, kicking her legs, sobbing piteously, with her eyes shut, her face covered with tears and snot, and her mouth opened wide.

It was then that Mr. Rushton finally relented her correction.

“Are you sorry for what have you done?’”

“YES, YESSSSS, DADDY, I’M SORRY I HAVE BEEN BAD. I SWEAR I AM! WAAAAAAAAH”

SMACKKKK!

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“YES! YESSSS, I’LL BE GOOD! I PROMISE I WILL BE!”

SMACKKKK!

“Are you going to be on time from now on?”

“WAAAAAAAAH YES, YESSSSS I PROMISE I WILL DADDY! ALWAYS!”

SMACKKKK!

“Okay then, and let this be a lesson to you!”

And with that last powerful spank, Shenna’s punishment finally ended. Like every time after one of her husband’s corrections, Shenna was a crying, incoherent, out-of-control, hiccupping mess with her nose running profusely, a face full of tears, and red, puffy eyes. As her mighty, strong punisher released his iron grip, she sprang to her feet and offered Mr. Rushton her renowned show of the well-spanked little girl dance. Jumping up and down, feverishly rubbing her aching bottom, and crying hysterically as she tried to steady her breathing.

Eventually, she calmed down enough to stand still.

And like any time after his petite wife had been punished, John Rushton stood up and motioned to her with outstretched arms to come to him. As her crying and hiccups subsided somewhat, Shenna hobbled over to him. She burst out crying all over again in his arms while trying to rub the sting away from her smoldered bottom, while her husband hugged her, shushing comforting words and reassuring her of his love.


Neighbors, Karen's Reckoning

Once that masturbating thinking about the blistering her friend Shenna was receiving at the hands of her big, imposing Husband had calmed her aroused senses, Karen sat in her living room in a turmoil of emotions. She put on some classical music, poured herself a glass of red wine, and sat on the couch by the window. She felt overwhelmed by everything she had heard from her friend, and she needed to calm down and rationalize her thoughts. And not only because what had been revealed to her had excited her to the most. In fact, she was mulling over how profitable it would be for her relationship with Donn if he had taken a more assertive, more dominant role in their relationship. But would the kind, polite Donn be able to behave like an alpha male with her? Besides, unlike Shenna, she had never been spanked. Even if the idea of ending up with her bare bottom in the air on her boyfriend’s lap made her wet between her legs, once to the test of facts, would she be able to submit to Donn’s authority and endure the stinging pain of a proper spanking?

These thoughts ruminated in Karen’s head until she saw John Rushton leave the cottage, get in his truck, and go to work. Then, partly because of curiosity about how her friend’s paddling had been and partly because she needed advice and help with all that, she found enough courage to ring the bell of Shenna. 

“Who is it?” Karen heard Shenna’s teary voice from the other side of the door.

“It’s me, Karen.”

“Come in, it’s open.”

Karen got in and, seeing the living room empty, directed to the master bedroom. There she found her friend, bare from the waist down, laying on her tummy on the bed with a cold flannel covering her chubby bum. She approached her still-sobbing friend and sat next to her. Then, driven by curiosity, she gently grabbed a corner of the flannel and asked, “May I?”

Shenna nodded, and Karen cautiously lifted the wet cloth to ascertain the damage inflicted on her buxom fiend’s chubby bottom by the session with her Husband’s paddle.

All Shenna’s generous and once candid rear end was swollen and had assumed a livid red, painful-looking hue, and on the two spots at the base of the buttocks, the skin had turned greyish. John Rushton had done an excellent job on the paddling.

“Would you please put some cold cream on my butt? My sisters and I used to do that after being spanked by Dad. It helps to lessen the terrible stinging sensation. It’s there, on my nightstand,” Asked Shenna, turning her head to Karen.

“He really gave it to you, didn’t he?” Karen asked once she had put some of the cream on those two red balloons and was very gently rubbing it all over the wounded flesh.

“Yeah,” answered Shenna, sniffling and drying her stained cheeks with the back of her hand.

It was just as she was massaging Shenna’s steaming buttocks that Karen opened up and exposed to her friend all her worries about her relationship with Donn and her hopeful doubts about how to make it go better. Lying back on her tummy, Shenna listened to her friend. Before long, the two young women were devising a plan to find out if Donn could take charge and give Karen what she thought would improve their relationship. And also to see if being spanked when she acted silly was what Karen really wanted.

Seven days later, Karen and Donn rang the bell of the Rushton’s cottage at 7 p.m. straight.

Donn was a little annoyed when Karen told him she had accepted their neighbor’s invitation for dinner since, at that time, they were broadcasting a football game he wanted to watch. But Karen was adamant that they wouldn’t be unkind to the Rushton.

After the usual pleasantries, John, Donn, and Karen chatted in the living room while Shenna finished preparing dinner. She liked to cook and was very good at it.

The dinner was excellent; the food was accompanied by red reserve wine, and they ate the dessert with coffee lightly flavored with cinnamon. And so, partly because of the good food and partly because John Rushton turned out to be an affable host and a witty conversationalist, Donn let himself go and became familiar with his mature neighbor.

After dinner, the girls needed only a glance of understanding to put their plan into action. Shenna got up from the table, saying she was leaving the men to their chatter and going to tidy up the kitchen. Immediately, Karen also got up and told her that she was going with her to help.

