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The Lying High Price

Enlightened by the street lamps’ light in the middle of the night, the two sisters offered a show that sure would call men's attention.

The tall, twenty-two years old Jenny, even when was in high school had the biggest breasts of any girl in her class and a bottom that made boys turn their heads. Laura, nineteen, was shorter than her sister, and not so buxom, but she too had a stunning rear end and a pair of very shapely legs. And right now, dressed for the night out, they looked particularly attractive and sexy. Jenny wore a tight-fitting sweater that showed off her prosperous bosom, and a pair of black leggings so tight that they were practically a second skin and fully put on show the plump roundness of her prominent buttocks. Laura had a blouse over a skirt so short that barely covered her rear and left her pantyhosed legs completely bare from her hips to her dizzying heels.

In contrast to their glittering appearance, their faces were worried as they watched the police tow truck take away their car after they have been fined.

“Dad will be mad about this!” Said Laura with a worried look.

“Yea,” said an also concerned Jenny, “we had been warned that that car had broken brake lights.”

“Warned? That is an understatement. We had been expressly forbidden by Dad to use our car! But we didn’t listen to him, and now…this,” Laura retorted dejectedly.

"A real bummer," Jenny interjected.

“Bummer? Oh, I know some bums that will pay dearly for it. You know as I do that we are already in a lot of trouble,” said a crestfallen Laura.

“Yea,” replied Jenny sadly, “We will probably remember the trouble we are in every time we try to sit down for the next few days.”

“This thing that while we are living under the family roof we are under the family rule no matter our age is just crazy. I hate it so much,” said Laura, and with that, her hand went unconsciously to give a rub at her swelling skirted rear. “I can't understand why you are still living there. With your wage as a registered nurse, you can easily go off and live on your own."

“Oh well,” said Jenny doubtfully, “I guess that I don’t like the idea to live alone so much. One day, when I will meet the right person, I will go to live with him, but until then I prefer to stay home. In the end, come on, our parents are great and I really love them…despite Dad’s strap.”

“I really love them too. I just wish they weren’t so old-fashioned,” replied Laura shivering at the mention of the strap.

For a few minutes, the night silence fell on the crestfallen sisters, then Jenny came out with an idea.

“Listen, Laura, why don't we do it this way? Tomorrow, when Dad and Mom get back from the weekend in the mountains, we'll tell them we took the car to the mechanic to fix the brake lights. I'll then go on Monday to pay the fine and redeem the car at the police impound and get it fixed. If we stick to this story Dad will never learn the truth...and our bums will be saved!"

“I don’t know, Jenny,” replied Laura doubtfully. “This reminds me of the time you forged Dad’s signature on one of my punishment slip in high school. We couldn’t sit down properly for a full week when Dad found out.”

‘Forget about sitting down, I couldn’t even wear any panties for a couple of days after Mom and Dad discovered that trick’ thought Jenny, but said,  “C’mon Laura. We are grown up now, Dad sure wouldn’t investigate a reasonable explanation…and besides, there will be not a parent-teacher meeting where our parents could discover our lies.”

“Ok then,” said a resigned Laura. “And hopefully this time it will go better. Come on, call an Uber, and let's go home."

Six days had passed since that unfortunate night when Jenny was on her way home from work just before dinnertime. The car's brake lights had been fixed and Dad had bought her and her sister's lie. Without the slightest concern, Jenny parked in the driveway and entered the house.

"Hi, everyone!", she said as soon as she entered the kitchen.

The reception she received was not what Jenny expected. Bone-chilling silence greeted her. Her mother, looking annoyed, stood by the sink and stared. Strangely already in her pajama, Laura was setting the table and had her back to her. She didn't turn around. Dad was not in the room.

"What's the matter?", Jenny asked, no one in particular.

As soon as she had spoken those words Jenny noticed on the cupboard shelf an open envelope and a police notice. As she looked, she better realized that it was a request for the car to be serviced for brake lights. Immediately a tremor ran through her and drops of cold sweat beaded her forehead.

"Why don't you ask your sister?", was her mother’s tart reply.

Laura set the last plate on the table and slowly turned around. Jenny's heart pounded faster as she could tell by her sister's red and puffy eyes and sad expression that she had been crying her eyes out and was still in a great amount of pain.

"Dad read the police’s notice," she sniffled, “and…he whipped all the truth out of me,” she confessed with a tear streaking down her cheek and both hands cupping very gently her pajama-covered buttocks.

Underneath her pajama pants, Laura's red and blistered bottom throbbed unmercifully. It was so painfully sore that she hadn’t been able to wear any panties.

Dad’s footsteps stormed towards the kitchen. A blanching Jenny felt her knees start to shake.

"Jenny, I want to see you in my room! Right now!" Dad bellowed.

"Please, Dad! I'm sorry!" A pleading Jenny whined.

Dad took a step forward, his face the picture of an angry father.

"So help me, young lady, if you don't do as you are told this instant I'll whip that bottom of yours right in front of all the family! Is that what you want?"

Jenny stood, frozen, and stuttering, she began a litany of childish pleadings, "Please...I don't want to be whipped...please Dad, I’m sorry…I won’t do it again, I promise…please Daddy, pleaseeee…”

The irate Dad was in no mood to put up with any nonsense.

"Very well, if that's the way you want it!" He barked as he left the kitchen.

Jenny knew instantly what was going to happen.

"No! Ok, I’m coming!", she yelled and took off after her father.

Too late. Dad was already back with the leather strap in his hand.

"Oh no, young lady! You had your chance!" He said while taking her daughter by the arm and pulling her to the living room’s sofa.

Dad was used to correcting the girls in private, but there were exceptions to every rule, and it seemed this was one of them. While her Mom and teary-eyed Laura looked from the kitchen through the wide door left open, Jenny, with a scared look on her face, was brought in front of the sofa’s arm.

“Get yourself ready,” was all that her imposing father said with finality, his hands on his hips.

“Ohhh, pleaseeeee, nooooo,” said Jenny piteously, nevertheless she meekly complied with her Dad’s order.

With shaky fingers, while her face blushed scarlet in shame, she raised her skirt to her waist, then, she lowered her sheer pantyhose along with her lacy panties to her knees. Jenny’s plump, pretty bottom popped out in front of her family, her flesh was firm and her forms were deliciously voluptuous. Her legs were tan from the summer sun, which served to call attention to her snow-white, bubble bottom that was ample and round. Her buttocks resembled two white, protruding, meaty hillocks that wobbled around as she was gently but very firmly doubled up over the sofa arm by her father.

With the wide, sturdy, and fearing-looking length of leather dangling from his right hand, her Dad adjusted Jenny in the right position, with her generous white bum pointing well to the ceiling, and her legs spread dangling in the air, her feet just up to the floor. Then he began a lecture about the importance of listening to her parents and the evil of lies and ended with these fateful words, “You have behaved irresponsibly and you have lied to your parents, so brace yourself, girl, I’m going to whip you until you won’t sit down!”

The next sound heard was the CRACKK! of leather against poor Jenny’s wide, protruded, bare butt.

CRACKK!

The strap connected again and “OWW” escaped from the punished girl’s lips.

