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Sisters’ Taming

"Sharon, please," 18-year-old Ellen begged, her blue eyes shining, "Please buy the beer for me. I already promised everyone that you would."

"Well, that was stupid," 22-year-old Sharon told her. "You shouldn't have said that without asking me first. You are underage.”

Ellen laughed out loud. "Oh, right! Like you ever didn't. You didn't come stumbling home from your graduation party, did you?"

“Exactly for that you better don’t do it, Sharon. Remember what happened to her?” Brad, the 16-year-old brother snapped in the conversation.

The stunning brunette winced at the memory of what had happened when her father caught her. 

Discipline was clear in their household. Michael, their father, was a tall man with broad shoulders and strong, sturdy thighs. His ex-wife had taken off years ago after a bitter divorce, leaving him alone with 3 kids. He had his hands full raising two fun-loving and mischievous daughters, and a son, who at least was the posed one. Michael was loving and affectionate but his orders were to be followed and breaches in house rules were punished. Over the years he found that physical punishment was the best method. It got the kid’s attention quickly and fast. So, while the three were not eager to admit that they were still spanked into their teens, well for Sharon in her twenties already, Michael was not the least bit afraid to take down his offspring's undies for some very well-deserved punishments.  

"Where are you guys going?" Sharon asked, wavering.

"Just to the fields by the school, where you too used to go. We're not going to do anything bad, I promise. Please," Ellen begged. "I'll do anything for you. I owe you big time, I promise."

"What do you need?" Sharon asked, finally relenting. 

Ellen's entire face lit up, while Brad shook his head disapprovingly. Not wanting to have any part in it, he got out of the living room and headed to his bedroom. ‘This isn’t going to end well’ he thought.

"Oh, thank you, thank you!" Ellen cried, hugging her sister. "I love you forever. How about 3 cases of Beer and maybe a bottle of vodka?"

"Three cases!" Sharon cried. "And vodka! What are you all alcoholics?"

Ellen rolled her eyes. "I'll give you the money," she said calmly.

"You sure will," Sharon said. "And I mean it, Ellen, you and your friends better be good. This is my ass on the line. You better not let Dad find out.  He'll kill me if he knows I am supporting the drinking habits of minors."

"I would never tell him you bought it for me," Ellen said, horrified. "He'd kill us both."

She was right. Michael would be furious if he found out what his daughters were up to.

So Sharon went to buy Ellen's three cases of beer and a bottle of vodka, then returned home to prepare for her Saturday evening out. She and her friends hit a few bars and had a few drinks, and it was a bit after midnight when she arrived home.

When Sharon let herself in the house Brad welcomed her with, "You're dead."

Sharon was confused, "Am I…why? What's wrong?"

Brad had just arrived home an hour ago to find that his father was flipping out on Ellen and one of her friends. Brad half expected her father to spank Ellen right there in the kitchen, audience or not. It was bad enough he told Ellen she wasn't going to be able to sit on her ass for a week.

Brad looked at his oldest, buxom sister with a smirk on his lips, "Didn't I tell you that you were doing shit?"

Sharon's heart just about stopped. "What happened?" She asked, her voice just above a whisper. 

"Ellen's little drinking party in the fields got busted," Brad told her. "The police broke it up. They caught a bunch of them running, and they got Ellen. Dad had to pick her up. And her friend Kristen got sick from the vodka. She's okay, but while Dad was screaming at Ellen, Kristen's mother called, saying you were the one who bought it. Daddy asked if it were true and Ellen finally said yes."

"Oh, Christ," Sharon cried, sinking into the sofa. "Oh, that little bitch...I'll kill her. Where are Dad and Ellen now?" she asked her brother, surprised by how shaky her voice sounded.

"He's driving Ellen's friend home," Brad answered.

"Daddy's really mad?" Sharon asked, already knowing the answer. 

Her bottom was already starting to tingle, knowing what was most likely in store for it.

Before Brad could answer, the front door flung open and Michael came storming in, Ellen trailing behind him, his eyes flaming. 

"Get upstairs and wait for me there, Ellen. You're going to be one sorry girl once I get up," with that, he smacked her hard on her backside and she went flying up the stairs in tears.

Then Michael turned his attention to Sharon, "YOU!" He yelled, grabbing her wrist and standing her up. "You are in so much trouble! What the hell were you thinking? Buying alcohol for a bunch of minors? What the hell is wrong with you?"

Brad discreetly slipped out of the room before he was told to. Sharon was shaking in her shoes. She didn’t remember her father quite this angry before. The look in his eyes was positively terrifying.

"Dad, I'm sorry…" Sharon started on the verge of tears.

SMACK!

Michael slapped her bottom, hard.

"You want to cry? I'll give you something to cry about!" He yelled, slapping her again.

SMACK!

"I'm sorry!" Sharon cried again.

"You're sorry? That's the best you can do? Do you have any idea what could have happened if anything had happened to those kids? They're underage! Do you know that Kristen's mother was ready to sue us for you buying alcohol for her daughter?"

"It's not my fault if Ellen's friends can't drink responsibly," Sharon weakly protested, then wished she hadn't.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Before she could blink, Michael had slapped her three times to the seat of her leggings. Sharon's comment had infuriated him. 

“You bought them liquor!" He screamed at her, grabbing her hands when she tried to rub her stinging behind. "Do you have any idea how stupid this was?"

Leaning over the doorframe Brad watched his older sister try to massage her big butt wrapped in her leggings and felt his manhood starting to harden.

Sharon was now starting to cry, "I'm sorry…I know it was so dumb. I…I was just trying to help her out."

"Help her out?" Michael screamed at her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Michael aimed another three powerful slaps on the seat of Sharon’s leggings.

"No, Sharon, it was irresponsible of Ellen, but you should know better. It's against the law! Sometimes, I don't know what the hell you think. Do you feel like the cool older sister now?" Michael stood over her menacingly. "You just wait, young lady, you are in such big trouble."

"Daddy, I said I'm sorry," she begged.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

As an answer, another three slaps landed on Sharon's round leggings-covered bum.

"You, young lady, get your ass upstairs and get those leggings off before I get up there, or I am going to tear them off. NOW!!" he hollered.

Brad observed as Michael stormed up the stairs behind his oldest daughter to Ellen’s bedroom, and as soon he saw his Dad get in, he silently tiptoed up and ducked into the bathroom, which only one thin wall separated from Ellen's room on one side and Sharon's on the other. He pressed his ear to the wall and listened. He could clearly hear that Ellen had started crying and begging.

"Get up," Michael was ordering to his younger daughter, curled up on her bed, hugging her knees, scared to death.

He noticed she had already kicked off her jeans stained by puke splashes from her friend.

"Daddy, I'm sorry," Ellen's voice shook between her sobs.

She had some idea of what she was in for. It had been hard not to hear him screaming at Sharon downstairs. Michael glared at her. 

