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A Caring Husband

Spankings really hurt one's rear end and are shaming.

All right, this probably isn't the most original of statements, but boy is it true! And right now, writing this account on my pc, while I am lying on the bed on my belly because is just impossible for me to sit down, I am living proof of that. But spankings are also a demonstration of care and love, apart from an efficient way to keep a wayward female in line.

During the years, from when I was four years old and I had my little tushy dusted by dad's hand for having bitten another kid in kindergarten, to this very day as a forty-year-old married woman, I have often had occasion to mull over these truths.

There are good reasons for a spanking to be delivered to this eminently spankable zone of the body. A woman’s bottom is soft and has some padding (in my case more than some) and can easily absorb the smacks of a spanking. Spanking her on the bottom, specifically on her very bare and obediently proffered bottom as my spankings have always been, is best also because it is very humbling and that fits in with the nature of the punishment.

Spanking on the bare bottom fits the character of a relationship and is intimate and personal. The result of a well-applied bare bottom spanking is that the lady has to learn to live with a sore backside either for hours or even into the next day. The soreness that always follows the flaming fire ignited back there acts as a reminder to her. She is reminded of the consequences of her actions by the soreness of her backside as she goes about her life and especially every time she tries to sit down. But along with this constant reminder, there is also, strongly, the knowledge that she has by her side a person who loves her and cares enough about her to correct her foolishness and keep her on the right path. Well, this is exactly how I feel this Saturday morning, writing this account after I had to eat my breakfast standing at the kitchen counter facing my alpha male...yes in short my husband, and after he went for his weekly golf game.

It all started yesterday morning while we had our breakfast with me still able to sit down. In the evening I was supposed to go to the annual reunion of my old sorority, but I found myself without a car, as mine was at the mechanic for its annual overhaul. I know, I should have thought it was not a bright idea to schedule the car overhaul on the same day as the reunion, what can I do, I didn't think about it. My husband says I'm careless, but with the kid's school, the gym, the reunions with friends, the babysitter...in short I can't always have my head in everything. However, there was nothing else to do and I asked him to borrow his Jag. If you ask me, I'm jealous of that car. Since he bought it about six months ago he almost cares more about it than me. So there I was hearing his lecture about how careless I have been and all the recommendations about how I have to drive the damn car and about not drinking too much with friends and not coming home too late and Bla Bla Bla...believe me, even my father when I was sixteen didn't take it that far with his preaching, and my father certainly wasn't a soft touch if you know what I mean. But I finally got the car for the evening.

The evening itself had not started in the best of ways. All right in a way I had brought it on myself. I know full well that he doesn't like the skirt I had chosen to wear. He considers it too short, and well, in a way it is, but certainly not excessively so. Ultimately it reaches my mid-thigh, well almost...but certainly don't let my panties show, even if I have to bend over. But I mean, if one can't even show off one's graces what's the point of all those hours spent in the gym toning and twisting my legs, keeping my belly flat, breasts erect, and buttocks firm (however...generous)?

So I chose that black leather tight skirt, a black blouse let open enough to show my still firm decolletage, black sheer pantyhose, and matching pumps. Before leaving the room I watched myself in the mirror and, wow, I was a hottie. At least for a forty-year-old lady, but for sure I could easily compete and win with many of the younger girls around.

When I went down to the living room before going out, my husband squared me reproachfully. I could tell he didn't like the way I looked. Or rather, he liked the way I looked, I know very well what effect I have on him when I put myself up even after all these years of marriage. What he didn't like was me walking around like this, at night, alone. So before he had time to open his mouth I blew him a kiss on the fingertips and hurried out.

The reunion itself was fun. Like at every meeting, there was the open bar and the striptease guys. The girls and I always knew how to party. And it wasn't even that late when the club closed and we went out. It was about 2:30 am when we said our goodbyes and headed for the cars. The real problems started just after that.

I had traveled just a couple of blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection and I didn't have time to brake. I ask myself, but how is it possible to cross an intersection like that without some attention to other vehicles? The other driver justified himself by saying that it was me that had the signal to give right of way. Yea, after all that sparkling wine and shots of tequila, imagine if I felt like paying attention to even these details! Happily, the damage to both cars was a minor one and eventually, the other driver proved to be a gentleman who demanded nothing more than to take a picture of my driver's license and have my phone number. I assured him that we would calmly exchange insurance information the next day.

So there I was, past 3 am, entering my home's driveway a little tipsy, and with a dented car. I was experiencing the unpleasant feeling that sitting down for me was a luxury I couldn't afford in the next few days.

As soon as I entered the house I heard my husband's voice calling me from the living room. 'Shit,' I said to myself, 'how is it possible that he waited up for me?' I mean I was no longer that teenager whose return time was checked by her stern dad, was I not?

I entered the living room on uncertain legs, with one hand trying to lower as much as I could of that skimpy skirt, and stopped on my track in front of him. My husband sat in an armchair, in pants and a white shirt, with a glass of single malt in one hand and a book in the other.

"Hi," he said, staring at me with an air of reproach, "Are you ok Juliet?"

"Mhmmm...yes, I'm ok," I answered while trying to fix my messy hair and creased skirt a bit, in vain.

"Everything ok with the car?"

"Ohoo...mhmm...more or less," I answered bowing my head and blushing

"What you mean, more or less, is everything ok or not?" I could sense his rage mounting.

Before entering the house I had hoped to be able to go to bed without meeting my husband so that he would not notice my state, and the morning after, sitting down to breakfast, I could calmly explain the accident, and so perhaps, but it was only a faint hope, I would be able to save my butt. But by now there was no reason to postpone the inevitable so with my head down and in a trembling voice, I confessed the accident.

"You did WHAT to my car?"

The expression on his face was thunderous. I've rarely seen him so angry.

"It's just a very little damage," I offered weakly, my arms folded defensively across my breasts. "It was an accident," I stressed.

He set his glass and book down on the small table beside the chair, stood up, and fixed me with a look that seemed to want to incinerate me.

"You come back home in the middle of the night, with disheveled hair, that skirt that barely covers your bum all crumpled, and smelling alcohol, and you say that it has been an...accident!" He almost shouted, incredulous.

"Your insurance will cover the damage," I said, my voice broken and my lips tightened in a frightened grimace.

"Really. What a comfort," the unappeased anger in his voice sent shivers down my spine.

"Well...what can I say? I've already apologized. It was an accident," I repeated. "And the damage is a minor one. What's the big deal?"

"I will show you the big deal, " he said.

In two steps he was in front of me and grabbing my arm firmly, he half-turned me around and delivered six sharp slaps on the back of my thighs, right where my short skirt ended.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

"OUCH! OUUCHH!...HEY...STOP...AUCCH!"

"How is it possible that you still haven't learned that driving after drinking is dangerous?"

SLAP!

"What if something would have happened to you?"

SLAP!

"How is it possible that you still act like an irresponsible teenager?"

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

While he scolded and fired rhetorical questions his hard palm connected again and again with the back of my pantyhosed thighs raising the temperature down there to a very uncomfortable level.

"Ok...ok...I'm sooorryyy!" I started to hop into place, trying to turn around, to get the soft flesh of my poor thighs away from the reach of his punishing hand.

It was so shaming, apart from painful. I did know that I would bear the marks of his fingers over my snow-white legs for days.

“Alright,” my husband finally said, massaging the reddened palm of his right hand with his left thumb. “I want you to go straight to the bedroom, take off that skirt, and stand with your nose in the corner. While you’re there, I want you to think about why you are going to be punished. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” I said resignedly.

“Alright then…march!"

Rubbing the back of my already scalded thighs I went to the bedroom and threw myself on the bed miserably. It wasn’t fair! Damn, I was going to get it again! And seeing how furious my husband was, I was really afraid that it would be a true-to-god blistering!

