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How I Became Intrigued By Spanking

I met Dawn in the late summer of 1958, the day my family moved to that quiet residential neighborhood. I was eighteen at the time, the eldest of two brothers, living with our easygoing parents, and even now, an old man, I remember it as if it were yesterday.

The neighborhood we moved to was a typical lower-middle-class suburban neighborhood consisting primarily of small houses with porches, each surrounded by a small garden.

Dawn was sixteen then. I saw her for the first time as she sat on her porch while I helped Dad unload the last suitcases from our station wagon, and the movers arranged furniture and boxes in our new home.

I was immediately attracted by her pin-up fashion. Her hair was kept in a ponytail, her blue eyes brightened her smile, and her circle skirt let her slender, lightly tanned legs show. She showed charm and innocence rather than sexiness.

In the days that followed, Dawn and I got to know each other and became friends. She lived with her Mom, a housewife, and her Dad, a sergeant major in the army stationed at the nearby military base. Dawn's Mother was a still-attractive woman in her late thirties, very caring toward Dawn and always kind to me.

Her Father was also quite kind, but with a brusque manner. He also had a stern, determined look, and I can't deny that the man intimidated me.

It didn't take long for Dawn and me to start a typical teenage relationship. I really had a crush on her. Then one day it happened.

It was one of Dawn's first days of her last year of high school, and almost at dinner time, Dawn and I were sitting in her yard, close to her porch. We had spent the whole afternoon together walking, kissing and petting, and eating ice cream at the nearby ice cream parlor, but the whole time, Dawn's mind had seemed far away, worried. Finally, while we sat there in the yard, Dawn let it out. That morning at school, something had happened. A group of girls got into a fight and exchanged insults. She and the other girls had received a warning note, and they were told that their parents would be called to inform them of what had happened. So her Mom was informed of her behavior, and surely, as soon as her Dad was home, he would be informed of it as well.

I tried to reassure my friend. After all, it didn't seem like such a big deal to me; it wasn't like she had been suspended or anything like that, it was just a warning note. But my words didn't ease her worries; on the contrary, as her Dad's homecoming approached, she seemed even more worried.

'She is such a baby!' I thought, seeing Dawn so scared about her Parents' reaction to her little school prank. But then her Dad arrived, parked his car, greeted us, and went inside the house. Only a few minutes passed, during which I saw my friend's cute, freckled face grow paler and paler, before the sergeant major came out again. He came directly in our direction with a somber look and frowned at Dawn. He didn't say anything except, "Get yourself in the house, young lady. Your Mother and I need to talk to you."

Dawn didn't even look at me; she just looked really scared and hurried inside the house. When she passed by her Dad, the tall, imposing man grabbed her arm, and I heard him say: "How dare you act in such a disgraceful way at school!"

After the door slammed, my boyish mind flooded with eloquent retorts to Dawn's Dad's words and actions. I cursed myself for not having been able to defend my little love. In my imagination, I put him in his place. How dare he be so bossy to Dawn like that? Who did he think he was, talking to a small girl that way? The more I thought about it, the angrier I got. I couldn't tell whom I was the maddest with, Dawn's Dad for how imposing he had acted, or myself for not having been able to retort to him.

So there I was, sitting in the yard, not far from their porch and the living room window, when I heard Dawn start to cry. In a minute, I could hear everything, and I could hardly believe it.

Dawn was being spanked, and quite soundly too, as it seemed!

I could understand that because my poor friend was frantically assuring her Mom that she won't do 'that' again, and begging her Dad not to spank her. But evidently that horrible man kept doing it, as I could understand from Dawn's crying.

I stood there petrified. I had never been spanked. My parents didn't believe in it. And I had never seen, well, heard, anyone getting spanked before. I remained seated in the yard until the noises ceased. The entire episode lasted no more than a few minutes, but it seemed like an eternity to me. Then, feeling embarrassed, I returned home.

The following day, Dawn avoided me. When she started talking to me again, I was too embarrassed to know whether I should try to comfort her or pretend I didn't understand what had happened to her. Anyway, there was little time left before I had to leave for my first year of college.

Once at college, and seldom returning home, Dawn became a faraway remember. Then, the next year, Dawn left for college, too.

It was shortly after my twenty-fifth birthday that, one Sunday, while going to lunch with my parents, I met Dawn.

At the time, I was living in a downtown studio apartment, not far from the law firm where I had just started working as an associate. That day, as I left my parents' house, I saw Dawn standing under her porch, looking gorgeous in a miniskirt, a fringed leather vest over a shirt, and a headband holding her long blonde hair in place, the fashion of 1965.

It wasn't the first time I had seen her in recent years, but until that day, I had never fully realized how much the cute girl had grown into a beautiful young woman. She wasn't very tall, but beneath her blouse, you could sense a pair of firm breasts, her narrow waist widened just enough at the hips to make her look feminine, and her miniskirt hugged an absolutely adorable bottom, and let you see a pair of shapely legs.

After exchanging greetings, I approached her, and we began talking. I told her about my new job, and she said she had only one semester left before graduation, and she was home for the summer holidays.

Looking into her deep blue eyes, I fell in love with her all over again, as I had when I was eighteen, and I was delighted when Dawn accepted my invitation to dinner the following evening.

It didn't take long for Dawn and me to hit it off again and start a real relationship this time. It was clear that we were very attracted to each other, and the sex was great too. The only problem was that Dawn categorically refused to stay overnight at my place. Not only that, but she insisted on being driven home by midnight every night without exception.

Although Dawn was vague about the reasons, it was clear to me that her parents had not lost any of their severity, which led me to wonder whether her Dad still used the same disciplinary methods I had heard him employ on that fateful summer afternoon seven years earlier. But of course, I dismissed that thought. Dawn was now a woman of twenty-three; it was not possible that she was being punished like some kid, would it?

And then, just the week before Dawn's scheduled return to college, it happened again!

It was Saturday, and we had spent the entire afternoon and early evening in bed in my bachelor apartment. Then, around ten o'clock, driven by hunger, we went to dinner at a nearby Italian restaurant, and finally, I took the car to drive my beloved home before her childish curfew.

Unfortunately, I had completely forgotten to fill up the tank and ignored the gauge. So I ran out of gas when we were still away from Dawn's house.

We tried hitchhiking, but at that time of night on that secondary road that led only to that quiet, boring residential neighborhood, no one was passing by, and, obviously, we didn't have a cellphone to call a tow truck back then. So we walked the nearly three miles to Dawn's house, and by the time we arrived, it was past 1 a.m.

Believe it or not, Dawn's Father was there, sitting on the porch, waiting for her. As soon as he saw us, he stood up with his hands on his hips, a somber look, and frowned at Dawn. And my girlfriend's face turned pale.

It was incredible, it was like watching a movie I had already seen, except that the starring actress was no longer a girl with freckles but a beautiful young woman with whom I had spent the whole afternoon having sex!

Dawn's Father didn't say much more than, "How dare you come back home at this time of night! Do you really think you can break your curfew without consequences? Come inside with me, young lady. You're in for it!"

Dawn didn't even try to defend herself. She just looked scared, as her imposing, determined Father grabbed her arm and pulled her into the house.

Hence again, after the door slammed, I cursed myself for not being able to defend my love and explain to that bossy man the reason for our delay. But then I understood the deeper reason why I had acted that way this time, and I felt even more ashamed of myself. The fact is that I wanted to know if Dawn was still being spanked! And not only that. 'Do you want to see it, don't you, you evil boy?' I asked myself while a sly smile lit up my face.

Driven by a desire stronger than myself, I walked around the side of the house to the living room window, where so many years ago I had heard Dawn's spanking happening, feeling a growing sense of excitement about the whole matter. Once there, I crouched down to peer into the window.

The living room was brightly lit. Dawn's Mother was sitting on the edge of the sofa, and her Dad was standing beside her…holding a sturdy, doubled leather belt in his hand! Dawn was standing right in front of him, so her back was towards me. She was fidgeting, moving from one foot to the other. She had her hands clasped behind her skirted bottom almost protectively. I could see the stern middle-aged man speaking to his daughter, but I couldn't hear what he was saying. Now and then, Dawn was nodding her head.

