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Unfaithful Daughter's Lesson

Susan was waiting for Donna to get off the bus. She had driven the half-hour drive from Aunt Helen's house to the bus station to meet her favorite cousin. The twenty-year-old was spending the summer in the country with his Aunt Helen to be able to study with a little peace of mind. In fact, after having completed her sophomore year, she was taking extra time to study to graduate earlier.         

Donna was the older daughter of Aunt Helen, and being in her late thirties she considered Susan more as a niece than a cousin and had always spoiled her whenever she had had the opportunity. Of course, Susan loved her and much preferred being around her than 21-year-old Debbie, the stepdaughter of Aunt Helen, whom she had raised since she was three years old and she married her father in her second marriage.

Debby was pretty and kind, no doubt, but she was quite a very simple country girl, involved in a lot of church-related boring activities that kept her busy. On the contrary, Donna had always been a girl with a lively spirit, too lively according to Aunt Helen. She liked to party and go out with boys, and since when she had gone to college she never returned to live at her mother's house, dedicating herself to her professional career. She had now been married for a couple of years and was visiting her mother's home that day to stay a week while her husband was away for a business trip around Europe.

"Hi, girl!" Donna greeted with a big smile as she got off the bus, her suitcase in hand and a pocketbook dangling from her arm. "What's going on here in the country?"

After hugging her and the usual mutual compliments Susan dropped the bomb.

"You'll never guess!" Susan said.

Then, before Donna could respond she went on, "Aunt Helen spanked Debbie today, right after lunch!"

Donna looked at her with an astonished expression and a mischievous smirk drew on her lips.

"I didn't see it, but I sure heard it!" Donna followed on. "After a heated discussion, Aunt Helen took her upstairs and slammed the door! Debbie started screaming! Boy, it must have hurt! From the sound, she must have used something, maybe a paddle or...a hairbrush it sure sounded like it! I bet she pulled her pants down, too!"

Donna sighed and shook her head. So strange her sister had been asking for a spanking, she was usually a very quiet subdued girl, and disobeying, arguing, or talking back to their mom was not in her cords, but of course, she like anyone had her moments, and sure Donna did know that her mom was not one to stand for any nonsense or to be deterred in her correctional methods by the age of the offender. Her free hand unconsciously went to give a quick rub at her generous bum while flashes of her own past painful experiences went through her mind. Her cousin was right on the money. Mother always used her hairbrush, and on the bare bottom as well. There was going to be a young lady sitting on a pillow at supper that night.

"I couldn't believe that happening." Donna followed on. "Mom sure did spank me a few times but I was a kid then. Debbie is...omg, my age, can you believe it?"

"Well kiddo, you know your aunt, she is kinda old fashioned, and even if she is a lovely and caring lady in her sixties now she still has a strong will and a firm hand. She often asserted that 'no daughter of mine is ever too big or too old to get her hiney well tended to if she truly deserves it. It shows your mother loves you enough to punish you when you do something wrong'."

Susan looked at Donna with a funny gaze. "Oh, I see...so...I mean...does that statement apply to you as well?"

"C'mon Susan, I'm a married lady now. How can you think that it would ever happen?" Donna answered, a light blushing coloring her cheeks.

Debbie was nowhere to be found when Donna and Susan got home. Helen was greeted with a flurry of hellos and a big hug from her older daughter.

"You look good dear. The marriage do you well. You even gained a few pounds." Helen complimented her older daughter.

That was not exactly the kind of greeting Donna wanted to hear, as she had already noticed that her usual slender figure had rounded around her hips, on her bum, and her thighs, exploding into mature femininity.

"I hear my darling sister got into a little trouble this afternoon," Donna said once the pleasantries were over.

"She certainly did," Helen harrumphed, still a bit angry over the incident. "I've had all I'm going to take with the sassy attitude she had developed in the last weeks. I don't know where that came from as she is usually such a polite and obedient girl but be assured that I put a stop to it. I tanned her behind but good today. I'm positive that it will be a long time before she smart-mouths me again. I bet she has the sorest bottom in town right now."

Indeed, Debbie was in her room at that very moment, sniffling and lying face-down on her bed, with her deep red, bruised, and ablaze rear end still bare and up in the air, trying to cool down the burning sensation to a bearable level. At supper that evening, she suffered the embarrassment of sitting on the fluffy pillow from her bed, just as Donna had predicted. The sullen girl squirmed and winced throughout the entire meal, a scene that would be duplicated the following morning at breakfast

The next several days went by quickly. There was a marked improvement in Debbie's behavior. She came back to be just as helpful and respectful as she had normally been.

Susan's session at college was drawing to a start, and she would be going home in a few days, so she occupied most of her time with the study.

Donna on the other hand spent most of her time away from home, borrowing Helen's car to go around to meet old friends from her youth years, returning home always late at night.

On the fifth day of her stay, Donna had Susan out for lunch at a local restaurant. They had a great time together enjoying simple but tasty food, chatting about everything and even flirting with a couple of boys.

Things changed in a hurry when they got home, however.

Debbie was sitting in the living room, wearing a grim expression.

"What's the matter?" Donna asked.

She looked up at her but said nothing.

That's when Helen came in from the kitchen. She walked straight up to Donna and stared.

"Where have you been last night?" she demanded.

Donna, who was a little taller than her mom, turned pale.

"I just went to Barry's to have a couple of drinks with Linda and Betty. Why are you asking?"

Out of nowhere, Helen's right hand flew through the air and landed with a loud slap! on Donna's cheek.

"Don't you lie to me!" She yelled, sending chills down every spine in the room. "Mrs. Hollows saw you coming out of Tom Wolfe's house last night!"

Donna's body went limp. Her breathing became heavy and erratic. Tom was one of Donna's old boyfriends, he worked as an instructor in a gym and was a very handsome man. And Martha Hollows was the Reverend's wife. There was nothing left to do but admit it.