And so I was there, laying on the bed, feeling sorry for myself and gently caressing the burning out of my pantyhosed thighs, when I heard my husband’s footsteps on the stairs. I slipped off my skirt in a flash and hurried into the corner placing my nose against the wall.

My husband came into the room and I could hear him behind me opening the door of my part of the closet. I did know what he was doing. Behind that door, it hangs the paddle. It is kept there so that every time I open the closet I see it and I remember what is waiting for me if I dare to disobey. It is more or less the size of a ping pong bat, but rectangular in shape. It is made of solid wood carefully varnished, and it can sting the soft buttocks of a lady like nobody’s business, believe me.

“Alright, Juliet, come here.”

I walked over to the foot of the bed where my husband was now sitting trying not to look at the paddle he held in his lap.

“Did you think about why you’re going to get punished tonight, Juliet?” He asked.

“Cause I dinged the car,” I mumbled.

“Is that ALL you could come up with, miss?”

“No, honey,” I said urgently.

“Then?”

“‘Cause…I guess...I shouldn't have driven after I'd had drank a little bit, and doing so I had put myself in danger, and dinged the car too."

“That’s right, Juliet," he nodded his assent. “So tell me, Juliet, what happens when you act like a foolish teenager?"

I felt the blush raise on my face and couldn’t say anything.

SLAPP! SLAPP! Two hard hand smacks on the side of my left thigh rewarded my silence.

“I asked you a question miss and I expect to hear an answer! Now, what happens when YOU don’t obey your husband, mess up, and act like a foolish teenager?”

“I get spanked,” I whispered.

SLAPP! SLAPP! Another two hard hand smacks this time on the side of my right thigh.

"OUCHH, OHOWW...I get paddled," I hurried to say almost shouting, "I get my bare bottom spanked with the paddle!"

"That's better," my husband said and opened his legs.

This was the signal for me to get closer, and I did. He inserted his fingers in the waistband of my pantyhose and took them down along with my lacy black panties, to form a heap at my ankles. Then he gently but firmly guided me to his right side and bent me over his trousered lap. He positioned me so that my plump, vulnerable, bare bottom was sticking up and out for the paddle. I half turned my face backward and I saw him pick up the paddle and lay its cool flat surface across the center of my still snow-white bum cheeks.

“You have had this coming for a long time, young lady!”

With that, he raised the paddle high and smacked it down against my right cheek. I felt the hard wood flatten my swelling meaty hillock and I cried out at the searing fire the wood had ignited there.

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

He started to spank methodically, that damned paddle going up and down, one side and then the other. He didn’t say anything and all that could be heard in the room was the crack of the paddle and my agony's yelps and cries.

After a few minutes, the stinging sensation in my bottom had become unbearable and I began crying in earnest and begging and pleading for him to stop. But my husband ignored my heartbroken cries and continued to deliver a steady rhythm of blistering spanks to all my poor smoldered rear.

“AWW….PLEASE, HONEY…AHARGHHH...PLEASE STOP…I’LL ACT RESPONSIBLE AWWW…I  PROMISE…AWWW!!”

“Yes, Juliet.”

SMACKK!

“I’m sure you will...for a while.”

SMACKK!

“But I don’t want to have to repeat this lesson anytime soon.”

SMACKK!

“So, I’m going to make sure that you remember it every time you try to sit down for a while.”

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

By then I was in PAIN, I tell you. He covered the entire area from the crown of my poor swelling hillocks down to that tender area where buttocks meet thighs, just above where he had already reddened me well. Did he want to make sure that I would remember this lesson every time I sat down for the next few days? My goodness, what I wondered was if I would ever be able to sit down again at all!

"Are you going to mind me, Juliet?" My husband asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of me.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! YES, HONEY! AIEEEEEE! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to act silly again?”

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO HONEY! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER EVER ACT SILLYYYY! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE! I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

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

All my tears, pleading, and agonizing outcries were to no avail, as he continued laying on solid paddle strokes until I felt that my poor bottom had swelled double its already remarkable size and was to the point of literally exploding in flames. Once I couldn’t even make words and just cried and screamed, tears choking me, he finally said, "Alright, I think you’ve been spanked enough."

I was hiccupping from crying so hard that I didn’t even understand what he had said and that he had stopped paddling my bum. All my poor plump bottom was just ON FIRE, I felt it mottled and so hot that I could have fried an egg on it. By now I was pretty sure, I wouldn't be able to sit down again.

“Alright, Juliet…it’s alright honey.” He soothed me while he rubbed my back gently.

"I…I'm sorry, honey...Oh, honey...it hurts...it hurts so bad," I uttered between sobs when I regained the ability to speak coherently while his hands massaged my back soothingly.

When he finally spoke there was kindness mixed with the stern, "That's it, honey, you're all done."

I slowly rose from my prone position only to crouch on his lap. My cheeks were damp with tears and snot and I felt my melted mascara drip down my chin. I was a crying mess and I hid my face against his sturdy chest. He let me do and kept me close to him, with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand soothed the raged inferno that was my bum. I melted in that embrace, drying my tears on his shirt. Once again the bratty teenager inside me had taken over, and I had acted like a fool. But fortunately, I had who took good care of me. I had been punished (God knows I had been) and now I felt right again, protected and loved by my authoritarian male. Soon our mouths found each other and joined in a deep intense kiss.


A Strict Tenant

There was no sound at all from within the house. 

Jinny stood with her back to the door and facing into the corner.  Some dust tickled at her nose and she wanted to sneeze, but she held it in so that she might be able to hear his footsteps on those creaky wooden stairs. 

She was dressed solely in her pajama top and in her right hand she held a sturdy leather strap. Her mind raced at the thought of what was to come and her free hand went to give a gentle rub to her bare, round bottom. At that moment, and in that shameful position, she felt it so vulnerable and, oh, so dear to her. She caressed her generous, supple even if well-toned girlish buttocks. They felt cold in the fresh air but she feared that they would not stay that way for long. She sighed and reaching back into her memory she pulled forth the reasons for her present predicament.

It had started out quite innocently. She had been sitting at the table with her host discussing what life was like back in her country. That was the nice thing about living in the home of Mr, or should she say signor, Bianchi.  During the daylight hours, only Italian was spoken to give her more practice, but at night she could speak English. The sixty-something retired Italian widower calmly listened to her stories of her homeland and had even commented on a few things he had seen when he had visited it. Mr. Bianchi had worked as an engineer for a major company building dams around the world and had a cosmopolitan culture, as well as speaking good English. At one point the conversation had somehow turned to discipline in the home. She had told him of some of the shows she had seen as a child that had involved an old-fashioned parent or even grandparent of her city's Italian community. He had laughed about it as well, for he had seen some of those same shows when he had visited her country involving old-fashioned parents that were not Italian at all.

"And how did your parents handle such a bratty child as yourself," he had asked then.

That was their private joke. Whenever she was behind in her art history studies, the reason why she had come to attend a master's degree in Florence, he would cluck like a father hen and tease her by calling her a 'bratty child'. He struck a pose, shook his finger, and repeated those words. It usually sent both of them into laughter.

"Well," she had said, "my parents were always fond of spanking me, dad especially. Ouch!" 

Her face blushed a little when she said it, but he had just nodded as if it was expected. He then pointed to the photos of his daughters. 

"As you know my job often kept me away from home, and my wife had her hands full raising two girls, smart, spry, and full of life. That's why when I was at home I had to play the strict parent. A firm hand was needed to keep the young ladies on the straight and narrow. If you can get what I mean."

Those words intrigued Jinny. She was curious to know how exactly 'played the strict parent' that man so polite and gentle, always neatly dressed in his tailored suits and with a perfectly groomed beard and hair.

"Honestly, no," she said in a somewhat impertinent tone, "what exactly do you mean?"

Mr. Bianchi looked into her eyes and read her curiosity, so he answered, "Well when my daughters were little girls my fatherly hand was more than enough to dust their rear and send a clear message that they have to obey their mother and behave. Of course, when they got older, say in their teen, something more severe was required."