"Panties off," he told her.

"Daddy, no!" Ellen cried. "Please no."

Michael ignored her. He took off his belt and slapped it on the desk chair.

"I'm waiting," he said simply, tapping the belt impatiently.

Ellen sighed and kicked off her panties.

"You could have been arrested tonight. I don't care what your older sisters did. The law says you are too young to drink. And if I ever find out that you are supplying alcohol to your friends again, I will put you over my knee right there in front of them. Do you understand, young lady?"

"Yes," Ellen whispered.

Michael spun her around, and let the leather strike her bottom, right at her seat. Ellen howled in pain. 

"I can't hear you," Michael snapped and quickly prevented her from rubbing her smarting bottom.

"I understand, sir!" Ellen shouted.

Without another word, Michael made her lean over the chair and proceeded to whip her obediently proffered bottom with his belt.

At the other side of the wall, in the bathroom, Brad was well aware her sister's leathering was underway. He could hear every crack of the belt, as well as Ellen's desperate screams and pitiful pleadings. 

Michael covered Ellen's round bottom with dozens of painful stingers but stopped short of leaving purple welts and blisters. He wanted to teach her a lesson that would keep her on her toes for a while, but he was far more concerned with punishing her older sister.

"Daddy, please don't spank Sharon," Ellen begged when she saw her irate Father open the door to get off. "It's my fault. I begged her. She was only helping me. Please." 

"Sharon has a mind of her own," Michael said. "She can make her own decisions. And as the older one, she's supposed to know better. The spanking you just got is nothing compared to what Sharon's in for."

Hidden in the bathroom Brad, who was stroking his turgid manhood with his hand during Ellen’s bum whipping, heard his father snap the belt a few times before he let himself into Sharon's bedroom.

Sharon had already moved her desk chair into the center of the room, hoping her cooperation would make her father go a little easier on her. Her black leggings were neatly folded on her bed and she had changed into a t-shirt but she had left her thong on, hoping that her father would see it offered little protection and let her leave it on.

"Get that thong off," Michael snapped once in his older daughter’s room.

Sharon did not argue. She just slipped it off and waited for her father's instructions. 

"I don't think I need to lecture you anymore," Michael told her, his mouth firm.

Sharon just nodded, not wishing to make her father any angrier. She shivered when she saw the belt in her father's hand, her bottom shaking.

“Lean over the chair," he ordered.

Esitantly, out of pure fear, Sharon obeyed. Once she was in the required position, with her womanly round buttocks obediently presented for her Father's correction, Michael started to rain spank after spank down with the belt.

Brad, more and more excited from inside the bathroom, could hear his oldest sister’s frantic wailing, "Daddy, stt-tt-oppp- pppppp! Oh God, please, stop! I'm sorry, I'm sorr-AHHHH! OWWWW! Daddy, noooooooo!"

Michael brought down each smack harder than the last. 

"Don't you move!" he threatened, when Sharon began kicking her legs furiously. "You get up and you will be sorry!"

He slapped the leather on her bottom and the tops of her thighs hard, sometimes laying crack after crack on the exact same spot. Sharon's wails were brutal, her bottom absolutely flaming.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"I'M SORRYYY, DADDY! WHAHAAA...REALLY, PLEEEASE, NO MOREEE! AHARGHHHH! DADDYYYY, STOP, PLEASEEEE! BWHUAHAAAA!”

But Michael was nowhere near finished. He swung the leather down over and over, ignoring Sharon's sobs and pleas.

"NEVER AGAIN, DADDYY…OHWWHWW…AWHAWWW! STOP PLEASEEEEEEEE!"

Sharon was hysterical by the time Michael was through with her. 

"Get up," he ordered, holding the belt at his side.

Sharon could not control her sobs.

"BWUAHAAWHAAAA…AHARGHHHH…BWUAHAWWW," she screamed, tears and melted mascara streaming down her face, her nose running freely. 

Her badly burning bottom was killing her. Michael took her roughly by the arm and stood her up, looking her over. He had done a number on her backside, she sure wouldn't be sitting comfortably for quite a while. While he was not pleased to have had to discipline his daughter, he knew Sharon would not forget this lesson any time soon.

"Owwwwww," Sharon kept sobbing, pushing her tangled hair out of her face. "It huuuuuurrttts." 

She hopped around, trying to ease the terrible sting away. Her lips formed a perfect pout.

"Consider yourself grounded," Michael said sternly. "And you better be on your best behavior, young lady. God help you if you pull anything like this again."

Sharon glared sheepishly at her father and managed a small nod. Tears continued to spill down her cheeks.

In the bathroom, Brad could hear Sharon's loud, uncontrollable sobs keep going. In his aroused mind he could see her sprawled out on her bed, her face streaked with tears, furiously rubbing her flaming behind…even better, kneeling on the floor, cradling her spread, swollen buttocks, and sobbing. Her hair a tangled mess, black mascara running all over her cheeks, and her bottom bright red, covered with welts and blisters. At those images, his manhood exploded in a violent spurt and he was shaken in an uncontrollable climax.


Stepsister’s Show

It was a late Saturday morning when Jim Anderson, after getting off the Uber, opened the front door with his key and deposited the suitcase in the hall of his home.

"Hello?" He asked aloud but got no answer. "Very well," he said to himself, starting up the stairs to his room.

The nineteen-year-old freshman was returning home for the summer after a successful first year at college. He was supposed to arrive the following Monday but his plan to spend a weekend of revelry at the beach with his new girlfriend had fallen through because Jenny had been called to order by his father and stood him up. So he had decided not to warn home of his arrival and to surprise his mother and his new stepfather. And his new stepsister, of course.

Jim hardly knew Harold and his daughter Kay. He had met them a couple of times before he left for college, and then at his mother's wedding just before Christmas, but nothing more. Harold had made a good impression on him. He was a dark-haired, grey-eyed, fit man of forty-four. He seemed good-humored and easy to socialize, even if, Jim had noticed, he didn't like any nonsense. The same age as Jim, Kay had honey-blond hair and green eyes. Her slender body with small but firm breasts widened at the hips to round out on the rear in a very shapely, swelling bum, over a pair of sturdy tonic legs. To Jim, Kay had appeared a sociable and full-of-life girl, perhaps a little too full of life for her father, who seemed to be holding her reins short.

While unpacking Jim heard a car pull into the driveway and park in front of the house. He looked out the window and saw Harold and Kay getting out of the car, so he headed downstairs to meet them. Once in the living room, before father and daughter would be aware of his presence, he stopped dead on his track. Through the wall window, he noticed Kay and her father engaged in a heated discussion. Uncertain to interrupt them, he moved away from the window to avoid being noticed and stood watching the discussion. He couldn’t hear what they were saying but Kay looked on the verge of hysteria while Harold stared at her with the index menacing waving in front of her face. Jim observed the argument going on for a few moments until Kay finally lowered her head, and with her cheeks blushing, headed to the house preceding her father who followed her with his arms crossed on his chest and a look that sent lightning bolts.