"Ok...I don't know what got to me, we met at Barry's, and...it just happened...I'm sorry, Mother." Donna whispered, her head bowed in shame.

The bright red handprint on her cheek stung and she rubbed it with her hand.

"Not nearly as sorry as you're going to be! How dare you disgrace our house. For God's sake, you are a married woman now, do you think that being unfaithful to your husband is an acceptable way to act? I have half a mind to call your husband and let him know what you did, Donna. In this house, we are not used to betraying people."

"NO, please mother not that. It was just...just a moment of weakness. You don't want to destroy my marriage, want you? Please Mama, anything but that."

Helen's eyes were glaring as she stood for a moment thinking with hands on hips. Then she said, "Go up to my room, young lady! You are in for the spanking of your life!"

A blush turned Donna's cheeks so red that her mother's handprint almost disappeared as she nodded weakly.

"Yes, Mama." She replied, staring at her feet. Slowly she walked from the room while her stunned sister and cousin sat and watched.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Helen tapped her lap with the hairbrush. Choking back tears, Donna walked to her mother's side.

The mature pretty woman gasped slightly as she felt her skirt being lifted and rolled around her waist by her mother's experienced fingers. Then the angry mom inserted her thumbs inside the waistband of the nylon briefs and pulled them all the way down to Donna's ankles exposing the generous snow-white buttocks and thighs. They would not stay that way for long.

"I'm sorry, Mother," Donna muttered covering her face with her hands in shame just before Helen bent her across her knees.

With her daughter's plump bottom and thighs bared and properly positioned, Helen lifted the solid oval wooden hairbrush and began administering a spanking Donna would remember for the rest of her life.

SMACKK! CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! CRACKK! SMACK!

CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! CRACKK! SMACKK! SMACK!

Not one inch of her behind and upper thighs escaped the brush's fiery wrath. Donna was crying well before the skin started to purple and the wet, sticky blisters began to form. Ugly, painful welts covered the formerly smooth, ample backside. The burning heat sensation she experienced in all her nether regions was unbearable. Donna started drumming her feet, her shoes already flew away across the room, forcing Helen to clamp her leg across both of hers.

By the time the spanking ended, almost five minutes later, the penitent woman was reduced to a sobbing mess. Her face was covered with tears and snot, and melted mascara dripped down to her chin. There was no doubt that she had been very severely spanked and it was evident that she would have a lot of trouble sitting down in the next several days.

Helen helped Donna to her feet and ordered her to the corner, not allowing her to pull up her underpants, assuming she could have done so given the state of her bum.

"Leave them where they are and hold the back of your skirt up. Don't you dare move until I tell you to? I want you to think about why you just got spanked."

Still sobbing although more softly, Donna stared at the wall. Her hands very gently rubbed her discolored, smoldered bottom trying to take away at least a bit of that unbearable burning sensation, but failing in doing that.                   

Her mother looked at the swollen buttocks with a grimace of satisfaction. There was one young lady who would think twice about lying and being unfaithful again.

After thirty minutes in the corner, Donna was finally allowed to rearrange her clothes and go to her room. With great difficulty, she pulled up her underpants and smoothed down her skirt.

"I'm so sorry, Mommy..." she sniffled and hugged Helen before walking across the hall to her bedroom.

The spanking Donna received was far more severe than the one her sister got a few days earlier. It was impossible for her to sit down at supper that evening, and the red-faced woman ate her meal in a nightgown and dressing gown standing at the counter. Susan watched her still teary-eyed cousin sympathetically, even Debbie felt sorry for her. Despite it being only 7:00 and the sun was shining, Donna excused herself to bed just after dessert. She got to her room and immediately took off her dressing gown and thrust her hands up the back of her nightgown, where they went to work on the smoldering surface of her ample bottom.

Donna's bruised and blistered rear end was still sore two days later when she had to endure a very painful return trip to her home and her husband.      


A tough neighbor

I was 28 when I purchased my first new house. The house was a two-story with a garage and was located in a cul de sac in a nice neighborhood. On one of the first weekends in the house, I decided to have a few friends over for some wine and a barbecue. My friends were actually from my sisterhood from college and we still tended to get wild when we got together to drink. All of us were what was considered to be "hot" by the boys back in school. I was medium size with short blond hair and blue eyes, nice pretty legs, a round butt, a trim waist, and a generous bosom. I was pretty active too, worked out a few times a week, and had a short run almost every day.

The house next door to mine belonged to Katie Hildegard a mature lady who had recently gotten divorced. I had seen her mowing her lawn a few times and was struck by her size. She could have been in her mid-fifties, tall with a strong full-figured body, and thick black hair carefully pulled back and encased in a tight chignon. She had an imposing bosom, her waist was still trim and her hips swept out with full curves. Her heavy bottom cheeks stood at the top of two shapely muscular legs. I assumed she was a pretty strict lady also because I had seen her with her teenage niece once when she came to visit, and in her presence, she was humble and obeyed at once at any direction Katie gave to her.

On the Friday night that I had the gals over, my neighbor Katie was not at home. We were all out in the backyard drinking some sparkling wine and a couple of us tossing the softball to each other, listening to music, and having a good time. As the night got later, just as we were used to, things got a little out of hand with the wine, and one of the girls, my good friend Jennifer, accidentally through the ball over the fence and right through my neighbor Katie’s living room window. When the window broke, we all looked at each other, and at first, we started laughing then suppressing the giggles we bolted for the house. Once inside the kitchen, we wondered what to do next. Jennifer was adamant that she wanted to go over and fess up to breaking the window and offer to pay for its replacement, but I, being not quite that smart, convinced her to forget about it. Katie wasn’t home and wouldn’t be able to prove that it had been any of us. Jennifer reluctantly agreed and after a while we called it a night and everyone went home.

