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Easter Monday

As Easter approaches, I am reminded of an event that happened many years ago, in the 1960s, when I was a teenager.

These were years when rigid, old family traditions were challenged by young people seeking greater freedom and a less conformist life, resulting in conflicts with more traditionalist parents. In my family, it is hard to say who the more old-fashioned parent was. Mom ruled the house with an iron fist, but it was Dad who dispensed discipline whenever she decided it was needed.

The truth is that while I certainly earned and received my share of spankings, my two older sisters, influenced by the spirit of the times, certainly had the worst of it.

It was a family tradition that on the Monday following Easter (a holiday in my country), a pick-nick was held on the shores of a large, peaceful lake not far from town. So, like every year also that time when I was 14 years old, and Laura and Tamara were an old 20 and a young 18 respectively, plans had been made that after breakfast we would pick up my grandparents and we’d all go to the lake to have meat cooked on the barbecue and have lunch under the large, leafy oaks. And like every year, I was excited to go to the pick-nick while Tamara and Laura would have preferred to spend the day with their friends, but, of course, Mom and Dad did not want to hear about their grievances.

It was mid-afternoon after lunch had finished. Dad and Grandad listened to a soccer game on the radio while Mom and Grandmom played cards. Tamara and Laura asked if they could take the bus back to the city and have dinner with their friends. Mom agreed but reminded them they must be home at 11 pm. Not interested in Tamara and Laura’s friends but feeling that I was already old enough to go along with them and spend the rest of the day with no family around, I made plans to go as well and proceeded to wheedle my way into the trip.

Tamara and Laura objected immediately: “Mooom! Don’t make us take him with us! We can’t have any fun if Tom tags along. He’s just a kid! Please make him stay here, Mom. He’s just a kid!”

Of course, Mom more than agreed with them. If, in my sisters’ eyes, I was still only a kid, to Mom, I was her baby. I was furious. I fumed and fussed, but Tamara and Laura went off, leaving me behind. Mom tried to patiently explain that I would still have a grand time with the rest of the family, but I was having none of it. Their snide comments about me being a kid stung me to the core, and Mom’s agreement by not letting me go stung me all the more.

I was as miserable as I could be for the rest of the afternoon. I only revived a little when the family decided to have dinner at the pizzeria. After dinner, we took the grandparents to their home, and around ten o’clock, we returned home.

Tamara and Laura had not arrived home yet, but that was normal as their curfew was still an hour ahead. But then 11 pm came, and Tamara and Laura didn’t show up. By eleven-thirty, Dad was in a snit, and by midnight, Dad was dispatched to find them by a worried-sick Mom. Our parents were always particularly strict about being home on time, and with their being so late, it was no wonder they were angry and worried. I was pretty excited, though. Tamara and Laura, who had treated me so unfairly, were in trouble!

I was Mom’s shadow, anxiously waiting for Dad to bring home my sisters to face their fate, “Where are they, Mom? Huh? What are they doing, Mom? I bet they’re in trouble, aren’t they, Mom?”

Finally, in exasperation, Mom sent me upstairs, “Just go to bed and mind your own business. Your bedtime has long since passed!”

I went to my bedroom but just couldn’t go to bed. I stood at my window, and shortly after, I saw Dad’s car return and park and my sisters, heads bowed, coming down. 

I knew the anxiety they experienced and the amount of adrenaline that must have flowed through their veins as they were driven home. I’ve already been in similar circumstances, if not in the middle of the night yet, anxious to get home as quickly as possible to make things better but afraid of what would be happening to me and my precious rear end once I did get home.

Two girls came in through the back door and into the kitchen, one already sniffing and the other looking very worried.

“I found them at the ‘Milkyway’ in line to enter the club,” I heard Dad’s deep, loud voice say.

And suddenly, both of my sisters were bawling as Mom took over. Silently, I exited my room, tiptoed to the top of the stairs, and listened. They were over an hour late, and aside from being late, they were found where they didn’t have permission to be.

I could hear Tamara bawling, repeating repeatedly that it wasn’t her fault and blaming older Laura and her boyfriend. Laura was just babbling, trying to build her defense as best as she could.

Then I heard Dad’s stern voice cut them off, saying, “Up to your rooms, both of you. Right now, and I mean it. March!” And I scooted back to my room without closing the door.

I listened with undisguised glee as I heard the two girls scurrying up the steps. In an instant, Tamara entered her room, which was right opposite mine, leaving the door far open. At the same time, Laura had retreated behind her closed door. I saw Tamara flopping on her bed, crying hot tears of a girl who desperately hoped that her punishment would consist of just being scolded but realistically worried that there would be more to follow.

I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t resist. While Tamara lay on her stomach on her bed, crying into her pillow, I went to her room right next to her and began to pester her.

“Where were you?”

“Go away!”

“Why were you late?”

“Get out!”

“Why didn’t you come home? Mom and Dad are furious, you know?”

“Get out of here, you little brat!”

“Do you think you’ll get a spanking?”

“BWUAHHHH! GO AWAY!”

I looked at my sister’s round, swelling bottom as she lay there crying. Her skirt was short, which was the fashion at the time, and she had lots of her legs bare. I wondered if her cute rear would be pretty sore soon and if she was going to keep her panties on. I was running out of things to torment her with when I heard someone coming up the stairs, and my father entered the room.

“Didn’t your Mom tell you to go to bed, young man? Go now, and leave us alone. I have to spank your sister. Close the door behind you,” he said firmly but with quiet politeness and as casually as he would have said he would wash the car.

There, in Dad’s hand, was Mom’s hairbrush. He was carrying it right out in the open where everybody could see it, as big and scary as I had ever seen. I was beside myself. He said that he was going to spank my sister, and he was carrying the hairbrush! WOW! Tamara was really going to get it!

Tamara heard Dad telling me that she was going to be spanked, and her bawling got even louder. Dad forgot all about me and started on Tamara even before I was out the door. “Get up, young lady!”

I exited Tamara's room but didn't completely close the door behind me. I ducked into my room, letting the door flat open, and listened. Tamara’s crying and begging could be heard clearly.

“Please, Daddy! I didn’t mean to, Daddy, please...”

“You were an hour late coming home, young lady, and this isn’t the first time you’ve had trouble getting home on time, is it? And I had to go out to find you...”

“I wanted to come home, but Laura wanted to follow her boyfriend to the club, Daddy! It’s Laura’s fault, Daddy, not mine!”

“You let me worry about Miss Jennifer, young lady, and you worry about yourself.”

“Nooo! Please don’t, Daddy, don’t pull them down, oh, no, please no, Daddy! It wasn’t my fault, Daddy! Daddy no! No, please, Daddy, please don’t pull them down, please, Daddy! Not bare, Daddy, I’m sorry, Daddy, please! Oh! Whaaaaa!”

SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

Tamara’s spanking had started full force, and I was torn between sympathy and excitement as I listened to my sister getting a good spanking on what I was sure was her bare bottom. Her weeping and wailing were sincere and loud, and in my mind, this was a spanking for teasing a little brother, not a spanking for being late and not where she was supposed to be.

SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

The unmerciful walloping went on for a good three minutes. Then, finally, the fast and furious spanking came to an end. However, you couldn’t tell by listening to Tamara still sobbing and bawling as if she were still being spanked. I could just picture Tamara lying there with her red bottom on display. I was not only cruelly happy that she had been spanked, but I have to admit that I was also very aroused about that all, as the state of my manhood inside my pajama pants testified.

“You better learn to get yourself home on time, young lady,” I heard Dad say as Tamara’s sobs subsided, “Because the next time that you are an hour late, I will bring you right back in here for another spanking, and I will take your underpants down again, and I will spank your bare bottom with this hairbrush again, only harder and longer. Do you understand?”

“Whaaaa! Boo-hoo, Yes, Daddy! Boo-hoo, sniff, sniff, I’m sooorrryyy, whaaaa, boo-hoo, sniff, sniff....”

I heard Tamara’s bedroom door close and Dad going down the hall. Another door opened and closed, and I tiptoed out of my room and positioned myself before Laura's bedroom door.

My oldest sister's voice started pleading. I was amazed, wondering if Dad would spank my oldest sister. After all, Tamara had barely turned 18 while Laura, in a short while, was 21!

Laura had started bawling as soon as the door had closed and was pleading now, “I’m sorry, Dad. It’ll never happen again, I promise. Honest, Dad, I don’t know what happened, Dad, and I’m so sorry. Please, Dad, I’m 20, Dad! You can’t spank me…you won’t…”

“You know better than to be an hour late, Jennifer.”

“I know, Dad…Okay. I didn’t realize what time it was, Dad, but I won’t let it happen again! Oh, please, Dad, no...not that Dad.”

“And what made you think you could go to a club without asking permission from your parents?”

“Dad, I know! I don’t know why we went there, Daddy! I promise it will never happen again, Dad! I swear it won’t, Dad!”

“Well, Jennifer, I think I need to give you a good reason to keep your promises!”

“Dad! Please, Dad…what are you doing? Not my skirt, please! I said I’m sorry, please, Dad, no! I won’t ever do it again, Dad, Pllleaseee! Noo! No, those too, Daddy, please don’t, please! It will still hurt with panties on, Dad, please don’t, Daddy, I’m twenty, Daddy, please! Please don’t pull my panties down, Daddy, not on the bare, pleeesaseee!”

SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPANK!

I was beside myself as Laura’s spanking started. She was a big girl, already a woman in my eyes, but the noises I heard from the other side of the door told me that Dad didn’t think she was a woman yet.

“You know better than to pull a stunt like this, Jennifer, and you have been spanked for this before, but you will remember this spanking, young lady. I trusted you to take your sister to dinner with friends, and you tried to go to a club and stayed over an hour late.”

SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK!

“I’m sorry, Daddy! Whaaaa...please, no more! Aharghhhhh! Daddy, stop, please! Bwuahaaaaaaaa!”

Dad sometimes threatened us with ’a spanking until you won’t sit down’, which is precisely what he was giving Laura. I usually didn’t like it when Laura got spanked since she was the prettiest of my sisters and was almost always nice to me, but today, I was happy about it. She had been teasing me about being a kid just like Tamara did, and now she was being spanked on her bare, chubby bottom! Who was the little kid now? I knew that being spanked on the bare buttocks with the flat back of the dreaded hairbrush was just horrible and was the very worst way to get spanked. It was a little triumph of mine that both Tamara and Laura were being spanked with it for (in my opinion) teasing me.

SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK!

Laura’s spanking was even longer and sounder than Tamara’s. When the rain of hard, loud, flat-backed hairbrush smacks finally ended, Laura was crying like a toddler having a tantrum. I heard stomping sounds as if she were doing a spanking dance.

Then Dad lectured her a little more: “You have been pushing your parents too far, young lady, and I’m not going to have any more of it. Do you hear me?”

If Laura responded, I lost it in her crying and hiccupping.

“If you think you can come and go as you please because you are twenty years old, you better wake up right now because I won’t stand for it, do you understand?”

“Whaaaa! Yes, Daddy! I’m sorry, Daddy, no more, please, I’m sorry, please, no more, boo-hoo!”

“I certainly hope so, Jennifer, because you do NOT want me to give you another spanking. I can assure you of that!”

It was then that I opted for a strategic retreat in my room. I jumped in my bed and lay there with visions of two pretty sisters with bare and red bottoms…and in my pants, I Had an erection that was almost painful.

Laura’s door opened and closed again, and I heard Dad go past and into his and Mom’s bedroom, probably to return the dreaded hairbrush to the dresser. I was on pins and needles as I waited for him to go back downstairs so that I could go to see Tamara and Laura, and the wait seemed like an eternity.

Then I heard Dad pull open my door, and it scared me nearly out of my skin.

“Didn’t I tell you to go to bed right away, young man?"

He had caught me in my eavesdropping, and he was mad and in a spanking mood!

"Your sisters have been punished enough; they don’t need you to tease them. So shut off the light and start sleep if you know what is good for you!”

Scared and happy to have escaped it, I put my head under the cover and abandoned any idea of seeing my two sisters’ state.

It never occurred to me until the day after what a terrific favor Mom had bestowed when she didn’t allow me to go with Tamara and Laura that afternoon, for if I’d been tagging along, there would have been three red and blistered bottoms in our home that night.


Kelly’s strapping

When I was twenty-four, I had been dating my 20-year-old girlfriend Beth for over six months.

Beth lived on a farm and knew the meaning of hard work. Her parents were hard-working, conservative, and religious and expected everyone in the family to help with the farm work. For example, apart from her regular job in the city, Beth had to help her mother, Kelly, with the house chores and even her father, Adam, with the livestock.

Beth and I didn’t talk much about the discipline in our homes; still, I had some idea of how Beth’s father handled disobedience. Although Beth rarely mentioned the subject, she had told me that he was the one who ruled the home life. It had once escaped her a notice that he had taken a belt to her. I had already seen more than once the middle-aged, stocky man scolding Beth and Beth’s 19-year-old brother quite meaningfully.

One Friday evening, I arrived at Beth’s house just after dinner to find her father furious. Apparently, Beth’s mother, Kelly, had failed to come home after the hair salon in time to attend a church reunion with their congregation. She hadn’t even called to advise for her delay, which worried her husband immensely. Beth tried to reason with her father and calm him down, but he didn’t want to hear it.

When Kelly finally came home, Adam was waiting at the door.

“What happened, Kelly? Are you okay? Why didn’t you call for advice about your delay?” The big man fired his questions.

With her wavy blond hair just combed, Kelly got out of the truck. In her early forties, Beth’s mother was still hot. She was fair-skinned with blue eyes. Although she was kind of on the short side, she was well-equipped 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.

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

“You didn’t mean what? Didn’t you remember that today we have an appointment with the pastor at the congregation?”

Kelly’s lips opened in a surprised ‘OHH’ at that question. It was evident she had utterly forgotten the matter.

“Okay, that’s it. I don’t want to hear another word,” Adam snapped, grabbing his wife’s arm and smacking her behind hard. “Get in here.”

Her husband dragged Kelly into the kitchen, all the time slapping her bum stretched in her tight jeans.