Once the two friends were in the kitchen, Shenna pulled out a marijuana cigarette from a drawer. Then she stared at Karen and asked her in a whisper if she intended to go through with it. Karen nodded her assent, and Shenna, sighing, lit the cigarette.

“Then don’t say I’m not a good friend. To help you, I’m about to get a class-A spanking. Damn, it’s just a few days that I can sit comfortably after that paddling,” whispered Shenna, pouting, while he blew the smoke from the joint out the kitchen door.

Soon, marijuana smoke reached the living room, and smelling it, Donn and John looked at each other in amazement, raised from their armchairs, and directed to the kitchen. When a mad John and a stunned Donn appeared in the kitchen, according to what they had established, Shenna passed the joint to Karen. Pressed by her irate older Husband, Shenna soon started to blame Karen for that, saying she was the one who had brought the marijuana. She only suppressed her accusations when John Rushton roared that no matter who brought the dope, she had smoked it, knowing that she was expressly forbidden to do so. The angry, imposing man then turned to Donn, shaking his head at the two young women’s behavior.

“I don’t know about you, my friend, but I don’t accept this kind of thing in my house from my wife or anyone,” he said, then turning to Shenna: “And you, young lady, haven’t you been told time and again not to smoke that?”

“Yes, sir,” answered a crestfallen Shenna while her hands casually went to give a quick rub to her rear.

“What you need right now is something to help you mind me when I talk to you and to make you understand the extent of your action! And a good spanking would give you a reason to behave in the future. Shenna, go to the living room, march!”

In front of an increasingly amazed Donn and a crestfallen Karen, John Rushton dragged Shenna into the living room by her elbow. He then pulled a chair away from the table and sat on it, putting his now-blushing wife in front of him. With skilled gestures, he opened Shenna’s skinny jeans and lowered them to her ankles to rest over her red heels. He then made the young bride bend over his lap in the classic spanking position.

“I’m sorry you have to witness this,” Mr. Rushton then said, turning to his guests. “But this is what happens in this house to young ladies who behave unacceptably...And, with your permit, Donn, perhaps it may also serve as a lesson for you, Karen.”

With that, he inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of Shenna’s thong and took it down to rest at midthighs. Donn gulped when the young wife’s round, chubby, snow-white bum came to view in all its glory. But he didn’t have time to admire it in all its candid splendor because suddenly John Rushton raised his hand to the ceiling and let down a fast flurry of hard palm spanks painting broad, angry red handprints all over it.

To Donn, Shenna’s spanking seemed to go on forever while the distressed young woman cried desperately and pleaded shamelessly to her merciless Husband to please quit branding her poor, tender rear.

All the while, Karen stared at her poor friend’s reddening and smoldering bottom in a turmoil of emotions. The wet warm sensation in her vagina increased while her hands gently smoothed her skirted bottom in feared expectation.

Finally, the severe spanking ended, and Shenna was put back on her feet. She had been reduced to a crying, sorrowful mess, and Mr. Rushton sent her to calm down her sobbing into one empty corner of the living room. 

Once, the well-punished wife was there, with her nose in the corner and her hands grasping big handfuls of her swollen, smoldered buttocks, John Rushton turned his attention to his guests.

Seeing Donn’s flushed face and Karen’s pale one, he addressed them with a speech full of patriarchal wisdom.

“I hope that what you saw didn’t shock you two. I think that to understand it fully, you must consider that some women, for all their lives, want and need the guidance and discipline of a strong and determined man. If that fails, they feel lost and think they can do whatever their girlish, selfish instincts make them do. What it takes to make them act like responsible members of society is a firm hand.” He shut up and scanned their faces to see their reactions to his words. Donn was visibly interested, and Karen had blushed and lowered her eyes. He then decided to go on. “I don’t know how things are between the two of you, and I certainly don’t dare to meddle in your business. However, since what has just happened has happened here in my home, permit me, Donn, to counsel you to consider your wife’s attitude and behaviors with the due severity and rigor.”

Donn was struck by those words that came just after he had witnessed such a clear demonstration of their effectiveness. He looked at his mate. She had remained silent, her cheeks red with shame and her gaze like a frightened fawn, neither retorting to John’s remarks nor contradicting him. A light bulb went on in his mind.

“Okay, then,” Donn said, feeling reaffirmed in his role as the man of the family. “I must accept this fact I had just discovered, and you must as well, Karen. If we want to make our relationship work, starting from now, I will address any misbehavior, disobedience, bad attitude, and sloppiness with the necessary firmness.”

Nodding his head in agreement, John Rushton rose from his chair, giving way to Donn. It was a highly symbolic gesture, and Donn could only sit in his seat, holding Karen firmly by the arm and placing her in front of him.

Karen’s tummy went into a terrible flutter as Donn guided her first over to his side and then over his lap. As she leaned over his lap, he slid the back of her dress up to mini-skirt length, and then she felt him push it the rest of the way up over her waist.

“No! Donn, please, don’t spank me!” Karen started to plead when she felt her man’s hand slip her panties off her pert bottom, down her buxom legs, to rest on her knees.

Overwhelmed by conflicting emotions, she let herself go and started to squeal like a little girl, realizing what was going to happen for real.

Her tearful and penitent cries were wasted as Donn, entirely in his new role as the dominant partner, raised his hand and, SLAPPP!

With a sound like a pistol shot, Donn’s heavy hand smashed down on Karen’s bare, trembling, voluptuous bum. She let out a squeal, and her first marital correction began in earnest.