I ended up sleeping well into the next day after having had a few glasses of wine from the night before. It was around 3:30 that Saturday afternoon that I heard a loud rapping at my back kitchen door. Groggily I got up from the couch where I had bummed out. I was just in a tee and shorts as I crossed the kitchen floor and noticed that Katie was standing on the other side of the door. The broken window came rushing back into my mind and I knew that she must be coming over to ask me about it. I decided to stick with the story that we had agreed to the night before and just deny that I knew anything about it.

"Can I help you?" I asked as I opened the door, blinking at the bright summer sunshine.

"Yes. My name is Katie and I live in the house next door." She put out her hand and I couldn’t help but notice the strength in her grip as we shook. "I got home earlier the morning and noticed that a ball had come through my living room window, breaking a glass lamp inside as well."

"Oh, no," I stated, trying to show surprise. "I’m sorry to hear that."

"Do you have any idea how that may have happened?" Katie asked looking directly into my eyes.

"No." I immediately answered. "I had a few friends over last night, but we only sip some coffee and sit down to have a chat.”

"So none of you were playing with a softball?"

"No. Not that I saw. We were just sitting around on the porch hanging out."

Katie looked at me with a look that said he knew better and did not believe me. I didn’t know what else to say, but luckily the uncomfortable silence was broken by the ringing of my phone.

"Come on inside for a minute," I said to Katie not wanting to look like I just wanted to get rid of her quickly.

I ran into the living room and got the phone, which was just another credit card saleswoman. When I went back into the kitchen, Katie was standing there with her arms crossed looking straight at me with a stern face. She was wearing a white blouse over a knee-length skirt, and on her heels, her figure towered upon me.

"So, let me get that straight," Katie began. "A ball comes flying through my window from the direction of your yard and you have no idea how that could have happened?"

"That’s what I told you, isn’t it?" I responded as I tried to keep back the immature attitude that I felt brewing up inside.

I wanted to be nice since we were neighbors, but as far as I was concerned she could never prove what happened and I wasn’t going to stand there all day discussing it.

"What’s with that attitude?" Katie asked. "I am only trying to figure out what happened. Being neighbors I thought you may know what happened or had possibly seen something."

"Well, I don’t know what happened and never saw anything, so you can go now," I responded as I walked over to the door and opened it back up for her.

Katie looked at me with a look that said 'I know you’re lying to me and you better hope I don’t find that out'.

"You can leave now," I reiterated. "Good luck with finding out what happened."

"You know exactly what happened," Katie said closing the door. "And I am going to give you one more opportunity to be honest with me about it."

"One more opportunity or what?" I asked breaking into one of my cocky smiles. "What are you going to do?"

"I am going to give you exactly what you are begging for," Katie explained. "As you are lying right to my face."

"How do you know that I am lying?" I asked starting to get annoyed. "You don’t know anything about what happened. You weren’t even home."

"I am going to ask you one more time about what happened," Katie said. "You have a choice to either talk to me like a grown woman, or if you keep acting like a spoiled brat my hand can discuss it with your bum. It’s your choice."

I was surprised by what she had just said. Her hand could discuss it with my bum? Was she really talking about spanking me? No way! I hadn’t been spanked in years, and I would be damned if I was going to be spanked at 28 years old by my neighbor. Before I could even respond she asked me the question again.

"A ball did some damage to my property last night. What do you know about that?" Katie asked not taking her eyes off mine.

"I told you I don’t know anything about it. Now leave!" I answered as sure as I could be and I walked over to the door and started to pull it open again.

Before I could finish, Katie pushed it closed and grabbed me by the wrist. I twisted my wrist trying to break it free, but could not break her vise-like grip on it. Without a word, Katie turned one of my wooden kitchen chairs around to face the room. She raised her skirt at her hips, sat down on the chair, and yanked me roughly across her left thigh, pinning me down beneath her strong left arm and crossing my calves with her right leg. With her right hand, she began to slap away at my bum right through the seat of my thin shorts.

"Hey!" I yelled as I tried to squirm free. "You can’t do that!"

"Really?" Katie asked with a hint of amusement. "If I can’t do that, then what am I doing?"

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

Katie’s big and hard hand continued to slap every inch of my bottom. I couldn’t believe how much it was beginning to hurt. The pain wasn’t too bad, but I could definitely begin to feel some heat starting to burn into my bum. I squirmed and pushed, but it made no difference. She had pinned me down and I could do nothing to get off her lap or to reach my arm around to try and block. I was getting a new look at my kitchen floor which was now just below my face. I twisted around as much as I could and watched as her hand raised into the air and came smashing down against the middle of my bum with a great amount of force.

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

"Stop it now!" I demanded. "How dare you come over here and spank me like a naughty kid?"

"I came over here to talk to you calmly woman to woman. But you wanted to throw up your attitude and lie right to my face instead," Katie said as she relentlessly pounded away at my bum. "You are the one that decided to act like a spoiled kid."

"No, I didn’t!" I yelled. "I’m not lying to you! I don’t know anything!"

"Still not learning a thing are you?" Katie asked. With that, she stopped spanking my bum, which was an immediate relief. But, instead of letting me go, Katie reached underneath my waist and undid my shorts.

"Hey! What are you doing?" I exclaimed. "Stop it right now! You aren’t taking my pants down!"

I struggled, pushed, and squirmed, but I could not break the weight of her arm which was hugging me up close against her stomach. I couldn’t reach my arm around her arm to stop her from yanking my shorts down, which had now found a new place in the middle of my thighs. The only thing protecting my bum now was a skimpy pair of white panties.

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

Katie’s hand was now smashing against the thin cotton of my panties with a newfound ferocity. She was firing away fast and furiously not missing any area of my bum. she made sure to get the very top area of my bum where it meets the back, then she made sure to get the middle of my bum on each cheek and then across both cheeks at once. She also pummeled away at the very bottom and the sides of my bum where there were no panties to give any protection. OUCH! The pain was now much more intense. I could feel a fire starting to burn across my bum that was hot and painful. I couldn’t believe how calmly she was beating away at my bum. It didn’t seem to faze her in the least.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!  