CRACKK!

A third time Jenny’s Dad swung the leather and the two meaty hillocks flattened and then sprung back bearing three wide, red, puffy welts.

“AHARGHHHHHH!” Jenny cried, unable to suppress her anguish anymore.

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

A flurry of quick, solid leather swats rained randomly all over Jenny wobbling rear end. At this point the poor girl started moving on the sofa arm alternating turning to one side and then the next in an attempt to escape the branding leather.

“I’ll teach you to move around!” The irate father said and with that, the strap danced across Jenny’s upper thighs.

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

“No, NO! Daddy, pleaseeee, PLEASE STOP!” Jenny pitifully pleaded between her sobbing.

Hearing her older sister wailing and pleading in such a distressed way made Laura realize that she was doing no different from how she had just a few hours ago. Acting mature was long gone for her by now, and she resembled, and sure felt, like nothing else than a little girl being corrected by her strict paternal parent.

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

Yet her Dad kept delivering strap lashes across the top back of her thighs. Jenny was sobbing uncontrollably now as the stinging and burning increased.

“ARGHHH! Daddyyyyy! BWAAAA! Please, PLEASE NOT MY LEGS! BWUHAHHH!” She pitifully pleaded.

“You better stay in position then!” Her resolute Father said, and he did go back to strapping his older daughter’s swelling buttocks.

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

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRAKK!

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

Jenny’s crying and pitiful pleading was in full swing. It was evident that the burning sensation raised in her rear end by that unmerciful leathering had escalated to an unbearable level. Even so, her Dad didn’t end her correction, he just stopped for a moment to change his position.

‘He sure saw that some parts of her big buttocks are still white,’ thought Laura, she knew that Dad believed that to drive the lesson home all that white flesh had to be turned mottled red.

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

Unforgiving the old man delivered the strap lashes full force on the deserving girl’s buttocks. The two once white meaty hillocks and tanned thighs were all a painful-looking engine-red by now. Every time the unmerciful leather landed, poor Jenny’s flesh flattened and then sprung back again, bearing a new branded red welt, and eliciting wails and blabbering cries from the receiving girl that was clearly beside herself.

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

Her Dad then stopped to whip her bottom and asked, “Have you learned your lesson, young lady?”

“Yees, Daddyyy, yessss,” she sobbed, “I will always obey you and Mom. I will never, ever lie again, I PROMISE! BWUAHAAAA!”

Her Dad stood thinking for a moment, then raised the strap again and, CRACK! He started to whip the inside of his daughter’s thighs that he had made sure were open.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Jenny was in real agony by now. Unable to utter coherent words with her choking crying, consumed by this new pain on the tenderest skin of the inside of her meaty thighs.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Let this be a lesson to you.” Told finally her Dad but not before he had delivered a final flurry of searing lashes right on Jenny’s sit spot.

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

“Get up, now!”

It took a while for Jenny to realize that her ordeal had come to an end. When she got up from her bending position she was still a crying hiccupping mess with her nose running profusely and her face full of tears and dripped mascara. Even Laura was stunned at the change that the poor girl’s bottom had undergone, and she realized that her poor sister has been punished even more than she was! Jenny’s already generous bum had swelled to an even bigger size and the crown of her buttocks was sort of a blotchy, beet red. The rest of her bottom faded evenly to flaming red near the very top of her bottom, the sides, the very top, and the inside of her thighs, but right on the sit-spot the skin had turned to a painful looking grey, it was evident that the leather had raised blisters right there. All in all, a very painful sight. 

Wailing to the ceiling Jenny rushed both hands to her smoldered and swollen rear and she pranced around the room, her face contorted in a grimace, damp with tears and snot. Hampered by panties and pantyhose still twisted around her knees she comically hopped up and down in front of all her family, rubbing her bum frantically and promising in high pitch her 'Daddy' and ‘Mommy’ that she would never be 'a bad girl' again.

"Now let me make myself clear," her Dad said after having let her do her performance of the 'well-spanked-girl dance' for a few minutes. "I don’t want you to lie to your parents and to make your younger sister lie to us, A N Y M O R E! Is that clear?"

“YES, yes Daddy…SOB…I’m so sorry Daddy…Mommy, I promise I will be good!” Jenny assured her parents while her hands clasped her burned buttocks.

"Good," her Dad said.

He then grabbed her by the arm again and motioned her toward a corner of the living room.

"Now you can have fifteen minutes to think about what you’ve done."

As if by then she wasn’t humbled enough, Jenny dutifully moved to stand facing the wall, lifting her hands to her head. It was a wretched but familiar position for her.

Fifteen mandatory minutes passed, her Dad released her from the corner, and her Mom, pitied by the state of her daughter's rear end, excused her for dinner. So Jenny with just her pajama top on, put herself in the sheet of her bed to sleep on her tummy with the sorest rear end she had ever had.


Berry Takes Action

Beth's birthday was just that Monday, and Ashley feared that his newly married husband wouldn't like her going to celebrate her old friend.

Berry never liked Beth, to him, her nonconformist way of dressing was just sloppiness, and her so-colored way of speaking was just vulgar. Not to mention how much she liked to be out partying and drinking with friends, for Berry that just wasted time. To make matters worse, he was convinced that Beth was a bad influence on Ashley, who from his point of view, just did not need encouragement to behave frivolously.

Even before they were married, Berry had always said that in so many things she still acted like a silly girl, and now he insisted that she had to act like the responsible wife she was supposed to be at twenty-eight. And he was right, Ashley had to admit, sometimes she did act like a teenager, but it was hard to act like an adult when at your home everybody treats you like you were just a silly teenager.

And honestly, looking at her, it was hard to think of Ashley as the expert, professional executive secretary she was. Her short stature and petite frame gave her an air of an eternal teenager. That and the fact that till a few months ago she preferred to keep living in her parents' house made her family, her friends, and even Berry think of her, and subsequently treat her as if she was still a girl. Not exactly the best help to make her behave responsibly.

Ashley had started to go out with Berry at high school, they kept seeing each other while they were away at college, and once they came back to live in their old neighborhood they got engaged. Finally, after five years of engagement, six months earlier Ashley had decided it was time for them to get married.

As petite as Ashley was, Berry was tall, strong, and fit. He had been captain of the football team in high school, and he still loved to exercise, almost every day he went running and attended a gym consistently. And as much as Ashley was a party girl often with her head in the clouds, Berry was practical, determined, and accepted no nonsense from anyone. Even less from Ashley, now that as husband and wife, they finally lived together.

So there she was that morning, undecided about what to do for the night at the time of leaving for the office. She would either have to tell Berry that she intended to go to Beth’s birthday party at the risk that he denied his permission, or she would have to come up with an excuse to stay out at the risk of getting caught in a blatant lie and disobedience. And to the risk of the consequences that this would entail.

If Ashley had to be honest, she had willingly accepted that their house was run by her husband, and he had somewhat old-fashioned ideas about how a wife should behave. Besides that, there was also the problem of the thing that was in their closet drawer.