At one point, Dawn's Dad beckoned his daughter to him with his right index, and my beloved approached him in small, insecure steps. Once she was in front of her paternal parent, Dawn stopped fidgeting and moved her hands to her sides. Her Father reached down and lifted the hem of her daughter's short skirt to her waist. He then inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of her panties and lowered them to her ankles, leaving her bare from the waist down.

At the view of Dawn's bare rear, my heart skipped a beat. It didn't matter that just a few hours earlier I had explored every curve of her harmonious body; seeing her there, half-naked for that shameful reason, was a completely different matter, and even more arousing if possible. Her legs were lightly tanned from the summer sun, which drew attention to her much lighter, bare bottom. Her bubble bottom, even if not chubby or plump, was certainly cutely round, the two buttocks springing out as two white meaty hillocks. And at that moment, I foolishly thought that they looked as if they were just asking to be spanked!

The next thing I saw was Dawn's Dad grab her grown-up daughter as if she were still a child and bend her over the sofa arm. In a trice, my girlfriend's head and chest were on the couch, her legs were dangling, her feet barely touching the floor. And her bottom was bent and propped up in the air, offering itself to the gaze and punishing wrath of the sergeant major. Dawn's Dad swished that sturdy belt in the air and said something that I couldn't hear. The next thing I saw was his right arm rise to the ceiling, and then the belt came down hard right in the center of Dawn's upturned bottom.

While I hadn't heard the conversation they had, I heard very well the sound of the CRACK the belt made while hitting my poor lover's tender bum flesh and her yelp of pain. Her right hand shot back and covered her bottom.

Fully immersed in his disciplinarian role, the strict man took Dawn's wrist in his left hand and returned it to the couch, where it belonged. And I thought that bent in that shaming position, completely helpless and submissive to her Dad's authority, Dawn was a highly erotic view.

While I, more and more intrigued, was watching and thinking, Dawn's Dad had started to whip in earnest. He was swatting different parts of Dawn's bottom with each solid belt swat. The broad, thick leather flattened the bottom cheeks each time they hit them. Then a flurry of biting licks down lower on each bum cheek, then on the top part of her bottom. Soon, the strict man was whipping the very lowest part of poor Dawn's bottom and then the very tops of her thighs. There was no particular order or rhythm that I could see; he was just tanning every part of Dawn's cute, tender rear that by now surely had to sting unbearably.

Dawn wasn't quiet while her whipping was going on. At first, she was yelping each time her Father's belt landed on her bottom. I could hear some frantic pleading going on as well. As the severe punishment progressed, her cries blended together until she was just bawling her eyes out.

Before my astonished eyes, Dawn's bottom was undergoing an interesting transformation. What had started as a creamy white, in sharp contrast to her tan legs, had turned first pink, then red, then scarlet, and now her rear was covered with puffy, painful-looking, cherry-red, broad stripes overlapping.

After what seemed like a long time to me and that must have seemed like an eternity to Dawn, the merciless whipping finally stopped. But Dawn just kept lying there and crying.

Dawn's poor bottom certainly was a sight! The sit spot was the darkest color, a blotchy, beet-red hue. The rest of her bottom faded evenly to a flaming red near the very top, the sides, and the very top of her thighs, and as said, everywhere it sported the imprints of her Dad's belt. All in all, a very painful sight, I thought.

After a minute or two of letting her daughter cry herself out, Dawn's Dad helped her stand. She immediately got to her feet and rushed both hands to her smoldered and swollen rear. She kicked her panties off her ankles and pranced around the room, her face contorted in a grimace, damp with tears and snot. She rubbed her bum and cried, cried and rubbed, all the time promising in high pitch her 'Daddy' and her 'Mommy' that she would never be 'a bad girl' again.

I stood mesmerized as my lover put on such a show, and I was even more surprised when, at the end of her 'well-spanked girl dance' performance, she threw her arms around her Dad and gave him a big hug.

"Wow, that was something!" I murmured to myself, and I decided to quickly retrieve so as not to be discovered in that peeping situation.

From that day on, I could never get what I had seen out of my head, and I became addict to spankings. And as for Dawn and me, well, what happened between us after that evening is not something a gentleman should talk about.


The Confession

It was a Saturday morning when Ruth finally decided to confront her husband about the issue she had been mulling over for days.

In her nightgown and robe, she had finished clearing the table after breakfast, and the scout bus had just left after picking up their three sons for the weekend excursion.

"Please sit down, honey," Ruth began to say after clearing her throat. "I need to talk to you."

Puzzled, Bill got up from the armchair, placed his newspaper on the table, and sat down opposite his wife.

"Let's be honest…our marriage is going down the toilet," Ruth went right to the point, and said that, she covered her face with her hands while her shoulders were shaken with a sob.

Bill glared at his wife with sad eyes. At forty, she was still a very attractive woman. Dark hair, pretty eyes and lips, big bosom, shapely legs, and a saucy derriere, full and round. They have been married for thirteen years now, have three daughters, but Bill had to agree with her that things between them had stopped working for a while.

"Our house is not what it used to be," Ruth continued after wiping away a tear. "It's now a place of tension. Words are whispered, never spoken. And I know this is mainly my fault." She stopped again and glared at Bill. His gray hair and beard highlighted his face, and his forty-five-year-old body was fit and strong. "I know I have been distant and have neglected my duties as a wife...even as a mother, at times. I can't tell you exactly why. The desire for something new, perhaps, a breath of fresh air. But my attitude bothers me greatly now."

Bill saw that while saying that, Ruth's lovely face had turned sad and drawn. It broke his heart to see her like that, but he knew that what she was saying was true. He, too, had concerns about their marriage and his wife's distant attitude to the point of fearing how long it could go on like that.

"I feel guilty," Ruth said, "I really care about our life, our home, the kids…you. So, I've been thinking about my formative years, about my Father, and about how he handled the discipline in our home." Her voice was now less firm than she intended. "He had this old wooden paddle, you know, and that thing was more than a punishment tool; it was a symbol of his patriarchal authority."

As his wife externalized her thoughts with a slightly quivering voice, Bill watched her with growing curiosity.

"Papa didn't need to shout much to make us kids obey. He just gave us 'the look', and most of the time we were suddenly on our best behavior, ready to volunteer for chores, confess sins we hadn't even committed yet, or do and say whatever he wanted if that would keep Daddy's paddle at bay. But whenever we got too big for our britches, that paddle introduced our bare backside to justice, home-style. When it was put to good use, well, it wasn't just a spanking, it was a reckoning. Oh, yes, I have wailed, squirmed, and danced around with my bottom literally on fire. But deep down, I knew that every single searing smack was delivered with love and care, and I really believed him when he said that I'll thank him later." Ruth paused and stared at Bill in silence for a few moments, as if to create suspense, then: "And you know what? I do. His discipline, his no-nonsense love, his firm hand made me the good woman I strive to be."

Ruth paused again, and that gave Bill the opportunity to intervene, "You are a good woman, Ruth. A good wife and a good mother for our sons…you just acted silly in the last times…"

"Thank you, honey. And you have been a fantastic husband and a terrific father. I am well aware that, in our home, your control of the domestic setting is a powerful, reassuring force. Your approach to caring for those you love and maintaining a well-being household is undoubtedly the best one. That's why I thought that, finally, the dynamics of a caring husband and a no-nonsense father are essentially the same energy, isn't it? Even you occasionally refer to yourself as 'Daddy' with me, and I always like to hear it, if you know what I mean."

Bill looked at his wife with an inquiring look, trying hard not to misunderstand what she wanted to say to him.

"Do you mean that you see me like…your Dad?" He asked.

"Not exactly, dear," said Ruth, trying her best to clarify her thought. "I don't want to mingle you with my Father. It's just that sometimes I long for, how to say it? For a firmer hand. Finally, if I wanted to share my life with a strong man like you, it was not casual. Is it so out of place that I think that a more disciplined kind of relationship with my husband would help me to be a better housewife?"

"Well, probably there is nothing wrong with it," Bill replied, finally understanding where his wife wanted to go.

"I'm glad you think so," said Ruth, relieved by that first response from Bill.

"Okay, Ruth, if this is really what you want..."