"Owwoooww!" I began to yell. "ARGHHHH! Stop! Please, stop now!!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

"OOOOOWWAAAA! Stop! It hurts! BWUAAAAAAA!”

"It’s supposed to hurt," Katie said calmly.

"BOOOWOOW! It hurts a lot!" I screamed. "Please! I’ve had enough! Stop! BWAAAAA! I can’t take anymore!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

"Well, that’s too bad for you, young lady," Katie said. "Cause I’m not even close to letting you go. Do you want to lie to me? Well, you are going to learn I do not like to be lied to and will not be by a little mouthy brat."

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

My bum was in more pain than it had ever been in before. I couldn’t believe how much it was hurting now and I only wanted to get away from that horrible woman who seemed to be having some enjoyment from my torture. She was smashing my bum like it was an art. She continued to cover every square inch of my bum, not leaving any area untouched. With each new slap, my bum got hotter and hotter until I could swear it was going to burn my panties clean off. Her swings were relentless. There was no pause or break in between. Sometimes she would spank the same area over and over, and other times she made her rounds to each area, never letting any piece alone for long.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

"Please, stop!" I continued to beg. "Please! "OOOOAAARGHHHH!"

Katie finally stopped but kept me pinned in place. When she stopped my bum had time to soak it all in, and a surge of burning pain swept across it making every part of my bum sting in pain. I wanted to reach back and rub my bum to try to soothe it, but I couldn’t get my arm back there to do it. My bum involuntarily began to twitch as the burn settled in deep.

"Do I have your attention now?" Katie asked.

"Yes. You have my attention. Please let me go." I said hoping that she was ready to talk and that the ordeal was finally over.

"Good. I am going to ask you once again if you know anything about the window. If you lie to me, I am going to bare your behind and spank it until it’s a deep, dark red and blistered. You have the opportunity to keep a little bit of your dignity and still be able to sit down tomorrow, but if you lie, I am going to severely beat your bare bum until sitting down becomes a memory for you. Do you understand?"

I didn’t know what to do. I knew that if I continued to deny the truth, she was going to spank me anyway. She was convinced that I knew something and she wasn’t going to give in until I admitted it. But I also knew that she couldn’t be completely sure unless she had a camera. Shit! What if she did have a camera and she knew for sure what had happened? I decided that I would try to admit that I knew something, without actually admitting it.

"I…I honestly don’t know for sure what happened." I explained. "I wasn’t always outside last night, and…maybe…one of my friends broke it and didn’t want to admit it to me. What I can do is ask them about it and see if they know anything."

"So, you don’t know anything about it, that’s what you’re telling me?" Katie asked.

"Yes, but I can try to find out for you. I’ll ask my friends that were here last night."

"So that’s the whole truth. You aren’t lying? Cause you know what I said was going to happen if you are lying."

"Yes, I know. But that’s the honest truth. I swear." I said, hoping that I had convinced her to at least let me go for now.

"Was one of the friends that you had over last night named Jennifer?" Katie asked.

How could she know that? I asked myself confused.

"Yeah, Jennifer was here," I answered.

"I know she was because earlier this morning she came by, explained what happened, and offered to pay for the damage. She said you wanted to act like you girls didn’t know anything, but she just couldn’t go along." Katie explained with a hint of amusement in her voice.

Shit, I thought. Why had Jennifer done that? I knew I was caught now. There was no way to avoid it, she knew that I had lied again and that I had been lying the whole time.

"What do you have to say to that?" Katie asked. "You are a liar and I gave you every chance to admit it to me, didn’t I?"

"Please, just let me go and we can talk about it. Yes, I was lying, but I’m sorry." I said knowing that it would get me nowhere.

"What did I say would happen if you lied?" Katie asked.

"Please, ma’am. Just let me go. I’ll help Jennifer pay for the damages."

"You are going to help her pay for the damages by half. I blame her for half and you for half."

"Fine. Now let me up and I’ll get you your money." I said as I tried to push up off her lap, but she kept me held there.

"I’m glad to hear that you are willing to pay for half, but you still haven’t answered my question," Katie said. "What did I say was going to happen if you lied?"

"You…you said that you were going to…bare my bum and spank it a deep, dark red," I answered with a shaking voice.

"A deep, dark red and blistered," Katie corrected. "You and I are probably going to be neighbors for a long time young lady, and I will not live next door to a young woman that is going to lie to me. You need to learn that and I am not going to hesitate to teach it to you now, or in the future."

With that, Katie grabbed the waistband of my panties and yanked them down to join my shorts. My bum was now as bare as the day I was born, leaving no protection between her hand and my round soft, and already swollen bum.

"Phew!" Katie exclaimed. "Your big bum is already a bright red right now. That must feel like a bad sunburn. This is going to hurt badly miss, but it’s your own doing."

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

Katie went right back to beating my now fully exposed bum. She once again covered every square inch of my bottom, leaving no part of it alone. The pain was intense and did feel like it was a really bad, bad sunburn. It hurts like hell to get smacked on a fresh sunburn, and Katie was repeatedly smacking my bum over and over again, burning it more deeply with every connection of hand to bum.

"OOWWWW!!!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACK!

"MA’AM!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"PLEASE! PLEASE STOP MA’AM!”

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"AAAHHH! OOOWWW!"

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"PLEASE! PLEASE, STOP IT STING BAAADDD! 

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! 

"OOWWW! BWUAAAAA! OOWWWW! PLEASEEEE!”

Katie paid no heed to my pleas for mercy. She just continued to spank my bum again and again. I struggled as hard as I could, twisting, turning, bucking, and kicking. My bum was flexing in and out trying to divert the blazing pain that Katie was beating into it. I vowed at that moment to never lie to my neighbor again. There was no way I was going to go through this again.

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

"PLEASE, MA’AM…I CAN’T TAKE IT ANYMORE!" I yelled as tears were now freely streaming down my face and snot coming out from my nostrils, "PLEASE! PLEASE! LET ME GO! BWUAAAAA!”