"How much more severe?" Jinny asked.

By this time she was becoming more and more involved in that discussion, which was taking an interesting and unexpected turn. Even though she was a student only twenty-two years old since she had first met him she had immediately felt a fascination with that distinguished man who hosted her in his home. He looked both stern and jovial at the same time and imagining him playing the role of the strict disciplinarian sent thrills into her groin.

"If you really want to know," Mr. Bianchi answered sensing that the pretty young lady was intrigued by the subject, "an old leather razor strap that my wife's dad had used on her, and bare bottoms, were the answer to misdeeds. But it was not a common occurrence, happily, they were good girls, and a good application of the leather medicine now and then was enough to keep them on their best."

Jinny had just stared at him. 

"A leather strap? On the bare bottom? WOW! That must have hurt."

"You said your dad spanked you, didn't it hurt?"

Jinny coughed a bit, "Well when I was younger they did. But dad only used his hand and it was never on my bare butt."

"Oh well, then I understand why you still act like a bratty child," replied Mr. Bianchi following in their joke. "Evidently that was not enough to teach a good lesson."

"I disagree. I learned my lessons well enough," said Jinny and pouted, following her implementation of a brat.

"Well enough? Oh, yes, I'm sure. Is that why you were the rudest young girl today when I took you shopping at my favorite bakery?"

"Oh, you mean that incident with the baker and the scale?"

"Incident? Is that what you call it when someone deliberately and unjustly accuses a man of cheating on the weight of what he is selling?" Asked Mr. Bianchi, dropping the playful tone.

"It was a mistake. I thought he had his thumb on the scales," said Jinny lowering her gaze and blushing at the memory of the bad scene she did in that store.

"Oh, really? Well, let me tell you, young lady, that was one of the most embarrassing things of my life...I've been going to that bakery to buy sweets since I was a kid."

"I apologized," Jinny defended herself.

"And fortunately the owner of the bakery who knows me accepted your apology with such grace. That, my girl, is exactly one of the bratty, I-know-all, arrogant attitudes that would need to be taken care of by a well-applied bare-bottom strapping."

Hearing those words Jinny had felt a curious stirring. Momentarily speechless, she stared at Mr. Bianchi who, having abandoned his jovial appearance, had taken on the air of a stern patriarch. She could not deny the evidence that she was attracted to him. Despite the age difference...or perhaps because of that, she had felt a mixture of shame and arousal when those words had fallen from his mouth.

"Well, I...I guess you are just right, sir." 

Oh my God, she thought, how that came out of my mouth...I even called him sir! A thing she never did before.

But it was too late to regret it, Mr. Bianchi stared at her with a half smile on his hardened face. Right then Jinny felt like he was reading in her mind thoughts and emotions that were hidden even from herself.

"Are you suggesting something, Jinny?" Mr. Bianchi asked with a sly air.

"Suggesting? No sir, I just agree that I deserve to be punished for this morning's mess,” she said blushing, again not fully believing that she was saying it.

Mr. Bianchi for a few moments weighed the words of the young, attractive woman in front of him who had just candidly admitted that she deserved to be punished.

"And how, exactly, do you think you would get the punishment you say you deserve, Jinny?" He said finally.

"Well, sir...that's up to you. I mean you said I embarrassed you this morning, it's just right that you decide what I deserve for my behavior."

"But I already said it, Jinny. Remember? I said that your attitude deserved to be taken care of by a well-applied bare-bottom strapping. Is that what you mean? That you want that I whip your bottom, your bare bottom, with the strap?"

Jinny just sat there for a moment. Her mind was working feverishly, torn between the fear of pain and shame, and the desire and excitement of that weird, unexpected situation. She could say, 'c'mon, forget it, I was joking!' and the matter would most likely be dropped. If she said 'yes, sir' however, she might get that man to do something that she was curious about and whose mere thought caused an itch of excitement between her legs. If that was what she wanted she had to act then, or the chance would never arise again.

"Well," she finally said, "if it helps to improve my behavior, then I'd think that it might be necessary."

"Do you actually realize what you are saying?"

"I think so," Jinny replied, faking a confidence she didn't have.

"I do not think so. If you'd realize what a whipping is really like, you would never ask for one." 

"Is that so bad?... I don't think it can be all that bad."

"Well, my girl, maybe someone can do it as a joke, but believe me if I inflict a whipping with the strap, it is not a joke. First of all, there is shame. The shame of presenting to a man's gaze your bottom, your bare bottom, and not only that. Even if you will try to keep your thighs tight to prevent that I see your...charms, under the onslaught of strap's strokes there would be no way you could remain still and not open your legs wide and wriggle all around."

At this revelation, Jinny blushed to widen her eyes.

"And then there is the pain. When I whip I whip to punish and to punish a whipping has to really hurt. At every swing, the strap leaves an ugly swollen red stripe on the bottom's surface. Every stripe feels like pure fire on the skin, and soon they merge into a solid engine-red heat. When the lashes overlap on already strap-burned flesh the stinging sensation reaches an unbearable level. This is when the lesson really sinks in the punished girl, but this also elicits loud crying and pleading, by then your face will be damped in tears and snot and you will regret your misdeed. Once the whipping will be over, the fire in your rear will continue for a considerable amount of time and you will find that trying to rub it away will do no use. The only comfortable position you could use will be laying down on the bed on your tummy, and even the next day sitting down will be a difficult task. This, Jinny, is what you are asking for. Do you understand that?"

An unnerving silence fell in the room. Unable to look Mr. Bianchi in the eyes Jinny drummed her fingers. What was she going to do? Was she going to ask that man to whip her?

“I get it, sir, and...well…I understand that is not something one can desire. But...I think it probably would do some good to me. So, yes sir, I deserve a whipping, sir,” she finally answered with a lump in her throat and blushing wildly.

A few seconds passed before Mr. Bianchi spoke.

"Fine," he said finally. "If that is what you want you will be satisfied. March upstairs and change into your pajama. You will wait for me in your room."

Jinny scurried to obey. It was weird, it was exciting...and it was something she has been curious about since her youth. In fact, in her younger years, she had often wondered about such punishments, especially watching movies when the heroine on duty was threatened to be whipped by the villain, though the whippings were not displayed on the screen, or very poorly. Every time she felt a strange feeling of fear and excitement thinking about how that would be done or how would feel like to be whipped. Well, everything suggested that now she was going to get her questions answered firsthand.

And so she waited. Changed into her silk pajama and nothing else, barefoot, seated on her bed, her hands nervously rubbing each other. She strained her ears, but she could hear no sounds from the house. What was he doing? Did he suddenly lose his nerve?  What was...

There were the footsteps. He hadn't lost his nerve. He had just been waiting a sufficient time for her to really get worked up about it. And it had worked. Her stomach was in knots. She wondered for the umpteenth time how badly it was going to hurt. Would she really not be able to stand the pain and cry and plead in shame like she had been advised to? Would she humiliate herself by displaying her pussy, and worst of all, what if she will get wet down there? 'Oh My God,' she thought, 'I already feel a distinct tingle between my legs.'

Finally, the door of the room swung open. She saw him enter the room and walk to the bed. In his hand, he had it. The strap. It was a broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle, and in Jinny's eyes, it looked immediately a fearsome tool.

Holding the strap in both his hands as if to show her what she was about to get, he asked Jinny, "For the last time, miss, are you sure you want to be whipped?"

No, Jinny was not sure of anything right then. She was too nervous and scared and excited to even talk. But for sure it was too late to go back. If she had not gone through with it, she would have blamed herself for the rest of her life. She had to fulfill that weird desire and she had to do it then.

"Yes, sir, I...I deserve it," she finally managed to say.

"Ok then, you are a bratty child and you are long overdue for a good correction, young lady. You will now learn what it is to be punished for real," he said, and his words sent shivers down the young lady's spine.