"Not what I want, Bill, what I need."

Bill took a moment to mull over what his wife had just confessed, then, "I see that you have chosen the right moment for this, we two home alone while the girls are at the scout camp. The only problem is that we don't have a paddle."

At that point, Ruth stood up, opened a cupboard door, and rummaged through the old things stored there. Finally, she turned back to her husband.

"We have this," she said, holding an old ping-pong paddle in her slightly trembling hands.

In the bedroom, Ruth was standing with her generous cleavage hardly contained in her filmy nightgown, fearing for what was coming to her. The reality of the situation had sunk in on her. She was really about to be spanked by her husband. Even if it was she who had asked for it, she was scared, but that was right: one had to be scared when one was about to be spanked, she thought.

Meekly, she put her hands down her nightgown and inserted her fingers in the waistband of her panties. She dropped them to the floor and kicked them off. She thought that all the times as a kid and teenager she got a spanking, she'd always been with her underwear off. For all that it seemed silly, Ruth knew that she deserved to be humbled in that way. So she raised the hem of her nightgown up to her waist, and, bare from the waist down, sat on the bed. Now came the worst part, waiting for the spanking. It had been so many years since her last spanking that she had forgotten how terrifying the prospect of getting one was. She twiddled her fingers, bounced her knee, played with her hair, but nothing could take her mind off the impending doom that awaited her ample, womanly bottom. Finally, the door opened, and Bill entered holding the ping pong paddle.

"Ruth, I'm sorry I have to do this, but you were right. I do believe that a more disciplinary attitude on my part will help to improve our marriage life." He said matter-of-factly, and Ruth saw that he was fully in his part. "You do need some discipline, young lady, for how you have been careless and unattentive toward the kids and me. So now, as much as I hate to do this, I'm gonna spank you."

Blushing slightly, Ruth nodded her head, unable to utter a word out of embarrassment.

"Alright, then. Stand up," Bill briskly ordered.

Ruth stood up, and Bill took her place on the bed.

"Come over here," was his next order.

Ruth cupped her crotch while she stood before the glare of her husband.

"Oh, please, Ruth! Move your hands to your side; you don't have anything down there I haven't seen countless times!"

Ruth blushed deeper as she dropped her hands to her side. Bill grinned to himself, admiring how obedient Ruth had turned as a result of his new disciplinarian attitude. He reached out, grabbed his wife's arm, and gently but firmly bent her over his sturdy lap.

Over her husband's strong knees, Ruth suddenly felt as though she had regressed many years before. Her stomach churned, she felt a knot in her throat, and suddenly, she couldn't help it: overwhelmed by the situation, she began sobbing quietly.

"B…Bill, I'm so sorry, honey, to have acted as I did. But, please don't spank me!"

"I'm sorry, too, Ruth, but you are long overdue for this. Are you ready?"

"I guess..."

"Excuse me, young lady?"

"Yes, sir."

SMACK!

The paddle resonated with a sharp crack that was immediately followed by a loud wail from Ruth as the pain radiated across her entire, broad, fleshy backside. She cried out and kicked, her legs constrained by her panties at her ankles.

SMACK!

Another blow landed on the womanly, round, plump bottom, and she cried out again as she squirmed and bucked on her husband's lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The paddle assault continued. The smacks were spaced out perfectly so that just as the pain of a swat subsided a little, the next blow arrived to reinforce the message. It was frightening how well Bill mastered the art of spanking a girl, well, a woman, Ruth thought. She was really scared now. It was a damned good spanking that she was receiving. A good, old-fashioned spanking with nothing to envy the ones her dear Dad used to give.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OHWHWW! BILL, IT'S… IT'S ENOUGH! AHARGHHH!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OWHWHWWW! STOP, DARLING, PLEASE! AHWHWWW! IT HURTSSS!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Despite Ruth's pleadings, the paddle spanks kept raining down and smashed like thunder on her bare buttocks, each smack causing the corresponding butt cheek to jiggle. Right then, Ruth couldn't believe she had asked for this. This was more painful than she remembered.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"OHOWHWWW! PLEASE, BILL, NO MORE! BWUAHAHHH! I'LL BE A GOOD WIFE! BWUAHAHAAA! I PROMISE I'LL BE GOOD!"

Ruth begged and pleaded, but no matter how hard she pleaded, her husband kept on paddling her hiney. Ruth squirmed and flailed her legs, kicking her feet in every direction to try to alleviate the pain she was feeling where she used to sit. Each kick caused her ample butt cheeks to spread apart, exposing her privates, showing to her husband's gaze her butthole and pussy. But as humiliating as all that was, Ruth couldn't care less at the moment, while her naked, round, fortyish-old rear end was being set on fire by her determined, merciless husband.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

As the pain was so intense, and the tears were freely flowing down Ruth's cheeks, it became difficult for her to even plea. She was crying so hard that she was having trouble catching her breath and even reasoning properly.

"OWHWHWWW! ARHAGHHH! STOP! AHAWHWWW! BIIILLL! BWUAHAAAAA! AHARGHHH!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

But even such a smoldering, buttocks-incinerating spanking eventually did stop, and Ruth was left a crying, sobbing wreck over Bill's lap.

Bill let her rest there, admiring with some proud the result of his first disciplinary effort. All the expanse of his wife's broad buttocks and the very top of her fleshy thighs were a deep, flaming red, and on the sit spot, the skin had turned a painful-looking, livid red hue.

"SOB. Thank you, Bill. SOB. I'll be good. SOB. I will really be a good wife. SOB," Ruth whined when Bill finally helped her to stand.

She stood before her husband, still seated on their bed, holding the paddle in his hands, while her hands gently rubbed her well-spanked bottom as tears streamed down her cheeks.

"I'm sorry I had to spank you so hard, Ruth, but it was for your own good…for our own good, and for the good of our family," Bill said, observing the crying, sorrowful mess his wife had been turned into by the spanking he had given her.

"SOB. I know, Bill. SOB. I promise I'll be a good wife and mother. SOB."

After several minutes of letting her rub, once even her sobbing had subsided, Bill stood up and hugged Ruth.

"I want you to know, Ruth, I hated spanking you."

"I know, Bill."

"But whenever I decide that you need a lesson again, you will have to pull down your panties, and I'll spank you with the paddle again. I never want you to feel the way you did in the last few months. Is that clear?"

"Yes, honey, thank you, honey."

"Do you feel better now?"

"Other than my bottom, I feel a lot better."

A sly smile was painted on Bill's lips at that answer.

"I love you, sweetie."

"I love you too, Bill."

"Good. Now, put your panties back on and relax for a bit."

"Yes, Bill."

Bill picked up her paddle and left. Ruth didn't even have the energy to put her panties back on. She just lay down on her tummy and rubbed her sore rear end. She was feeling much better. She knew that even if the spanking had been a smoldering experience, it was what she needed to be a good housewife again.


Sisters Comeuppance

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

"AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! PLEASE, AWHWWW! NO MORE, AHARGHGGG! I'VE LEARNED MY LESSON!"

Under the porch of her parents' house, Babette stopped suddenly, her finger on the doorbell, as she heard the sounds and wails coming from the open window on the second floor.

It was a lovely, sunny Sunday, and the pretty brunette had come to her Mom and Dad's for lunch, as she was used to doing, since two months earlier, she had finally moved out on her own at the tender age of twenty-five.

She remained unmoved as she heard those sounds. The voice was unmistakably that of her sister, April, and the pistol-shot-like sounds were those of the flat, wooden back of the cloth brush hitting bare flesh. All that wasn't new to Babette, nor was it strange, given that their Parents had quite conservative ideas about their offspring and discipline, and their Dad was a big, strong-willed man, except for the fact that April was…30, married, and with two kids on her own!

Hearing April's howl that died down just as the next crack arrived, and she started it all over again, Babette was brought back quite a few years. Since they were kids, and up until she left for college, Babette enjoyed the sound of her sister getting spanked. It was a great, even if guilty, fun for her to listen to, smugly happy that she wasn't the one getting it.

If she knew April was going to get a spanking, Babette often would taunt, giggling: "You're gonna get it!" And she would hide right there under the porch to listen to her getting spanked.