Jim decided for a strategic retreat, and before they entered through the door he was on top of the stairs, keeping quiet, curious about what would happen between his stepfather and his pretty stepsister. He sat in the semi-darkness of the aisle where he could observe what was happening in the living room below, hoping to stay unnoticed.

“Nevertheless, you know very well what happens when you don’t listen to your father,” Jim heard Harold scold her daughter, “and you still decided to act as a spoiled brat!”

Kay was standing in front of her father head bowed, and she gave Jim the sensation that instead of being a mature girl of nineteen was a schoolgirl caught by her father not doing her homework. This feeling was heightened by the clothing of father and daughter. While Harold was wearing a classically cut suit, Kay was plainly dressed in a tee shirt and a short pleated skirt on bare legs. What's more, Kay was wearing a pair of plain white sneakers so that her Dad towered over her who didn't even reach his neck.

“I’m so sorry, Dad,” was all that Kay could utter between her father’s tirade.

"Sorry! Is that all you have to say? I think a bit more than sorry is required, young lady, you may be nineteen years old yet you have acted like a ten-year-old,” snapped Harold. “Well, I think what you need is having your backside tanned but good, Kay. Maybe an old-fashioned session with the slipper will make you think about your actions in the future.”

Hearing this statement Jim had to put a hand over his mouth not to let out a gulp that could make him discovered.

"Dad! I am too old to get the slipper,” Kay said downstairs with a frantic voice. “You can’t seriously want to spank me at my age, I’m way too old for that, please Dad!”

Harold glared at her before speaking again, “Kay you will never be too old for me to wallop your backside as long as you live under my roof and receive support from me, The choice is clear, you either take down your panties and lay down on the sofa to take the punishment you so richly deserve, or you can go and pack your bags and leave now. I have had enough of your cockiness since we live with your new stepmom, it’s about time you were brought down a peg or two!"

From his vantage point, hidden in the darkness at the top of the stairs, it seemed to Jim that Kay was on the verge of tears as she obediently slipped her hands under her skirt and slowly pulled her panties down to her knees.

Wow, that was something! Thought Jim, I could never imagine that Harold could be so bossy and that her pretty, lively daughter was so submissive and obedient toward him! Nor could he ever imagine that a college student could still be subjected to such a juvenile correction.

“Good, now lay down on the sofa while I get the slipper,” Harold said in a tone that did not allow replies. “We will set this at once before your stepmom comes back from shopping.”

While Harold disappeared to the kitchen, Kay took her place on the sofa. Her skirt was still in place covering her protruding buttocks and the top of her bare legs, but her panties were rolled around her knees and in Jim’s mind there was little doubt that soon he would be able to look at her deliciously round rear end all bare.

When Harold reappeared in the living room was holding a leather-soled man's sandal in his hand. It did not look like used, and it occurred to Jim that that instrument, which Harold had improperly called 'slipper,' was kept specifically for the purpose of chastising his daughter.

“Daaad…please, don’t do it…” wailed Kay when she saw her Dad returning with that tool of bottom torture.

Harold, acting as if he hadn’t even heard her, bent forward and lifted his daughter's pleated skirt up her back with a thump. Before Jim's eyes, Kay's bubble-but ass appeared in all its whiteness glory. Two fleshy, swelling hillocks, perfectly rounded. Suddenly the boy felt his manhood stirring inside his pants at that charming view.

With no further delay, the mature gentleman started to smack the wide and sturdy leather sole down, slowly and vigorously, on the obediently proffered buttocks in front of him.

Taking long seconds between smacks to increase the impact of each stroke, the irate Father smacked his daughter’s vulnerable behind again and again. Jim noticed that the man had a specific pattern to impart that burning correction. SMACK, SMACK, two leather slaps on the crown of the right buttock followed by SMACK, SMACK, two on the left, then SMACK, SMACK, two at the base of the right buttock, and SMACK, SMACK, two on the same place on the left, SMACK, SMACK, for two times the leather stroked the very top of the poor girl’s right thigh and then SMACK, SMACK, two on the left, and so on and on. Kay, however, didn’t seem too concerned with her Dad’s techniques, as tears had begun to fall after only a few spanks, and when he finished the first round she was sobbing piteously. Jim could see her head going up and down as her Dad’s leather sandal slammed vigorously into her upturned butt. Her legs were kicking furiously and her torso was writhing back and forth in a vain attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on her backside. Her pretty face had turned dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, and even the sofa pillow below her face was flooded with her tears, while her mouth was wide open with crying, howling, and begging.

“AHARGHHHHH! DADDYYYY…PLEASEEE I LEARNED MY LESSON! AHAWWWWWW! PLEASEEE…AHARGHHHHH! NO MOREEEE! BWUHAHH!”

Repeatedly and continuously those leather smacks rang out loud and crisp through the otherwise peaceful afternoon air. It was evident in Jim’s eyes that that correction was causing a considerable amount of pain to poor Kay, and not only because she was a blubbering mess of tears, but also because the poor girl’s rear was by now a very sore-looking dull red, completely mottled and swollen.

Only once Kay was crying so hard that she couldn’t even form words to apologize, nor beg for mercy anymore, her dad was satisfied that she had learned her lesson, a lesson forged in pain and tears. He stopped smacking the sole down and rose to admire his work.

Once Kay realized that the rain of leather smacks had stopped, she grabbed her flaming, tortured buttocks in her hands and kept bawling her eyes out on the pillow of the sofa.

“What do you think is going to happen if you don’t straighten up?” Harold asked breathlessly, with a clear threat in his voice.

“Owhwww Daddy,” poor Kay managed to answer between her sobs. “You’ll do this to me again.”

“Do you still think you are too old to get the slipper?”

“NOOOOOOOOO” wailed a completely defeated Kay. “No Daddy, I’m sorry I said that!”

It was then, that after having obtained the complete submission of his daughter, Harold turned and realized that Jim was crouched at the top of the stairs, petrified in the excitement of the spectacle he had just witnessed.

"Jim? What do you think you are doing up there, young man?” The imposing man asked with a somber voice.

At that, Kay turned her head and her watering eyes saw Jim's blushing face. She then lowered quickly her skirt over her smoldered, smocking buttocks and hid her face in her hands, redoubling her wailing at the discovery that her stepbrother had assisted her humiliating, childish correction.


Smacking Firecrackers

The story I'm relaying to you took place when I was 16. I remember it well because it aroused me so much and I am convinced that it started my fetish of spanking for the female luscious bum.