I was crying, not even bothering to wipe away the tears. I kept screaming, praying that she would have some mercy.

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

Finally, Katie stopped spanking me and let me stand up. With tears running down my face I immediately grabbed my bum and rubbed it feeling the blisters she had raised there under my fingers as I did. I didn’t care that I was standing there half-naked in front of that woman. All I cared about was how bad the burn was searing across my bum even though the smacks had finally stopped. The more I rubbed my bum, the more it seemed to burn.

"Why don’t you get yourself together and then stop by?" Katie said as she went toward the door. "We can discuss the amount of the damage and I can get paid. I think that I don’t have to tell you what will happen the next time you act like a brat with me, do I?"

"No, ma’am" I sobbed. "I’ll never lie to you again! I swear. I will be a good neighbor girl! I promise I will be!”

"Good. Get cleaned up and come over so we can talk." Katie said and with that, she went out the door.

I stepped out of my shorts and panties, then walked toward the stairs bare bum. I grimaced as I walked up the stairs, barely able to do it. Each step I took stretched my bum and caused the burn to flare up with a pissed-off vengeance. Once in the bathroom I checked my bum in the mirror and saw that every inch of it was a dark and deep red, almost nearing purple. I then got in the shower and let the cold water rain down on my bum for relief.


A Proven Answer to Silly Behavior

﻿Some believe that a good spanking is an answer to any silly behavior. They think that firm discipline applied to the bare buttocks helps focus the mind away from negative and destructive thoughts and behaviors, no matter what the age. As embarrassing as this is to type, not too long ago I came to know that my mother is one such person and that her views rely on the belief in the old-fashioned value of a short sharp shock.

When I was a little girl spankings were occasionally used as a punishment for misbehavior, as is traditionally the case. But it was returning home after leaving university that Mom became convinced of its wider merits.

Not surprisingly, the transition from university was a difficult one for me. I had gone from living the free uncontrolled life of a campus student to being back home with mom and dad and their rules, in a small village that had not many attractions to offer. I was supposed to look for a job, but I took it easy, too easy in my parent’s view, so I spent quite sloppy days at home. To make matters worse, I had my heart broken when I and my boyfriend broke up just before leaving campus.

Looking back, I was probably a bit depressed, and this didn’t make me an easy person to be around. I did very little to help in the home, and when I did it was with much complaining. Worse, when not almost mute, I was sarcastic or stressed and shouted over the smallest little thing.

My dad took it rather well, all things considered, after all, I had always been his little princess, but mom grew increasingly frustrated as the months passed and my behavior continued. That was not surprising, given when I was growing up mom was the disciplinarian of the house. She used to scold, to take away privileges, and whenever she thought it was necessary, she spanked, and quite soundly too.

The occasional spankings continued until I started high school, but stopped at that stage, and while there were the occasional run-ins, followed by me being grounded, my bottom remained unspanked.

Over a couple of months or so after I returned home, however, my mom started to refer to spanking again. Often in an offhand manner, she would grumble that she used to take me over her knee for behaving in that way, or that she was tempted to give me a good smacked bottom if I didn't sharpen up. I didn’t respond, assuming, or hoping, it was a joke or an idle threat.

Perhaps I should have worried more the day I saw that the hairbrush was sitting on top of the fire mantle as it used to be when still in use to correct my worst antics. But a girl in her twenties can't reasonably think that she is in real danger of having her plump bottom spanked with a hairbrush, can she? The purpose for that once dreaded instrument of discipline being there was made clear soon enough, however.

It was a weekday and my mom had gone out to do some errands. I was still in bed when I heard her car return at around midday. A few minutes later, the door burst open and Mom walked in.

“Young lady, how can you still be in bed at this hour?!” She said with fury in her voice while she yanked open the curtains.

I pulled the duvet over my head to avoid the light. To my surprise, she pulled the duvet clean off the bed, gripped my ear with her hand, and then yanked me up off the bed.

"Things can't go on like this." She told me.

I tried to make some excuse, I told her that I was an adult woman and that how I lived my life wasn’t any of her business.

“You are my daughter,” she said with a purpose, “and this is my house, so all this is my business! I am fed up with you moping around, feeling sorry for yourself, being hysterical with everyone, and I don’t intend to stand it any longer.”

She continued saying either I come back to be the responsible, amiable young lady that I was, or she was going to make sure I did what I had to do when I had to do it and without any nonsense.

I shrugged, annoyed at this lecture, and told her again to go away and leave me alone.

She then stared at me with a frightening gaze that I knew so well and told me that if I couldn’t look after myself, then she needed to step in and she was going to make very sure I paid attention when she had something to say.

I looked at her with uncertainty and it was right then that I noticed the hairbrush in her right hand.

“You my girl, have acted like a silly, sulky, spoiled kid recently, and I never stood silliness and sulkiness, and for sure I never spoiled you! That’s why I’m going to give you a spanking right now!”

I was horrified, but also strangely curious. When she told me this, there was a part of me that was in agreement. I really have acted like a silly, sulky, spoiled girl, and I knew very well that that was not the way I was raised to act. And despite the fear and shame of it all, there was a part of me interested to see whether she would go ahead with this.

Mom sat on the bed, placed the brush beside her, and told me to stand in front of her. I complied and stood in front of her in my pajamas. She told me to put my hands on my head, and my stomach churned. Suddenly memories of the times I had been in that very same situation years before flashed through my mind as I realized it was about to happen again. But again, urged by the need to obey her motherly wish, I obliged

I felt her hands at each side of the waistband of my pajama bottom and with a sharp tug, I felt it come down past my crotch and bottom, exposing them to the cool air, then further down to my knees, and ankles. She grabbed each ankle one at a time to guide my pajama pants off my feet, leaving me standing half-naked in front of her.