Karen howled and squiggled as best she could, but Donn proved to be a man who knew just what he was doing. Soon, her bottom was on fire, and she felt she was the sorriest-bottomed woman in the city, but Shenna, as he spanked her.

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

Donn rained down hard hand spank after hard hand spank, again and again. Soon, the “No, honey! Please Stop, darling! Pleeease!” wails gave way to simple, loud crying long before her spanking was over. Her poor bottom was on fire, and she felt like every hornet of the region had come to sting her entire rear end.

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

Only once Karen was unable to form any coherent word, and the tears and snot that streaked her cheeks had formed a puddle on the floor under her messy face did Donn stop smacking her cute bottom, which by then had swollen up to a bigger size and was red and shiny like an apple.

As the most penitent lady in the world, Karen lay on her boyfriend’s lap, crying her heart out. Donn let her stay there until she calmed down, and then he helped her on her feet again.

Karen stood on jelly legs. Her dress had fallen back into place, so with her panties still somewhere in the neighborhood of knees and ankles, she raised it again, all shame gone, and made a dozen promises to be a good girl forever and to obey Donn as she hopped in place, her hands desperately trying to rub the awful hornet stings that Donn had put in her bottom.

“Go to join your friend in the corner,” ordered her Donn, and Karen, restrained by the panties ruffled at her ankles, hobbled next to her friend.

“Wow,” Shenna whispered in her ear when Karen was at her side. “Did he really give it to you but good, didn’t he?”

“Yeah,” answered Karen, sniffling and drying her stained cheeks with the back of her hand but with her lips opened in a big smile.


A Disobeying And Lying Daughter

It was all that Gary’s stupid fault thought Denise as she gently rubbed her still sore bum under the pants of what she called her after-spanking pajamas. It was a garment one size larger so that it could be worn comfortably even if her buttocks were swollen. It was made of light, soft fabric so that it would not scratch against the reddened and overheated bum skin. And it was an indignity to have to wear it at the tender age of 23!

Thinking about indignity, a chill ran down her spine at the memory of that Sunday afternoon’s events. “I can never look anyone in the eye again,” she said to herself.

Despite all her self-pity, deep inside her, Denise knew that she had nothing but herself to blame.

It all happened during the party her Mother organized in their home garden for her sister Angelina’s 18th birthday. About 40 people were present, including neighbors and relatives, but not Angelina’s friends, with whom she would celebrate in the evening at a club, having received permission to stay out until 1:00 a.m. That had surprised Denise, as their parents were strict about curfews, among other things.

The party started after lunch and until around 5 o’clock, everything had gone well. Mom dragged Dad from one group of guests to the next, exchanging smiles and jokes in her mid-thigh red dress, tight enough to show off her physique, which, at forty-nine, was still remarkable, Denise had to admit. Flat stomach, firm breasts, round, pert bottom, and tonic legs, all due to her Mom’s mania for physical fitness, which led her to attend the gym assiduously and was a source of frequent reproaches for sloppy Denise.

Not that Denise was unfit; she was a pretty girl with long, wavy chestnut hair and a sweet face. She was not tall, but her buxom body was well proportioned, with her generous breasts and her round, protruding buttocks that, when she walked, swayed this way and that, calling boys’ attention. But she was lazy, and she liked sweets and sodas, so in the last times, she had gained a couple of pounds, well maybe three, especially on her bottom and the top of her thighs. That didn’t bother her, actually, but her Mom did. That’s why she had enrolled Denise in a gym near her workplace and pressed her to attend it regularly. Which Denise had carefully avoided doing. Lying about it on top, letting her Mother believe that she was attending it. She even prepared a gym bag to take with her, with clothes and towels she had never used. It’s absurd, Denise had told herself, that at my age, I still have to make up lies about what I do. But that’s how her parents were; as long as she lived under their roof, she had to follow their rules and obey.

When Denise saw Gary, the owner of the gym she was supposed to attend, arrive at the party, she started to get worried. She knew that her Mother liked the fitness instructor, but she didn’t know she had invited him to the party.

If the truth about her not going to the gym and lying about it was revealed, Denise knew she would be in a lot of trouble. Her Mother would not accept the combination of disobedience and lies, even less her strict Father. Thinking about how her Dad would react to all that, her right hand went unconsciously to give a gentle rub at her skirted plump rear.

Suddenly nervous and with her hand on her backside in that childish protective gesture, Denise took comfort in the thought that the home was full of guests. She assumed that being in the middle of a garden party, she would be spared being punished right then, and maybe she had time to reason with Mom. Finally, hey, she was 23, and Dad had not spanked her for years, so it was silly to have that fear, right? 

Boys, if she was wrong!

Dead wrong.

Denise did her best to avoid being involved in a conversation with the gym’s instructor and her Mother, but it didn’t do any good. With growing apprehension, Denise observed Mom take Gary under her arm and introduce him to the other guests. Then she saw them chatting with glasses in hand. At one point, Denise saw Mom’s face frown, and then it looked like she was spitting nails any second. Suddenly, her Mother’s eyes searched for her amidst the crowd, and although Denise tried to hide behind a group of guests, she glowered at her. Her Mother’s gaze sent a shiver down Denise’s spine and made her tummy tingle. She seemed even angrier than Denise had feared.

With a lump in her throat and her buttocks twitching under her miniskirt, Denise saw her visibly enraged Mother take her Father under her arm and pull him away from the guests. Then she saw them confabulating, and the more her Mother spoke, the more her Father’s face grew gloomy. Finally, he walked toward her at a brisk pace.