As weird as it can sound, right in a drawer of the closet in their bedroom stood a tool that Ashley knew well because it had been her father’s property and had been given to Berry as a wedding gift…and it was a wooden paddle. It was shaped like one of those toys that have the ball attached to a rubber band, but it was made of solid wood and finely lacquered, that tool had always had one and only purpose, to correct Ashley's behavior whenever the need arose.

Ashley had been shocked when on the wedding night Berry had opened the box containing the paddle. It wasn't that Berry wasn't aware of the kind of discipline with which Ashley had been brought up, but, hey, it's one thing for your boyfriend to know that at home if you misbehaved you'd get a red, puffy, sore bum, it's another thing for his father-in-law to give him permission, actually openly advise him, to do the same thing to his wife, Ashley thought. In contrast, Berry had not been so surprised by that unexpected gift and gigglingly placed it right in the drawer where Ashley kept her underwear.

"Just as a reminder to behave, honey," he had said mockingly.

So there it remained, under a pile of lacy underwear, and every time Ashley had to choose which panties to wear she was forced to look at that instrument of butt torture. And of course, wonder if her loving but old-fashioned husband would ever come to use it on her impertinent rear end.

It was right in front of that open drawer that Ashley that morning, fresh out of the shower with her body still damp from the bath vapors and smelling of lavender bubble bath, was deciding what to do for her evening outing. Finally, she decided to try her luck, in the end, a birthday comes just once a year, what the heck!

So after putting on a pair of black lace panties that wrapped nicely to her round bubble-butt bottom, and also a black bra that cupped her tiny firm breasts, she wore a formal office suit. But she also chose a short evening dress and a pair of sheer pantyhose, which she carefully folded and stowed in her portfolio.

Following her plan, that afternoon, just before the time she usually left the office, Ashley called Berry, warning him that she needed to stay at her job to finish some paperwork that Mr. Riley, her boss, needed for the next morning. After that, she went to the bathroom, took off her work dress, and slipped the sheer pantyhose over her slender legs. Then she put on her evening gown and went to check herself in front of the mirror. The dress fit her like a glove, her breasts small but protruding, her flat belly over her round hips, her full bottom swelling out insolently, yes, she thought as she winked at her mirror image, I look fucking good. She adjusted her makeup and walked out of the office carrying her business suit in her bag.

The evening passed pleasantly with her old fellows, and Ashley was careful not to overdo drinking. It was unlikely that Berry would be waiting awake for her, but just in case, she certainly did not want to be found drunk. Not only that but for added security, she was also one of the first to leave the bar just before 1 a.m., after changing clothes again in the bar restroom. Thus, when she crossed the threshold and found the light on and Berry seated in the living room, waiting for her with a book in one hand and a glass of scotch in the other, she was still pretty sure that she would be able to hold up her game.

Amiably, like the cat playing with the mouse, Berry asked her how her evening had been and let her tell about how she had been forced to work till so late for her Boss, without hardly even having time for dinner.

And then he dropped the bomb, "So how come Mr. Riley called about 9,30 to ask for you? Didn't he know that you had to stay in the office if he asked you to do just that?"

Ashley paled and, like every time she was caught in the act, she started to stutter and fumble trying to find an impossible way out.

Soon Berry had all the truth out and then it was his time to talk, and he started one of his worst tirades about Ashley's silly behavior that included a list of all her latest shortcomings.

"A speeding ticket on Monday, a 'couple' of drinks with your work colleagues on Thursday till late at night, and a disgraceful joke at my family’s lunch on Saturday," Berry said with his arms crossed over his ample chest. "And now this, your blatant lie to me, your husband, to do a thing that you know I wouldn’t have approved!"

Unable to hold his gaze anymore Ashley bowed her head. Every time Berry scolded her, she felt like she reverted to the state of a silly brat caught in the act and started to apologize just like one, telling her irate husband that she was sorry to have acted so foolishly.

“I’m afraid this time sorry it’s not nearly enough, Ashley,” stated Berry raising from the armchair and towering over his petite wife. “It’s high time that you learn that in this house, just like in the house you grew up, misbehaviors and lies have consequences.”

“What…what do you mean, honey?” Asked Ashley wide-eyed, sensing that the night was turning down a dangerous slope.

“What I mean, young lady, is that this time you are going to pay a high price for your disgraceful behavior,” said Berry grabbing his wife’s forearm gently but firmly and starting to drag her to their bedroom. “It’s too long that that wooden tool had been resting in your closet. Tonight we will put it in good work again!”

"OH NO!” Ashley almost shouted in both fear and disbelief at what she had just heard, “You…you can’t be serious…please honey, NO! Please don't! I'm sorry! I didn't mean to! Please not the paddle, anything but that, please! I won't do it again, I promise!"

Shaking his head in disbelief at his wife's foolishness Berry kept her by the arm and guided her to their bedroom. Once there he went to the drawer of the closet, opened it, and took hold of the wooden paddle, he then seated at the foot of the double bed putting his wife in front of him and the paddle at his side.

"Put your hands on your head!" He said.

“What…NOOO!” Ashley said, whining and stomping her foot on the floor, just like a little girl.

Suddenly Berry took the left arm of his wife with his left hand and turned her halfway, raised his right hand, and delivered six sharp slaps to her swelling pantsed rear.

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

“AHAWWWWW!” Wailed the petite woman and suddenly put both her hands on top of her head.

By now her stomach churned as she got to realize what was about to happen to her once again. All she could think of was oh 'OMG, I can’t believe it, I’m going to get my bottom spanked once again!' As always happened that pushed all other thoughts out of her mind, and she started to tremble and feel the traditional butterflies in her stomach at the knowledge of what was about to happen to her poor tender buttocks that clenched in fear.

Berry’s hands efficiently went to the flap of Ashley’s pants and opened it, he then inserted his fingers in the waistband of her panties and took them down along with her pants to her ankles. He then bent down and grabbed each ankle, one at a time, to guide the garments off his wife’s tiny feet,

"Over," was Berry's next order. 

By now Ashley had already regressed to the state of just a little girl that was about to receive a well-deserved correction, so she obediently bent herself on her husband’s dreaded lap, where due to her small stature she lay with her head almost to the floor and her tiny feet hanging in the air.

“You have disgraced yourself, Ashley," Berry said while taking hold of Ashley’s waist with his left arm. “You let me no choice but to punish you, and punish you severely!”

He got the paddle, raised his hand, and began swiftly spanking Ashley’s round, pretty, supple bottom cheeks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“WAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“PLEASE HONEY, PLEASE...IT HURTS!”

Ashley winced and started to wail as soon as the first few swats resounded against the skin of her bare upturned bottom. Finding herself turned bottom up, over a sturdy man’s lap, just highlighted the feeling of being just like a little girl who gets her bare bottom spanked by a strict paternal parent, so Ashley reacted no differently, crying, pleading, and begging for it to stop.

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

“WAAAAHHHHHHH PLEASE BERRY DEAR!”

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

“WAAAAAAAAH PLEASE NO MORE HONEYYYYY!”      

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

“WAAAAA IT HURTS SOOO BADDDDD! WAAAAAAA, PLEASE STOP!” 