April's spankings were quite a feast for her ears. The air was dense with the sounds of her sister's crying, howling, and begging, which rose and fell with the loud cracks of Dad's thick hand or the flat back of the cloth brush doing its painful work. The cracks were loud, but nowhere near as loud as the howls they set off.

If she felt particularly bold, Babette would sneak up the stairs and attempt to steal a peek at the action through her sister's half-open bedroom door to see poor April's cute, girlish bottom being beaten, her slender legs kicking as though trying to swim away, her pretty face dark red with tears and snot, and her blue eyes full red and puffy.

But for as much fun as it was, Babette knew that the sound of a spanking was like a siren call to her own doom. When their Father was in a spanking mood, he was dangerous to be around. Once justice was being administered, his bloodlust was aroused. The punishment of one of his bratty daughters reminded him how well spanking worked, and Babette was hanging around in danger. So she tried to be at her best, but it wasn't unusual for the day to end with her having a blistered backside to nurse, too.

But all that had ended years ago, and maybe for that, maybe because the temptation to see her 30-year-old sister's now plump, big bottom bare and spanked was too great to be dismissed, that Sunday, Babette decided to try her luck.

She cautiously opened the front door, took off her shoes in the entrance hall, and climbed the stairs as quietly as possible. Once there, she saw that the door to April's old bedroom was open, so she positioned herself down the hall, where she knew, from experience, she would not be seen.

Hidden there, she could see that April was bent over their Dad's sturdy lap, bare from the waist down. The mature, stocky man was seated at the foot of the bed, facing the door, and Babette could see her sister's head going up and down as the large, oval, flat-backed wooden cloth brush slammed into her upturned, big butt. Her legs were kicking furiously, and her torso with her generous tits almost sticking out from the blouse's cleavage was writhing back and forth in an attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on her backside.

April's face was dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her cheeks were flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling. Their Father was scolding while he slammed down that awful cloth brush all around April's big bottom, leaving nothing untouched and eliciting from the poor woman wails of pain and pitiful pleas of mercy.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"I'll teach you to talk back to your Mother!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"AHAWHWWW! AHARGHGGG! PLEASE, PAPA, AHAWHWWW! I WON'T TALK BACK TO MOM NEVER AGAIN! BOHOHOOO!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"Do you think that because you are a 30-year-old, you can disrespect your elders?"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"OHOWHWWW! NOOO, PA! AHAHWHWWW! I PROMISE I WON'T BE DISRESPECTFUL, NEVER, EVER AGAIN! BOHOHOOO!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"And swear in your parents' house?"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"OHOHWWWW! AHAWHWWW! I'M SORRY, I SWEARED! OHOWHWWW! I REALLY AM!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"Oh, you will be sorry, April. AFTER I'm done spanking your big bum and AFTER washing out your filthy mouth with soap, you bag girl."

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"BWUAHAHAAA! AHAWHWWW! NOOO, PA! AHAWHWWW! NOT A MOUTH SOAPING TOO! BOHOHOOO!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"Oh, yes, April. You must know by now that in this house disrespecting your elders and swearing means a blistered bottom and a soap-washed mouth!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

“OHOHWHWWW! AHARGHGGGG! AHAWHWWW!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

And finally, it was over. Their Dad stood April up, and Babette could see her poor sister's bottom. Her pretty sister's womanly, big bottom was a painful-looking mess, a flaming, livid red all over, with cloth brush marks from the top of her buttocks to four inches below the sit spot.

Once April stood on her bare legs, she started to jump up and down performing a shaming, humorous post-spanking dance, sobbing and clutching her cloth brush spanked buttocks in her hands, and letting on show her feminine charms before the amused and aroused gaze of Babette, who could barely suppress her giggles.

Their Dad let her do her antics for a couple of minutes, contemplating the show his older daughter was putting on, arms crossed over his wide chest. Then she grabbed her arm and stopped her dancing.

"Now there's the matter of the naughty word you uttered, April," he said, bringing a recalcitrant April toward the bathroom.

"Please, Pa, don't wash my mouth with soap, I'm sorrryyy..." April pleaded in a little girl's voice.

Her Dad didn't even bother to answer and dragged April out of her bedroom to the bathroom. Fortunately for Babette, the bathroom was right next to April's bedroom, so she crouched even more in her position but remained still to watch the unfolding of her sister's comeuppance.

Once in the bathroom and over the sink, the determined Father grabbed a bar of soap with one hand while she uttered, "You should've thought twice before acting as you did. Now open your mouth wide and off that tongue!"

April stood before him, bare from the waist down, with her badly beaten rear sticking out, and restarted to weep while she meekly opened her mouth.

Babette saw their Dad pause for just a second, then, with one firm hand gripping her chin to keep April's mouth open, he rubbed the soap bar against her tongue.

"Stay still while I clean up that filthy vocabulary!" He stated and

SWAT! SMACK! SMACK!

His other hand landed three sharp swats on his daughter's already swollen and sore bottom.

April did a slight jiggle in place as her Dad's big, thick hand swatted her rear while she had that horrible taste of soap in her mouth. 

Keeping his grip on the soap on April's tongue, their Dad gave her bottom three more hard smacks.

SMACK! SWAT! SMACK!

"Hold still," the big man commanded, his voice stern and no-nonsense while delivering another flurry of hard slaps on the already suffering flesh of well-paddled April's rear end. "Don't you dare to move out!"

April tried her best to hold still, but every time her Dad's broad palm swatted her smoldering, sore bottom, she leaped forward, crying her eyes out.

"Look at you," Babette heard her Dad mutter, "getting the soap all over your mouth and a spanked bottom. Maybe you'll remember this little lesson next time you decide you are too big to respect your Mother and want to say a naughty word!"

Completely belittled, her cheeks damped with tears and snot, April nodded, trying to show their Dad how repentant she was, though she couldn't speak with the soap on her tongue.

"Very well," their Dad finally murmured to his red-faced, teary-eyed older daughter, taking the soap out of her tongue. "I hope you have learned your lesson!" He gave her a final smack on the bottom before releasing her and ordering, "Spit it out."

With her swollen, livid red, big bottom bouncing, April spat the soap suds in the sink and rinsed her mouth. Then Babette saw her turn around to face their Dad, sniffling and crestfallen.

"I hope you are now really sorry for how you have acted in your parents' house and toward your Mother," the mature, sturdy man said. "Now off to your old bedroom and put your nose in the naughty corner. I think you remember the drill, don't you?"

"Yes, Papa," April admitted in a hoarse voice, and with her big, well-paddled, bare bottom wobbling, she walked back to her bedroom and put her nose in the corner.

Seeing that her Dad had come out of the bathroom too and was standing in the hall with his arms crossed, Babette wondered how she could get out of her position without being noticed. It was then that she heard the big man call, "Babette, get out of there and come here!"

Suddenly, Babette had a thrill of fear in the pit of her stomach. She felt like a little kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar, and could do nothing to hide her flushed face as she got to her feet and went to her Dad.

"I can't believe it!" Uttered her Dad, looking as disappointed as angry. "Today, BOTH my offspring decided to act as if they were still two brats unable to act their age! You have been peeking at your sister spanking, Babette? Very well, since you like seeing that so much, I am going to give you exactly the same that your sister just got!"

"No, Dad, please...don't spank me..." Babette blabbered, as embarrassed as scared.

"Come on, don't stall, get in here this instant!" She ordered from inside the room where poor April was paying her bare bottom corner time.

Meekly, Babette entered April's old bedroom as though coming to her doom. Already seated at the foot of her sister's old bed, her Dad motioned to her with the cloth brush. Suddenly, she remembered how much one of her Dad's cloth brush spankings hurt. She never remembered that until it was too late.

"Come over here and let me get you out of your jeans!" her Dad ordered plain and straightforward, as if all those years since the last time her younger daughter had found herself in that same situation had not passed.

And, as if all those years since the last time she had found herself in that same situation had not passed, Babette obediently complied and went to stay meekly before her Father. He matter-of-factly lowered her skinny jeans along with her diminutive panties to her ankles, pulled her over his big lap, and took a minute to adjust her bottom to the right angle.