Beth and I watched that show from Beth’s room’s window, and to say that I was stunned by what I saw is an understatement.

Beth sighed. “I think Momma’s going to get a whipping,” she said as if it were not a big deal. “Well, we better hurry if we don’t want to miss the movie’s beginning.”

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

“Wait a minute,” I said.

I looked up and stared at her with a smirk painted on my lips.

“What do you want to do?” she asked, blushing.

I took my gf’s hand and put it on my package to make her feel my excited erection. Feeling that, Beth widened her eyes, and her mouth opened in a mute ‘OHHH’ of surprise.

Meanwhile, the angry husband scolded loudly in the kitchen, “I was waiting for you all afternoon. You didn’t even call to let me know you were late for the meeting! What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry, Adam, but...the hair took longer than usual...and...it was Jennifer Johansson’s birthday and they organized a little party in the salon. So...” Kelly answered in a blabbering voice.

“So you decided to forget about your family duties and stayed at your friend’s party without even calling!”

“I’m sorry,” the disheartened, head-bowed woman said.

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

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

When I reached the doorway, I saw Adam Murphy holding a stiff, sturdy leather strip about 20 inches long and 4 inches wide in his hand. Kelly’s face was white as a sheet.

The angry husband pulled up one of the kitchen chairs and sat down to face his wife, still telling her how disappointed he was. Kelly stood right in front of her husband, with her hands pasted across her jeans-covered buttocks, 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. And right then, I realized why Beth was not stunned about that; it was evident that it was a regular occurrence in that house!

Kelly kept saying, “I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t mean it! I’m sorry!” while her husband reached out, opened her jeans, lowered the zip, and took them down to her ankles.

“Stop that whining and get across my lap, NOW!” He then ordered.

With that, he grabbed her arm and hoisted Kelly face-down across his sturdy thighs.

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 her wife in the time-honored spanking position, her husband said, “You are going to learn to respect your duties, miss! You are going to get your chubs blistered!”

Kelly continued to weep, only able to stammer the words “no” and “please” as I was almost faint from suspense. I was filled with a guilty but strong need to watch every detail and commit it to memory. I must admit that the spectacle of such a pretty MILF being put in that embarrassing, childish situation was utterly arousing.

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

SLAPP!

Her husband’s open hand slapped against the inner part of Kelly’s meaty, bare left thigh hard.

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

Again, her husband ordered Kelly to put her knees together. 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 fleshy Kelly’s milky thigh. This time, the middle-aged lady obediently clamped her knees shut. With a quick, smooth motion, her husband yanked Kelly’s panties halfway down her thighs, covering the reddening handprint and uncovering Kelly’s bare bottom in the process.

When Kelly’s bare bottom was presented to my eyes, my erection became almost painful. Her buttocks were candid, ample but firm, and perfectly femininely round.

As soon as his wife’s plump bum was bare, Adam immediately raised the hand holding the leather and began swiftly whipping her wife’s round, swelling buttocks.

Kelly winced and took a deep breath as her husband’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! CRACK! SMACK! WAAAAAAAAAAAH! From then on, 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 Husband’s lips were pursed with displeasure, and his brow was knit with concentration and exertion. He did not let up but continued to slap the punishing leather down on his wife’s upturned bum cheeks with that same driving rhythm. It was evident he firmly believed that punishment to be effective should hurt, and it really seemed it did! He whipped the tender flesh of poor Kelly’s chubby, wobbling buttocks again and again. Ten...fifteen...twenty... twenty-five times, and he still didn’t stop, 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 Beth’s mother. Adam was lashing that length of leather full force. Every time the strap connected with his wife’s generous buttocks, it bit into them viciously. I was sure it had to sting ferociously. Meanwhile, Kelly 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 husband 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, pretty Kelly was crying so hard, her eyes clamped shut, her face flushed, and her mouth opened wide as her husband whipped and whipped her smoldering, smoking buttocks.

Only once his wife 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 did her merciless husband stop swinging the punishing leather.


Still her Daddy’s girl

It was a late sunny Saturday morning, and Papa was seated at the table, reading his newspaper, while Mama was drinking her coffee.

It was almost 11 o’clock when Annika slowly descended the stairs. Sleepy-headed and tousled bedhead, the young woman made her appearance in the kitchen. She was wearing a short, sheer nightgown under her robe from which her bare legs and feet emerged.

“Good morning, Ma, Pa,” she greeted, entering the kitchen. “How is my sweet Daddy today?” She asked with her mouth still caked with sleep.

“Mornin’, Annika. Don’t try to coax me. You may as well know it now: I’ll take your car keys away from you for the next month for coming in late and drunk last night,” said the big man, looking with reproach at the state of his younger daughter.

“Aww, Pa. That’s not fair! I was just a little late.”

“A little late?! An hour and fifty minutes! And, besides, you’re not supposed to be late, a little or a lot, and for sure, you are not supposed to come home driving after drinking, girl!”

“Oh, come on, Pa! Ma, does that sound right to you? I wasn’t drunk; it was just a couple of beers with the girls!”

“The girls? Do you mean that crowd of good-to-nothing young ladies, with always too much makeup and indecently dressed you hang around with? I’m sick and tired of all this, Annika. For God’s sake, you are twenty-two years old! Look at your sister; at your age, she was already married and with a nice family. And look at you, you are still at home working part-time in a drugstore, spending your time watching serials on TV, eating junk food, and putting weight on your lazy bottom!”

“Okay, Pa, okay,” Annika said with a shrug, then sarcastically, “Why don’t you just give me capital punishment!”

Pa and Ma exchanged an exasperated glare, and then the big, fifty-ish man stared at his daughter with a look that incinerated her.

“What I will give you is corporal punishment, not capital. Get over here, young lady!” Papa declared.

Wide-eyed and afraid, Annika tried to back-pedal and remained standing, frozen in place.

“Ah, Pa, no, ah, I was just kidding, um, I’ll, ah...Okay, I will do it with no car for a month...”

“You will do with no car for a month, young lady, and you will also do with some blisters on your fanny. As I said, I’m sick and tired of your sloppy, disrespectful attitude. Come here right now!”

“OH, NO! Please, Papa, no. Ma…please…Not a spanking, I’m sorry, okay? And you just said it. I’m twenty-two, far too old for it…please!”

“Well, my girl, at twenty-two, you must have learned what happens to you when you act like a silly kid and talk back to your parents on top of it!”

With that, Papa stood up. He grabbed Annika’s arm with one hand, gave her a half-turn, unfastened her robe, and slipped it off her pudgy body. Resting only in the skimpy, transparent nightgown, Annika tried to cover her bouncing breasts with one hand and the triangle of dark pubic hair with the other. Papa brought the young lady along with him as he sat down again, pulling her forward to topple over his sturdy lap.

The look of crestfallen shock and dreading embarrassment was evident on Annika’s face as she hung upside down across his Father’s legs with her nightgown that couldn’t even cover all her chubby, round, bare buttocks. Right then, she remembered that she was her Papa’s daughter, his girl who, at any age, must just behave or else. Her face evidenced her humbled recognition that he had put her back in her place, where a naughty girl belongs, across her Daddy’s knee.