But he didn’t stop, he went on and on while the burning sensation on Ashley’s poor bottom escalated from unbearable to excruciating, and she was squirming, kicking her legs, sobbing piteously, with her eyes shut, her face covered with tears and snot, her mouth opened wide. Overwhelmed by the unbearable stinging sensation in her rear end Ashley wailed like a toddler having a tantrum

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

“BWAAAAAAAH! BWAAAAHHH! AHAWWWWW! WHUAHAAAA!”

Up one bottom cheek and down the other, over and over, the paddle exploded across Ashley’s wobbling rear end, until every inch of her bubble-but bum and slender upper thighs was a deep, sore looking red and literally smoldering. Poor Ashley kept on crying and screaming as her bare behind ignited in various shades of red and hints of purple where her cheeks met thighs.

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

“AHAWWWWW! BWUAHAAAA! BERRY, PLEASE! AIEEEEE! I’VE LEARNED MY LESSON! AIEEEEEE! AHAWWWWWW! BWUAHAAAAAAA!"

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

"Are you ever going to disobey me again?" Berry asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of his wife's bum.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO BERRY! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER DISOBEY YOU AGAIN! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to lie to me again?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO SIR! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER LIE TO YOU AGAIN! EVER! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

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

Having noticed that he had achieved his goal to turn his disobedient wife into a sorrowful and repentant girl, Berry relented the correction and finally, Ashley's fierce paddling came to a halt. He let her cry for a couple of minutes over his lap while admiring his job. Ashley's bottom and the top of her thighs were a solid beet red and her buttocks had swollen up to a bigger, size, all in all, her complete rear had a very sore look. There were no doubts that she would regret her behaviors any time she tried to sit down in the next few days.

"Ok, sweety, now that we have dealt with your disobedience let's take care of your lying," Berry said when Ashley's crying subsided a little.

He then raised and grabbed her by the ear, dragged her to the hallway, and then frog-marched her into the bathroom. Once there Berry took a bar of soap and calmly ran it under the water working up a lather, before turning to Ashley.

"Open," he ordered.

Still weeping she looked at him with an imploring look and her mouth still shut. 

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

Six powerful slaps, three on each throbbing red buttock, were enough to make more tears spill from her eyes and open her mouth obediently.

"Your lying and silly attitude are going to be the death of you, miss! You’ll be tasting soap every time you tell me lies, and your buttocks will be as red as two ripe tomatoes until you’ve learned to behave as a respectful, responsible, and obedient wife!"

He scolded her as he rubbed the soap on her lips and mouth for about 30 seconds while Ashley gagged. Then she had to bite down on the bar of soap as Brad liberally peppered the backs of her legs with his wide hard palm causing her to shriek and swallow, with soap bubbles even coming out of her nose, only then she was allowed to rinse.

With all her modesty stripped away, humiliated beyond belief, any bit of self-confidence or cockiness, long gone, she was directed to a corner in the bedroom where she had to stand for fifteen minutes with her hand on her head, without even being allowed to rub her smoldered rear end.

It was only after her mandatory fifteen minutes in the corner that Berry went to rescue his well-punished and repentant wife from the corner. He hugged her and dried her face with a tissue. He held her against him, while she cried tears of pain and relief against his chest and he whispered comforting words into her ear, reassuring her of all his love. Ashley melted in that cuddling embrace and shivered when Berry’s hand gently soothed her throbbing bottom cheeks.

“I love you, honey,” she whispered in his ear and let his husband kiss her moist trembling lips with a deep kiss before lifting her into his arms and carrying her to the marital bed for long and intense intercourse.


A Painful Reminder

Joseph watched her girlfriend’s pretty face grow pale in response to his request.

“But…honey,” Lorelai said. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No, baby, you’ve been a good girl lately. I know you’ve been behaving, and I’m proud of you. But darling, are you allowed to question me when I tell you to bring me the paddle?”

“No, sir,” she said with a little shaking voice, “Of course not, and I’ll get it for you at once. I was…just confused.”

“I understand, sweety, so stay here a minute while I try to untangle your bewilderment. Do you remember what happened the last time we had the Collins and the Lorimer over for a barbeque?”

“Yes, dear,” Lorelai’s pale complexion flushed to scarlet as she recalled the shame and humiliation of that evening a month ago.

The Collins and the Lorimer were Joseph and Lorelai’s neighbors. They were all couples in their thirties with no kids and had developed a good friendship. The curvy and black-haired Linda, the blonde and teenagers-like Claudia, and the shapely auburn Lorelai saw, or at least talked to, each other almost every day, and the men frequently golfed together when the weather allowed. The six of them liked to gather every week or two, especially in the summer when they could cook and eat outside.

Joseph was the recognized Bar-B-Que king of their little group, although their friends kid him by saying his latest batch of ribs was ‘almost’ perfect. And that with ‘more practice’, there was no telling how succulent they might become. Out of their natural goodness, their friends would do their part in consuming the practice runs.

That evening It was Joseph and Lorelai’s turn to host again, and they had everything ready for their arrival. The ribs had been in the smoker since early the morning and Lorelai’s boyfriend loved the hickory smoke smell that greeted him when he walked out onto the deck.

“Tell me what happened during our last gathering here, baby,” Joseph resumed saying, staring at his girlfriend in her deep green eyes.

He knew he was tickling one of those memories she’d do anything to forget.

“I didn’t stop at two beers as I was supposed to,” she answered after a moment of hesitation.

“As you were supposed to? Would you correct your answer, young lady?” Joseph bothered.

“What I mean is that I didn’t stop at two beers as we had agreed on.”

“That’s better. And why exactly we got that agreement, that you can’t drink more than two beers or two drinks in an evening?”

“Because, mhmm, if I drink more I lost control of my attitude and...my tongue,” answered Lorelai keeping blushing.

“Exactly so, and in fact what else did you do that night?”

“Um, I gave you backtalk when you reminded me in front of the others.”

“Yes, you did. What did you say? Do you remember?” Pressed Joseph.

“I… I told you I wasn’t a child and could manage my drinking.”

“That’s close to what you said. Your actual outburst was ruder. But that aside, were those two claims true? Were you not acting childish sassing me? And were you managing your drinking within the limits we established?”

Joseph’s gaze was one of the cats playing with the mouse.

“No, sir,” admitted a crestfallen Lorelai.

“No?”

Joseph gazed at her, wearing a half smile, waiting for her to continue, but the poor girl was flummoxed.

“I asked you to respond to two claims that you made that evening,” he coaxed. “So, your ‘no’ applies to which of those two assertions?”

“Both, sir.”

“That’s right, young lady. You were both, being childish and acting out of control that evening in front of our friends, weren’t you?”

“I think so… honey.”

“Very well, so, would you like to remind us what happened next, darling?”

“Oh honey, do I have to?” Lorelai asked resignedly and blushing more than ever.

Keeping his firm gaze in his girlfriend’s eyes Joseph crossed his arms on his chest and stood silent.

“You corrected my behavior, Joseph,” admitted Lorelai after a few embarrassed seconds of silence.

“Yes, I certainly did do that,” Joseph said. “But please, be more specific on how I corrected you that evening in front of the Collins and the Lorimer.”

“You spanked me,” Lorelai muttered eyes downcast.