For just a moment, Babette could feel the cold air on her bottom, then the flat, wooden back of that damned cloth brush crashed down, rapid fire, on her exposed bottom.

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

Her Dad started with the poor girl's ass crack, then back and forth on the right and left buttocks, then the under curve of her bum. Finally, she spanked her upper thighs and then went back to her bottom. Babette's Dad spanked fast and hard with the big, flat-backed cloth brush. It landed every second, and it was continuous pain as the burning sensation went from unbearable to excruciating.

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

Babette kicked her legs with all her might, turned and twisted her bottom, begged, but nothing stopped her merciless Dad from his painful work. Babette did not have to peek at this spanking now; she was the star! It was her face that was full of tears, the snot was running from her nose, and the sobbing and begging was hers, not her sister's. It was her unlucky bottom receiving the merciless spanking from Dad's cloth brush.

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

After a solid five minutes of uninterrupted bottom smoldering, which seemed an eternity to desperate Babette, her Dad stood her up.

It was she who now performed a comical and very animated spanking-dance, grasping big handfuls of her smoldered, blistered buttocks in her hands and pitifully crying her sorrow to the ceiling. And it was she who, when her Dad asked, "Have you learned your lesson, girl?" Answered sobbing, "Yes, Papa!" And it still was she who hurried to another corner of the room, helped with a dozen more of her Dad's slaps on her upper thighs.

But it was their Dad who observed his offspring, obediently standing in the corner, with a satisfied, proud gaze for his fatherly job well done.


Betsy’s Discovery

Still in her pajamas at late-morning, with a sheet of paper in one hand, Betsy presented herself in front of Arthur.

In his late forties, the still handsome Arthur had become the stepfather of the 19-year-old Betsy for a few months. Tall, with broad shoulders, black hair, and icy blue eyes, he has since Betsy got to know him imposed on the girl with his charm as well as his determined character. And then, the week before, something happened that profoundly affected Betsy's life.

In fact, just a week had passed since the college girl had his bottom soundly spanked over his stepfather's lap and had experienced some strange, less-than-childish sensations.

Betsy was home for summer vacation. On Friday night, she went out with her old high school friends and came home late. Arthur and her Mother were awake when she arrived, and their irritation at her late return increased when Arthur smelled alcohol on her breath and realized she was tipsy. So the next morning, when she had finally sobered up, her Mother advised her that her new stepfather was waiting for her in his study to punish her. And right then and there, Arthur punished her like she hadn't been punished since she was a little child: with a sound, bare-bottom spanking over his lap!

Throughout the following days, as her buttocks returned to their normal state and stopped feeling tender, she had not been able to help but return to mulling over what had happened and her feelings and sensations about it. It had been shaming at a high level, both before, while she begged in vain his stepfather not to punish her in such a shameful and childish way, and during, while under the relentless smacks of Arthur's broad palm she prayed and begged him to stop roasting her buttocks, and even after, when she offered the handsome, mature man the show of a very animated and quite comical 'spanking dance'. And it has been painful, oh so painful, as evidenced by the sight of her swollen and flaming red bottom. But it has also been...exciting at a high level, as demonstrated by the repeated masturbatory activity she had indulged in once her stepfather had sent her crying and in pain to her bedroom, grounded for the weekend.

All that had been weird, and in the following days, had left her totally confused about the reasons for that. Eventually, Betsy concluded that she had to figure out whether what had happened was an accident, something exceptional, or whether what she had felt was destined to be repeated under the same circumstances. And to find out, as much as she dreaded the idea, there was no other way but to earn another spanking over her handsome and domineering stepfather's lap.

So, that Saturday morning, while his wife was doing the weekly shopping, Arthur was seated in an armchair in the living room, reading, when he realized his stepdaughter was standing before him. He lowered his newspaper and raised his gaze to her.

"What is it?" He asked in surprise, seeing the sheet of paper.

Shifting nervously from foot to foot, Betsy braced herself and said, "I…I think you ought to punish me."

With that, she handed the paper to his amazed stepfather. Arthur read it with growing concern, realizing it was a traffic ticket for exceeding the speed limit by 20 mph…near a school!

While she saw his stepfather reading it, Betsy's heart raced wildly as several emotions flashed through her. Shame, fear of the spanking's burning pain, arousal, embarrassment, but mainly the dread that the plan she had thought about all week would fail, and she would just hurt her stepfather's feelings.

"How could you?" Arthur raised his angry gaze to Betsy. "Speeding, near a school? You could have hurt some children!"

"Well, actually, the school was closed, but I understand that is unacceptable. I'm sorry, I was just…overthinking."

"I'm glad you understand it, Betsy, because this is TOTALLY unacceptable!" Arthur said in a puzzled yet angry tone.

He looked at his stepdaughter for a long moment, trying to figure out the situation and make up his mind. Finally, he stood up and, looking her straight in the eyes, he stated, "Okay, in one thing you are right, I ought to punish you!"

Without saying more, he took his stepdaughter by the arm and brought her out of the living room. He walked briskly down the hallway and into his study. Once there, he led his doomed stepdaughter to an armless chair just like he had done the time before.

Shaking like a leaf, Betsy meekly followed him. She had already begun to regret her decision and wished she were somewhere else. 'Why, oh why did I put myself in this?' She asked herself.

Arthur sat in the chair and motioned his stepdaughter to stand before him. Betsy blushed considerably as Arthur lowered her pajama pants to her ankles. His strong fingers then hooked into the waistband of her panties, and he stripped them too, all the way down to the college girl's ankles, making her blush even more deeply as she realized that, just like the time before, her feminine charms were on full display before her stepfather's manly gaze.

"Over my knee," Arthur ordered calmly, as if he hadn't noticed it, and then he said the phrase that Betsy dreaded and longed to hear coming out of his cute lips, "I'm going to spank your bum till you can't sit, young lady."

Betsy complied, bending over the sturdy, trousered thighs of her stepdad. Suddenly, the cool air on her bare bottom added to the feeling of unease generated by that position, with her nose inches from the floor and her shapely legs dangling in the air. Arthur wore just a drop of masculine, aromatic perfume, and a hint of it now reached Betsy's nostrils. A split second later, the big hand of her handsome stepfather smacked down hard on the crown of her right buttock, stinging her tender flesh and eliciting an "OHOWWW!" from her open lips.

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

The succeeding hand smacks just grew in frequency and intensity.

"Oww! Daddy! Please, OHOW! I'M SORRY!" Betsy yelped stridently as her stepdad firmly spanked her upturned bare bottom again and again.

Betsy's frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect her inflamed rear, was intercepted by Arthur's left hand and held resolutely away from her fast-reddening, pert buttocks while he continued to smash his hard palm down, good and hard.

With her right wrist held firmly in her new Daddy's left hand, Betsy was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp while Arthur spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of his stepdaughter's tender, cute behind.

"OKAY, DADDY! OKAY! IT… IT'S ENOUGH! OHWHWWW! I LEARNED MY LESSON! AHAWHWHWWW!"

Betsy wailed as her merciless tanning continued, and tears flowed freely from her eyes as the sting of her severe spanking got worse with every spank.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

Arthur paused for a moment to push up his right sleeve, then resumed spanking Betsy's well-reddened bare bottom even harder. He was entirely in the spirit of things now, and the stinging sensation in the poor girl's burning bottom continued to increase as he spanked and spanked, determined to teach his new daughter that speeding near a school was something that she was never to do again.

Betsy howled and wailed, assuring her new Dad that she would never, oh ever, exceed the speed limit again. The desperate girl was ashamed of the change taking place in her. The confident 19-year-old college girl was feeling nothing but a little girl having her bare bottom soundly and rightly spanked by her Daddy for having been a bad girl. With that image in her mind, she started to experience the same odd sense of arousal that she had experienced the last time she had found herself in those same circumstances.

It was right at that moment that Arthur stopped the rain of hand spanks and said, "If at your age you see the need to be disciplined. It's obvious that your own parents have been far too lenient with you in the last years." He paused for effect, then he went on, "From now on, I won't make that same mistake, Betsy. As painful as it may be for me to have to do this, I will make sure you will have a trip over my knees every time you mess up, even just a little bit!"