In part not wanting to prolong my shame standing there with everything out on display, and in part led by inner conditioning which root deepened in my childhood, I placed myself gingerly over her lap.

For a moment I stood there, feeling the old sensation of total vulnerability, with my generous swelling bum up in the air, awaiting the spankings. Right then I just felt that I had been a bad girl and there was nothing I could do to avoid the inevitable correction. Just as it had been years ago.

And then it began.

Mom started with her hand applied firmly to my bare, upraised bottom. These smacks would alternate between loud sound slaps to the center of each cheek, and a volley of sharp cracks across the sit spot.

The initial sting was a surprise, not least so since it had been years since she had spanked me. However, it was bearable and the initial feeling I had at the start was an overwhelming sense of shame.

I imagined what it would be like to be a fly on the wall, watching the pathetic sight of a naked young woman over his mother’s lap, having her womanly bottom warmed because she was unable to behave. The thought of someone finding out crossed my mind and I instinctively cringed. I still do at the idea.




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

 

The sounds of Mom’s hand smashing down, again and again, over my supple bum cheeks, seemed to fill the room. So dominant in my mind it became that I wondered how far the sound of such a sound spanking could travel.

At some point though, it was not the sound that preoccupied me but the increasing sting that I felt. What was bearable, if embarrassing, in the beginning, started to feel distinctly smarting and I could feel myself involuntarily twitch and moan at each smack. I began to experience a bad burning sensation across my entire backside. Each further SMACK only intensified that feeling and I began to dread what was to come, as I suspected by the previous experiences she had barely started.

Right on cue, the smacks stopped and there was a momentary hush. I knew that this did not mean that my spanking was over, but that she was picking up the dreaded brush that had been sitting next to her on the bed.

“Please Mother,” I shouted suddenly overwhelmed by fear for what was in store for my poor already tender bottom, “I’m sorry. I will straighten up, I promise I will!”

As an answer with a loud crack, the brush came down hard in the center of one of my bum cheeks.

“ARGHHH!” I gasped.

As if satisfied by this, Mom let out a sudden flurry of hard swats to the center of each bum cheek. Overwhelmed by the now unbearable sting I let out louder and louder wails. Another flurry to the top of my thighs and I buried my face into the covers to try to muffle my cries.

The flurries stopped and she settled into a steady, rhythmic pace as the brush worked its way across my poor bottom, pushing the sting into a burn and the burn into pure fire. I buckled in pain and started desperately squirming over the lap.

With sharp pressure, she put one hand on the flat of my back and pushed me down against her lap whilst maintaining the pace and severity of each CRACKK. The brush then worked its way to the tender spot where the bottom meets the thighs and she focused on smacking these exceptionally painful areas.

I was crying in earnest and began a series of pitiful pleadings. Thoroughly chastened I lapsed into the old routine of desperately apologizing and promising to be a good girl if only she would stop.

She knew better than that, however, and the smacks continued, occasionally pressing me back down into place over the lap.

Eventually, the pace slowed and she began to lecture me again.

“I should not have to expect to do this just to get you to act with some maturity, but don’t think for a second I won’t hesitate to warm your bottom again, whenever you need it, young lady!” She scolded, emphasizing some of the keywords with a heavy crack of that horrid hairbrush, as I agreed with every question put to me.

CRACKK! “Yes, I had let her down.”

CRACKK! “Yes, I deserved my spanking.”

CRACKK! “No, I wasn’t too old to go over her knee.”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! 

And then it was over. Nothing was said for a minute or two as I continued to lie over her lap, exhausted and ashamed, still crying my eyes out.

She then told me to get up. I did so and was given a few seconds grace period to furiously rub my burning cheeks. In front of her, I hopped from foot to foot, feverishly rubbing my burning swollen ass cheeks, oblivious to the show I was offering. I didn’t care, I had just had the spanking of my life and my only concern was the smoldering fire that consumed my poor rear end. She then ordered my hands above my head. I reluctantly did so, wishing I could still rub, and embarrassed by my vulnerable half-naked state.

She directed me to the corner of my room, telling me that some time to reflect on my behavior would do me good.

I gingerly walked to the place that in my childhood was referred to as the naughty corner and faced it, hands still above my head. My mom said she would be back when I had been there long enough, but to stay where I was until that time. I knew better than to disobey, but I still remember the intensity of my thoughts that consumed me in that corner, thinking less about how I had acted, and more of me standing there, half naked and with a bottom as a red balloon, what a sight I must have been.

After what could have been 15 or 20 minutes, but which felt like an eternity, Mom came back into the room. She was holding a sheet of paper.

“Here’s a list of chores that need to be done by dinner time. If they are not, then your panties will come right down and you’ll be right back over my knee. Is that clear?” She said.

I nodded, not wanting to risk any further negative reaction, and after I had composed myself, I set to my tasks.

The oddest thing, though, was that for the first time in quite a while, I felt a sense of peace. Yes, my mom had just spanked my bottom as when I was a little kid, and I should have no reason to feel pleased about that, and yes I was doing household tasks for fear of another trip over her motherly lap, but it was as if I had now a new focus, I felt a sense of security in that.

Unfortunately, I cannot say it was an immediate cure for all the issues I had. Mom, feeling it had had some good effect, repeated these very painful and shaming lessons whenever I became too unmotivated, too agitated, or bad-tempered, or when I simply misbehaved (perhaps an odd term to use for a young woman in her twenties, but a term that was used by her all the same).

Over time, I began to change and mature into a woman who no longer needed the rigorous application of mom’s hairbrush to her bare bottom. Or at least, not that often.


The Afternoon Show

Boys, can you believe it? My Momma got a spanking from her Momma today! How come I know it? Guess what? I saw the whole thing!

I and Mom went to Grandma’s house today. Grandma is the kindest person in the whole world. She loves to play with me and I love to play with her. The only thing I don’t like is that Momma and Grandma don’t always get along too well. You know, Momma has a really bad habit of sassing people, Dad says she is...sarcastic, even if I don't know exactly what that means. Anyway, she sure did learn today that you don’t ever sass your momma if you like sitting down!