Joseph hated it when she looked at the floor and muttered a response to his questions in a voice so low no normally a hearing-able person can discern, “Lorelai, girl, I can’t hear you. Say clearly and without mumbling what happened that evening.”

“I said that you spanked my bottom, sir, right here in front of our friends,” Lorelai finally said, clearly and distinctly while looking at her boyfriend’s face.

“And for sure I did. But did I first take down your pants and your panties in front of God and everyone?” Ruthless Joseph kept pressing poor Lorelai.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then why you don’t say it, baby?”

“ ‘Key, Joseph, you took down my pants… in front of everyone, and then you spanked my bare bum long and hard,” saying that, Lorelai gave a quick rub at her generous protruding bum covered by the shorts.

“That’s right, and did I take you over my knee to spank you so that your cute, bubble-but, bare bottom turned red and sore as an object lesson for Linda, Claudia, and their husbands?”

“Yes…yes honey,” confessed Lorelai. “You took me across your knee and then you spanked me with my leather sandal until I was a crying mess. Oh, Joseph, I was soooo sorry to have acted silly when you were done spanking me. You know I was.”

“I know honey. You showed genuine remorse and I felt sorry for you. I would even save your correction until after our guests were gone if I had not warned you repeatedly of the consequences of sassing me in public. So, what happened next?”

“You sent me to stand in the corner where the deck joins the house near the back door,” continued Lorelai pouting a bit. “And our friends had a charming view of my bright red bottom while I stood there through the entire thirty minutes.”

“When I let you out of the corner, what did I tell you to do next?” Joseph chuckled at his girlfriend’s pouting.

“You told me to go and put my pajamas on. And then I was to come back out, say goodnight to our friends, and then go straight to bed for the night.”

“That’s right, baby, and what else did I include in my instructions to you that night?”

“You told me if I pouted, showed any disrespect, or other sign of attitude when I said goodnight, you’d take me right back over your knee for another dose of the sandal.”

“I did, and you may not realize it, but I almost executed that threat. You took a long time to put on your jammies.”

“I had to wash my hands and face and brush my teeth,” said Lorelai wide-eyed with an alarmed tone

“I’m sure that explains it. Once you did rejoin us, you did a nice job of thanking everyone for coming and wishing them goodnight. I was relieved. I did not want to have to spank you, in front of our friends, twice in the same evening. That ended up being an early night for you. What time was it? About nine o’clock?”

“Nine-fifteen, sir.”

“I meant to ask you later that night, but you’d fallen asleep before I joined you in bed. So, answer me now. How embarrassing was saying goodnight like that to our friends?”

“It was the most humiliating thing I’ve ever had to do.”

“Oh, my poor baby. But the girls said you looked adorable in your jammies. They both gave you big, supportive hugs, didn’t they?”

“Yes, they did…then,” said Lorelai thinking about the ‘amiable’ teasing that her friends had reserved for her in the following days.

“So, can you guess now why I am sending you for the paddle this afternoon?”

Lorelai looked up and stared doubtfully at her boyfriend.

When the light finally flashed in her brain, she widened her eyes and said alarmed, “Oh no, no Joseph, not a…reminder spanking. You won’t, you can’t…”

“Oh yes, young lady, I want and I can. A reminder spanking! So you won’t screw up again tonight.”

“But I just don’t want to screw up again Joseph. I swear I won’t. It has been so shaming, so very embarrassing that I would die before behaving badly again in front of our friends!” Lorelai pleaded, her alarm already turned in pure fear at the very idea of the damage that horrible wooden board can do to her tender, vulnerable bum cheeks that clenched under her shorts.

“Now stop with this antics,” said Joseph with finality. “You must know by now that when I have decided for a spanking nothing can make me change my mind. Fetch the paddle, NOW!”

“Yes, sir,” Lorelai said, now resigned to her impending fate.

She hurried to the kitchen, her big bottom encased in her shorts wobbling in her run. Once in the kitchen, she opened the closet near the basin where the paddle was kept. It was smooth wood, just over a quarter of an inch thick, three inches wide, and sixteen inches long, shaped to a handle at one end. Lorelai knew far too well how it stung like fury. Just the look of it twisted her stomach into knots. Nevertheless, she wasted no time getting the paddle to the living room, where Joseph waited seated on a chair next taken out from under the table. He took the paddle from her, laid it on the table, and with his index finger beckoned her girlfriend in front of him. Once Lorelai was in front of him he stripped her shorts and panties down below her knees, discovering her wide hips, the triangle of her pubic brown hair, and the ample, womanly bottom.

“Over you go,” Joseph ordered, patting his trousered leg.

He’d spread his knees, and she lay over his left thigh so he could clamp her securely in place with his other leg.

“Hand,” he said at that point, and Lorelai obediently gave her hand to reach back so he might hold her wrist well up her back. She was going nowhere until he released her.

For a few seconds, Joseph stood admiring the perfect roundness of Lorelai’s bare bottom displayed in front of him. It didn’t matter how many times he had seen it, every time it was a pleasure for his eyes. It was round and smooth, the two swelling buttocks separated by a deep groove were soft and firm at the same time and along with her meaty thighs made a perfect target for the paddle and what was coming to them.

“As you correctly guessed,” he finally said, “this paddling is being given as a reminder spanking to behave properly and to not disgrace yourself in front of our friends tonight,” he said and with that, he raised the paddle high in the air and then brought it down as fast and as hard as he could.

CRACKK!

The first swat was always the worst, Lorelai thought, and every time it stung way more than she remembered. The shock and the intense sting took her breath away. She’d tried to be brave and take it without yelling but it was impossible. With just one swat her whole bottom was on fire. She wriggled and writhed in pain while she felt tears forming in her eyes.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Joseph delivered swats 2, 3, 4, and 5 with exactly the same force and vigor. The firecracker sounds of the paddle striking the bare skin of Lorelai’s chubby, wobbling bottom echoed loudly around the room. These were accompanied by Lorelai’s loud screams each time the fire was re-lit in her poor tender bottom. Two landed on the middle and upper area of Lorelai’s bottom and the other two on the middle lower area. All four overlapped and the entirety of Lorelai’s plump buttocks was covered with thick, puffy, sore red marks. As the swats struck hard and fast the burning pain grew. After the second swat tears started trickling down Lorelai’s cheeks and off the end of her nose, after the third, she was piteously sobbing.

Now Joseph changed his method slightly and delivered three whacks at once.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

These were given with just the same force, just a bit quicker. The first was aimed at the left buttock, the second at the right, and the third back across both buttocks at the same time. This allowed the paddle to find areas on the side curves of Lorelai’s ample bottom that had so far not been reached. The blows landed at no more than two-second intervals and each one was accompanied by louder and louder screams from the poor punished girl. Lorelai was now crying uncontrollably. Her face was dripping tears and runny snot. The pain in her bottom was unbearable.

“Are you going to remember to be a good girlfriend tonight, limit yourself to two beers, and give me no back talk if I tell you to do something?” Joseph asked at that point.

“YES, ohhh yes, sir,” was the tearful reply of the weeping girl. “I’ll be a good girl, I promise! Please, ohhh please, don’t paddle my bum anymore, sir. It stings sooo bad!”