Arthur then raised his big hand to the ceiling again, and getting a firmer grip on Betsy, he resumed to smack her already well-spanked bottom.

Soon, the anguished stepdaughter was howling and kicking wildly again, as her stepfather's merciless hand did its branding work, deepening the bright crimson of her cute, girlish buttocks with every whack.

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

"WHAHAAA! WHAHAAA! DADDYYYY! PLEASEEE! WHAHAAA! I'M ON FIRE! BWUAHAHAHAAA! AHRGHHH! AHAWHWWW!"

Bawling like a child, Betsy bucked and wriggled, scratching her crotch against her Daddy's trousered thighs. With her face covered in tears, her nose running, her mouth in a grimace of pain, and her buttocks reduced to two smoldered, smoking balloons, she couldn't deny that she was about to disgrace herself by having a climax on those sturdy, masculine thighs.

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

Betsy bawled and sobbed her penance and promises of good behavior as she was spanked until she couldn't form coherent words anymore. But despite her shaming situation and the burning, excruciating stinging sensation she was experiencing in her rear end, or maybe because of it, Betsy's pussy was throbbing with aching need and longing for orgasm. She was squealing and screaming as the pain spread from her bottom to her brain. At the same time, she was rubbing her pussy against Arthur's lap at full throttle.

Unfortunately, not realizing that Betsy was on the verge of coming on his paternal lap, Arthur didn't relent from the flurry of hand spanks. 

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"BWUAHAAA! DADDY! AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! OHOHWHWW!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

And then it happened, Betsy's spasm-hardened vulva erupted in copious spurts on Arthur's trousers, while her whole body was shaken by the convulsions of the climax.

"Okay," Arthur said, misunderstanding, convinced that Betsy's sobs were due to the pain he was inflicting on her now livid red buttocks. "Let this be a lesson to you." And put a stop to the smoldering correction of his stepdaughter.

Feeling sore and utterly confused, Betsy remained there over her handsome stepfather's thighs, sobbing softly.

Arthur waited for a while for her sobbing to calm down, and then he gently made her rise from his lap. He guided Betsy back down on the floor, where the girl stood on unsteady legs. She was beyond shame, and her smoldered bottom burned with the fire of pure hell.

Arthur got up from the chair, too, and, grabbing a tissue from his desk, he gently wiped Betsy's face of the tears' stain and snot. He then gently caressed his stepdaughter's cheek, trying to reassure her that he loved her, that he didn't like punishing her, and that he had to do so only on her behalf.

Unable to look him in the eyes, Betsy hugged her stepfather, put her face on his broad chest, and cried all her remaining tears there.

Arthur kept her close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand soothed her smoking, burning-red bottom cheeks. Betsy melted in that embrace, drying her tears on his shirt, and right then, despite the confusion of her senses, she felt secure and loved.

Later, Betsy stood with her back to the mirror, contemplating the state of her rear end. From the top of her buttocks to the top of her thighs, it was swollen and gleaming crimson. Yet again aroused by that view, she plunged onto her bed, put her hand between her thighs, and started to work vigorously in her pussy with her experienced fingers.

Only when it was time to go to dinner, Betsy awoke from the deep sleep she had fallen into after that experience that had completely consumed her. Gently massaging her still swollen and sore buttocks, she went to the bathroom to compose herself. 'What need do I have to come back to rent that place at college?' She thought, 'My parents' house is so comfortable and conveniently placed, not too far from it. No, there's no need to go live by myself so far from Daddy.'


The Older Husband

Charleen was a blonde, voluptuous woman in her early thirties with shoulder-length hair and cool, piercing blue eyes. She mostly dressed conservatively, in business suits or white blouses and knee-length skirts, complemented by tan pantyhose and moderate-high heels. She wore fancy glasses behind which she masked her innate shyness.

Since Brandon became the new CEO of the small company where Charleen worked as an executive secretary, she couldn't take her eyes off him. The reserved, pretty lady was immediately struck not only by Brandon's serious, authoritative yet warm personality, but also by his physical appearance.

The fact that Brandon was twenty years older than her only added to his charm in Charleen's eyes. In fact, she had always been attracted to older men.

At first, Charleen did not imagine Brandon could like her. Being such an attractive, successful man, he surely had many women. Besides, at work, he always maintained a distant attitude, was overly serious, and was completely focused on his job. So she was amazed when, three months after they met, he invited her to dinner and, after dinner, to his home. After another six months, the two were husband and wife.

When they met him, Charleen's friends were impressed by how much Brandon resembled her Father. They were not amazed, though. They knew how close Charleen had been to her Father, so it was no wonder she fell in love with a man who, at least physically, resembled him. The fact that he was so much older than she wasn't strange either; they all knew how Charleen had always been attracted to mature men. And besides, Brandon was so attractive and had such charms that it was not strange a woman could fall in love with him.

The fact happened a few days after the newlyweds came back from their honeymoon. It was a rainy Sunday afternoon, and the two were stretched out on the couch, watching an old black-and-white movie. At one point in the movie, a girl arrived home far after her curfew, in the middle of a family gathering. Her parents weren't pleased and dismissed her lame excuses, sending her to her room with the menace that her Father would go there to have a chat with her. Then the Mother went to her bedroom and came back holding a hairbrush, which she gave to her husband with the instruction to go to see their daughter and use it where it did the most good. The Father then excused himself to the relatives and left the living room, saying he had to have a discussion with his daughter.

"I doubt there were many words exchanged in that discussion," Brandon said, chuckling, when, in the next scene, the girl was talking on the phone with her boyfriend, complaining about how strict her Dad was. "He sure had let that hairbrush do all the talking."

"Oh, mhm, do you think so?" Charleen asked defensively. Until that day, she had never discussed corporal punishment with Brandon, and she wasn't sure how he felt about it.

"You don't know what a man can do to a misbehaving girl with a hairbrush?"

Charleen looked at her husband, embarrassed. She sure did know, so she nodded and turned her gaze back to the movie.

"Well...she is a lucky girl, then," she muttered between gritted teeth.

"Oh, really?" Brandon asked, half-amused, half-serious.

'Damn,' Charleen thought, 'why did I let that pass my lips,' and babbled, "Yeah… it's ironic, of course," but her blushing betrayed her.

"Don't even try it, Charleen. What do you mean when you say that the girl was lucky that she had a Father who spanked her?" 

"Oh, it was just a random thought," Charleen tried to keep her point, but blushed even more.

Brandon stared at his wife with a quizzical expression.

"Well, if you really want to know," Charleen was forced to answer with her face and ear flushed, "It's just that having a…a man who cares enough about you to discipline you is a blessing. Sometimes…well, sometimes getting put over a man's knee for a spanking is something that a girl needs. A woman, even."

Said that she remained silent, embarrassed to the core, not believing what she had just dared to reveal.

"So, let me understand," Brandon had gone from quizzical to an amused seriousness. "You are telling me that even as an adult, a woman could need to be put over a man's lap and spanked if she behaves like a naughty girl? Hmm?"

Unable to stand her husband's gaze, Charleen bowed her head.

"Raise your head, young lady, look at me when I talk to you," Brandon said, with the no-nonsense tone he used when giving orders at his job.  

Charleen complied and, looking her husband in the eyes, she blabbered, "Y…yes…with her pajama pants lowered…her bare bottoms spanked with the hairbrush until she can't sit down…and then sent to bed no matter the hour."

If Brandon had been surprised by his wife's words up to that point, he was now stunned to hear the detailed description of how Charleen thought a woman should be punished when she behaved like a brat.

"Has that ever happened to you?" He asked at that point, maintaining his penetrating eye contact.

"Yes, I did...growing up."

Brandon tilted his head, "Growing up? Until when?"

"Mhm…well…until I left for college, I guess," came Charleen's meek reply.

"You guess? Are you sure it never happened again after that?" At that point, Brandon wanted to get the whole truth from his newlywed wife.

"Well…maybe even a few times in my college years…and after that, once I came back home before going to live on my own," admitted Charleen, unable to lie under Brandon's penetrating gaze. "You know, Dad was a policeman, and an old-fashioned guy," she added as if it were an explanation.