"Nooooo, Papa, nooooooo!" She objected plaintively.

“Oh yes, young lady. This is long overdue. You asked for this, and now you are gonna get it!” Papa admonished her.

He pulled the back of Annika’s nightgown up over her big bum, up her bare back, to almost her shoulders, completely clearing the target for the task ahead. Now he has on his lap his younger daughter bare from the shoulder blades to her toes, her cute, plump little body wobbling in fear and dread, and nothing would deter him from imparting on the chubbiest, roundest part of her a lesson she wouldn’t soon forget.

“Oh God, please…this can’t be happening. Mama, please stop him. I’m too old for this, Mama!” Annika wailed with growing urgency.

Without paying attention to her pitiful pleas, the big, determined Father raised his strong hand to deliver his daughter’s well-deserved correction.

“Wait a minute, honey.”

With great relief, Annika heard her Mother’s voice stopping her Father.

“Oh, thank you! Thank you, Ma,” said the girl, almost already on the verge of tears.

“Wait to thank me,” said the gray-haired woman while she went into the bathroom.

Once she was back, she held a scary, sturdy, flat-backed, wooden bath brush in her hand.

“Nooooooooo, Ma! Not thaaaaaat, pleaseee! Nooooooooooo! Please, Papaaaa! Pleeeeese, Daddddyyy not the brush!” Annika wailed her protest in evident fear, seeing her Mother give that instrument of bottom torture to her Dad.

She did know that brush, its flat, wooden back, and her bottom had met before. Each time, it had been impossible to sit with some comfort for days after Pa had used it on her tenderest, chubbiest body part.

Pa thanked his wife and took the sturdy, long-handled bath brush. Holding it firmly in his hand, he raised it to the ceiling and immediately smashed its flat back down on the peek of Annika’s right buttock, HARD.

CRACK!

“AHARGHHHH!”

After that, the cracking sound of hard smacks on Annika’s upended, bare bottom flesh echoed like gunshots around the kitchen as Papa delivered a volley of solid, merciless swats with the wooden brush.

Annika’s eyes and face registered a stunned initial reaction. After came the recollection of such a familiar sensation from these all-too-frequent and all-too-painful experiences in the past. Then, the merciless punishment produced an increasingly intense shock of pain with each successive spanking on her chubby rear and meaty upper thighs.

Soon, the young woman was kicking, bucking, and bouncing her bare legs and hips across her Papa’s lap. Her bum and thighs were fast-deepening in flaming red and unbearably on fire!

Annika’s buxom legs wildly flailed up and out, wide and closed, and his pudgy body twisted and thrashed around on Papa’s lap, frantically bouncing around and wailing her sorrow just like a little girl being spanked for misbehaving.

Determined and stone-hearted, Papa roasted his overturned daughter’s plump, chubby bottom, inner buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and inner thighs so thoroughly that Annika was screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, girlish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

“I’m so sorry, Daddy!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I won’t be late anymore!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I won’t drink again!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I won’t do any of it again, ever!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“Give me another chance, please, Daddy!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“Stop spanking me, I’ll be good!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I will behave!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“It hurts so bad, Daddy!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I will listen to you and Ma and do whatever you say. Always!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

As the wailing young woman’s legs repeatedly thrust up and out and dropped again, Papa moved his right leg out from under her and over Annika’s legs, trapping her in position for firing off strike after strike of the hairbrush, blasting the fullest of her by now swollen buttocks and upper thighs.

“This should help make sure you don’t forget again. To help you remember. But just in case you think twice about behaving, listening, and doing what your Ma and I tell you, you know this result is what will be awaiting you.”

Wailing and squalling in a much higher and urgent voice, Annika squawked out her exclamations of pain and desperation but also her hearty agreement to whatever her Dad said.

Still confined over Papa’s lap, she was plunged deeper into the engulfing, all-consuming frenzy of the fiery, searing pain afflicting her poor backside and upper thighs. She was a defeated, broken, naughty little girl who eagerly wanted to mind her Papa forever.

When Papa finally stopped the onslaught of solid, flat wooden SMACKS, he sat for a couple of minutes, allowing his daughter’s sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. Annika’s face, wet with tears and covered in sweat and snot, had a shade of red, only a little less flashy than her livid red backside.

And then Papa released her, reaching down around her waist and hips, pulling the young woman up off his lap. Annika jumped to her feet, her hands rushing to clasp and rub her scorched, chastened behind while she leaped and hopped up and down before the man who had just roasted her bottom well done. Howling and squalling, she was totally unmindful of the nude spectacle she presented.

“Now, you get yourself upstairs, into the bathroom, shower, get yourself dressed, and back down here pronto! You are not going to spend the weekend eating in front of the TV seated on your fat bum, assuming you are able to do it after this spanking. Sure, Ma has work for you, girl. Now move, and don’t you be dawdling, or I’ll be up to get you, and we’ll have a repeat performance of what you just got. Understand me, Annika?"

Still jumping and bounding with her hands feverishly massaging her inflamed rump, Annika nodded her head up and down, sobbing out a heartbroken, “Ye-es-uh-uh, siiiiiiirrrrr, Daad-ddy-yyyyyyyyy!”

She sprung to scurry with her glowing, deep-reddened, and blistered backside up the stairs. Even walking was painful as her smoldered, swollen bum cheeks rubbed against each other. From downstairs, Pa and Ma kept hearing the young woman’s uninhibited, loud sobbing.

Once in the bathroom, she cleaned her face of the tears, stains, and snot. Then she turned her back to the mirror to inspect the result of the session across her Papa’s knees. From the top of her buttocks to mid-thighs, her rear had swollen; it was scarlet red and sported a painful-looking crop of blisters right on the sit spot.

While she gently caressed her inflamed rear end with one hand, she started to experience that old kinky sensation that came to her after any of her trips over the knees of her strong, big Papa. She put the other hand on her vulva, inserted her fingers, and started moving them more and more frantically on her clitoris. It took her just a few rubs to explode in a violent climax.

Shortly after, she hesitantly went downstairs, freshly scrubbed, dressed, spanked, and sheepish-looking.

“Go sit down, Annika. I’ve got breakfast for you,” said her Mama. “Then, you have a bathroom to clean, floors to wash, and the laundry to be laid out.”

“Ooo-uh-kay, Ma,” Annika concurred.

She hurried into the kitchen and tried to sit gingerly at the kitchen table. Still, as she determined that was impossible, she ate her breakfast standing.

‘She is a chastened young woman now,’ Papa said to himself, unhappy for the pain he had to inflict on the flesh of his flesh but satisfied for the job well done to put his misbehaving daughter back on the right track. ‘She will be a good girl now…at least for a while.’


Riona’s roasted hams

“Oh, c’mon, Tony! Would you please just cut it off and shut the fuck up!”

Riona’s family members sitting at the table blinked at the redhead woman’s vulgar outburst. Suddenly, an embarrassed silence fell in the dining room. The family was gathered to celebrate Riona’s husband, Tony, 25 years in the construction business. Tony’s younger sister and Riona’s two brothers, Uncle Archibald with his wife and two teenage sons, and Aunt Margaret with yet another boyfriend were there. Of course, the star of the evening was Tony, who, as usual, monopolized the conversation and attention of the assembled family.