Joseph could see that his girlfriend’s chubby bottom had already swelled up to an even bigger size and was completely red and well-marked by now but still decided to hammer the message home.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

Twice again he swung the paddle and put all his strength behind it. This took Lorelai a little by surprise as she wasn’t quite ready for it. She screamed even more. She had thought it might be over but it clearly was not.

Joseph ran his hand across her naked quivering buttocks. They felt very warm and swollen. And they sure looked very sore.

“And what is going to happen if you do disgrace yourself again in front of our friends?” he asked.

Lorelai knew the answer he expected. She was hiccupping crying but just managed to get the words out between sobs.

“I’ll get spanked again in front of them,” she sniffed dishearted.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

The flat wood struck bare skin with other two almighty cracks, and for the final time, buried deep in Lorelai’s soft fleshy buttocks. The resulting pain sent the girl into orbit! She screamed louder than ever.

“Ok, you can get up,” Joseph said releasing the grip on her girlfriend.

Lorelai immediately leaped upright and flung her hands to her rear. She hopped and rubbed and squeezed and danced around, but nothing was making the burning pain go away from her smoldered rear. Joseph always quite enjoyed seeing Lorelai’s reactions to paddling and she certainly put on a good show. Right now she didn’t care if Joseph saw all that a girl can show and her piteous childish antics as she tried soothing her big, swollen, red bottom. Coping with that intense fire in her bum was all that currently mattered.

It took a while before she regained some semblance of self-control. Then, with the tears still streaming down her face, Joseph told her to go to her room to get ready, their friends will be there in minutes.

Lorelai tried to raise her panties and shorts back up again, but her swollen bottom was too sore for wearing even her panties, so she stepped out of the garments one leg at a time. Keeping her clothes in hand she headed past Joseph towards the bathroom. As she passed he slapped her bottom. He couldn’t help it. It wasn’t a hard slap, but Lorelai reacted with a yelp and a quickened pace toward the bathroom as his hand landed on her so sore and burning rear. Joseph went to the kitchen to put the paddle back in the closet and reflected on just how effective it was. He knew he’d need to use it again soon. But for now, he hoped that Lorelai had learned her lesson and that the night will pass with no further problems.


Mr. Clark’s Clothes Brush

That Sunday morning getting out of bed was a difficult task for Abigail, and not because of the light headache of the hangover, but more because she was...uncomfortable to have to meet Mr. Clark.

The night before, even if being Saturday night and she was allowed to come back home at 2 a.m. instead that at midnight as on the week’s days, she had broken her curfew for two full hours, coming back at 4 a.m. and visibly tipsy, not to say drunk. And on top of it, she woke the house up because she didn’t find the keys in her purse, and when Mr. Clark dressed in his nightrobe let her in, she stumbled on the carpet and let out a profanity.

So while still in bed with the curtain that obscured the light of the sun already high, she was very conscious that Mr. Clark was going to take a very dim view of the combination of three of his least favorite things: breaking curfew, too much alcohol, and profanity. The situation didn’t bode well with her and knowing Mr. Clark she had a serious fear that despite being a self-confident college girl of twenty-two her behavior will be addressed in an old-fashioned, shaming, and painful way.

The matter was that as weird and unconventional as it could sound since Abigail and her sister Rose came to live under Mr. Clark’s roof two years ago while they were attending college, they accepted certain rules of his house along with the way he warned them he would have enforced it.

In his fifties, Mr. Clark was a high school literature teacher, he was a tall, big man with a short, always well-groomed beard, salt and pepper hair, and two black eyes behind the lenses of his glasses. In his youth, he was a football player at his college, and he now keeps fit by going for a run in the morning and sailing on sunny windy days. He was widowed when he was forty-five and since his two daughters left his home he had increased his income by renting two bedrooms in his spacious house.

It was Rose that found that accommodation when first come to attend college there. And the next year her one year younger sister Abigail joined her under Mr. Clark’s roof. As told, since they went to live with him they were given some basic rules to observe and the landlord advised them that it was his firm intention to enforce those rules without hesitation. Apart from the rules they were supposed to observe their conduct has to be those of “two well-behaved, proper girls” as he used to say.

If one of the rules would be broken, or they mess up in any way, they can choose to leave right then and there or to be corrected by Mr. Clark.

Sometimes Abigail and Rose questioned themselves on the real reason why they had chosen to stay in Mr. Clark’s house. Ok, the rent was really low for their comfortable rooms in that spacious house in a quiet neighborhood, but that can’t justify completely their choice to stay in a place with rules being reinforced the way Mr. Clark did. That reason probably had to be found in the family environment of the two college girls. Rose and Abigail grew up in a protective family in a small town, and suddenly finding themselves in a cosmopolitan environment, far from home, while challenging was in many ways unsettling. So coming to stay in a home that had simple but rigid rules, living a domestic life guided by a man of recognized reliability and authority, gave them a sense of stability and protection, while the messy life of their college fellows tended to question everything.

There was one item that helped Mr. Clark in fulfilling the task of helping the two sisters to act like two well-behaved girls, the wooden clothes brush.

Sometimes Abigail had wondered why that tool stung so much. It was made of beautifully grained wood and was shiny with the lacquer it had been varnished with. Even with a gentle smack, it gave a sharp sting. The stinging sensation after that just a few spanks had been delivered on the vulnerable surface of a pair of bare buttocks became suddenly an unbearable burning sensation, making Mr. Clark’s bare bum clothes brush spankings unforgettable. It was like sitting in a beehive with your bottom being stung by a thousand angry bees, Abigail thought.

Usually, Mr. Clark began spanking raising the brush high and bringing it down with a resounding SMACK across the bare left bottom cheek of that of the girl that was being corrected. A howl followed and a foot kicked the air. From then on Mr. Clark was going to make sure every spank of his flat-backed wooden clothes brush was going to hurt like merry hell so he took the brush down a second time with another resounding SMACK, this time on the right bare bottom cheek, and with that, the three/four long and agonizing minutes of searing bare bum spanks over Mr. Clark’s knees has begun.

The corrected girl was able to see her pants or pantyhose, along with her panties, rolled around her ankles on the other side of Mr. Clark’s sturdy legs, which position gave him complete access to the underside of her bottom cheeks so he can effectively spank those sit spots with the flat wooden back of the clothes brush. That area on the under curve of the bottom was going to be turned into a blazing red, stinging flesh inferno, and when Mr. Clark felt a girl did something over the limit, it was there where he raised painful blisters with the clothes brush.

Mr. Clark used to spank alternating cheeks. Right then left, right left, right, and so on. Each spank sting was searing and the one spanked definitely wouldn’t be sitting for a while without being reminded of the spanking from Mr. Clark. The loud smacks echoed through the room in a steady-paced fashion. The girls twisted desperately attempting to avoid the stinging brush. They wailed and cried loudly with each fresh wave of searing stinging flame. They wriggled like an eel, but the clothes brush spanked their bum cheeks in turn and added again and again yet more heat to the furnace already burning on their poor rear end.