When he got to her, things went from bad to worse because her Father took her arm and brought his mouth close to her ear, “Come with me, young lady. And don’t make a scene in front of our guests if you know what’s good for you,” he hissed in his best no-nonsense paternal tone.

Denise felt her stomach flinch. It was not possible; Dad could not really think of giving it to her while the party was going on.

Even if… Denise’s mind went back with horror to a faraway birthday party in that same garden. That time, she had thrown a sudden tantrum, another thing her Dad did not tolerate, and he had given her a sound spanking on her bare little bottom inside the ground-floor bathroom, away from the gazes of the guests who, however, had been able to hear the smacking sounds and her desperate crying and pleading. But she was a little girl then and now a woman! Dad can’t possibly think…

Her thoughts were cut short by her Dad guiding her firmly toward the big open window and inside the house, still grabbing her left arm with his strong right hand. That was noticed by the guests chatting around the garden, who exchanged inquisitive and amused glances.

Once inside the house, Denise saw that Dad was heading right to…the ground-floor bathroom! OMG, this is not going to happen, she thought, but everything indicated that indeed it was happening.

Once inside the bathroom, where the window, luckily closed at least, looked directly onto the garden full of people, her Dad started scolding her about betraying her Mother’s trust and lying, not to mention the good money the family had wasted. Denise felt like a leaf of skin was ripped away by that tongue-lashing, but the worst was still to come. Ending his scolding, Dad took the bath brush from the hook near the shower box.

Denise could sense her mouth open and her lower jaw starting to tremble, but she couldn’t form any words. She knew that thing; it was a sturdy, flat-backed, wooden tool, and it and her tender bottom had met on a few occasions in her teenage years. Just a few times, but more than enough to instill in her respect and fear for its punishing effectiveness. And now it was in the hands of a man who felt compelled to impart a serious attitude adjustment to his disobeying and lying daughter. She wanted to fall to her knees and beg to be spared this indignity, but she was utterly frozen in fear.

Finally, her Dad opened his square jaw, and while waving the bath brush, he said the words Denise really didn’t want to hear: “It’s not like you didn’t know about the consequences of your actions, young lady! You have been a very bad girl, and you are due a very sound spanking for your disobedience and a mouth-soaping for your lies!”

As soon as she heard those words, Denise panicked. Her tummy started to churn, and all her pretensions to act like a grown-up dissolved.

“No, Daddy, please! I’m sorry!” She started to beg with a pitiful voice that was heard by the guests just outside the bathroom window. “I’ll never do it again! Please don’t spank me, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl, I promise! Please, not the bath brush…and not a mouth soaping. I don’t want that!”

“Of course, you don’t want that, silly girl. That’s exacting the point of it,” the angry Dad said while he sat on the toilet seat.

“Came right here,” the middle-aged, sturdy man ordered, indicating with his thick finger the spot right in front of him.

With sweaty palms, a stomach in turmoil, and buttocks twitching in fear, Denise stood with her head down in front of her imposing Dad. She couldn’t help it; in the face of her Father’s imperious posture, instinctive conditioning required her to obey.

Her Dad expertly slipped his hand under Denise’s short skirt, grabbed her skimpy panties, and lowered them down her plump thighs to her knees. Denise put her hands to cover her face, which blushed with shame. Suddenly, she felt her Father’s iron grip, making her lower on his lap. Once she was in the proper spanking position, with her face just inches above the tiled floor and her bum the highest part of her, she felt that her skirt was raised above her back and her vulnerable, round, chubby buttocks were exposed to her Father’s eyes and punishing wrath. 

“Arghhhhh, noooooo!” The wail escaped from the desperate girl, who had forgotten that the guests in the garden would overhear her screams.

And overhear, they did!

With her dress flipped up and her panties yanked down, her bare, plump bottom was unmercifully spanked with the flat back of the wooden bath brush long and hard. The loud SMACKS of wood on tender, chubby bum flesh reverberated around the bathroom and out in the garden while her Dad set Denise’s rear end on fire.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Again and again, the determined Father smashed down the flat wooden back of the brush, flattening, in turn, poor Denise’s buttocks, which, being so plump, wobbled and tossed while assuming a more and more livid red hue.

There was no hope of remaining silent for Denise either, while the burning sensation in her bottom turned unbearable. And all was heard outside the window right after the first few swats.

“Please, Daddy! AHAWHWWWW! Please stop! OHOHWHWWW! I learned my lesson! AHARGHHHH! It hurtssssssss! AHAWHWWWWW! IT hurtssssss soooo baaaaaad, Daddy! BWHAHAAAAAAA!”

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK!

It was one of the worst spankings of Denise’s life, and in the eyes of her Father, it was more than deserved. His daughter had disobeyed and then lied relentlessly. She deserved to be taught a serious lesson, one that made it impossible for her to sit down, at least until the next day.

The poor girl on the receiving end of such a fierce correction couldn’t think of anything else but the fiery hellfire her dear Dad was igniting in her chubby rear end. Her only consolation was that she was spared the indignity of having all eyes on her bare hindquarters while her buttocks were turned into two sore, red, swollen, livid balloons by that horrible wooden spanking tool.

And then the spanking finally ended, and Denise was made to stand on trembling legs. Suddenly, she tried to rub some of the fiery sting out of her smoking bottom, but it was useless. So she stood, grabbing big handfuls of her swollen, burned buttocks in her hands as tears dropped down her cheeks to the floor while her Father hung the brush on the hook, picked up the bar of soap, and soaked it.