"Get up," Mr. Bianchi ordered, and once she complied he took the two pillows of her bed and placed them in the center of the mattress, one on top of the other.

"Take them off," said Mr. Bianchi pointing at Jinny's pajama pants.

Unable and not wanting to put up any resistance to his determination Jinny took off her pajama bottom, showing her pert, round, girlish bottom, which matched perfectly with her slender legs, in front of Mr. Bianchi. She felt a wave of heat run through her face as she could feel his gaze on her charms.

"Over," was all he said then.

With a sigh, Jinny lowered herself bottom-up, over the pillows strategically placed in the middle of the bed. Her bare, vulnerable bottom was the highest part of her body, and her two white, round hillocks, stuck up impertinently forming a perfect target for what was coming to her.

While Mr. Bianchi began to lecture her about keeping her mouth shut in public situations and paying respect to her elders, Jinny became very conscious of her bare bottom. She had never felt so defenseless, exposed, and vulnerable before in all her life.

"You are going to be taught a lesson you won't soon forget, young lady," with that, he concluded his scolding and brought the strap down on her cheeks with blinding speed and incredible force.

CRACK!!!!! 

She sucked in her breath to shout, but the second strap stroke had already landed before the sound had passed her lips.

CRACK!!!!!

It sounded like gunshots as the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Jinny’s proffered bottom. The strap buried into the fleshy mounds causing them to bounce from the impact. “ARGHHHH!” She screamed.

The shock and the intense sting had taken Jinny’s breath away. It stung way more than she could have imagined. With just two strokes of that horrid strap, all her bottom was on fire. She wriggled and writhed in pain.

"Keep still,” was all Mr. Bianchi said after allowing a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time.

Even though her bottom was burning she managed to stay as still as she could. And he then started the whipping in earnest.

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

Her tears started at the first strokes. She was wailing in pain and shame before six had cracked against her pretty, round, swelling buttocks. Her mind had lost count after ten and she had just given in to the pain and humiliation. From then on she bawled like a baby throughout the entire whipping.

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

The gunshot sounds of the strap that stroked her bare round rear end echoed loudly around the room, along with Jinny's loud screams. The strap's lashes had overlapped and by now all of her bottom was covered by ugly, swollen, red strips. She was a sobbing mess by now and it was evident that she was already a very sorry, contrite girl.

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

Now the strap was landing indiscriminately on the tortured flesh of her buttocks and down the still untouched skin of her upper thighs. The red strips had blended and all of Jinny's rear end had assumed a darker, painful-looking, shade of swollen redness. Jinny's pitiful cries and pleas got louder and her bucking became harder for her to control.

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

And then. suddenly, Mr. Bianchi stopped the rain of lashes, but her mind hadn't yet registered that the whipping had stopped. She just kept bawling and begging for forgiveness.

Only when finally her tears had stemmed somewhat he asked, "Are you ever going to act in such a disgraceful manner ever again?”

“NO! NO SIR! I SWEAR I WON’T!” Replied Jinny through her tears, choked by sobs, and at that moment she truly believed it.

Mr. Bianchi could see that she was a really repentant girl by now, but his long experience with mischievous young ladies told him that to drive the lesson home a bit more had to come.

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHH!

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKKK! “ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, SIR, I WILL BE GOOD, SIR. AHARGHHHH! I WILL OBEY, SIR, ALWAYS!"

Satisfied with her response Mr. Bianchi dropped the strap on the bed and came closer to her. He run his hand across her naked proffered bottom cheeks. They sure looked very sore, and felt so hot to the touch and swollen.

"Now you know what naughty young ladies receive in this house when they have crossed the line," Mr, Bianchi said.

With her face buried in her hands, Jinny nodded her head in agreement.

Mr. Bianchi patiently waited for her to calm down a bit, then he gently raised her from the bed, took a candid tissue from his trouser pocket, dried her tears, and blew her nose. After doing that, as a caring father with his well-chastened daughter, wrapped his arms around her. She hugged him back and held him tight while she laid her head on his ample chest. They stayed like that for a while, as her sobs faded and he caressed his hand over her blazing bottom in a soothing way.

"Tell me, Jinny," asked Mr. Bianchi once he felt she was reassured enough, "what is going to happen from now on if you ever disobey or act careless or disrespectful again?”

She looked at him with still teary eyes, standing, with her hands now gently rubbing her smoldered buttocks, trying in vain to lessen the ferocious sting.

“I…I will be whipped with the strap again,” she managed to say with her voice hoarse from crying, in her soul a warm new feeling of affection and respect for the man.

He nodded satisfied with what he had heard.

He trudged off from her room and she settled into bed. She winced and even gasped a little as her flaming rear made contact with the sheets. She savored the feel of her sore ass and relished in the heat that was emanating from it. Slowly her hand slipped between her legs as she relived those painful but wonderful cracks of the leather strap against her naked bottom and her fingers were already dancing over her clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure she was forced to admit the fact that her fate was sealed and for the upcoming months she will be submitted to the will of her powerful tenant.


An Affectionate Stepbrother

I've always been close to my stepbrother, Liam.

When I was two and he was seven, my father married his mother, so, since always, I considered him just like my brother at all effects. I just loved to do things with him, and unlike other kids, he liked his little blond stepsister to accompany him on his games and child adventures. We even got some spankings together. Of course, this stopped quite soon as he overcome the spanking age just as mine was coming into full swing. So he come to see my little tushy bare far more often than I saw his. It didn't really matter though, as I saw his naked male body while he showered or changed himself in his room, and in any case, in our house, we had never been shy about our own bodies.

At thirty I had just gone through a tough divorce and had asked him if I could live at his place for a while. He, of course, said that I was always welcome.

Liam had the quintessential bachelor pad. When I first entered the rather large apartment, I immediately noticed the spots where posters or pictures that had probably been on the walls for months were suddenly and obviously bare. The paint just didn't quite match. I found out later that he had quickly taken down his posters of women that were dressed in, shall we say, outfits that one might find in those wonderful Victoria's Secret catalogs.

The very first day I was in Liam's house, we spent the evening talking about old times and steered clear of the topic of my recent divorce.  We laughed and laughed about the memories of some of our childish escapades and the spankings that we, well me mostly, had received. My dad was a quiet and serious professional, he loved me dearly and I'm sure that one of the reasons why he married Liam's mother was to provide me with a maternal figure after the premature death of my mother. Nonetheless, he never hesitated to severely correct any of my antics well into my teens. And when it came to this he always followed the same pattern.

First, he'd sit me down in the living room and proceed to lecture me on whatever I had done wrong. Then she would very eloquently explain the reasons for my needing to be punished.  Of course, at that time, I had no interest in how well he argued, I was just plain scared about the upcoming event. After the lecture and explanations were finished, he would send me to get the paddle. Actually, it was a small breadboard made out of walnut.  Then my panties would come down and I was placed gently but firmly over his knees. And the punishment will start. Never once I did fail to be bawling when he was done. As for Liam's mom (dad never punished him same as my stepmom never punished me), the procedure was pretty much the same, only she used a hairbrush that usually stood on her vanity to comply with her disciplinary task. I'm telling you all of that because it helps you to understand what happened later on that year. We had a lot of laughs over those memories. It was funny now, as most things usually are, but back then we certainly found nothing to laugh about. Ouchhh!

That night, when I retired to my room, I was in a turmoil of emotions. In the darkness of my room, in the warmth of my bed, I felt overwhelmed by images of me on the receiving end of sound blistering, only that in my daydreams I wasn't a kid anymore but the grown-up woman I was right then and it wasn't my dad's lap I was bent on, it was Liam's. Soon I felt a damp sensation between my legs, and my fingers went dancing over my clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure I was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation I was experiencing reviving in my mind the scenes I had just talked about with Liam. All of a sudden juices flooded my pussy and I had one of the best orgasms of my life.