And when eventually Mr. Clark’s correction comes to an end the roaring fire that was in the girls’ backsides was still just as bad as if the clothes brush hadn’t stopped its spanks, but at least it wasn’t getting worse anymore. It still took what feels like forever for the crying to fade into the regretful sobbing of a well-spanked girl while their bottoms were burning as if they were being held down on a hot stove.

When at least they were released from their landlord’s lap they just jumped up and down performing a shaming post-spanking dance, sobbing and clutching their smoldered bottoms. They didn’t even try and pull up their panties hopping up and down, rubbing frantically while showing the middle-aged man all that a girl can show, a testament to the level of pain they were experiencing.

Given all that, you can easily understand why, when that morning Abigail woke up and remembered all about the last night she was scared stiff.

First, that realization of remembering what she had done, and then a wave of fear soon followed, it washed over her and Abigail could almost feel the blood draining from her face. ‘OMG, my fate is sealed’ she said to herself when she realized what her poor tender bottom was in for, a bare bottom clothes brush bum roasting when Mr. Clark would come home from his Sunday morning run. She started to squirm in her bed, her mind now full of tormenting thoughts.

So there Abigail was in her pajama worrying about getting a spanking that she did know will have her crying like a little girl. She got out of bed and went to the bathroom with her legs like lead weights, and her tummy churning with butterflies with ever more gloomy thoughts.

Mr. Clark used to say that they should be able to take their punishment like the big girls they were, but of course, they can’t. It stung too much. It really, really STUNG, Mr. Clark made sure of that, and she knew that when Mr. Clark would be through correcting her misbehaviors, she would be dancing around the room, rubbing her bum cheeks and thighs in a futile and vain attempt to ease the stinging pain, without concern for the spectacle she was making of herself.

Time passed with poor Abigail being in an increasing funk. In the bathroom,

She had lowered her pajama pants and turned in front of the mirror and looked at her round, prominent, candid bum cheeks. Even if they were not as chubby as the ones of her sister’s ample bum they sure were swelling and made a perfect target for Mr. Clark’s clothes brush. She has been rubbing her bare bottom while in her mind she saw Mr. Clark’s sitting on the foot of her bed with the clothes brush in hand waiting for her. She imagined herself over Mr. Clark’s knees, with her head well down, and the roundest part of her anatomy bare and up to the ceiling. Rubbing she felt the soft flesh of her sit spot with her fingers, imagining Mr. Clark’s clothes brush going up and down right there, and her poor tender bottom plunged into the clothes brush stinging hell. During these spankings, there was nothing in the world except the sting of that clothes brush and she will howl herself hoarse. Mr. Clark stopped to scold her some time, but he didn’t expect answers, he knew she couldn’t form words as her vocal cords were engaged in howling and bawling. What a sight she would make, she would be over Mr. Clark’s knees with her open legs flailing in the air as SPANK follows SPANK and forming a puddle of tears on the carpet as she bucked and twisted, her disheveled hair flailing there and that. She was nearly in tears just picturing it. ‘When I’m trough you won’t sit down for a week you bad girl.’ Mr. Clark would say. It’s only an expression but it will give exactly the idea of how her poor tender bottom would feel once he is done correcting her bad behavior. She sure will have to sit on a pillow for the next few days.

While she said to herself now and time again ‘Oh why did I drink so much…why did I come home so late…’ imagines and sounds of previous events flashed through Abigail’s mind.

SMACCK! "OWWWWWW! PLEEEEEASE MR. CLARCK AHAAA!" SMACK! "OHHHHHHH!" SMACK SMACK! "NOOOOOOOO! PLEASE STOP!" SMACK! "AIEEEEEEE!" SMACK! "AIEEEEE! I WON'T DO IT AGAIN!" SMACK! "OHHHH!" SMACK SMACK SMACK! "OWWWWWW! I'LL BE GOOD FROM NOW ON!" SMACK! "PLEEEEEASE!"

Abigail stood in the hallway at the top of the stairs, listening to the howls coming from behind the closed door of Rose’s bedroom with a smile on her face. She knew it was not a nice thing to do but she was enjoying what she was hearing.

"WOW, Mr. Clark is really giving to her but good," she whispered as she heard Mr. Clark’s sturdy clothes brush once again descend on her sister's bare behind.

"NO MORE SIR!" SMACK! SMACK! "AIEEEEEEEE! PLEASE OH PLEASE STOP!" SMACCKK! "OHHHHHHHHHHH!" SMACK! SMACK! "THAT'S ENOUGH!" SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! "WAAAAAA! WAAAAAA!" SMAACCKK! "WAAAAAHAAAAAH! WAAAAAAAHAAAAAAH!" SMACK! SMACK! SMACK SMACK! "WAAAAAHAAAAHAA!"

‘She doesn’t sound very much like the sophisticated lady she thinks she is,’ Abigail gloated as her older sister's cries turned to sobs.

And she had good reason to gloat, for it was she who told Mr. Clark about Rose’s deliberate act of misconduct. Mr. Clark had already told her that he didn’t want that she hanged around with that boy. He was a bad subject known in the neighborhood to be a gang member. So when Abigail saw Rose get into that boy’s SUV at the entrance of the park she immediately ran home and told Mr. Clark.

"I hate to do this Mr. Clark...but I thought you needed to know, for Rose's sake. She's my sister, sir, I don't want her to get involved in problems.”

And on the one hand, Abigail really was worried about Rose going around in bad company but there was something more. In fact, in the last weeks, despite her great fear of getting it, Abigail had started to develop a strange interest in her sister’s spankings. Although she’d never really seen her get it, as Mr. Clark always spanked them in the privacy of their bedrooms, just the knowledge that she was about to get it sent shivers down her spine, and a tickle between her legs, not to mention when it happened and she was able to hear it. Those times she found her panties damp and she needed to hurry into her room to satisfy herself with her fingers.

Mr. Clark thanked Abigail and said that she was right, he did need to know.

As soon as Rose walked in the door Mr. Clark confronted her. To make matters worse she lied before breaking down and confessing. So she was taken by the elbow and brought to her bedroom.

After a good 3 minutes, the smacking of the clothes brush finally stopped. All Abigail could hear was Mr. Clark's voice and her sister's crying. Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Mr. Clark walked out, clothes brush still in hand, letting the door wide open. Abigail glimpsed into the room, Rose stood in the middle of the room, her face was dark red with sobbing and flooded with tears, snot had run from her nose, her mouth was still open with crying, her hands grabbing great handfuls of her clothes brush spanked ample bum cheeks.

"I'll get you for this!" Rose hissed when she saw her sister’s nosy look, "You'll be sorry..."

It didn’t take long for Rose to have her revenge. It all happened because Abigail hit another car while driving, so Rose told Mr. Clark about her. It was not that big thing, she had just braked a little too late and the car hit the one in front of them, but just slightly. The other driver stopped the car as Abigail run away but didn’t even try to chase her, almost surely no damage was done if not a real minor one but anyway Abigail didn’t want the risk that police could be called. The matter was that she and Rose were driving home from a party and they had had a couple of drinks, well maybe a little more than a couple, so she didn't want the other driver to call the police smelling alcohol on her breath. Rose had suggested her younger sister let the car there and call a Uber, but the headstrong Abigail refused and affirmed that she was driving home in her car no matter if Rose went with her or not. There was really no need for Rose to tell Mr. Clark about all that, but after the little accident regarding herself and that tough boy, she was just waiting to have her revenge.