‘Oh my God, I can’t stand his narcissism anymore!’ Riona had thought again and again until she could take no more,

Although she loved Tony, Riona’s relationship with him had always been a little bit conflicting. Tony was the type of man who aimed for perfection in everything he did, starting with his physical fitness (at fifty years old, he still had a fit and muscled physique), his work, and his role as the man of the house.

At 44, pretty redhead Riona had not yet blunted her innate rebellious nature. She resented Tony’s desire to always be the center of attention and the close, strict supervision he exercised on all family matters. Adding to that, Tony was a caring but stern and overprotective husband with a strong character and made no secret of who wore the pants in the house. So it was not strange that sometimes conflicts arose between the couple, and Riona often found herself in serious trouble. Because Tony...spanked!

Riona felt dumb when Tony was about to give her a spanking. She was an adult, and she could easily refuse to be spanked. But despite these thoughts, she obeyed her husband and let him pull her panties down and put her over his knee like she was a little girl. Yes, at 44, her husband would scold and spank her just like she was 9, long and hard on the bare bum, and till the poor woman cried and begged for the spanking to stop. Riona didn’t know why she didn’t just refuse to be spanked, but finally, she always ended up submitting to Tony’s discipline.

So now there Riona was, sitting at the family table, blurting out like a spoiled teenager. The frosty silence lasted a few seconds as the family members looked at each other, embarrassed. Riona’s cheeks blushed with shame once she realized the absolute inopportunity of her outburst. Tony’s cheeks also turned red, not from shame but from anger.

Laying the cutlery on the tablecloth and rising from her place at the head of the table, he muttered, “Excuse me,” at the assembled family.

“Stand up, Riona,” she hissed in a calm, icy, commanding voice, looking at his attractive wife with a gaze that seemed to incinerate her.

Looking back at him, Riona read the intention in his eyes, and suddenly, the color flushed from her cheeks.

“Tony…no, you can’t possibly think of…” she said with a lump in her throat.

“I said, stand up, Riona, NOW!” Tony didn’t relent.

Unable to stand against her husband’s will, Riona rose from her chair and stood before the table. Avoiding eye contact with the other family members, she stared with fear at Tony, who grabbed his chair, pushed it away from the table a couple of meters, and sat back down.

“Come over here, Riona,” he said, pointing to the spot in front of him with his thick index.

“NO…no Tony, you can’t…you won’t…I mean…we are in public!” Blabbered Riona, totally embarrassed by what her husband intended to do, but nevertheless approached him with little steps.

“Yes, we are,” came the reply from the irate husband. “And you have publicly insulted me and shamed yourself,” he roared.

Stunned, unable to fully understand the scene unfolding in front of their eyes, the rest of the family saw the pretty, redhead, buxom, fortyish lady approach, crestfallen, Tony sitting with a straight back and imperious manner. By all means, Riona was an adult woman, attractively dressed in a black blouse that stretched on her abundant bosom, cinched at the waist by a high belt that emphasized the soft curve of her generous hips, and a pair of leggings, also black, that hugged her shapely thighs and round, womanly bottom. Nevertheless, she had just behaved like a spoiled teenager, and right then, she was acting like a subdued child.

Once Riona was within reach of her husband, Tony jerked her arm, forcefully pulling her toward him and yanking her off her feet and across the legs of his lap. Riona’s feet were kicking up as they flailed. Tony shifted her across his lap, adjusting her so that her wavy red hair rubbed against the floor. He let go of Riona’s left arm, reached over, grabbed her right one, pulled it up, and held it against her back. Then things went from bad to worse for the buxom, mature woman. Still holding her wrenched-up arm in the vice of his grasp, Tony swiftly pulled down Riona’s leggings, along with her skimpy panties, over her big round bottom, down her sturdy, meaty thighs, past her knees, to her ankles.

Holding her wife’s right arm firmly, Tony turned to the rest of the family, “Please, stay where you are; this won’t take long.”

The family members sat at the dining table next to each other. They all turned, staring wide-eyed at Riona’s broad hindquarters shamefully exposed on the sturdy marital lap. Her buttocks swelled up like two candid, meaty hillocks, round and soft, lightly wobbling for fear and shame, along with her sturdy, shapely thighs.

“Nooooooooooo,” a pitiful moan escaped Riona’s lips just as the angry Tony raised her chastising hand toward the ceiling.

Suddenly, Tony went to work on Riona’s bare behind, smacking with gusto the broad palm of his thick hand on the flesh of the woman tossed over his knee like a naughty child. No one in the room could argue that it wasn’t deserved, though. Riona had practically begged for it with her obnoxious, childlike behavior.

Through the tears and boohooing, the desperate woman hollered, “No, please, honey, nooo…not before everyone! Not before everyone!” It didn’t work. Just as when she was a small, misbehaving child, she was being spanked on the spot in front of everyone else in the family assembled there for dinner.

Heedless of his wife’s pitiful pleas, Tony rained down a storm of slaps on Riona’s generous rear end so hard that the astonished audience was left speechless.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

Again and again, hot, heavy spanks collided against Riona’s round, swelling bum cheeks and the meaty top of her thighs, branding the flesh of the weeping woman. In no time, overcome by the searing hot pain ignited in her hindquarters, Riona forgot about the embarrassment and was pleading and begging for it to stop.

“Okaaaay, honeyyy!” She protested. “Pleaseeeee! I’m sorryyyyyy!”

Being used to disciplining his wife in that old-fashioned way, Tony was also used to be pleaded and begged, and he didn’t relent in his corrective efforts, continuing to heat up his wife’s seat with machine-like swats that by then had become real butt-blazers,

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

“Nnnnaaaa-aaaaa-noooo, Tooonyyy! BOHOOOOO! I’m-aaah-sorry! I am! Reeeeaaally! Tooo-ooonyyy, pleeeez! AHAWHHHH!”

Desperate for the scorching slaps to end, Riona was pitifully blabbering while the intense, unbearable sting of her husband’s hard hand’s slaps against her burning, smoldering behind just increased. Tony was really letting go, raining hard-palm spanks down on his wife’s ample, tossing buttocks and thighs as she squirmed and wriggled, kicking and bouncing on the marital lap, pleading amidst choked and muffled tears.

“TOOONYYY! Stop it! I’m-augh-ah-sorry! AHAWHWW! You caaaan’t! Ah-uh-please! Oooo-ah-ow-uh-stopit! Daaarlinggg! I’m-uh-uh-ow-uh-not-uh-uh-a-little-uh-ow-ow-ow-girl! HOHOWWWW!”

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

Her husband paid no heed to her pleading and protests but kept blistering Riona’s already flaming-red hindquarters. His strong hand pummeled his wife’s bare, marked behind with intense speed and strength, as the inferno on her bottom was roaring. So fierce and excruciating was the fire ignited in the woman’s rear that Riona bucked and kicked so hard that her heels flew off her feet, hitting the wall behind her. Poor Riona felt like she could stand it no more, but she had to. She was trapped, and Tony was tanning her hindquarters a deep, hot, raw red! She felt herself slipping, regressing, and feeling more and more, just like a naughty little girl being spanked for misbehaving and bad manners.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK!