A few months had passed since my arrival at Liam's house when it happened. I don't know why I did it that day. I really don't. I was always up in the morning way before my brother. Since I was the houseguest of sorts, and a female guest by the way, I would take it upon myself to get the coffee made and the breakfast on the table.  I did this every day except Sundays. Sundays we both slept in (but I was still up before him). I remember quite clearly that it was a Saturday, and we had planned to visit our mother's grave later that afternoon and take some flowers.

Till then I never went into his room (unless he asked me to) for any reason. Not even to wake him up. He didn't like it, he was jealous of his privacy and he had told me that if he didn't get up, then it was his own fault.

I remember that I was in the kitchen and had just put the coffee on. I heard this grunting sound that came from his room. I was concerned that he might have gotten a touch of the flu that had been going around in those days. I went over to his door and opened it. I was afraid that he might have gotten sick on the bed or something. 

Nope. There he was, legs spread wide on his bed and his hand pumping furiously. I have never been so embarrassed in my all life. Of course, I know that men masturbate. And as you already know I've played with myself too.  What shocked me was the fact that he had my high school graduation picture in his non-pumping hand and was probably jacking off to some fantasy that concerned me.

I must have let out a little gasp or something because his head whipped around and looked at me. It was at that moment that nature had chosen to finish him off and he shot all over my picture.  My eyes flew wide and I quickly slammed the door and ran back to the kitchen. My face must have been beet red. Instead of pouring myself a cup of coffee, I grabbed one of the bottles from our "private stock" of whiskey and downed two shots in quick succession.

He came out of the room a few minutes later.  His face was red also. 

"I...uh..." was his words.

I couldn't look at him.  I just couldn't. 

"I'm sorry," was all I could think to say. 

I was. I was sorry that I had opened the damned door in the first place. Not because I was angry with him for jacking off to a picture of me, but because he had unknowingly mirrored one of my own more hidden fantasies.

Neither of us said anything for a long time. We just sat there and drank our coffee. Usually, the breakfast table was a place for us to discuss the plans for the day. Not that day.

"Look, Patricia, I'm really sorry.  I don't know what came over me." 

He didn't know?  I was very sure that he did.    

"Look, Liam, I...uh...I'm sorry for invading your privacy."

"Patricia, I'm the one who needs to apologize. I shouldn't have been doing that."

"Why?  All men do it."

"But not with their sister...ok, their stepsister, in mind."

Well, I certainly had no retort for that. 

"What were you fantasizing about me?"

"Uh...I'm not sure," he tried, blushing.

"Bullshit, Liam!" I snapped. "You know exactly what you were thinking about. Now tell me exactly how I've come to be viewed by you as another one of your bedroom whores."

His face went white at that. He probably didn't think I knew about a few of the women he had snuck into his room. 

"I...uh..."

"Well?  What was I doing in your fantasy? Sucking your cock and swallowing your cum? On all fours, while you fucked my tight ass?  Maybe I was riding your cock, huh?"

"Damn it, Patricia! I'm trying to apologize."

"I don't want an apology. I want to know how you saw me in your dream world."

He shouted out the last thing I expected. 

"I was spanking you, ok?"

I rocked back in the chair, stunned beyond all reason. His eyes had become glued to the floor and his face was redder than a ripe tomato. I started to giggle.

"What's so funny," he demanded.

"That. The spanking part, I mean."

"It's funny?"  He was confused now, just like a man should be.

"Well, not in the way that you think. I'll let you in on a little secret, big brother. I've fantasized about spankings too."

"Did you?"

"Uhmm, hmm," I nodded. "Ever since I came here and we talked about the spankings we received when we were young, I've fantasized about being turned over a man's knee and getting my bare bottom blistered. Just as it was at that time."

Liam finally raised his head again. Our gazes crossed. In his eyes, I could read astonishment at what I had just said while in mine I knew there was a spark of excitement.

"Really?... I don't know what to say..." Liam finally found the courage to open his mouth.

I had to seize the opportunity, for two months I had been daydreaming and it was more than time for me to do something to make my dreams, well our dreams, come true. Now the opportunity was on the table. And who better than my big brother would know how exactly to fulfill that need of mine? It was then or never.

"Oh, stop with the stupid act, Liam. You know exactly what you want to say," I told looking at him with intent.

"What you mean..." he looked at me in bewilderment, really unable to understand my suggestion.

I saw that he would have to be led into the situation. It was not the first time that that happened with men, offer them what they want and they don't know how to deal with it.

"You want to tell me that I should be spanked for going into your room without your permission," I offered, faking my voice to sound as juvenile as possible.

"Oh...you...you are right, young lady!" Finally. 

Now that he suddenly realized what I was offering his face took on a stern look.  He had been quite an actor in college, so once I gave him the situation, he took to the scene immediately. 

"Listen, Patricia, you know that I've told you never to enter my room without my permission. I've respected your privacy and I expected you to do the same. I guess it was just not too much to ask of you. I should just let you off with a warning, but I can't be sure that you won't do it again. You're going to have to be taught a lesson."

"I'm sorry, Liam.  Please don't spank my bottom," I said in my best childish voice as I lowered my head as if in shame.

"Pleading is going to do you no good. You know what happens in this house to young ladies that don't listen and don't do as they are told, don't you Patricia?"

Wow, he sure remembered very well how I was scolded. I stood there with an increasing sense of fear and excitement, hearing almost the same sermon I had heard so many times in the past.

"Please, sir.  Please don't punish me. I'll be good. I'll be the most obedient girl in the world, I promise."

"Young lady, look into my eyes and answer me, what happens to you when you don't listen and don't do as you are told?"

"I get spanked," I whispered in my low childish voice.

"You can do better than that, young lady," he said crossing his arms on his chest and staring at me, waiting for my answer.

"I get my...my bare bottom spanked," I finally admitted, blushing.

Finally satisfied by my answer he stood up and went back to his room. I saw his erection under his pajama pants when he walked by me and I started to feel damp between my legs.

I hurried to the living room and sat on the sofa. He came out of his room and walked into where I was sitting. In his hand, he held my dad's paddle.

"Where did you get that," I breathed.

"It was in a box from the old house. I think he put it in the stuff that was supposed to go to me by mistake. It really should have gone to you...or just stay where it belong, but I didn't say anything when I found it.  Do you really want to do this just like your dad used to do it?"

"Yes...yes like dad."

This time was my turn to blush red as an apple.

"I'm going to put this on the kitchen counter. You know what to do when the time comes."

He hurried out to the kitchen and when he came back he began to pace back and forth. 

"Look, 'Patricia, you know that respect for other people's privacy is very important.  Barging in on someone unannounced has got to be the worst form of manners. Now I do know that your dad brought you up better than that. You can't be invading the privacy of another individual when it suits some whim of yours.  You know that, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," I murmured and looked down at my feet. 

"In addition to this general statement, you were specifically told not to enter my room unless you were invited to do so, didn't you, Patricia?"

Inside, my stomach was doing flip-flops and I could feel my panties growing very wet.

"Yes, sir. I'm so sorry..."

"Sorry is not enough," he cut me short in a calm but firm voice, wow, he sounded like he had done this many times before. "Now this is what is going to happen. You're going to get your bottom spanked in just a moment. It's going to happen, Patricia and nothing you do or say is going to change that. Do you understand?" 

I nodded, not looking at him. 

"Good. Now go get the paddle, young lady, and get your fanny right back here before I count to five.  One..."

I ran as fast as I could. I quickly grabbed the paddle and hurried back. 

"Four...good.  Now come over here."

I stepped toward him. He was already sitting on the sofa. I moved to his right side. He grabbed my jeans and undid the button. Then he slid down my zipper and allowed the jeans to slide off of my legs. He then grabbed my panties and pulled them down as well.  He actually stopped for a moment and stared dead into my crotch.  He was struck by the sight of my hairy pussy. He shook off his thoughts and took the paddle from my hand. He then pulled me over his knee and properly centered me. I could feel his erection pressing into my belly. I tingled all over from the thought of what was about to happen.