I was playing with my soccer ball in Grandma’s garden when at one point I heard a whole bunch of yelling. It was coming from the house and my Mom was doing all the yelling. I heard Momma sassing Grandma something fierce. Grandma was getting mad because all of a sudden I heard those fateful words.

“Girl, you keep that mouth going and you and I and my hairbrush are going to have a very lively conversation!”

It was when I heard it that I got up and kind of sneaked over to peek in the window. Grandma had her hands on her hips and looked like she was going to start spitting nails any second. Momma just wouldn’t hush. Grandma went over to her and, SMACKK, her hand slapped Momma's butt HARD!

Wow, I was so shocked I almost fainted! Never did I ever think my Momma was on her way to getting a spanking!

Even after that smack Momma just kept on mouthing off. Grandma must have had her fill of Momma because she coldly but firmly told Momma to get the brush.

It was then that my Momma started to seem a little worried. She kinda backed off apologizing and suggesting that they would resolve the matter like two adults. But Grandma didn't get any of it. In a frightening tone, she stated, "When you act as an adult you will be treated as an adult, but whenever you act as a child throwing tantrums, well, then you will be treated just as one."

And then she added something that really made Momma blanch, "And you remember what happened to you whenever you threw a tantrum, don't you?"

It was then that I started to feel my penis pulsating inside my shorts as I watched some more of this crazy show. In my head, I was rooting for Grandma. Ain’t I a devil?

By now Momma had lost all her composure and was shamelessly begging and pleading not to get spanked with the hairbrush, all the time holding her generous skirted bum in her hands.

It was a sight to see!

Grandma didn’t budge and eventually, Momma did get that nasty old wooden brush. When she handed it to Grandma she looked like she was going to throw up for fear. She kept asking Grandma for forgiveness, promising she wouldn't sass her anymore, even calling her 'mommy'.

Grandma acted as if she didn't even hear her, she sat on the sofa and had Momma stand right in front of her.

Boys, this was getting better by the second! This was better than any action movie I ever saw! I couldn’t wait to see what happens next!

Grandma made Momma tell her why she was about to get this spanking. Momma was kind of crying and holding her butt just like in the comics little kids do when they fear getting a spanking.

Momma told her everything and it was quiet for a moment. Then Grandma's hands were on Momma's skirt hem and she expertly rolled it up around her waist. All of a sudden Momma was there with her womanly hips and thighs on show. She covered her face with her hands, as if she didn't want to see what was about to happen to her, and started sobbing quietly. Unmoved Grandma pulled her panties down to her ankles to lay on Momma's heels.

Right then I let out a big gasp and I had to slam my hand on my mouth to not get caught. Wow, sure Momma has a big, round, white bum!

Grandma gently but firmly guided Momma over her ample lap and started that spanking with no utter delay.

SMACKK! SMACKK!  CRACKK! SMACKK! CRACKK! 

It was a sight to see! Momma started kicking and crying right from the start. She never even tried to get away, she just lay there, bare from her waist to her ankles, with her big, prominent wobbling bottom up in the air, and took her spanking just like a naughty little girl. I could not believe my Momma was getting a real-life honest-to-gosh spanking.

Grandma spanked here and then there and you never had a chance to judge where that brush was going to land next. I bet that hurt a whole lot! And I have to admit that my penis was hard as a rock and pushing the front of my shorts out as I watched the show. I decided to be good as gold at Grandma’s because one thing is enjoying that show but sure I never want to find out first person how hard that woman can spank!

And she not only spanked HARD, but she also spanked LONG!

Spank after spank after spank she turned all of Momma's poor rear end into a blazing inferno. From where the bum cheeks start to separate to well down the upper part of her thighs her brush turned Momma's skin a mottled, beet red, sore-looking color.

Only when Momma was crying like a little kid with her mouth open in a pitiful wail and her cheeks damped in tears and snot, Grandma stopped spanking her. She helped Momma up and held her. Momma relaxed in her arms and then, while cupping tenderly in her hands her badly smoldered buttocks, she heartily promised to never, ever sass Grandma again. I bet she does it again and again. My Momma has a problem. It’s called...I’m talking and I can’t shut up disease! Now, don’t be laughing. Come over to our house and judge for yourself!

It was then that I decided on a strategic retreat, and went back to play with my ball. A little later I went in the house to have some snack and casually asked where Momma was, as I didn't see her around. Grandma told me that she was in her old room to have some rest as she had felt a little tired. It was only at around seven pm that she came back down with a quite distressed look on her pretty face. The trip back home was amusing as well, the funniest thing was seeing Momma sit down in the car real gently. I almost wet my pants.


Mrs. Smith's Tree

Mrs. Smith was a retired lady when I and my aunt came to know her. She was a tall, stout woman in her sixties, with a quiet and stern look. She had raised four girls of her own and just as his girls were moving out and his life was settling down, we moved in next door to enliven her retirement.

Soon we get close. Our backyards melted together without fences, and my aunt often chatted with her before dinner. Also often we all spent the evening having a drink together.

It was during one of these evening conversations, that Mrs. Smith became even more intimately associated with us. It was then that we learned that the large and carefully pruned peach tree in the Smith backyard not only produced wonderful fruit but also produced long and supple switches which Mrs. Smith had used in past years on the bottoms of her four girls whenever they misbehaved.

The Smith girls blushed and giggled as they recounted the many times that each of them had been sent to the tree to select a few stingy switches, then reported back to the angry Mrs. Smith in the kitchen. Once the girls would return to the kitchen, their mom would bend them over the counter, raise their skirts, and lower their panties at midthighs for a good, stinging switching on the very bare and proffered rear end.

It was great fun to hear of the distress of the lovely girls next door and to imagine their embarrassment as their bare bottoms were switched.