“Nooooo-hoooo, Tooo-uh-neee! Tooony-uh-augh, AHAWWWWW! Pleeeeeez OHOWWWWW! Stooop! Tooon-uh-eee, I’m-uh-sorreeeeee! WHAHHHHH! Tooo-neee OHOWHWWW! Pleeez AHARGHHH! Nooo-uh-moooreee! WHAHHHH! It-uh-hurrrrrrtz!  OHOWHWWW! I-uh-wooon’t-uh-beee baaad-uh-agaaain!  AHAWWWW! Tooo-neee, I-hu-am-sorreee! AHARGHHHH! Toooneee! AHARGGGG! I-uh-wooon’t-uh-beee-uh-baaad-uh-anyeee-uh-mooor! AHAWHHHHH! AHAWWWWWW!”

Notwithstanding her shrieking pleas, Tony continued the merciless correction of his pretty wife until, defeated, she surrendered, just quivering and shaking, as she screeched and sobbed, gagged and choked, with each landing spank.

Finally, the uninterrupted flurry of hard hand spanks was over. Still, Riona didn’t even realize it for a minute or two as she lay hanging over Tony’s knees, her eyes and nose wetting the ground.

Once her sobs and coughs began subsiding, Tony lifted her up and off her knees. Immediately, Riona’s legs were wobbly as she stood half-naked before the assembled family, weeping and grabbing a handful of her big, smoldered, smoking buttocks in each hand.

Tony also got up from his chair and, pointing to the stairs with his outstretched arm, commanded, “And now to bed with you. You have an early bedtime, Riona.”

Riona’s panties and leggings remained where they were as she was not permitted to pull them back up while she had to raise upstairs for her early bedtime comically. She did her walk of shame, head down and shoulders slumped, humiliated beyond words, having been spanked on her bare behind, in open view of her family and the world, and now hopped up for the stairs half-naked, with her big blistered, livid-red bottom for everybody to see.

Meanwhile, Tony had retaken his seat at the head of the table.

“Well, gentlemen, where were we? Ah, yes, it’s time to serve the roasted ham,” he said thoughtfully.


The welcome home

When Rupert woke up that Saturday morning, the morning light enlightened the bedroom. He left the room and heard Hedy and Simon’s voices in the kitchen. The clatter of dishes indicated that his wife was preparing breakfast, so he headed to the bathroom for a quick shower.

Once he had washed and dressed, he went downstairs. He found his wife and her visiting brother sitting on the high stools in the kitchen and turned a loving gaze to his pretty wife. Hedy wore a tight-fitting purple blouse and black leggings. Simon had opted for a light white sweater that showed off his muscular chest and broad shoulders on brown slacks.

Rupert sat near Hedy, and the three had breakfast, chatting amiably. They had no particular activity planned for that morning since Emily was due to arrive at any moment.

Right then, the sophomore girl was driving back home from college.

At 20, Emily was a pretty brunette. Being a sportswoman, her body showed particularly fit, apart from voluptuous, with broad shoulders, small but protruding breasts, a narrow waist, and a round, firm bum over a pair of muscled, tonic legs.

She usually had a jovial nature and was appreciated by classmates for being a good companion both in study and in...extracurricular activities. But right then, none of that joviality enlightened her pretty face, and her heart thudded against her chest, each beat echoing the uncertainty that awaited her.

The journey back to the family home, which could have been the occasion of a warm reunion with her loved parents and preferred Uncle, whom she had a crush on since kindergarten, was now shrouded in a cloud of worry. Gripping the steering wheel and replaying her situation for the umpteenth time, Emily entered the driveway and parked the car in front of the family mansion.

While Hedy went to open the door for her daughter, Emily got out of the car and climbed the few steps that led to the porch. With each step, the creak of the wooden floor beneath her shoes seemed to echo the weight of the letter concealed in her backpack and bring her closer to the confrontation she feared.

“Hi, sweety!” Hedy said, throwing her arms around her daughter’s neck on the porch.

Emily returned the embrace and kissed her mother on the cheek, only to be lovingly pulled from her mother’s arms by Simon, who embraced her in turn, holding her tightly against his chest.

“And don’t you give an embrace to Dad?” Was the turn of Rupert to say.

Once inside the living room, Emily was evasive. While her Uncle, who had not seen her for more than a year, asked her about her college career, Hedy’s maternal sensibility noticed that the girl avoided eye contact and continually looked at her backpack resting on the sofa.

Sensing something amiss, Hedy looked at her husband with concern. Seeing the worry on his wife’s face, Rupert also became suspicious.

“Emily, what is it in your backpack that you are so worried about?” Rupert asked.

Emily hesitated, and the room fell into an uneasy silence. 

Then, ashamed of confessing the reason for her worries in front of her Uncle, Emily said tentatively, “In the backpack, Dad? Uhm, nothing...”

“You know better than that, miss. Go ahead, tell us,” said Rupert, his voice showing a growing apprehension and a beginning of annoyance.

“Okay, Dad,” Emily said, her voice betraying the unease. “I need to talk to you…in private.”

“We’re all part of the family here, and I won’t show rudeness by talking to you in private. Come on, miss, get the truth out now!” said Rupert with finality.

Understanding that there was no other way out, Emily took a deep breath, unfolded her backpack, took out the letter, trudged over to her Dad, gave it to him, and stood before him, waiting for him to read it.

Rupert saw that the letter came from the college dean. His gray eyes went from the letter to his daughter’s face, and he stared at her with a reproaching glare.

“I guess since you were trying to hide this from your Mother and me, it must not be good news,” he said, tapping the closed letter on the palm of his other hand.

Emily stood still in front of her Dad without saying a word.

Slipping his thick finger into the envelope, Rupert opened the letter. The room was filled with palpable tension as Lisa and Simon saw Rupert’s face grow increasingly gloomy as he read the letter. Finally, he raised his face and stared at his daughter with a gaze that seemed to incinerate her.

“Dad, look, it’s not like it seems…” Emily started to say, but her irate Father stopped her at once.

“Really, Emily? So it’s not true that, as the letter says, you were found along with two other female students in the boys’ dormitory…in a clear violation of college’s rules and regulations, is it?”

Blushing, Emily bowed her head. Everything was going even worse than she had feared. Not only was Dad furious, but she was also shaming her in front of Uncle Simon.

“Look at me when I talk to you, miss, and answer me!” Rupert’s voice made the crestfallen girl raise her head.

“Yes, Dad, it’s true, but…it was just a prank; we didn’t mean any harm, Dad.”

“Oh, well, if you didn’t mean any harm, then it’s all fine,” said Rupert sarcastically, “and we don’t need to worry about the fact that…any recurrence of such behavior will result in severe consequences, including the possibility of expulsion from the college…would we?”

“I already apologized, Dad, and I assured the dean that it would not be repeated. Everything is fine now,” Emily said, trying to show some strength of character. 

“What’s going on with you, Emily? How could you get in so much trouble?” Rupert’s voice rang in the room, disappointed and angry. “With all the recommendations we made to you! And with all the money your college costs us!”