"Patricia, I want you to know that I'm not spanking you because you were bad. And I'm not spanking you because I hate you. On the contrary, I'm spanking you because you deserve it and because I love you. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, sir," I throatily replied.

"Now I want you to know that when this is over, I will..."

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

'Oh my God' I thought, he certainly caught me by surprise, just like dad always did, he certainly had been very careful about how dad did it. As a result, and as always had been when he was the one to dish out the spanking, I wasn't prepared for the pain and I quickly started bawling.

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

"AHRGHHHH! AHAWWWW! WHAHAAAAAA"  I cried out loud.

He was really going to blister my fanny. I kicked and bawled, but he just kept cracking that paddle over my bare ass. First, a flurry of paddle spanks on my round, right bum cheek.

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

Then when I was feeling that I couldn't take any more on there he switched to the left side of my generous bum, flattening that buttock with another flurry of spanks.

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

It hurt so badly and nonetheless I felt a growing sense of excitement as my pussy was watering and I felt loved and protected.

When even my left buttock was reduced like a red swollen ballon he switched to the tops of my thighs.

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

By this time I was roaring the house down, crying and wailing how sorry I was to have been a bad girl, and piteously pleading to, "PLEASE, PLEASE NO MORE...IT HURTS SOOO BADDDD!" Even if my pussy was damped in juices.

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

The last flurry of hard paddle smacks cracked all over my excruciating burning rear end. I was no more able to utter coherent words and I just wailed my sorrow with my eyes blurred with tears, my nose running, and my cheeks dripping melted mascara.

I think he stopped when he saw that on the sit spot, my ass was beginning to blister. I didn't even know that he had stopped. I was still crying and promising to be a good girl forever and ever. It was only after a long time that I noticed that his hands were rubbing my almost blistered ass and the huge hard-on he had inside his pajama pants was pushing on my belly.

I got up from his lap and stood in front of him, tears still streaming down my face. I stayed there, showing him all of my charms, feverishly rubbing my flaming rear, until slowly my sobs subsided.

"I better go to my room," I was able to utter once I had calmed enough.

I felt the urge to be alone in my bed, where I could put my hands between my thighs and stick my fingers in my pussy and thus at least quench that fire that the spanking had lit in me since the one in my poor buttocks I knew full well there was no way to rub it out.

"Yes, Patricia, go to your room, but remember," I heard Liam say, "now you know what happens to young ladies in this house when they don't behave themselves."

I opened my eyes wide and stared at him, in his excited gaze I could read determination. He wasn't joking now, he meant what he said, and that excited me even more.


An Old-fashioned Father

Sometimes a picture only tells half the story. That is the case with her wedding album. All the photographs show smiling people, kisses and hugs and toasts with relatives and friends, in short, all the usual things of any wedding. What they don’t show, and which few if any, would guess, is that under her wedding dress, the bride was sporting a very sore, swollen red bottom. Nor would it show that the man responsible for creating such a well-spanked ass just a few hours earlier was also in many of the pictures. Given the state her bottom was that day, it has been lucky that they had decided on a standing buffet, Evelyn had often thought.

Of course, part of the reason why few would be able to guess is that most twenty-four-year-olds don’t get spanked by their dads anymore. Sadly for her Evelyn's parents had far more traditional ideas than others, and if she failed to live up to their expectations while still under their roof, then her bottom would be warmed, no matter the occasion. She can’t say she was thrilled at that, but it was how it was.

Of course, by that point in her life spankings were a really rare event but Evelyn was always aware of the possibility. Looking back, she realized that she should have been able to behave sufficiently to avoid that fate, but it seemed easier said than done sometimes. A particular problem for her was that she got anxious fairly easily, especially on the eve of important events, and that anxiousness was all too easily converted into a bad temper.

In addition to the spanking issue, believe it or not, Evelyn also had a fairly strict curfew for a girl her age, she had to be home by midnight. The night before the wedding, her friends had thrown her a little party, not really a bachelorette party, just a dinner among friends at a local club. Laughing and joking among friends, the party went on a little longer than usual, and so Evelyn found herself returning home that it was almost 2 a.m. She knew that being any other night she would have been in deep trouble once home. She was two hours late for her curfew and normally her dad was gonna rip her a new one. But, hey, that wasn't a normal night. It was her last night at home and the day after, well actually that same day, she would be married. So Evelyn was not worried, well, actually a little bit...finally with her parents you could never say.

She pulled into the driveway and hopped out of the car, rushing to the door. She opened it and ran inside toward the stairs, hoping that her parents were already asleep. She flew up the stairs and down the hall, quickly but quietly, and swung her door open and flicked on the light, shutting the door behind her.

She’d made it.

"A little late, aren’t we?" She practically jumped out of her skin as she heard her mother's voice. She turned around and saw her sitting on the edge of her bed, wearing her robe.

"I was..." she started to say.

"You lost track of time? Well, that’s no excuse," she echoed her thoughts out loud.

"I know, but..." she said. "But c'mon mother...tomorrow I'll be a married woman!"

"That's not a good reason to break one of the house rules, young lady. I had not decided yet to whether wake your father up, but given how lightly you take this I think he must hear about your behavior."

"Do whatever the fuck you want," Evelyn almost shouted, exasperated by her mother's tirade.

In a trice, her mother was in front of Evelyn and, SLAPP! She felt her handprint stamped on her left cheek. She stood speechless,  realizing that her temper had taken over and again she had crossed the line.

"How dare you talk to your mother like that?" Said her mother raising her voice.

While Evelyn stood with her head down rubbing her cheek burning from her mother's slap, her father made his appearance at the door of the room.

"What's going on here?" He asked in a gruff voice as he fastened his nightrobe over his striped pajamas.

"I'll tell you what," started to say the irate mother, and in short the evidence of Evelyn's misconduct and unforgivable language was presented to her dad.

She concluded her tirade with, "This young lady is in bad need of something that makes her understand that she has always to mind her elders and respect the rules!"

"You are right, honey. She is long overdue for a bottom blistering, would you please go and bring me the bathbrush?"

"NO," Evelyn said terrified.

The prospect of the spanking with the bathbrush had made her regain her speech, and shamelessly she pleaded with her father, "Please dad, I'm so sorry daddy, I don't know how that come out of my mouth. Please not the bathbrush dad. I'm twenty-one-year-old...I'm going to get married tomorrow, please!"

Her dad turned his gaze to her and said, "I don’t care how old you are, you don't come home at two am and especially you don't talk to your mother the way you just did, being your wedding day or not!"

Right then her mother returned to the room carrying the wide, hard, plastic instrument of bottom torture. She handed it to his husband that sit down at the foot of Evelyn's bed.

"Now, you know what to do, panties off and get over my knee, NOW!"

While Evelyn wouldn’t say it was the worst part of a spanking (it couldn’t be, given what the bathbrush could do), she dreaded hearing that instruction. She wasn’t exactly shy about her body at that stage, but it was another thing to be told to take down your own panties to receive a considerable amount of pain right on that bare body part. Her head started to swim and her stomach churn as she reached under her skirt for the waist of her underpants and slowly pulled them to the ground and stepped out of them.

Her eyes were drawn to the mirror and, as if it was happening to someone else, she cringed to see herself standing in front of her dad ready to go over his lap. For a second she considered standing against her parent's will, but it lasted short, her good upbringing had conditioned her well, parents must always be obeyed.

Her dad patted his leg and she climbed over his lap, trying her best to balance herself. As was usually the case, he took the hem of her skirt and slowly but firmly, raised it until it rested on her lower back. She was then bare from the waist down, being her chubby, snow-white bum the highest part of her body.

Her dad was never much of a speaker, so rather than another lecture, he simply raised his arm and brought the bathbrush down heavily across her right bum cheek with a loud CRACK.