“Open,” he ordered, putting his weeping older daughter in front of the sink with a sound SLAPP on the back of her left meaty thigh.

With her face dumped in tears and snot before her Father holding that awful bar of soap, Denise shamefully begged. She begged not to have her mouth washed out, she begged not to be slapped anymore, and eventually, she was tearfully begging for the whole embarrassing affair to end. It was useless.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

It took just another flurry of Dad’s palm slaps on the back of her thighs to make her open her mouth wide. Denise could taste the disgusting soap taste around her mouth, and fresh tears sprang from her eyes as she choked and gagged. After what seemed like an eternity to the poor girl, she was allowed to spit out and rinse.

“You have ten minutes to compose yourself,” her Dad said, leaving the bathroom. “And then I want you out with our guests. And don’t make me come here to get you if you don’t want another round of the bath brush.”

Of course, Denise didn’t want it. So, even if she was still a mess, with her hair disheveled, her eyes red from crying, her voice hoarse, and the flaming red hue Dad had slapped on the backs of her legs picking out from the end of her short dress, she got to the garden trying desperately not to rub her bottom and blushing almost as red as her backside.

No one seemed to want to make eye contact with her, and for that, she was more than grateful.


Elaine And Her Uncle

Nell Fisher did not try to hide his exasperation.

“What are we going to do with you, Elaine?” he sighed at her niece sitting opposite his desk. “This is the third time you’ve been sent to me.”

Elaine stared expressionless. She shuddered. The air-conditioning was fierce, and she wished she’d put her jacket over the light blouse that stretched on her generous bosom.

“Forget the fact that I, your Uncle, stuck my neck out to get you this place. Let go of your parent’s expectations, also. But here, with your stage, you have a wonderful opportunity. You have a career prospect. People out there would give an arm for your job. I bet most of your classmates work in shops or flip burgers.”

Elaine examined the man’s face. Nell Fisher was her boss and also a distant relative—a cousin of her mother’s, in fact—but all along, those rare times she had met him, she called him Uncle. Nell was a handsome man in his forties; his hair was silvering, and he had a penetrating gaze. A line of sweat ran from Elaine’s temple.

“Late again,” Nell Fisher read the email on his laptop.

“Only ten minutes…fifteen maybe,” Elaine interjected, finally.

“It’s still late. And it’s not the first time. And I’m told you disappear for long periods when you should be in the office.”

Elaine studied her knees coming out of the pencil skirt. Nell Fisher was right; Elaine offered no defense. She had no excuse. She wasn’t good at getting up in the morning and liked to hang around at the cafeteria at lunchtime.

Nell Fisher sighed again. “Do you realize that you’re on stage? You won’t be taken on if you don’t buck your ideas up, no matter if I’m your Uncle or not. Actually, I already would have to write a memo to HR telling them to terminate you.”

Elaine blanched. She hadn’t thought about that. She knew she was just on a stage, but how serious things were hadn’t occurred to her ‘till then.

“Come on, Elaine, tell me something, for God’s sake.”

“Uncle,” Elaine gulped, and then, after a long pause, she added, “Please, I like to work here… don’t do that.”

Nell Fisher suppressed a sigh. He studied the twenty-one-year-old sitting before him, who still looked like a girl. Her blond hair was combed in a ponytail, and her bright emerald eyes shined on still-freckled cheeks. She was not tall; her toes in the moderate black heels barely touched the floor. Definitely, she looked like a young girl with a pair of big, protruding breasts.

“Elaine, I know that you’re a bright girl. And I sure don’t want to fire you,” he said genuinely, “but you’re making it very difficult.”

“Sorry, Uncle,” Elaine said with genuine contrition, “It won’t happen again.”

“That’s what you said last time,” Nell Fisher said, shaking his head.

The room fell silent. Elaine lowered her gaze to her knees again. A dreamlike vision suddenly appeared in her head. The man in front of her wasn’t her Uncle anymore; he was the headmaster, and she was again the misbehaving sixth-former. In her mind, on the oak desk between them lay her old school’s wooden paddle.

“Elaine?” Nell Fisher’s voice shook her from her daydream. “Do you understand that I can’t let this slide? We have to do something. What do you suggest?” He asked, genuinely wanting his niece to convince him of her honest will somehow.

Elaine recovered from her daydream with a knot in her stomach and a wicked thought in her mind.

“Well, Uncle…” Elaine hesitated; she could hardly believe the plan she had in her head. “It’s evident that I need something that straightens me up. A short sharp shock that will truly deter me from being late again or skiving away from the office….” she trailed off and watched Nell intently. Had her attractive Uncle understood where she was going?

His silence suggested: No.

Elaine’s temples throbbed; she shook her head in a useless attempt to clear it. Her mouth was dry. She couldn’t credit what she was about to say.

“Don’t… don’t you think that a sound spanking is what I need…sir?”

Nell Fisher’s eyes widened, “A…spanking?” he croaked.

Had he heard the girl correctly? A spanking? What did she mean?

“Yes, sir,” Elaine surprised herself with her bravery. “A spanking. A short, sharp shock that could help me back on the straight and narrow.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Nell Fisher blurted. “How could you….” he couldn’t find words to finish the sentence because, blushing, the image of tiny, young Elaine draped over his lap appeared in his mind. “A spanking,” he whispered, mulling. “A spanking…what do you mean exactly?”