“Dad, I wasn’t doing anything that bad, I swear,” Emily said, trying to sound secure.

“Well, that’s hard to believe when there’s so much in here. Look…It is crucial that Emily understands the gravity of this situation and the importance of adhering to our community standards…and so on,” Rupert said, standing and crossing his arms on his chest.

“Oh well, I did know you wouldn’t understand,” Emily finally exclaimed, standing in front of her Father, her voice breaking with emotion, blushing to be scolded before her beloved Uncle, and wanting to prove that she was no longer a brat who could get yelled at. “Probably, you never did this kind of thing at college. Besides, I… I’m an adult now and don’t need your scoldings.”

“Maybe you think that at your age, you are already an adult, but you are just a little more than a girl who has a great need to be guided by the wisdom of your elders, especially when you act as you did!” Rupert almost barked, surprised and outraged to have been addressed that way by his daughter. “Therefore, a sound spanking on your bare bottom will bring you down a notch and put you back in your place. Believe me, young lady, you will be a very sorry, weeping little girl once I’m done smacking your buttocks. I’m only sorry that Simon will be here while I have to dish out such a shameful occurrence.”

At the mention of the S-word, blood drained from Emily’s face, and her defiant attitude suddenly changed to a more compliant and submitted one, “Please, Dad, as I said, I already apologized to the dean, and really, I didn’t mean to cause so much trouble. Honest. I promise it won’t happen again. Can’t we please just forget it?” Emily’s voice cracked, and she tried to keep from crying. “Come on, Dad. I’m in college now, I’m twenty! I’m too old for…that.”

Rupert didn’t buy that.

“Follow me to your room, young lady. Did you want a private conversation with me? Well, you will get one now!” He said, pointing to the stairs.

“Please, Dad, can’t you give me one more chance? Dad, please,” Emily begged, but her Dad’s expression remained unchanged.

“You will follow me up to your room unless you want me to perform what must be done right here!”

As those words escaped her Dad’s lips, Emily’s gaze rested on her handsome Uncle’s face for a moment, and she saw a smirk forming on his lips.

So, crestfallen and with legs feeling like rubber, she followed her Father up the stairs to her bedroom, where all her corrections had always occurred.

Once the two were in the girl’s bedroom, Rupert sat on the bed. Emily looked at him with her bashful dog eyes. When she had left for college, she had hoped never to deal with such a painful and shameful event again, but still, here she was, once again.

“Take them down,” said Rupert, indicating her jeans.

Feeling like she had gone back in time and by now submissive to her Father’s authority, Emily unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans and pulled them to her ankles. She pulled her jeans off, picked them up, folded them in half, and set them on the bed.

“Okay, Dad, I…I deserve a spanking, but I’m in college now and an adult. Can’t I at least leave my panties on this time, please?” Her voice cracked again as she stood with her jeans off before her paternal parent.

The transformation of the self-assured young woman into a bad little girl was amazing, thought Rupert.

“Please, Dad. I’m sure no other girls at college are spanked by their Dads anymore. It’s so old-fashioned! Can’t you let me keep my panties on?”

Rupert remained calm and consistent, his arms crossed on his paternal chest. Emily’s demeanor broke, and she began to weep openly for the indignity of it all. Nevertheless, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly lowered them to her ankles, stooped, picked them up, folded them, and put them neatly over her jeans.

Rupert patted his sturdy legs. Emily knew what to do. She stepped forward and began to lower herself over her Dad’s lap.

While poor Emily, already crying, restarted the pleading that she was too old, she would be good, she was sorry, and she would never do it again, Rupert settled her daughter’s plump bottom in the perfect position to receive her well-deserved punishment.

Emily’s bottom had changed from the last time she was in that same position, Rupert considered with paternal pride. Her buttocks were more round and soft, definitely more womanly.

Then, without any more delay, he raised his arm to the ceiling and suddenly swung his work-hardened palm on the crown of the girl’s buttocks.

SMACK! SMACK!

Emily jerked at the first couple of smacks, then began writhing and squirming around as her Dad peppered her girlish rump all over, covering every reachable spot again and again until a flaming, fiery pain was mounting irresistible.

“Don’t you ever let me hear about you messing around like that in college again!” Scolded the determined Father, not stopping to rain down solid smacks on her daughter’s raging bottom.

“Ohw! Owhw! No, Dad, I’ll be good! OHW! OHWHWW! Not so hard, Dad! I’m sorry! I’m really sorry! AHAWHWWW! Please…IT STINGS! BWUAHAAAA!”

Emily shrieked and screamed, her young adult voice giving way to the rising crescendo of pathetic, soprano-like screeching of a little girl being punished for bad behavior.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

“What do I have to do to get through your head?! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Next time you get in trouble, I’ll go straight to your college and spank you there. How’d you like that? I bet your friends won’t think you’re such an adult when they see you over your Daddy’s knee with your panties down!!”

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

“OHWHWWWW! NO, DADDY! AHAWHWW! I’ll be good! AHAWHWWW! I promise I’ll be good! BWUAHAAAAAA! Please, Daddy, it stingsss! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

As she squalled and wailed broken-hearted, begging her Daddy to stop spanking her bum, Emily completely forgot the presence of Uncle Simon, who downstairs was listening to her shameless pleas and little girl cries.

“DADDY! AHAWHWW! DADDY NOOO!  AHARGHHHH! AHAWWWW! DADDDYYY! IT HURTS! AHAWHWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BADDD! BWUAHAAAAA! DAH-ADDDYYY! NOOO! AHAWWW! PLEEEZ NO MORE SPUH-AAANK-EEENG! BWUAHAAAAA!”

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

Right then, all Emily could think of, all she could address was the humiliating agony of the blazing torch that was searing her butt and top of her thighs. She was once again just her Daddy’s little girl, sorry to have been bad and pleading to be forgiven and for her scorching spanking to stop.

Rupert smacked his beefy hand down, flattening in turn her daughter’s buttocks and top of thighs until they were flaming red and the poor girl’s face was damp with tears and snot. Emily was bawling like a toddler having a tantrum when Rupert finally decided she’d had enough and gave her one last smack.

He let her cry all her sorrow over her paternal lap for a couple of minutes, and then he helped her up. As soon as she was released from Rupert’s thighs, the well-chastised girl started a frantic war dance, blubbering, rubbing her scorched buttocks and thighs, and hopping in place.

The dull thuds of Emily’s jumps resounded in the living room, eliciting a smirk from Simon and a sigh from Hedy.

Up in her bedroom, Rupert allowed her daughter a couple of minutes of bum rubbing, then she ordered her over to a corner of the room and to bury her nose in it with her hands crossed on her back.

Only then, once she was in the naughty corner, with her nose to the wall, with her red, swollen, and smoldered bum sticking out, did Emily remember the presence of Uncle Simon downstairs. He sure had heard her treated in the manner of a bratty little girl and acting as one. That was too shameful to bear. She thought she couldn’t look him in the eyes ever again.


The paddle at 45

Natasha’s husband has always been a fair but strict man with her and his two daughters.