I was friends with one of my distant cousins named Arabella. We lived in the same neighborhood and even if our families didn't hang out much, and she was older than me by three years, she liked to spend time with me. She was a nice, good-humored, level-headed girl who always behaved well, and I suspected that discipline must be quite strict at her home. And she was a pretty girl too, with a lovely face, wavy brown hair, green eyes, and a buxom body. Since high school the boys of course noticed her, but she really wasn't that interested, so she wasn’t romantically involved, and in some ways she acted more like a younger tomboy, only wanting to play basketball, see horror or sci-fi movies, or take walks with her German shepherd. That made hanging out with her pretty cool and probably the main reason why she and I were friends. In fact, I was quite a late bloomer so at the time of this story, neither one of us was interested in dating, kissing, or sex.

It was summer vacation, the second week of June, and school was out when Arabella and I got into trouble. I was wearing a T-shirt and white khaki shorts and Arabella was wearing a bright yellow, flarey, sundress with sandals. As a result, Now and then I saw her pretty, lime green, bikini panties when the warm summer breeze, which was constantly blowing, periodically puffed up her dress. I remember this so vividly because her panties hardly covered her plump, round buttocks that looked so candid in contrast with the tanned skin of her thighs.

On that day, Arabella and I had managed to get our hands on some illegal fireworks. Since July was only weeks away and everyone would be celebrating the 4th they were available all over the neighborhood. Arabella and I had purchased a bunch of bombs from the Wilber brothers who lived in a nearby neighborhood along with a noticeable number of immigrant families.

So we were in Arabella’s backyard near her mother's flower garden burring bombs in the soil, two and three at a time, sometimes five, and blowing them up, getting off on the hand grenade-like explosions. We thought the effect looked cool. Unfortunately for us, Arabella's dad didn't share our perspective.

After three explosions and topsoil all over the place, Mr. Carlson came running out of the house yelling at us, wanting to know what in the hell we were doing. Realizing this may not have been a good idea we both looked at him, me sorry for making him angry, while Arabella looked scared. He then discovered the bombs in our possessions and demanded to know where we got them. We told her we bought them from some kids in the nearby neighborhood.

"Don't you know this is illegal? You could go to jail for this!" The big tall man scolded. He took the bombs, threw them in the trash, and doused them with water from the water hose. "Arabella, you know better than this! I will not tolerate you breaking the law! You could have brought the police to this house and we would have all been in trouble! You are going to have your bottom well roasted, young lady!"

"Aw, Dad!" Arabella exclaimed, horrified and embarrassed that her father had said that in front of me. It was evident she didn't want anyone to know she still got spankings, and until then I never knew she did.

Her father then turned his attention to me, "As for you, young man, you're going straight home! You too are old enough to know better than to play with firecrackers. I'm calling your parents and I'm going to insist they spank you as well!"

"You'll only be wasting your time, Sir. My parents don't do it. They are strongly against it and I have never been spanked… I have never even seen a spanking in my life.”

Mr. Carlson looked at me and gave me a stern, thoughtful parental look, he crossed his arms on his chest and said, "Well, young man, playing with firecrackers is dangerous and could get you into a lot of trouble. It's a lesson you need to learn. I cannot go against your parents' will, but at least I can make you see which consequences your actions have on others. Get in the house, now."

He grabbed me by the collar and started marching me, along with Arabella, into the house. Suddenly Arabella began to panic and she looked so embarrassed, so ashamed, while Mr. Carlson marched us into his study den and closed the door. He fumbled with the knob for a second or two and then turned and faced us.

"Arabella, come here, you know the drill!" he said while grabbing the chair behind the desk and placing it in the middle of the study, right in front of me.

Pale as a rag, Arabella started whining, telling him how sorry she was, promising to never, ever do that again, and pleading to be spared such a shame in front of me.

Without paying attention to her desperate pleadings, Mr. Carlson took Arabella, across his lap. I watched both in fear and fascination as the big man grabbed a small, round, wooden paddle that was on the desk, pulled up Arabella's dress, pulled down her pretty, light green, panties, and spanked her hard!

CRACKK!

The paddle made loud smacking sounds against her plump, snow-white buttocks. Immediately Arabella began crying out in pain and squirming over her father's knee as the wooden paddle repeatedly left behind red round splotches all over her bottom.

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

For a moment Mr. Carlson stopped the spanking. He scolded Arabella about playing with fireworks, telling her that at 19 she should know better. Then twisted her right arm behind her back and let fall a fast, long flurry of hard wooden paddles wallops on her already rosy-red round buttocks, his arm now moving in a blur!

As the burning sting of the wooden paddle rapidly became torturously unbearable poor Arabella really started to cry and scream. She was kicking her legs up and down so much so that her panties fell from her knees to her ankles. As she went into a screaming-crying fit, blubbering promising never to do it again, I watched her panties stretching across her protesting ankles. Because of the way she was squirming over her father's lap, I could see her anus and vulva very clearly peeping out from under her now very sore and very, very red buttocks. Right then I became aware that I had an erection and then I was embarrassed because of it.

Mr. Carlson released Arabella from his lap only after her poor buttocks were flaming red all over. Once on her trembling legs, she just continued to cry and cry, sobbing loudly, and rubbing her bottom with both hands, hopping from toe to toe. Her father had given her such a severe spanking! He had not been joking when he said that he was going to ‘roast’ her bottom. No wonder she stayed out of trouble and was so well-behaved, I thought, Mr. Carlson didn't play with his round wooden paddle.

As Arabella kept on dancing around she was showing her smoldered buttocks and her pubic hair, but at the moment she was in so much pain she didn't care what she was showing. She could have been completely naked at that point and it would not have mattered. Again I watched her panties stretching across her ankles as she did her well-spanked little girl dance. After she calmed down, she once again became embarrassed and quickly bent down to pull up her panties. Mr. Carlson stopped her.

"Leave those panties right where they are!" He snapped and grabbing her left arm, put Arabella with her smoking backside right in front of me.

"Look carefully! Arabella won't be able to sit down tonight for dinner or tomorrow for breakfast, and this is a consequence of what you did too!" Mr. Carlson barked.

I looked…and what a sight poor Arabella’s bottom was! Her round buttocks were swollen and almost shined in a hue, livid red color, and on the very base of them, the skin was purpled by the paddle swats.

"Right off to bed with you!" Mr. Carlson yelled once he had sufficiently shown me the consequences of my actions. “You have an early bedtime!”

With her cheeks damped in tears and snot Arabella fled to her bedroom.

"As for you," Mr. Carlson said standing in front of me. "You are long overdue that someone put you on his knees and give you a tanned rear like the one you have just seen my daughter get. Get yourself home. I don't want to see you here for a few days. Arabella wouldn't be allowed to see you anyway."

And so I headed silently to the door and then to my house and room, where I finally could satisfy myself, again and again, reviving in my mind the events of that afternoon.


The Other Side Of The Fence

The first awakening of my interest in spanking happened one summer afternoon when I was in my early twenties.