Elaine raised her gaze from her knees to her astonished Uncle. What did she mean exactly? She hadn’t planned for this. It was that curious image that appeared in her mind of herself in the headmaster’s study that had set her off.

“Just what it says,” she finally blurted out. “Me across your knee. That’s how it’s usually done, right?”

“Is it?” Nell Fisher genuinely had no idea. He had never spanked anyone; he knew of nobody who had been spanked, and the days when children’s comics featured pictures of girls across Dad’s knees for a spanking had long gone.

“Yes, sir,” Nell heard the girl’s voice firmer now, “It is. And I think that it can really do the trick, Uncle.”

Now, it was the turn of Nell Fisher’s heart to race. Elaine was serious; she meant she would be spanked. She really didn’t want to let him down and wanted that job. Nell Fisher was sure that his niece was smart enough to serve her apprenticeship, pass exams, and have a lucrative career. A fine life lay ahead for her. If he would fire her, he would ruin her career expectations. And those of her parents as well.

“Let’s see, you are twenty-one, don’t you, Elaine?” 

“Twenty-one, yes, Uncle,” the girl replied.

“Not very old at all,” Nell said pensively. “No more than a schoolgirl, really.” 

“Yes, sir, you are right. I still have to finish my studies, as you know. And…I really would appreciate your help, Uncle,” she said while she looked at her mature, handsome Uncle before her with her best puppy-dog eyes.

“Right then,” Nell Fisher rose from his chair, suddenly inspired with confidence. “Stand up.”

Without thinking, Elaine immediately obeyed. Nell Fisher surveyed the office. It was spacious, with little furniture besides a desk, shelves, and cabinets. He picked up the chair where Elaine was seated and put it by the side of his desk. Seconds later, he was seated on the chair, his legs slightly apart so that his thighs created a platform.

“Right, Elaine, so…if this is really what you think it can help you, come here and bend over my knee,” Nell said.

His firm, commanding tone concealed a far more uncertain will. How was this done exactly? How exactly would she bend over his legs?

Elaine stood by her Uncle’s side. For a moment, she peered at the man’s thighs. Then suddenly, to Nell’s amazement, she took hold of her skirt’s hem and raised it at her waist.

With some effort, the mature man managed not to open his mouth in an ‘OH’ of surprise, but he could not suppress the massive erection that formed in his pants at the sight of the girl in panties and pantyhose in front of him. And it did not end there because immediately after, Elaine slipped her fingers into the elastic of her pantyhose and pulled them down to her knees along with her panties, showing him her bare feminine charms. Next, she put herself on his lap.

“Is this okay, sir?” She finally asked Mr. Fisher in a more childish voice than usual.

“Just fall forward. Rest your stomach on my knees and put your arms in front,” the man instructed with an expertise he didn’t possess.

Elaine sucked a mouthful of air and slowly positioned herself as required.

“Good girl,” Nell Fisher offered encouragement as Elaine wriggled into position.

With her arms stretched ahead and her knees slightly bent behind her, Elaine’s bottom was perfectly positioned to be spanked. With a dry mouth, Nell Fisher remained to admire the perfect roundness and whiteness of the two fleshy hemispheres. They were plump yet firm and matched perfectly to the tonic, meaty thighs of the girl. He had never imagined Elaine was so pretty.

“Someone should have done this to you a long time ago,” Nell said to break the awkwardness and look assertive.

He also cupped the palm of his hand and slapped it across Elaine’s right buttock.

“Ouch!” The bent girl yelped. “But they did, Uncle. Daddy smacked my bum pretty soundly if I misbehaved!”

“Oh, well…not enough, evidently!” Nell said and repeated the slap across the left buttock.

Nell Fisher’s hand was large, and his palm covered a good half of one of her niece’s bum cheeks. He slapped away with gusto on those fleshy mounds, savoring the sensation of his hand smacking the firm girlish flesh.

He raised his hand higher and began a rain of quick-fire hard spanks. In seconds, Nell Fisher covered every square inch of Elaine’s bottom. The girl winced and writhed. They might just be hand spanks and not the headmaster’s paddle, but they still hurt like crazy.

“Oooh …. Aaahhhh,” she groaned.

This turned to wails when Nell Fisher’s hand assaulted the back of Elaine’s naked thighs.

“AHAWHHH! I’M SORRY!” She squeaked to the relentless pounding across her burning rear end.

“What are you sorry for?” Nell Fisher chided.

“OHOWHHH! F-F-FOR BEING LATE!” Elaine gasped.

SPANK! SMACK! SLAP! SPANK!

“And what else?”

Breathlessly, Elaine added, “OHOWHHH! FOR LEANING AROUND! AHARGHHH! PLEASE, ENOUGH! AHAWHHH! I’VE HAD ENOUGH!”

Elaine’s round buttocks were already a dark pink, and before long, the hue deepened. Nell Fisher had no idea how much the girl’s bottom might be stinging, but he knew his hand was throbbing terribly.

“Are you learning a lesson?”

“OHOWHHH! YES, SIR, YESSS! AHAWHWWW! I’VE LEARNED MY LESSON!”

“Will I have to do this again?”

“NOOO! AHAWHWWW! NO, SIR, PLEASE…OHOHWWW…PLEASE STOP! PLEEEASEEE!”

“Well, let’s make sure, shall we? If this is to have any benefit, we have to make sure you never want to be spanked again. It’s a deterrent. It’s to make you mend your ways.”