So it was after dinner that Abigail deeply regretted her serious misbehavior as she bounced, twisted, and squirmed across Mr. Clarck's thighs. Her bare, well-turned legs flailed and danced in every direction in response to the smacking impact of the flat back of the horrid clothes brush. She howled in earnest as she felt that instrument of bum torture burn her poor, tender bottom cheeks with each smack. Soon Abigail’s bare bum cheeks were aflame and burning scarlet. Every three or four seconds for at least three minutes, more likely four, the smacks of the brush landing were drowned out by the sounds of her howling pleading, and bawling, during which her chubby, bubble-butt bottom felt like it was sitting on a hot stove as the burning sting just got worse and worse, till reaching that unbearable level that turns a big, fit, healthy girl in nothing more than a blubbering little kid over her Daddy’s knees.

When at last Mr. Clark let her up from his lap, Abigail immediately began rubbing her bottom frantically with both hands and danced around the room on the tips of her toes in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain. As every time after one of Mr. Clark’s corrections, she did the time-honored spanking dance from toe to toe, oblivious to anything but her stinging burning bottom, and showing to that mature man all that a fully developed girl can show.

When finally returned to her bedroom Abigail approached the window and from there she saw Mr. Clark running down the hill. She squeezed her buttocks in the knowledge that her fate was about to come true, and right then she was struck by the memory of the event that happened just a few days ago.

The footsteps in the hallway were just loud enough to wake her up. Thinking that it was her sister coming back home, she turned on the light and rubbed her eyes, the alarm clock said 2,20 am. Deciding she wanted a glass of water Abigail got out of bed and opened the bedroom door. The living room light was on. Only it wasn't her sister, it was Mr. Clark sitting on the couch. And he didn't look too happy.

"Where's Rose? Isn't she home yet?" Abigail asked.

"No, she is not," Mr. Clark grumbled. "I distinctly reminded her when she leave after dinner that in this house curfew on workdays is at midnight, and it's nearly two thirty!”

Abigail wisely headed to the kitchen and got her glass of water. It was on the return trip when she saw the clothes brush resting on the coffee table. There was no doubt in her mind what that was for. Mr. Clark saw Abigail pause and stare at it.

"Go back to your room," she told her.

"Yes, Sir."

Abigail hurried back to her room and got under the covers giggling. Soon she heard the front door being opened and the footsteps of her sister entering the house.

"Please come to the living room, Rose," Mr. Clark's loud voice sent chills even down Abigail’s spine.

“Do you see what time is it, young lady?" She heard Mr. Clark ask.

"Yes, Sir..." Rose replied with a trembling voice "I'm sorry I'm late.”

Abigail was sure that by now she had noticed the clothes brush on the coffee table.

"You missed your curfew for two hours and a half. Do you have anything to say for yourself?"

"I…I guess I just lost track of time, Mr. Clark."

"I'm very disappointed in you,” Mr. Clark said in the calm and icy tone that just made both sisters tremble because they know as night follows day what was coming upon them. “I always hope that one day it will be no more necessary for me to do what I have to do, but now come with me. You are long overdue a blistering, young lady."

Abigail heard Mr. Clark’s and Rose’s footsteps going to her sister’s bedroom and when she was sure they were there she decided to try her luck. She got out of bed and as quietly as possible opened the door of her room. The aisle was dark and she tiptoed the few meters that separate her bedroom from the corner of the aisle from where it was possible to see the door of Rose’s bedroom, her intention being to go there to listen better to what was about to happen. But once she turned the corner she realized with surprise that the door was open. That was very uncommon as Mr. Clark always closed the bedroom door when he was going to correct any of them, but evidently being in the mid of the night he didn’t care to do it, thinking Abigail was asleep. So she positioned herself down the dark aisle where she thought she would not be seen but was able to see the foot of Rose’s bed where he was already seated with Rose in front of him. Abigail saw the expert hands of Mr. Clark unbuckle and unzip her jeans, and then they were rolled down to her sys’ ankles along with her skimpy panties.

"Across my lap." Mr. Clark ordered, and Rose leaned forward over his lap.

A few minor rearrangements were made with her position, and Mr. Clark reached for the clothes brush.

"Lost track of time, huh?" Mr. Clark said, lifting the back of Rose’s blouse to completely bare her ample, round, wobbling bottom cheeks. "Well, I think I can cure you of that."

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

Six sharp spanks, three on each snow-white buttock, came crashing down in rapid succession.

"We do not break curfew in this house!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Do you understand?"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“ARGHHHH…YES SIR!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Since Rose was facing the door, Abigail could see her head going up and down as Mr. Clark’s sturdy wooden clothes brush slammed rapidly into her upturned butt. Her legs were kicking furiously and her torso was writhing back and forth in the vain attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on her backside.

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

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEASE, SIR! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWW! OHHHHHHH! I'LL NEVER BE LATE AGAIN! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEEASE STOP!"

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

Abigail could see that her sister’s face was dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her face was flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

After 60 clothes brush spanks Mr. Clark paused and examined Abigail crying sister's backside. Abigail knew from bitter experience that it must be swollen with the skin a deep crimson, and mottled with angry clothes brush marks. And it was then that if Mr. Clark decided that the correction was not enough, he will be going to raise blisters right on the already smoldering sit spot. It took a moment for Mr. Clark to decide then he once again raised the clothes brush, and let go a last volley of sound smacks. Evidently, Rose’s blatant act of disobedience deserved that a crop of blisters had to be raised right where she used to sit down.

"AIEEEEE! ARGHH! OHHHHHH! BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAAAA”

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK! 

“PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW!”

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK! 

“IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! OHHHHHHH! I WILL OBEY YOU, SIR! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILLLLL!"

SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK!  SMACKKK! 

“BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAAAA BWUAHAAAAAAAAAAAAA”

And then it was over. Mr. Clark stood Rose up, and at least Abigail could see her plump, generous rear end. As she had thought it was scarlet red with clothes brush marks from the top of the bottom to the very top of her meaty thighs, and on the sit spot she sported some painful-looking grey blisters. She stood sobbing and tried to rub her very sore bottom but soon she thought better, clearly even the gentle touch of her hands was too much for her blistered backside.

It was then that Abigail decided that a strategic retreat was in order. So she tiptoed back to her room and went to her bed and once there she put her hands between her legs, her fingers already dancing over her clit. When her sheets reeked and soaked she was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation she was experiencing after viewing the ordeal Rose had just undergone. All of a sudden juices flooded her pussy and she had the multiple best orgasm of her life to date.

And now, while she was waiting for the house door to open and Mr. Clark ask in his best no-nonsense tone, “Abigail, where are you, young lady?”, a crazy thought occurred to her, how come she had acted just like her sister did after only three days since that event?

A crazy, unbelievable idea hit her, It was silly, it was weird but… ’Do I want to be spanked by Mr. Clark?’ She asked herself.
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