Abraham was a builder and ran his own business. He was a man cut in old wood and had always worked hard to support his family. Abraham had always been tender with his two girls. Still, being from the old school, he never accepted any nonsense from them. Even now that they were 20 and 19, every time he felt they needed it, he would pull down their panties, place them across his knee, and then slap their backsides with the flat of his hand until he was satisfied they had learned their lesson.

But for his blond, buxom Natasha, it was another story. Since she was a mature woman and had to prove herself responsible for running the home and family, whenever she failed in doing so, it was the paddle for her. This was one of those wooden paddles sold in a novelty shop with a ‘board of education’ written on it. Abraham has never had any qualms about making his wife raise her skirts or dress or drop her pants and bending her over for a vigorous paddling with that wooden tool, not before taking down her panties to the knees.

That paddle had burned across Natasha’s bum even before she married Abraham, and they were just fiancees. She had thought that now, at 45, her days of baring her precious, big bum in front of her husband were finished. Yet, the other week, the mischievous lady found herself once again with her overalls’ pants, and panties around her ankles and her bare, chubby buttocks in the air while her husband gave her a scorching session of burning smacks with the damned board.

So what had Natasha done the other week to get her husband to make her bare her bum and whack her till tears and snot flowed freely down her pretty face? Well, she had gotten into a bit of a drunken state with some old high school fellows, and she had ended up spending the night in her friend Diana’s house because they both could not drive. The following day, with a bad headache, Natasha returned to find the house empty. Her daughters and Husband had already gone to work, so she went to her room and climbed into bed to sleep, where she remained till mid-afternoon.

After waking for a few minutes, she heard Betty, her youngest daughter, opening her bedroom door.

“Mom, are you awake?”

Drifting out of her stupor, she looked over to focus on the girl standing in the doorway,

“How are you, Betty?” She asked with a doughy mouth.

“What happened to you, Mom? We were so worried, and Dad was furious that you didn’t come home last night and did not bother to ring. He even tried your mobile, and that was switched off.”

With a knot in her stomach, Natasha vaguely said she had spent the night at Diana’s and that her cell phone had run out of battery. The Problem was that she knew Betty was right to be worried and Abraham was right to be mad. She had not thought about ringing home when she realized she was drunk, and now she felt she had to face the consequences of her actions.

Feeling like she was to throw up, Natasha got out of bed and headed into the bathroom for a quick shower and to freshen up. It was good to let the water rush over her body. She dried herself out of the shower and could not help but stare at her curvaceous body in the mirror. Her hands went to rub her generous yet firm buttocks that were pale white and contrasted with her tanned, tonic legs. Right then, she felt they would soon end up red, raw, and marked for a couple of days when her husband got home.

The wait seemed endless, yet it was only an hour or so after Betty had talked to her that Natasha heard the pick-up truck pull up on the drive. The front door banged, and she felt like she wanted to piss as she became nervous, knowing her husband was mad.

“Natasha, are you upstairs?” Abraham yelled.

Just hearing his voice sent butterflies rolling around the woman’s stomach.

“Yes, honey,” she answered in a timid voice.

Hurriedly, the big man rose the stairs and went to the master bedroom, where he found his wife sitting at her vanity. She was putting on her makeup, but when she saw Abraham enter the room, she turned to him with puppy-dog eyes.

“What the hell happened to you last night? You did not come home at all. No phone call and your mobile was switched off. Did you not think for one minute that me and your daughters might be worried to death about you? I wanted to call the police, but the girls persuaded me to wait and see if you had come home today before we took that step.”

Natasha bowed her head and whispered the sad story of her sleeping at Diana’s, avoiding specifying that she was too drunk to do otherwise. She ended by saying she was sorry.

“SORRY! Is that all you have to say?” Roared Abraham. “I think a bit more than sorry is required, Natasha. You may be 45, yet you have acted like a spoiled teenager. Well, I think a session with the paddle will make you think about your actions in the future.”

Natasha knew this was where it was leading, but she still decided to give it a try.

“Honey, please, come on, I am too old to get the paddle. You can’t seriously want to paddle me at my age. I’m way too old for that.”

Abraham glared at her before speaking again, “Natasha, you will never be too old for me to wallop your backside. I have had enough of your cockiness in recent months; it’s about time you were brought down a peg or two once again. I know, and you know, that now and then, you need to have your bare rear end tended with the paddle until you can’t sit down comfortably for a few days to keep you on the straight and narrow. Today is one such occasion. Follow me in my office now!”

Natasha knew she had no choice, so she sheepishly followed the big, sturdy man like a condemned on her way to the gallows. Once in his office, Abraham went to the cupboard, opened one door, and extracted the familiar flat, wooden tool that had warmed his wife’s rear on more occasions than she wanted to remember.

“Come on, Natasha, get those overalls’ pants down, and your panties; it can’t do much good unless your backside is bare, miss,” said Abraham, slapping the paddle in his big beefy hands as his wife stripped down and exposed her feminine, big, round buttocks to him, bending over the desk in what was a sadly familiar position.

“First off, you must ring home if you are not coming home.”

CRACKKK!

Natasha felt the first swat of the flat wood exploding across her backside, setting a fire back there.

“You gave no thought to me and the girls!”

SPLATTT!

“In this family, we don’t like cocky ladies who have become too big for their britches.”

CRACKKK!

After just three swats, Natasha’s buttocks were on fire as her husband continued his tirade, “You are not too old and never will be to have your backside tanned, darling!”

SPLATTT!

Poor Natasha’s bum was burning up. Her husband now got into his stride, continuing to scold her as he delivered swat after swat of the paddle across her generous backside till the burning sensation turned unbearable. Tears were rolling down her cheeks, her nose was running, and her mouth was contorted in a grimace of sobbing and begging for him to stop such an unmerciful correction.

Only when he hit 30 hard swats of the paddle did Abraham stop his wife’s punishment. The poor woman’s ample rear end was literally smoldering, and she could hardly see as her eyes were filled with tears. No longer was she a 45-year-old woman. She was a little girl who had just had her bare bottom truly smacked and set on fire for her misdeeds. Her nose was dripping snot, her face was a mess, her bottom was the color of an overripe tomato, and it felt twice its size.

Finally, Abraham told her she could get up, and as she stood up and the contours of her bum changed, her burning agony increased.

Abraham put the paddle on his desk and looked into Natasha’s eyes.

“Natasha, I did not enjoy doing that to you, but you left me no choice. As long as you act foolish, you will get your bottom smacked. And next time that you won’t be bothered to make a simple phone call to tell your husband you won’t be coming home, I will skin those big buttocks of you with the board!”

As her husband was telling his tirade, Natasha just stood there with her pants and panties at her ankles, her hands grasping her stinging buttocks, and her feminine charms on a show for her husband to see.

Eventually, he told her to get her pants back up and leave his office. Even the thin cotton of her flimsy panties felt like sandpaper as she covered up. She left Abraham’s office, still cupping her buttocks in her hands. As she reached the door, her two daughters stood outside in the living room, waiting for her. Both of them gave Natasha a sympathetic look, and Betty hugged her. They both knew how much Abraham’s punishments stung, and their poor Mom had just had one hell of a paddling.
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