“NAAAAAAA! BWUAHAAAAA!”

Before Elaine could gasp a coherent response, Nell Fisher repeatedly smashed the palm of his hand across the naked flesh at full force.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! SLAPP! SMACK!

After having landed a couple of dozen extra special stingers to his pretty niece’s rear, from the top of the buttocks, across the mounds, and into the under-curves on the sensitive sit-spot where the bum and thighs meet, Nell knew he must stop.

“Okay. That’s over,” Nell Fisher gasped, suddenly aware of his shortness of breath.

He released his grip on Elaine’s middle, and the girl slithered off his lap. She struggled to her feet and stood rubbing her glowing red bottom, unaware she was showing her Uncle all a woman can show.

“Thank you, sir, for saving my job and my career,” said Elaine between sobs.

Right then, with her cheeks damp with tears and snot, her skirt still around her waist, her pantyhose and panties ruffled at her ankles, and her hands rubbing her well-spanked posterior, Nell Fisher thought that his tiny niece looked really like a little girl punished by a strict parent. More than that, she had spoken and acted as if it was the most natural thing in the world for her Uncle to take her across his knee and spank her bare bottom.

“You welcome, Elaine,” he said, reaffirming her new disciplinarian role. “I hope we will not have a repeat of this, but if the need arises, don’t think I wouldn’t take you over my knee again and spank your bare bottom again, young lady!”

“OH!” Elaine gulped. Then, still rubbing her badly stinging bottom, she continued, “Yes, sir, I know you will, Uncle.”


A Leathering In The Farm

When I was twenty, I had been dating my 24-year-old boyfriend Matt for over six months.

Matt lived on a farm and knew the meaning of hard work. His parents were hard-working, conservative, and religious and expected their son and daughter to help with the farm work. For example, apart from his regular job in the city, Matt had to help his Father with the livestock and drive the truck when they loaded hay.

Matt and I didn’t talk much about discipline in our homes, but I had some idea of how Matt’s Father handled disobedience. Although Matt rarely mentioned the subject, he had told me that he ruled the home life quite strictly. It had once escaped him a notice that he had taken a belt to him, and I had already seen more than once the middle-aged, sturdy man scolding Matt’s 19-year-old sister Kelly quite meaningfully, menacing her with phrases such as ‘…if you know what is good for you’, ‘…or else’, and even ‘…if you like to sit down’!

One Friday evening, I arrived at Matt’s house just after dinner to find his Father in a state of fury. Apparently, Kelly had failed to come home after her cheerleading practice when she was due to help with some house tasks. She hadn’t even called to advise for her delay, which worried her Father immensely. Matt tried to reason with his Father and calm him down, but he didn’t want to hear it.

When Kelly finally came home, her Father was waiting at the door…with a stiff, sturdy leather strip, about 20 inches long and 4 wide, dangling from his hand!

“Come into the house this instant, young lady!”

Kelly’s face paled.

“Dad, I’m sorry,” she pleaded. “It just got late. I didn’t mean..”

“I don’t want to hear a word out of you,” Mr. Murphy snapped, grabbing Kelly’s arm and smacking her behind hard. “Get in here.”

As I said, I have already noticed how Mr. Murphy was strict with Kelly, but also how Kelly sometimes asked for trouble. She had long black hair and dark eyes. She was kind of on the short side, but she was well-developed throughout the rest of her feminine figure, with bursting breasts, well-turned legs, and a plump, round bottom that filled her jeans nicely and swayed this way and that when she walked. Even if she was kind and usually obedient to her parents, she occasionally got up with a rebellious streak and an attitude. Clearly, she was now in big trouble.

Her Dad dragged Kelly into the kitchen all the time, slapping her bum, hardly covered by the cheerleader’s uniform’s short skirt.

Matt sighed, “She’s gonna get it. Well, we better hurry if we don’t want to miss the beginning of the movie.”

But I was too curious to see how the situation between Kelly and his severe Father developed to leave that house right then.

“Wait a minute,” I said.

Since we were alone in the living room, I jokingly stroked Matt’s package, only to notice that the bad boy had gotten hard down there. I looked up and stared at him with a smirk painted on my lips. He blushed and lowered his eyes.

Meanwhile, the angry Dad was scolding loudly, “I was waiting for you all afternoon and finally had to clean the stable all by myself! You didn’t even call to advise you were late for dinner! What do you have to say for yourself, young lady?”

“I’m sorry, Dad, but...the practice took a little longer than usual...and...it was Jennifer Johanson’s birthday, so...” Kelly answered in a faint, pleading little voice.

“So you decided to forget about your family duties and went to your friend’s party without asking your Father’s permission!”

“I’m sorry,” was all the dishearted, head-bowed girl could whisper.

“No, you are not, but you will be once I’m done taking the belt to your chubs!”

Wow, I thought Matt was right; Kelly is gonna get it! Feeling a mixture of sympathy for Kelly’s plight and a guilty, fascinating urge to watch her punishment, I crept quietly to the kitchen doorway and peered in, pretending not to see Matt’s dirty looks pressing me to come out of there.

When I got to the doorway, Kelly’s Dad pulled up one of the kitchen chairs and sat down to face her daughter, still telling her how disappointed she was. Kelly stood right in front of her Dad, with her hands pasted across her skirt seat, squirming with anxious unease. I saw that she was almost crying, with her lower lip quivering and her eyes looking like they were already moist.