I was reading in my backyard and minding my own business when I heard a commotion over the fence next door. I could hear my neighbor, a serious, strict-looking man named Stefan yell, and I don't know why I felt the need to peek through the fence, but I did. I went to look for the old hole hidden behind a bush that as a child I used to communicate 'secretly' with my friend Bill who lived in that house at the time and I started spying.

Immediately I was amazed by the scene that was presented to my nosy eyes. There stood Stefan, dressed in his business clothes. By contrast, his wife and his daughter who stood crestfallen in front of him were...stark naked! Their names were Ruth and Sarah and by the stern tongue-lashing, Stefan was dishing out to them it seemed that they had been sunbathing all bare in the garden and skinny dipping in the pool. I could see them standing in all their glory, but while the older Ruth tried to cover her generous breasts with one forearm and her pubis with the other hand, young Sarah was kind of hopping in place holding her butt with both hands, and instantly I knew why she did it and how she felt. I had been spanked enough as a kid to know WHY someone covered his/her behind while being scolded, therefore I was suddenly interested.

Stefan was a tall, fit, man in his early forties, he had studied in the seminary and was known in the neighborhood for being a regular churchgoer. He looked really mad as he was lecturing the two females of his family about going around bare as the day they were born where all the neighborhood could watch them. To be honest, there wasn't that much chance that many neighbors would see them, being their garden surrounded by the fence and the neighboring houses were mostly single-story, but the shamed woman and girl didn't dare reply to their husband and father.

Stefan kept bawling them out while he walked over to a big bush and snapped off a short but thick switch!

I thought "Oh no! Poor Sarah and Ruth!" and I felt my own butt tighten as Stefan waved the switch in the air. I saw Sarah's face drain from all colors and Ruth opened her eyes in surprise and evident fear. Still waving that dreadful switch Stefan grabbed Sarah by her arm and started to drag her to the diving board.

Sarah was an eighteen-year-old who coursed the last year of high school. She was a short but pretty young lady, with blonde hair, blue eyes, small but firm breasts, and a very nice, little chubby, round bottom, that I could now admire in all her naked beauty. She was also very kind and a little shy, so I wasn't surprised when she followed his Dad without any resistance and started crying and begging, "Please, please...don't whip me, Daddy!"

But the angry man acted as if he didn't hear anything of it. He put his foot on the step of the diving board and bent poor Sarah over his knee. I had a good view through the knothole and saw how her nice, round, buttocks quivered, looking so vulnerable in that uncomfortable position completely presented to the punishing wrath of her dominant father.

I felt invisible behind the fence but I knew Sarah must feel very embarrassed to be doubled at her age over her Dad's knee in front of her Mother and the world. In the meanwhile, Ruth who had reached for a small towel to at least cover herself partially stood there with a face red as a tomato!

Sarah's cries of, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry...please Daddy let me down…I won't do it anymore," were interrupted by the whisk swack of that awful switch. "ARGHH...NOOO," she screeched as the stick slapped a thick, red, painful-looking mark across both her buns.

Sarah grabbed at her burned buns and wiggled just like a worm with her feet off the ground. But she was a petite girl and her Dad was a big, tall man so he pinned her hands away from her behind and started to whip her with that switch, demanding real loud, "Don't EVER sunbath naked again!"

SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK! 

Stefan whipped his daughter with hard, slow stripes twenty-four times. She bucked and kicked, and bawled bloody murder as the unmerciful switch branded her cute rear end, while tears literally sprang out of her shut eyes, her nose was running and her pink lips were contorted in a pitiful grimach.

In the end, poor Sarah's bare behind was crisscrossed with crisscrossed red welts. Even if I didn't know how much a switch could sting for real, I felt sorry for Sarah because her nice chubby butt was so painfully looking, all swollen red and well-marked by livid switch strips.

When it was over, and her stern father released her, she jumped around wailing loudly, and I could see her small pert boobs waving up and down while she danced and cried, holding her smoking hot butt.

I was breathless with the spectacle but was in for more as Stefan pointed the switch at his wife and called Ruth over.

In her early forties, Ruth was still a beauty. Her generous breasts were still firm, with dark big nipples now stiffened by the fear, her belly flat, her meaty thighs and tonic calves, and her womanly bottom nicely fleshy and round. Standing there with her naked glorious body hardly covered by the short towel she tried the card of the outraged lady.

" NO STEPHAN! YOU CAN'T. I...I'M AN ADULT WOMAN FOR GOD'S SAKE!" She pleaded backing slowly to the entrance of the house, raising her right arm as if to protect herself from her irate husband.

But Stefan didn't have any of it.

"You don't say no to your husband! How dare you defy me and utter the name of god in vain in my house! By the way, it’s no use to recommend to god. He knows, as I do, that misbehaving, shameless women must be whipped, no matter their age!” Was his brisk reply.

With firm steps, Stephan reached his wife, grabbed her raised arm, and dragged her back toward the pool. Ruth offered only tenuous resistance to her husband and finally followed him, without even the towel that had barely covered her, lost in the mild fight.

After that, her husband wrestled her now subdued wife to the diving board and down over his once again raised, leg. And I was delighted with the view of that plump, round, womanly bottom fully presented in front of my eyes. Unlike those of her daughter Ruth's buttocks were big, even if still firm, and presented a wide expanse of quivering flesh to the punishing wrath of her no-nonsense husband.

SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK! 

Ruth's whipping was longer than Sarah's. Stefan whipped unmercifully not only her generous, protruding, fleshy buttocks but the top part of her meaty thighs as well.

SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK!  SWISHH, WHACK! 

I could see the thick, red livid welts spring up because Ruth's behind and her thighs were so white compared to her tanned brown legs.

In all Stefan delivered about thirty-six good whacks on her wife's once white, generous fanny and meaty upper thighs before Ruth was let off to do her 'well-whipped little girl dance'. And what a performance she did! She jumped up dancing around, sobbing and wailing to the sky, blubbering complaining that "AHARGGHHH! IT STINGS!...OHHH DARLING…IT STINGSS SOO MUCH!...BWUAHAAA!" and showing to my eyes all that a woman can show while holding her badly scorched rear.

Stephan just let her hop around, crying and feverishly rubbing her swollen big buttocks for a while, then he told her to stop her antics and, "You still have to have your mouth washed out with soap to have used the name of god in vain! Off to the kitchen sink with you!"    

He then grabbed her arm, turned her around, and with two resounding SLAPS to her badly scorched and crisscrossed buns sent her moving to the house door. With a painful moan, Ruth hurried to the house and I had a last glimpse of her generous buttocks all red and marked that bobbled up and down while she walked. Still gently rubbing her own red-hot rear, little Sarah, who had stopped crying by now, followed her. Stefan let them enter the house before going in himself and closing the door.

As soon as they entered their house I quietly walked away from the fence and went into my bedroom. The hard-on in my shorts was almost too painful to bear so I took them off along with my undies. Laying down on my bed I was forced to admit how excited I was by the scene that I just spied on, and reviving the show I had just witnessed I simply had to relieve myself with my hand...and not only once.