How Evelyn hated that bathbrush. From the first smack, the sharp sting was an unpleasant introduction to her punishment, and she knew it would be far from the last. Even if her dad never gave the impression of enjoying it, Evelyn knew that he took his time and was thorough. She had never been sure what his spanking method was, as each smack always seemed to come as a surprise, whether in location or timing. Sometimes it would be a slow and steady smack to each cheek, before changing into a rapid-fire of swats across her bottom. But always the cumulative effect was intense, with each smack seemingly intensifying the one before.

Whilst it hurt from the outset, her thought process changed throughout the spanking. Initially, it was the shame that was prevailing, and on that occasion, in addition to offering the sight of herself half-naked to her father, she was particularly conscious of her mum standing there, arms crossed nodding in the satisfaction that her cheeky daughter was receiving her due.

The shame soon died down as the burn in her backside increased, and all she could think about was how much it hurt. Her dad never took more than a few minutes to deal with her, but it felt like an eternity. She was never particularly vocal during a spanking, trying her best to quieten her reactions in the belief that the smacks were already enough of a sign for the neighbors as to what was happening in her room. However, she was a squirmer and her dad knew to hold her tightly around her waist to limit the extent to which she could move. This kept her in place over his lap, although it felt like her legs were doing an imitation of a breaststroke, the opening and closing making her conscious that her dad could see everything of her.

After a while, she felt like there was barely an inch of her rear from where her buttocks started to down the high part of her thighs that had not been well smacked by the unmerciful flat back of the bathbrush, but despite that, her dad seemed to be finding new spots in which to create burned skin. The center of the cheeks were been particularly well spanked but would extend to the outer fleshy edges and down to her sit spots, and with either a mistimed (or well-timed) swat over the inner crease when her squirming was particularly vigorous.

Eventually, it felt like she could take no more, and despite her efforts to not shame herself any further, she pitifully pleaded and begged him to 'stop..oh please, please...no more, daddy'. This was generally a cue for him to bring down a rapid set of swats to the center of each cheek alternately, leading her to almost buckle over his lap.

All of a sudden, clearly satisfied with the outcome, her dad stopped the rain of smacks. Evelyn waited, unsure if it was finally over before he told her to stand up. She gingerly did so, and her hands immediately went to her backside to try and furiously rub the pain away. She was vaguely aware that this meant that her dad as well as her mother had a full view of her privates but that was secondary to the unbearable stinging sensation she was experiencing where she used to sit and a testament of how much in pain she was.

"Now let me make myself perfectly clear," her Dad said while she was still performing her 'well-spanked-girl dance'. "I never want to hear you speak to your mother like that again. Is that clear?"

Evelyn nodded miserably. There wasn’t much else to say.

"Good," he said, standing up and putting the brush down on the bed.

He then grabbed her by the arm again and motioned her toward the wall opposite the bed.

"Now you can have 10 minutes to think about what you’ve done."

This was a standard consequence of a spanking in Evelyn's house as if by then she wasn’t humbled enough. She dutifully moved to stand facing the wall, lifting her hands to her head. It was a wretched but familiar position for her.

Eventually, her dad told her that she better hurried to bed as in a few hours she must be up and ready for the most important day of her life. So Evelyn put herself in the sheet to sleep on her tummy with the sorest rear she had had for a lot of time, right on the night before the wedding.

Further punishment awaited, however, as a result of the combination of the hard wooden chairs in the ceremony hall with the preacher who ran on for far too long. It took all her energy not to squirm through it.

And then, the photos for the wedding album. She still gets a kick every time she looks at it. While she knows it's not their intention, she finds it both embarrassing and amusing that there’s a photo album where she is sporting a sore bottom given by her loved father. When she looks at it she can almost see what she remembers so clearly, the well-spanked red mounds of her sore, swollen bottom. But it's such a relief that there’s not a photo of that too.


A No-nonsense Uncle

All this happened because my parents had been so unreasonable. They never understood that a girl after high school is an adult and needs her freedom.

In the worst way, I wanted to go to attend college in the big city. Instead, they wanted me to attend my small city's college while I stayed at home. They felt that I was too (as they put it) irresponsible to be fully on my own and would not support any away-from-home decision. In the end, a compromise was reached that we could both live with, I would go to the college of my choice, but I would stay with my uncle under his supervision. We all got what we wanted. Finally, I was away from home in the big city, even if not on my own, and they felt reassured that I was under a mature man's supervision. Besides, I wasn't really worried about going to live with that uncle. He was not even my real uncle, being just a cousin of my mom, and although I had seen him just a few times on family anniversaries, he had always made a good impression on me. He was a sporty-looking bachelor in his forties, and he was a journalist, so I imagined he did not spend much time at home, and besides, what desire must he have had to exercise strict supervision over an adult girl?

I started to sense that maybe not everything was as I imagined it would be during a conversation with Mom. She was the one that had arranged my stay with uncle, and a few days before my living she sat me down in the living room while dad was away and gave me the typical mother-to-daughter talk. After the usual tedious recommendations about school commitment and paying attention to what boys just wanted, she ended with these words, "Wendy, I expect you to obey your uncle just as you would your parent. Be aware that if you don't behave I already told him that he has my full parental authority to discipline you as he sees fit, and if he sends you back here, you wouldn't go to any other college than those of this very city. Do you understand young lady?"

I gulped in surprise at this new turn of events. I mean, I had already thought by myself that that was my only chance to have my studies paid for away from home, but what about 'he has my full parental authority to discipline you as he sees fit'? What on earth did Mom mean? I was nineteen, I was an adult, it's not like I would get taken away privileges or grounded or... worse, wouldn't I?

Anyway any concern I would have decreased by a great deal the minute I came off from the bus station and I saw uncle. He was leaning on a red aggressive-looking truck and waved me over. His still-athletic physique was dressed in a loose shirt and shorts, wearing designer sunglasses and his long hair tied in a ponytail. He really looked cool.

On the way home the conversation was jovial, and once we arrived he offered me a soda and sat me on the sofa in the living room. He gave me a brief talk, that I almost paid no attention to,  regarding how he expected I acted in his house and concluded it with these enigmatic words, "To make it short, Wendy, If you behave everything will be fine if you don't it won't."

The first days after I came to live with my Uncle, dispelled completely my initial concerns. Everything went great, I had the run of the place, with almost no supervision, got up when I wanted, stayed up as late as I chose, and was meeting new friends at the college.

I was even making extra money babysitting. My uncle lived in that neighborhood for a long time and knew a lot of people, a lot of young wives especially, and he offered to look for babysitting opportunities so that I could earn some money. With that and the money my folks had left for me, I was rolling in the dough.

But babysitting... that ís what led to the problem. I should have known things were going too smoothly.

It all happened a couple of months after I had gone to live there. I had been called to babysit for Mr. Cross, an uncle's friend. He was divorced and when his son Darren spent the weekend at his place if he was busy in the evening he would call me. Darren wasn't exactly a baby, he was twelve and a good shy boy, the house was nice and spacious, equipped with all amenities, a giant screen, and a swimming pool included. I was sure that I would have a comfortable evening without much worry while earning money.

Now it must be said that part of the blame for what happened was also the fact that the air conditioning in the house had broken down. Damn, on that very day and with the heat that was still in full swing at that time of year there on the coast. Well, what could I do about it? In the end, it was a job, so I decided to take it easy.

Once Darren at nine went to bed I called my best new friend, Marion and she came down. We talked about boys both the ones we liked and the ones we didn't....and laughed and carried on. We were having a pretty good time, except for the oppressive mugginess. Then our minds began to wander and Marion went out with the idea to take a swim in the pool. At first, I didn't think it was a great thought, I mean, I was working and there was a baby up in the room sleeping. Marion said he wasn't exactly a baby, I mean he was twelve years old and even if he woke up and didn't find us, nothing major would happen. So I said, maybe if we did hurry up, we could get some refreshing without anybody discovering about it. Solved the problem about the boy the fact remained that neither Marion nor I had swimsuits with us. We thought it over and since it was getting dark and the backyard of that house was protected by a block wall fence and several large trees we decided to go skinny dipping...We thought ourselves quite daring to do this and laughed about telling our friends later.