For a long moment, which seemed like an eternity to Charleen, Brandon weighed up what her wife had just revealed. His penetrating black eyes stared at the visibly embarrassed woman as if he would lay bare her thoughts.

Finally, sitting up straight and adopting his most serious and authoritative tone, Brandon said, "I'm glad you think so, Charleen. In fact, ever since we came back from our honeymoon, I've noticed that you need to get your act together. And I really think I should give you a correction to make you behave like the married woman you are now, and not a spoiled teenager anymore."

"What? I mean…do you think you should…correct me?" Charleen uttered, amazed. 

"I definitely think I should. I am not pleased with your conduct these days. At home, you delegate too many things to the maid instead of taking care of them yourself, as a good housewife should. And at work? Do you think I haven't noticed how long you take your coffee breaks? Do you think that being the CEO's wife gives you the right to behave that way? It's high time you straight up, young lady. So a punishment is long overdue, and I, as your husband, have the duty to impart it."

Charleen paled at the sound of that menace and tried a late backpedal.

"I'm sorry if I have been a bit too careless these days, honey. And I know you, as my husband, have the duty of correcting me if I do wrong...but…come on... Isn't it enough that I promise I'll behave better from now on?"

Brandon rose from the sofa, crossed his arms on his broad chest, and raised an eyebrow, looking down at Charleen with a frown.

"No, young lady, that's definitely not enough. You think, because you're 30, the rules of decent behavior don't apply to you? That's exactly how a girl ends up getting her bare bottom spanked raw. I understand it was probably partly my fault, too. You probably thought I didn't care enough about you to discipline you. Well, if you thought that, you were dead wrong. And anyway, this ends here and now. Now get up from that couch, go to our bedroom, and change into your pajamas. March!"

Unable, unwilling to oppose her suddenly domineering husband, Charleen meekly walked up the stairs, followed close by Brandon. Once in their bedroom and under the scrutiny of a severe-looking Brandon, she took off all her clothes, accurately folded them, and placed them neatly on the chair near the bed. She then put on a pink pair of pajamas and stood, head bowed, at attention before her husband.

Matter-of-factly, Brandon went to his wife's vanity, took her wooden hairbrush from it, and smacked its oval flat back against his other palm with a sharp crack.

Charleen swallowed, seeing Brandon holding her hairbrush. In his hands, her own tool had turned into the sign of his male authority, and, as she had whenever she had seen her Mom's hairbrush in her Dad's hand, she felt fear, but also respect.

A satisfied smirk spread across Brandon's face, seeing his wife's look.

"Well, well, well. It seems you are beginning to understand. That's good."

With that, Brandon put the hairbrush on the bedspread, kept his wife's wrist, sat down at the foot of the bed, and moved the meek woman around next to him. She put his fingers in the waistband of her pajama pants and lowered them to her knees, discovering her feminine charms, her round, smooth hips, her pert, round bottom, and her slender thighs. A smirk painted on the mature man's lips as he saw his pretty wife, bare from waist to knees, meek and fearing, waiting to go over his manly knees just like an obedient, naughty girl.

Brandon made Charleen bend over his knees, and for just a moment, he remained still, admiring the cute, candid plumpness of his wife's cute bottom. Then he raised his hand and, SMACK!

"Wow," Charleen protested, "not so hard!"

"You don't know what hard is, naughty girl," Brandon said, and gave her another even firmer swat.

“OUCH, OHW!” Charleen exclaimed.

Brandon applied a dozen solid spanks on her wife's bottom, then paused and caressed the two buttocks. His hand wandered along the crack, and his fingers reached Charleen's big lips, finding them evidently moist.

"You really are a naughty girl, aren't you, Charleen? This is a punishment, and it isn't supposed to be pleasurable." With that, Brandon reached out for the hairbrush he had placed on the bed and grabbed it. He lifted the hairbrush high and brought it down with a resounding CRACK over the two fleshy globes. Suddenly, an oval white spot appeared on Charleen's left cheek, quickly turning deep red. 

"AHAWHWW! THAT HURTS!" Wailed Charleen, sensing tears spring out of her eyes.

Her pained comment was entirely ignored by Brandon, who began delivering a flurry of solid spanks with the wooden flat back of the hairbrush.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

He redoubled his efforts in smacking his wife's bottom. He was really walloping poor Charleen's rear now, and the punished woman started sobbing, twisting her hips, and waving her feet. 

To Charleen, all that seemed more and more like one of the corrections she had endured in her youth. Surrendering to the scene and picturing how she must have looked, with her pajama pants lowered, draped over her husband's lap, bare-bottomed, being scolded and spanked, embarrassed her greatly, and she felt regressed to the state of just a bad little girl being corrected for her misbehavior.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Do you think that is appropriate for a married woman not taking care of her house?" Brandon scolded while he spanked.

"NO, HONEY, NOOO! I WILL DO BETTER, I PROMISE! PLEASE, I'VE LEARNED MY LESSON!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Do you think I should close an eye on your lack of attention at work?"

"AHRGHGG! AWHWWW! PLEASE, AHAWHWW! NOOO! OWHWHWWW! I DON'T THINK THAT! AHAWHWWW! PLEASE, STOP…DADDYYY!"

Charleen pleaded unashamedly, unable in that torment of her chastisement to discern who was giving her that smoldering spanking.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Think again, Charleen. From now on, you'll do what I say, and from now on, you'll behave like a decent wife!"

"AHAWHWWW! OHWHWWW! YES, YES… I'LL DO WHAT YOU SAY! AHARGHGGG! PLEASE DADDY! IT STINGS SOOO BAD! BWUAHAAA!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to Charleen, but that was hardly a few minutes, Brandon put the wooden hairbrush on the bed and gently massaged his wife's wounded rear end. 

"There. What do you think, honey? Was this spanking adequate enough to make you understand who is in charge here and who cares about you?"

"OH, GOD," Charleen said, managing to suppress her sobbing, "YES! Yes, I know you care about me, darling. And I know you are in charge, honey. I promise I will be a good wife from now on. I mean it, sweety. I will obey you, always! I love you!"

Biting his tongue to keep from letting out a laugh, Brandon said in the most serious tone he could, "You'd better, or there will be plenty more of this! Now get up," and punctuated this sentence with a final, solid hand spank.

Charleen struggled to her feet and rushed both hands to her smoldered, swollen buttocks. She started hopping from foot to foot, trying to rub some of the horrible sting her husband had inflicted there, obscenely trusting her crotch out in front of him.

Brandon chuckled, observing his wife's condition. She was reduced to a crying mess, with her cheeks damped in tears, her nose running, and with a pitiful pout on her mouth.

For a moment, Brandon thought that now, after Charleen had been punished, the time for forgiveness and cuddles had come. He rose from the bed and was about to hug his pretty and well-punished wife when he remembered. Before getting punished, Charleen had mentioned an early bedtime to come after the hairbrush spanking, so, with a smirk painted on his lips, he decided that cuddles had to wait.


Timeless Authority

Burk, his face twisted with exasperation and disappointment, strode into the kitchen. He held his Father's paddle in his hand, a relic from a time when discipline wasn't just a word, but a practice. Even at 21, his daughter Arabella knew what it meant when her severe Father brandished that paddle, just like his 22-year-old son; it was a symbol of the consequences of their actions.

In her pajamas, her hair disheveled and looking miserable, Arabella shifted uncomfortably. With her knees wobbly, her eyes wide, she hoped that somehow, she could be saved from the indignity of a bum beating at her age.

"I'm really sorry for what I did last night, Father. I don't know what got me to act so foolishly, and I didn't mean to talk back to you either," shifting nervously from foot to foot, the hungover twenty-one said.

Her panicked gaze went from Burk's face to the paddle in his hands, then back to his somber face.

"You know that what you did is totally unacceptable, don't you?" The angry Father said in a flat, cold tone of voice. "Coming back home in the middle of the night, driving drunk! On top of it, you talked to me the way you did! That is disgraceful!"

Arabella's heart went into overdrive, beating wildly as several emotions flashed through her.

Looking at his daughter straight in the eyes, Burk stated, "You will undoubtedly regret your actions, miss, and very soon. You're going to get your bottom soundly trashed, and save it; there is nothing you can do or tell that will get you out of this."