The Heat Of The Night

The Night had cooled the summer air just a little bit, when I sat on the porch of my friend Abraham’s ranch in the darkness, quietly rocking and waiting for Ingrid, my friend’s daughter, to return home. We hadn't turned any lights on, preferring the night and saving power. The time flew off while we drank our bourbon and chatted about lost times, looking at the Milky Way which looked stupendous.

Even if it was so pleasant to stay there on the porch with my old friend, I well knew that he was worried sick about his daughter not being home yet. At one point I saw Abraham look at his watch and my friend’s pot of anger immediately boiled up. Curious about time I looked at my watch too, I saw three-forty-three. Knowing Abraham, I thought that when Ingrid got home there was going to be hell to pay, and she was going to do all the payment.

"She's late, Abraham. What do you think doing about it?"

Abraham's rocker squeaked and creaked and his voice, sounding both melancholy and indignant, came out of the darkness.

"I'm going to paddle her lily-white rear until she can't sit, that's what I'm going to do! When I get through with that girl, you'll be able to use her behind for a lantern, 'cause it'll be glowing, but good!"

Said that Abraham got up and entered the house. A few minutes later he returned and deposited on the floor what he had taken inside. I watched down next to his rocker and saw the paddle. It was made of solid wood and ready for action. I closed my eyes and waited.

A few minutes passed and I felt Abraham wasn't any cooler or calmer. A mosquito was whining nearby and I was ready to swat when I realized it was a scooter somewhere in the distance. I sat up and opened my eyes, expecting to see lights approaching. The night and the stars were unchanged, but the whining had stopped. I peered into the darkness, straining to see something, anything. There wasn't anything to see, but I could hear something, and it was coming closer.

I was about to tell Abraham about it when I saw my friend get up and turn the porch lights on. Suddenly the front yard brightened up.

Mouth agape, eyes wide, Ingrid, stared back at us with an animal-in-the-headlights shock. So help me, she still had one bare foot tiptoe-in-the-air, and a shoe in each hand. The term guilty expression was surely coined for this naughty little Miss!

"DADDY!...You here?”

Ingrid lowered her raised foot and walked to the base of the porch steps carefully skirting the gravel drive. She tried to wipe the guilt from her face, putting on her best angelic expression, but her eyes betrayed her fear. She attempted a smile, but her mouth wanted to pout, and the grimace that resulted just looked worried and afraid. The face I saw staring up at her Dad and I had suddenly lost all its 20-year-old semblance, it was the same fearful countenance I had seen Ingrid worn when as a naughty ten-year-old was about to be spanked.

Abraham got right to the point, "Do you know what time it is, young lady?"

There was no reply, so he carried away, "It is ten minutes to four, Missy, it’s almost dawn! What do you have to say for yourself? And by the way, where is your boyfriend? Is he too chicken to bring you to your door and face the music? Can you give me one good reason for staying all night out?"

Still no answer. I could see that his catalog of questions wasn't getting my friend anywhere. So he decided It was time for action.

"Get your behind up on this porch! RIGHT NOW!"

Ingrid mounted the four steps with the slow reluctance of a prisoner on her way to meet the noose. Abraham was up off the rocker, paddle in hand as soon as she reached the top. Grabbing her arm, he dragged her over to the porch bench, sat, and pulled her down over his lap. Now she was ready to talk.

“Pleeeeease, Daddy! I'm sorry I am late! We meant to be home sooner, but we kind of got involved......"

She trailed off, realizing what she had just implied. She turned, looking back over her shoulder, her eyes already teary. Ignoring her discomfort, Abraham lifted her dress and draped it over her shoulders. Her panties were next to come down and I found myself staring at Ingrid’s bare, cutely plump bottom all shining with sweat. Quite understandable considering the temperature and her current situation.

Abraham switched the paddle to his right hand and placed it firmly on her trembling cheeks. He rubbed the flat wooden surface across the cleft of her round, chubby buttocks, watching her flinch and clench. A twinge of sympathy tugged at my heart, and a small lump formed in my throat as I glanced at Ingrid's face. She was terrified, and with good reason. I very well knew she had been in that position before, and her memories were not pleasant. If Abraham had that same feeling it didn't alter his righteous determination to teach his daughter a very painful lesson!

"Ingrid, you have really disappointed me!” His sermon began. “You are old enough now, that me and your Mother should be able to count on you to act in a way that keeps this family going!"

"I know, Daddy, and I'm so sorry!"

"You KNOW?... Are you SORRY? Don't be ridiculous, girl! If you know how much we depend on each other here at the farm, why do you act like a silly brat? Not caring about how you worry sick your Mother and me? Do you know what it means that I had to stay up and wait for your return till almost the hour I’m supposed to wake up to take care of the ranch? That's the kind of behavior we'd expect from a young teenager. When are you going to grow up and become responsible?”

"I'm sorry, Daddy. I really mean it!"

"Of course, you're sorry, Ingrid! You've been caught, and your irresponsibility has gotten you turned over my knee. Sorry! Anyone would be sorry who was face down, with her dress pulled up and her panties stretched between her knees, waiting to get her bum cheeks blistered! But you're not as sorry as you're gonna be when I get through with your behind!"

Ingrid burst into wracking sobs, wriggling and bucking over my friend’s knees.

"Save some of those tears, girl. You're going to need them!"

Reaching across her back, Abraham grabbed her right wrist and pinned it against her side. Lowering his left knee slightly, and elevating his right one, put her plump, round bottom into the perfect punishment position. He pulled his daughter's torso firmly against his belly, lifted the paddle, gently patted her behind one-two-three times, raised his arm high above his head, took careful aim, and slammed the wooden flat board against her buttocks, HARD!

The paddle made a very loud SPLATT! Ingrid yelped and the sweat spray from her bottom showered Abraham as he struck again, SPLATT!, slamming the paddle down with the same force he had used for the first swat. Ingrid continued to yelp as her Dad walloped her tender, round behind fast and furiously. Her shapely legs were kicking spasmodically with each resounding smack of the paddle, and her yelps changed into howls, punctuated by gasps as she sucked in air. Her buttocks went from pink to red very quickly, and the awful cracks and thwacks were very loud in the hush of the early hour.

All was so quiet at that hour except for the sounds of insects, the slapping of the flat wood on the misbehaving girl’s bare bottom, and the moans and wails that escaped from her mouth. I have to admit that seeing young Ingrid squirming at the impact of her Dad’s paddle slapping her bare bottom hard had some effect on me, I mean, she was twenty now, not a little kid anymore, and a very pretty girl…I am not made of wood!

Desperate, Ingrid kicked and wiggled so much that her father had to stop the paddling to get her back into position. But that only took a few seconds and then her fanny got a really hard SMACK! The echo sent chills right deep inside of me, I almost could feel her pain. She was fully crying by now, and begging her ‘Daddy’ to stop paddling.