I went into the bathroom and borrowed two big towels. We undressed right there in the living room and wrapping the towels around ourselves slipped out the back door. We were a little nervous at first and after building up some courage slipped into the pool, leaving the towels on a nearby lawn chair.

We had a great time, we swam, played, talked, and laughed about everything that came to mind we were carefree and enjoying ourselves to the max. I don't know exactly how long we must have been in the water, having such fun probably made us lose a bit of track of time. Then at some point, I saw Marion looking over my shoulder toward the house with a look on her face that I can only describe as a mixture of horror, and amazement. She didn't say a word and I slowly turned and as if in slow motion saw Mr. Cross standing by the lawn chair with our towels in his hand. To say that a number of emotions ran through me is like saying the sun is a little warm. At once the first thought that hit me was 'damn I can't believe it, in trouble so soon'. I just felt helpless.

"Girls," he said, "come out of there, NOW!"

"Please...Please, Mr. Cross, throw us our towels," I squeaked, hoping for the best.

"I said get out now," he grumbled, he didn't seem very happy, not very happy at all.

Seeing that further discussion was useless we exited the pool, me first, trying to cover ourselves as best we could. Only then he handed us the towels and we quickly put them around ourselves, while still trying to cover up, Marion in her frantic attempt to get the towel around her and cover up dropped the towel and had to suffer further embarrassment bending over to pick it up (It was dark but not that dark).

We were herded into the house and made to stand in the living room while Marion's parents and my uncle were called, attempts to get our clothes were rejected by Mr. Cross.

Marion's Dad and my uncle arrived soon and almost at the same time. After a few sharp, loud comments from Mr. Cross regarding our irresponsibility in leaving a child unattended in the house, not to mention the unacceptable behavior of skinny-dipping in his pool, we were taken by the arm by our respective guardians, still just wrapped in the towels with our clothes clutched in our hands, and marched home to the amusement of some local kids spending time in the street.

Once in the cab of the truck I was about to start apologizing for my behavior, but one look at Uncle's rabid face and clenched jaw was enough to make me decide that it was best to say nothing and wait for the situation to evolve.

Uncle's truck took only a few minutes to drive the ten or so blocks that separated the Cross house from his. Only when we arrived in the driveway did Uncle address me, "Take your clothes and go into the house. RUN!"

I did as I was told, frightened to see my usually jovial and easygoing uncle change in such a stern way. I entered the house followed by him. Once there, uncle stood and just looked at me for a minute or so, then he took me by the arm and started walking towards my room, kinda dragging me along. The towel started to slip and with only one free hand, I couldn't get a good grip on it, by the time we had turned a few corners and were in my room it was dragging behind me and I was all but bare to the world. (at least the world of my room). Huncle pulled out the chair from under the desk and sat down, as I reached to adjust the towel, he pushed my hand away and...I still can't believe it now...said, "Wendy if you can swim naked you can be spanked the same way."

For a split second, I thought I had misunderstood, but then his words hung in the air before me, both embarrassing and chilling me at the same time. A cold glass of water in the face couldn’t have gotten my attention more completely. There I stood, in front of a man, practically bare as when I was born..and he was saying that he was going to spank me? Oh my god! I wasn't a kid anymore, he couldn't, he wouldn't...I was an adult young lady! But as the towel finally dropped to the floor, I didn't act as an adult, not at all, I just started sniffling and rubbing my hands together, both in embarrassment and fear for what was about to happen, probably showing him that at heart I was just still a girl deserving discipline.

He had been in silence since we got out from Cross house but then he began his lecture, and he took good advantage of it. The problem was that in the state I was, all bare and trembling in fear in front of that irate man I couldn't really hear what he was saying. At one point uncle pulled me to his right and said, "Stop sniffling!" And reached back behind me and gave me three sharp SLAPS to my chubby bare bottom, and then said, "Listen to me, did you hear anything I said earlier?"

Not meaning to, I gave a stupid answer when I said, "No sir."

He gave me a look that shivered my bones and then without another word pulled me across his lap.

He moved me about to his comfort level. When I was settled to his liking, he placed one hand on the top of my left leg and the other on my back, and gave me a last brief lecture on my actions and on not shaming him in front of his friends.

And then it began. The first swat struck my bottom and I yelped in pain and surged forward on his lap. He pulled me back slightly, and at that point, realizing it was time to pay the price of my brattiness I let myself go. Abandoned any idea to act as an adult girl I started to squeal like a bratty kid.

"Nooo! Please, I'm sorry, sir...uncle, please don't spank me! PLEEEASSE!"

My tearful and penitent cries were wasted. The spanking started in earnest, and uncle seemed determined to make sitting a painful prospect for some time to come for me. I began to cry my eyes out and wiggle as I always have done when spanked since I was a little girl. Soon my poor chubby bottom was on fire, and I felt I was the sorriest girl in the world as he spanked and spanked me.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!

SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK!

Uncle rained down hard hand spank after hard hand spank, again and again.

Soon the, “No Sir! Please Stop Sir! Pleaseeeee!” wails gave way to simple crying long before he was done roasting my poor rear.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!

SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK!

By now all I could feel was the continuous rain of spanks over my bottom. The sting was unbearable, I could virtually feel the flaming red heat spread over my swollen buns. Uncle was an exactingly thorough spanker, my all rear end was simmering with scarlet heat when he switched smacking down the top of my thighs. Keeping me closer he shifted me higher on his right knee and laid in hard on those particularly tender spots.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!

SMACK! SPACK! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SMACK! SPACK!

I threshed my heels in midair, clutching my bottom cheeks as they received each stunning blow. I was weeping uncontrollably now and quaked from crown to toe, streaks of pain were lancing the range of each leg.

When I was sure I wouldn't be able to sit down again anymore, he stopped spanking me. Uncle held me over his lap until my wailing subsided. Once my tears had abated, he subjected me to a shaming last scolding, “You, young lady, won’t show any disobedience, attitude, and act of disrespect that can bring you into problems and bring shame over me anymore. The moment you cross the line you'll be straight back over my knees, and believe me, this spanking will seem you a cakewalk. Now get up.”

I got off his lap, and then my only concern was the excruciating fire raging on my rear.

With no modesty left, all bare as I was, I hopped up and down in place, both my hands trying in vain to soothe my poor spanked rear, obscenely thrusting out my crotch, with my boobs dancing up and down. At that moment I couldn't have cared any less, a testament to the level of pain I was experiencing. The whole neighborhood could have been standing in that room watching me doing the 'spanking dance' and I'd still had to rub my bottom and leave the rest of me bare.

Uncle watched my performance with a satisfied half smile, then he rose from the chair and headed to the door. All that had to be done was done and all he had to say had been said.

I hurried into my bed under the sheets on my tummy, so if to hide as much of my modesty as possible, as futile as it was after showing him all I could possibly show. While I was still bawling like a toddler and frantically rubbing my blazing, smoldered backside, he left the room.

It took a while to end my bawling and when finally the sobs subsided, as always I had done in similar circumstances in the past I turned my back to the mirror and spun my head to inspect the results of the session over uncle's lap. I stared at my completely dark red bum cheeks and the lighter red lower down. It felt like a shocking image and I felt thoroughly chastened and set right as my dad sometimes put it.

Then something happened that had never happened before. While I laid down over my tummy again to rub, more gently now, my inflamed rear, I felt a funny glow between my legs. I put my hand, over my pussy and soon my fingers were titillating my clit. With with eyes shut, and reviving in my mind the shaming and painful ordeal I had just been submitted to at the hands of that determined man, juices flooded my pussy and my whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.
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