My aunt seemed to take a great interest in the girls telling of their switchings. She questioned them about the stinging they provided. Did their mom only switch their bottoms or the tops of their thighs too? Did they bend over completely, or just lean over a little? Did the switch sting more or less than the occasional hairbrush spanking Mrs. Smith told to have delivered when far from her house?

I delighted in the girls' giggles as they talked about sticking their bare bottoms out in the kitchen to receive their correction, and the bright red blushing of their cheeks as they recounted the embarrassment of having their panties dragged down so unceremoniously. And we all grinned as they talked about that time when Mrs. Smith had all four girls bent over the counter at the same time, all with their panties around their knees as she switched up and down the row of pale, round bottoms.

But I quit grinning the minute that aunt asked Mrs. Smith if she might, once in a while, prune a switch from that tree. Even if she didn't explicitly tell why she would have needed it, it was clear to all that the only reason could be to be used to correct...me!

I was horrified as she followed on bluntly explaining that at thirty I was put under her legal custody for a year due to a bad car accident I provoked under the effect of alcohol, which unfortunately had become a habit of mine after a bad divorce six months before. And that was also the reason for us to move there so that I would stay away from my recent bad company.

This revelation led to a long and entirely too frank discussion of grown-up daughter rearing. Mrs. Smith insisted on the usefulness of stringent discipline with girls of any age, and my aunt agreed with her, complaining that all that was in part her dead sister's, my Mom, fault as she lacked in that aspect when she had raised me. Since I went to high school I did almost all that I wanted and the occasional spankings my mom delivered over my pajama-clad bottom when I was younger completely disappeared after I turned ten. But all that had to change now, my aunt said, she even told to the Smiths how difficult was to live with an adult woman who sometimes acted as if she was still a spoiled teenager. By then I was blushing all the colors of the sunset and to make matters worse she followed on by saying that she was seeking some punishment that would keep me on the straight and narrow while we were in this disgraceful situation caused by me. And it sounded to her that a good switching, on the bare skin of my rear end would probably do the trick.

With me completely crestfallen we all trooped over to the peach tree as the Smith girls plucked various size switches and explained their merits to my mother. As the Smith girls laughed and stung each other on the rear with the different switches, I was very subdued since I saw the intensity of Aunt's concentration on their instruction. I was very ashamed when I went to sleep that night, on my tummy, caressing my generous womanly bum cheeks just at the thought of what a switch of that tree could do to my tender rear end, and worried if my aunt would be serious in following that horrible advice of Mrs. Smith.

It was a few days later that I found out how serious my aunt was and that I first felt the burning sting of a switch. I had been a brat all day complaining about my life and generally making my Aunt's life miserable. Not being able to take it anymore, at sunset Mom had been looking out the kitchen window, and I'm sure that just seeing that tree brought back her memory of our evening discussions.

"That's it, I have taken all I could take from you today, young lady. I'll go ask Mrs. Smith if I can take a switch from her tree, and by the time I'm back you better wait for me with your shorts and panties well down, if you know what is good for you!"

Tears rolled down my cheeks as if I had already been punished as I saw her trudge across the yard to the large garden that Mrs. Smith tended with such care, talk to Mrs. Smith briefly then pick a switch and come back to the house.

Once back and holding the dreaded switch, Mom put a kitchen chair in the middle of the kitchen, and soon I was bent over it with my chubby bottom and meaty thighs all bare and sticking out.

SWISHH!  SWISHH! SWISHH! SWISHH! SWISHH! 

In the next few minutes, Mom with that little peach switch set my rear completely on fire!

I squealed and squirmed and hollered as the switch stung my bare poor wobbling buttocks and the top of my thighs. The thinness of the switch stung tiny portions of my bottom with each application, and the times that Mom caught my bare legs stung even worse. I don't know how long the switching lasted but by the time mom was done all my rear end from the cleavage of the buttocks to the top of the thighs was covered with thin, overlapping, red, stinging lines. The burning sensation I felt there was unbearable and stayed with me till the morning after. I was a very well-punished lady when my aunt sent me to my room for an early bedtime, and I spent quite some time sniffling and nursing a very hot rear end.

Aunt must have approved of the change in behavior that the switch brought to me, for it was only a couple of weeks later that after a heated discussion in which I answered her badly, she scampered over to the peach tree again. When she returned I was made to lift my dress above my waist, and I was made to lean over the back of the kitchen chair. As I stood there bent over, Aunty (yes by now she had become 'aunty') promptly peeled my panties down to my ankles and then laid on with the switch. Again I found myself howling and squirming as the switch soon painted thin lines of pure fire across my round wobbling bottom and down across the back of my meaty thighs.

In the next months, the procedure was developed. Whenever I didn't do my chores, I complained about my situation, I talked back or I acted in any way that displeased Aunty, a switching was promptly delivered. Without my underpants on, as I leaned over the back of the chair, Aunty would sting my bottom cheeks and upper thighs with these little bits of Mrs. Smith peach tree until the burning sensation became so unbearable that I was reduced to a crying, penitent, little girl, pleading for forgiveness, telling how sorry I was to have been 'a bad girl', and promising Aunty to obey her forever and ever.

And not only did I fear being switched, but I also dreaded the humbling experience of Aunty walking in the yard to pick a switch in front of all neighborhoods. It was even worse when one of Mrs. Smith's daughters was visiting, and they exchanged a few words with Mom while she was there cutting a switch. Later they would look at me with knowing grins, or sometimes sad looks of compassion. When it came winter it wasn't much help. Though Mrs. Smith or her daughters were rarely out, the tell-tale footprints in the snow circling her tree told them that I was having trouble sitting down. And for sure I did, as those damned little switches always left the part of my body where I usually sit down, completely afire and sore for a good time after!

It has now been two months since my sentence ended. I went back to living alone and cured myself of the drinking habit. My life is back on track and, believe it or not, I start to think that part of the credit for this is due to Mrs. Smith's tree.
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