Right then Abraham’s wife ran down the stairs, came out on the porch, and told her husband he was going to wake up the cattle and horses if he kept swatting their daughter’s bottom so hard and loud, but he told her that he was going to spank her until she couldn’t sit down and, “Please do not interfere this time.”

So she apologized for me having to see that show, turned around, and reentered the house.

The night air went agin still once finally Ingrid’s unmerciful paddling came to an end. She remained doubled over her father’s lap till she could control her desperate sobbing, and then she slowly got up on her wobbling legs. Not caring to raise her panties she headed to the house with the little steps the garment wrapped around her ankles allowed her, holding in her hands her swollen, livid red, and blistered bum cheeks. It was evident that once in her bed she was going to experience a major temperature increase in that very specific area. Global warming can be a very unpleasant consequence of human carelessness.


Abigail’s Wait

My sister Abigail lay on her bed, sniffling on the pillow, one hand casually rubbing the fabric of her pajama bottom stretched against her generous bum.

Dad sent her to bed to change into her pajamas, and, I hardly could believe that, without any supper! So here she is, feeling very sorry for herself.

“It's not fair,” she say, “Spanked! Twenty-four years old, and I'm going to get a spanking like a little girl, and just because I exploded at Mom.” A louder sob escapes from her mouth in the face of that awareness, “I'm too big to be getting spanked!”

I look at her and my heart breaks seeing her so desperate. Abigail is always nice to me, well almost, and she is so cute, with her blond long hair and her shy blue eyes. You should know that I am a kind of 'accident' that happened unexpectedly but happily to Dad and Mom when Abigail was already fifteen years old. So Abigail is more like a pretty, young auntie to me than a sister. She loves me dearly and I really love her too.

The fact is, however, that Dad and Mom even if caring and loving, are pretty strict parents, the kind ‘until you are under my roof is my rule', you know. So Abigail had been spanked, but good, not longer than three weeks ago, when it was barely a month that she had come back home after ending college. Can you believe it? I almost couldn't, I mean, come on, Abigail is a big girl, an adult! Instead, Dad took her on his lap right in the living room, bare bottom and all in front of Mom who was encouraging him to let her have it but good, and me, spying all excited from behind the open door. And now she is soon being spanked again, and she knows there is nothing she can do about it.

I guess that most of the problem is that this had been a busy week for her, she had just started a new job, and now that it was Friday night she was so looking forward to getting out with some new friends from work. She completely forgot that she had agreed to stay with me while Mom and Dad were with some friends to celebrate their anniversary.

Now she remembers, of course she does, but when Mom told her she was not going out, that damned stubborn streak that had been a cause of many of her troubles before, showed itself again. She pleaded for Mom to call someone else, but the more she argued the angrier Mom got. As Mom raised her voice, she raised hers. Even amid the fight, I bet she knew she was wrong and should back off, but her fiery temper had taken over. So she ended up screeching at Mom at the top of her lungs and used a language that I never heard in the house.

She knew she had gone too far when suddenly Dad entered the kitchen and slapped her hard on the seat of her business skirt. Only then, did she lower her eyes and whispered "sorry" while her right hand went to protect her bum. At that point, any will of resistance was futile and too late, and she stood, bowed head, to listen to Dad dictate her sentence.

So she now waits for Dad to come to execute it with her face in the pillow and I don’t know what to do. Will it be better if I go out of her room to let her have some privacy, or I better stay and offer my support?

While I’m uncertain about what to do memories of her punishment three weeks ago flash through my mind. That time too she had fought with Mom, even if without cursing, and Mom had been very firm, warning her that until she was living under the family's roof, there would be family rules to follow and when one of those rules was broken there would be consequences. But my sister wouldn’t have any of it, that until Dad brook in.                              

"Young lady,’ he said with his deep voice, “you have forgotten how you have to behave in this house, so you need something to make it remember. Today you and I will have a very lively 'conversation', and believe me, Abigail, there will be more to come if you don't straighten out!"

That said Dad wrestled her across his knees. Abigail tried a little fight, but Dad is a big man, and Abigail, even if she is a fully developed young woman with bursting tits, turned legs, and a plump round bottom, is on the short side. So it was not difficult for him to have her on his lap and strip down her leggings and thong. He then spanked and spanked and spanked her bare bottom with his huge, work-hardened palm, making literally spring tears from my poor sister’s shut eyes.

That day Abigail underwent the humiliation and shame of crying, pleading, and begging Dad to stop as his large palm stung her her bum flesh covering completely one wobbling bum cheek at a time, over and over again. She wailed her regret and remorse and promised to be a ‘good girl’ forever and ever if he ‘please, oh please stop’. Her free hand was disabled, unable to help, pinned at the base of her back, and her calves couldn't even kick, trapped under Dad's firm leg. Finally, when the sting of the spanking on her bare skin became unbearable, she sobbed broken-heartedly, the pitch of her crying rising now and then as Dad’s hand found a specially tender spot.

When at least Dad, who in her pitiful pleading had in the meantime become 'Daddy', stopped the rain of palm spanks, she just jay limp over his sturdy thighs, crying her sorrow, her face contorted in a grimace and damped in tears and snot. And when she had finally been able to rise from Dad’s lap she had hopped up and down holding her swelling, smoldered buttocks in her hands, oblivious of the show she was offering of herself, a mature girl in her twenties acting nothing different than when she was just a little kid after one of Dad’s corrections.

After one last scolding, at which Abigail gave all the right 'yes sir', and 'yes Daddy' answers, Dad left the living room letting her lay on the sofa trying in vain to rub some of the sting out from her bottom. Even if I had thought that she was a complete adult with her fate in her hands, she now looked to me like she was nine like me again, while she cried on the sofa pillow and gently rubbed such a scalded hot backside.

As the vision fades, I realize with dismay all that is going to happen again soon as we hear footsteps coming up the stairs. Soon silhouetted in the doorway is Dad. He steps in through the doorway and towers over my older sister. Wrapped in her pajamas she once again just looks like a little girl in front of her stern paternal parent.

"Abigail?" He inquires, sternly. 

"Y-yes, Dad?"

She lifts her head from the pillow and looks at Dad with the big, moist eyes of a frightened puppy. She realizes the time has come.


A Window With A Spanking View

A few minutes before 6 pm, Liam positioned the binoculars on the ledge of his bedroom window. His parents had been surprised when, the week before, he asked for it as a gift for his 18th birthday, they could hardly imagine the use the boy intended to put it to. He scanned the windows of the apartment building across the little garden and parking lot between the two buildings. He almost did not need the powerful lenses, the buildings were so close.

Liam focused in on the window of the couple who moved there last month. He had noticed them during boring afternoons, sitting at the desk in his room, trying to study. His desk was positioned in front of his room window, and the living room window of the apartment where the middle-aged man and the young woman lived was right in front. And, unlike the tenants before, their window shades were always completely up, whenever they were at home.