At this, she slapped his palm with the business end of the paddle, sending shivers down Arabella's spine.

Taking the girl by the arm, Burk led her out of the kitchen to the living room. Shaking like a leaf, Arabella had already regretted her actions and was cursing herself for having been so foolish. Once in the living room, the middle-aged, determined Father sat on the sofa, laying the paddle next to her side and motioning Arabella in front of him. The girl blushed considerably as her determined Dad lowered her pajama pants to her ankles. Then, the sturdy man's thumbs hooked into the waistband of his daughter's panties, and he stripped them all the way down to her ankles to rest over the pajama, making Arabella blush even more deeply.

It was then that Bill, Arabella's brother, still in his pajamas, too, and rubbing his eyes, went downstairs to have breakfast. As soon as he was before the open door of the living room, he stopped dead in his tracks. He couldn't believe his eyes: his sister was standing in front of his Father...bare from waist to ankles!

'Wow, my little sister is going to have her bum blistered,' was his first thought. The second one was about how curvaceous Arabella had turned. His sister's behind was round and plump, yet looked high and firm, and a hint of excitement stirred the boy at the sight.

"Over my knee," not caring for her peeping son, Burk ordered right then. Then he added something Arabella and Bill had already heard coming out of their Dad's mouth too many times they cared to remember, and that turned poor Arabella's stomach into a knot, "I'm going to spank you till you can't sit, young lady."

The cool air on her bare, upturned bottom added to the feeling of unease generated by her position over her Dad's sturdy thighs. She felt as if years were being stripped away, with all the inhibitions, worries, and embarrassed modesty she'd acquired in the last few years gone. Instead, she felt the same juvenile fear and belittlement she'd always experienced when, bared and exposed, she was taken over her Dad's knees. It was then that, raising her gaze, she noted Bill standing in the doorway. She opened her mouth to say something, but a split second later, Burk's right arm rose, then he smacked the flat, square paddle down hard on Arabella's upturned bottom, stinging more than she remembered. And the succeeding paddle swats grew more frequent and intense.

"Oww! Dad! Please, I'm sorry!" Arabella yelped stridently, forgetting for the moment her nosy brother, as her Dad's paddle smacked her upturned, bare bottom again and again.

Her frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect her inflamed rear, was intercepted by Burk's left hand, which held it resolutely away from the target. At the same time, he continued to swing the square wooden board with good, hard force.

With her right wrist held firmly in her Dad's left hand, Arabella was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp. At the same time, Burk spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of her daughter's tender, round behind and top of her thighs. Kicking frantically, the poor girl tried hard and uselessly to free her legs, which were hobbled in her pajama pants and panties.

"Okay, Daddy! Okay! It… It's enough! OHWHWWW!"

Hanging upside down over her Father's lap, staring at the floor through tear-filled eyes, being spanked, with her brother watching, in no time, Arabella was reduced entirely to a sorry, sobbing, naughty little girl who was being punished thoroughly. She shamelessly wailed as the spanking continued, the paddle smacking her bottom harder as Burk's enthusiasm for the task at hand increased. Tears began flowing freely from the poor girl's eyes as the sting of the wooden paddle got worse with every spank.

Still planted before the living room door, Bill noted how his Dad was entirely in the spirit of things now, and how his poor sister was in for it, but good. He could see how her bottom continued to increase in both temperature and color as his Dad spanked and spanked, and then spanked some more with his sturdy paddle, leaving no area of his poor sister's cute bottom untouched.

Eventually, as abruptly as it had started, the spanking stopped. With her face covered in tears, her nose running, and her mouth in a grimace of pain, Arabella welcomed that moment of rest.

"It's obvious that I had been much too lenient with you in the last times," Burk stated, paused for effect, and went on, "From now on, I won't make this mistake again, young lady. Today, you will get a spanking you won't forget, and it won't be the last. You can plan on spending time over my knee in the future every time you act, even just a bit foolish!" And then, turning his head to the door and pointing the paddle at Bill, she added, "And this goes for you, too, young man!"

Bill shivered both at being discovered peeping and at being threatened with future possible paddle spankings at his age.

Burk then raised the paddle to the ceiling and, getting a firmer grip on Arabella, he smacked her already well-spanked bottom smartly again.

"ARGHGHHH," Arabella wailed, and soon she went back to howling and kicking wildly as the paddle resumed its merciless work, deepening the bright crimson of her round buttocks with every whack.

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

"WHAHAAA! WHAHAAA! DADDYYY! PLEASEEE! WHAHAAA! MY B…BOTTOM IS ON FIRE!"

Bawling like a child and begging her Dad to stop, Arabella's bucking finally carried her off the man's lap and onto her knees on the floor.

'Uh, oh,' thought Bill, 'Dad doesn't like that."

In fact, Burk stood up from the sofa and swatted Arabella to her feet. Sitting back down, he guided the pained girl between his knees, turning her down across his left sturdy thigh and draping his right leg over her calves.

Grabbing Arabella's right wrist again, he pulled her arm up behind her back and announced, "I'm not through with you, young lady. Now you're going to get it, but good!"

Firmly pinioned in place, Arabella waited only a fleeting moment before the wooden paddle resumed its journey from bottom to mid-thigh, stinging areas it had already visited so thoroughly.

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

"WHAHAHAAA! AHARGHGGG! BWHAHAHAAA! IT HURTSSS DADDYYY! BWHAHAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!"

Unable to thrash or even twist in her Dad's unyielding grasp, Arabella bawled and sobbed her penitence and promises of good behavior as Burk committed himself to raising blisters on her flaming rear. Once she couldn't form coherent words anymore, the poor, well-punished girl just wailed, with her whole rear end burned by the excruciating fire ignited there by that horrible paddle.

When she was sure she wouldn't be able to sit on the blisters raised by her strict and angry Father over her plump rear, Arabella heard Burk say, "All right, I think you've been spanked enough."

He tossed the paddle onto the sofa and released his grip on her daughter.

'OMG, this has been the worst bum blistering my poor sys ever got!' Thought Billy, noticing the miserable state of Arabella's buttocks and top of thighs. 'She won't be able to sit down for a week!'

For her part, poor Arabella barely noticed that her spanking was over. So much was the searing pain in her bum cheeks and thighs that she couldn't move, so she stood there over her Dad's thigh, blubbering and feeling sorry for herself. Burk let her weep for a few minutes, then helped her stumble up off his lap to bounce on her bare feet, grasping her swollen, blistered bottom.

Arabella tossed away her pajama pants and panties and started to prance about, hopping up and down, bawling lustily. Her hands went to rub her wounded bottom, desperate to take away even a little bit of the searing, stinging, burning pain of her soundly spanked nether regions. But soon she realized that even a gentle rub was impossible due to the blisters the paddle had raised there. So she danced around, thrusting her pelvis and wailing away, unaware of the show she was giving of herself. She didn't care; she felt like the sorriest and sorest-bottomed girl in the world.

It was right then that, chuckling to himself and noticing a tent in the front of his pajama pants, Bill decided on a sudden retreat before his Dad realized his...excessive enthusiasm for the show he had seen.

Burk rose from the sofa and marched Arabella over to the corner, where he ordered her to clasp her hands behind her back and think about her behavior.

Standing there, with her nose in the naughty corner like when she was six, Arabella could not quite believe what had happened to her so fast. How she'd been brought down and back to being subject to such discipline and control. All these feelings were washing over the adult girl as she stood, face placed in the corner, her hands crossed on her back, her bare, burnt bottom agonizing, her feminine charms exposed. It was terrible, shaming, and painful. Right then and there, she was the living proof of Dad's timeless authority.
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In this collection of seven stories, three severe fathers of full-grown daughters, one strict husband, one newly no-nonsense boyfriend, and even a reluctant uncle are forced to resort to old-fashioned, over-the-knee corrections to put the errant women of their families back on the straight and narrow.

Filled with genuine emotions and fantastic imagery, these stories tell how the misdeeds of mischievous females are punished in contexts where the good old habit of correcting women who misbehave in a time-proven way is still applied to the fullest extent and on their behalf.
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