She kept saying, “I’m sorry, Daddy. I didn’t mean it! I’m sorry!” while her Dad admonished her, until at last he said, “Stop that whining and get across my lap, NOW!”

And with that, he grabbed his daughter’s arm and hoisted Kelly face-down across his jeans-covered sturdy legs.

Kelly cried, “NO-O-O!” and began to blubber as she was placed into what had to be an all-too-familiar position.

Once she got his daughter in the time-honored spanking position, her Dad said, “You have disgraced yourself, young lady,” in a terse, clipped tone.

He pulled Kelly’s skirt up in the back and said, “You are going to get your chubs blistered!”

Kelly continued to weep, only able to stammer the words “no” and “please” as her Father smoothed the pleated skirt up her back. I was almost faint from suspense, filled with a guilty but strong need to watch every detail and commit it to memory. I have to admit that the spectacle of such an adult girl being put in that embarrassing, childish situation was utterly arousing.

“Put your knees together!” Commanded the angry Dad in a sharp tone. Kelly’s legs were spread, which would have made it impossible for her Dad to pull her panties down. Impatiently, he repeated the command, but still Kelly balked.

SLAPP!

Mr. Murphy’s open hand slapped against the inner part of Kelly’s bare left thigh, hard.

"OW-WOW-OW!" Kelly cried as the aftereffect of her Dad’s slap throbbed and smarted.

Again, her Dad ordered Kelly to put her knees together, and when she didn’t obey, he slapped Kelly’s bare thigh again on the very same spot even harder. Kelly let out a tearful wail of pain, and I could see a red handprint forming on Kelly’s milky skin. This time, she obediently clamped her knees shut. With a quick, smooth motion, her Dad yanked Kelly’s panties halfway down her thighs, covering the reddening handprint and uncovering Kelly’s bare bottom in the process. Then he immediately raised the hand holding the leather and began swiftly slapping her daughter’s round, plump buttocks.

Kelly winced and took a deep breath as her Dad’s first few swats resounded against the pale skin of her bare bottom. Then, she began to bawl with pain. The first couple of seconds of her spanking sounded like:

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

From then on, poor Kelly alternated between long howls and deep heaving sobs, punctuated all the while by the crisp, steady cracks of stiff leather meeting soft bum flesh.

I saw how the punishing Dad’s lips were pursed with displeasure, and his brow was knit with either concentration or exertion. He did not let up but continued to smack the punishing leather down on Kelly’s swelling, upturned bum cheeks with that same driving rhythm. It was evident he firmly believed that spankings should hurt, and it really seemed that did! He whipped the tender flesh of his daughter’s chubby, wobbling buttocks again and again. Five... ten... fifteen... twenty... driving the stinging sensation higher and higher while Kelly wailed with ever-mounting urgency.

At that point, amidst my evident arousal, I started to feel sorry for Matt’s little sister. I more or less knew what Kelly was going through, having experienced my Father’s bottom spankings myself when I was a kid, even if never such a thorough leather blistering. Meanwhile, Kelly did not need anyone else to tell her what a “whipping from Dad” felt like. She was squirming and kicking from her knees down as her inflamed, plump backside was swelling up to a bigger size and turning a deeper and deeper shade of livid red. Her Dad pressed her left hand down on the small of Kelly’s back to hold her as still as possible while continuing to swat her scorched bum cheeks relentlessly. Poor Kelly was crying so hard, her eyes clamped shut, her face flushed, and her mouth opened wide as her Dad spanked and spanked and spanked her smoldering, smoking buttocks.

Only once poor Kelly was reduced to a sobbing pitiful mess with her face covered in tears and snot and her pleading was turned into an incomprehensible childish babbling, her merciless Father stopped swinging the punishing leather.

He stopped spanking, pulled Kelly’s panties back up, and smoothed her skirt back down into position. Then he lifted Kelly up, stood up himself, set her bawling daughter down on her jelly legs, and went to the closet where he put the strip of leather away. While he did this, Kelly put her shaking hands under her skirt, lowered her panties just down her bum crease, and still sobbing piteously, she started to rub feverishly her swollen and badly scorched buttocks.

After a few moments, when her Dad turned around and saw her like that, he strode swiftly across the room, exclaiming, “Put your panties back on this instant! You shameless girl!” 

To my surprise, her Dad took hold of Kelly’s left forearm and then, in a single motion, sat down in the chair and placed Kelly face-down across his lap once again. Kelly wailed with alarm as she realized what was about to happen and tried to shield her bottom with her hands. But the angry, big man took hold of Kelly’s wrists with his left hand and pinned them firmly against Kelly’s back.

“You’ll learn not to rub your punished chubs and to show your bare bum around!” scolded her Father as he angrily tugged his daughter’s panties even further down.

By now, Poor Kelly’s well-spanked buttocks had blushed an even deeper shade of livid crimson. Nevertheless, unmoved by their painful-looking state, her Dad proceeded to give the two smarting, swelling hemispheres another long flurry of hard, emphatic hand slaps in rapid succession while poor Kelly roared with pain. This time, after her Dad once again pulled Kelly’s panties back up, she left them there to cover her steaming rear end, and putting her hands to her face in shame, she exited the kitchen and went to her room. 

At that point, trying our best to go unnoticed, Matt and I walked out of the living room and took his car. I’m embarrassed to admit that I forgot about the movie; I made Matt find a secluded place, I took my clothes off, opened his pants, and I had the best laid-off of my life till then.
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