Liam’s attention had been attracted by the fact that the attractive woman looked quite liberal and easygoing about the way she dressed in the house. He had glimpsed her walking around the house in her underwear, or coming out of the bathroom covered only by a towel, and sitting in the living room to dry off and re-apply her makeup on the big wall mirror.

His teenage hormones made him suddenly curious about the couple, however, not wanting to make this...interest of his known, he had not dared to ask questions around and had merely lurked in the small garden to spy on them when they came home in the late afternoon.

Due to their age difference, he did not understand whether there was any kind of kinship between them, maybe a father and daughter, or whether they were husband and wife or had a romantic relationship. He had certainly never seen them engaging in sexual activities, but he could not see into the bedroom. For while it was true the man, whom Liam decided to call 'the Gentleman,' looked about forty years old, while the woman, whom Liam decided to call 'the Girl,' certainly looked around mid-twenties. She was blond, pretty, with a voluptuous body, and dressed in a way that highlighted her generous girlish forms, preferring miniskirts, sheath dresses, and high heels.

Right now, with the help of his new binoculars, Liam was finally preparing to witness his private show. One hand had already slid beneath the waistband of his sweatpants in anticipation of what he was so anxious to see.

Almost 15 minutes passed, and no one had entered the living room. Liam scanned the parking lot and sighed in disappointment when he saw that the Gentleman’s car was not in her designated parking place.

He brought the glasses back to their window and his heart leaped with excitement as he saw the Girl, sitting on the sofa intent on brushing her hair.

Liam sharpened the focusing ring and watched her intently.

She wore a short dress that wrapped her breasts and hips. Her honey-blond shoulder-length hair highlighted her milky white skin. Liam choked with excitement when she left the hairbrush on the sofa, rose, turned her back to the window, and bent over as if to pick something up, with her ass stretching the dress that went up letting her pantyhosed thighs on show to the junction of her buttocks.

Liam held the binoculars as steady as he could while slowing and deliberately stroking his raging erection. Unfortunately, the little show was short-lived, and when she got back up the Girl walked out of the living room.

Liam waited, eyes locked on the window, for the Girl to go back. Some fifteen minutes later the Girl finally went back with her hair wet, holding a hair dryer, and wrapped only in a large blue towel. Tucked in on one side, it looked like she was wearing a strapless ultra-short mini dress. She plugged the hair dryer into an outlet, sat at the table, and started to blow dry her hair. 

Liam stroked harder as he saw the towel slip a little, exposing the Girl's bare breasts to the nipples. Full round globes that he had admired before under her dress. Once she was done drying her hair, the Girl set the hair dryer down and disappeared again from Liam’s sight. She returned a few minutes later with a bottle of beer in her hand and sat on the sofa in front of the small table holding the computer. She turned on the computer and unscrewed the bottle. Liam jumped as doing that the towel fell completely to her waist. The Girl tried to catch the towel and in the process let the bottle fall on the computer keyboard.

Looking through the high-power lenses, Liam could see the beer pouring out all over the keyboard. The Girl jumped up and tried to soak up the wet mess using the towel she had wrapped around her. She was standing now and stark naked. What was even better was that she was bending over, her bare bottom protruding, and her full breasts hanging and swaying with each desperate movement of trying to clean up the mess she did. 

Just then, the Gentleman walked in. He was dressed in a white shirt over his ample chest and grey slacks. Liam could not hear what was being said. He did not have to. The Gentleman was pissed and was shaking his finger at the Girl. By now the Girl was up against the wall, holding the towel with two hands up against her chin, while the Gentleman stood just inches before her.

The Gentleman's mouth never stopped moving and his fingers indicated the half-empty beer bottle and the wet computer. Liam could actually see the veined cords in his neck bulging with rage. And he could just not believe what happened next!

The Gentleman sat down on the sofa and pulled the Girl over his lap with one strong motion. He tossed the towel on the floor and picked up the wooden, square hairbrush that the Girl had used moments before to brush her hair.

Liam was mesmerized as he watched the Gentleman wield the hairbrush and smack the Girl's bare bottom. He could see the nude woman kicking and screaming as the flat back of the wooden hairbrush bounced off her fleshy, round bottom time and time again.

Liam used the zoom feature on the binoculars to zero in on the Girl's bottom. He had to hold the glasses very steady as the field of vision was decreased, but was rewarded with several heart-pulsing glimpses of the full fleece covering her sex as she kicked her legs wildly.

Liam zoomed out again to take in the entire picture of the exciting silent movie taking place before his eyes. The Girl’s head was going up and down as the wooden hairbrush slammed rapidly into her upturned bottom. Her legs were kicking furiously and her torso was writhing back and forth in a vain attempt to avoid the continuous rain of hairbrush smacks. Her pretty face was now dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her cheeks were flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open in what Liam imagined being crying and howling.

After what could have been at least 5 dozen hard hairbrush spanks, the Gentleman paused and examined the Girl’s backside. Through the binoculars lenses, Liam could see that her buttocks had swollen up and the once candid skin had turned a deep crimson, mottled with angry hairbrush marks.

It took a moment for the Gentleman to decide what to do and then he once again raised the hairbrush and let go a last volley of soundest smacks yet. Liam’s eyes remained glued in place as he felt the shudders of climax race through him. He finally came with pulses of pleasure as he watched the man finish with the chastisement and pull the Girl from his lap.

She stood sobbing and tried to rub her very sore bottom but soon she stopped. Even the gentle touch of her hand was too much for her blistered backside, thought Liam. Then the Gentleman’s finger started shaking its way toward the Girl again, as she hopped in place in a comic ‘well-spanked little girl dance’.

In his haste to zoom in on the Girl’s frontal pubic patch, Liam dropped the glasses. He quickly retrieved them and hastened back to his vantage perch, standing right up against the window. But he quickly pulled the glasses down and jumped back from the window because right then the Girl’s watering eyes had looked out the window and saw him. Liam knew she saw him, cause their eyes kinda locked on each other for a second, and he was sure she had seen him peeking!

Liam’s temples pounded and his heart raced at the thought of the consequences of his actions.

Alone in the apartment, he huddled on his bed, no longer having the courage to approach his window until the next day.

It was the afternoon of the next day when Liam heard the doorbell buzz.

"Who is it?" he inquired to the secured lobby.

"It's the woman from across the way…right now I’m home alone…" the voice cracked through the tiny speaker.

"So…what?" Liam nervously asked, not knowing what to do, what to say.

“So you better come over to my place," the woman replied, her deep voice full of implication. "You don’t want me to talk to your parents, or maybe even the police, would you?"

Liam hesitated, suspended for a few seconds between fear and excitement.

"Ok…I'll...I'll be right down," he finally stuttered.
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