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Charleen's Taming

It happened a couple of weeks after Charleen’s father had passed away.

Abbot sat in his girlfriend’s father's and now her den one early spring evening, once again trying to make sense of her family’s finances for probate.

Charleen had always lived off her father, supposedly a wealthy stock trader. But now the harsh reality of the man’s “business” was laid bare before Abbot's eyes. A Ponzi scheme that had finally collapsed.

The sad reality struck Charleen hard, leaving her feeling vulnerable and exposed. The beautiful Charleen was broke. Even that nice mansion had been foreclosed on, and she was on the verge of being evicted.

In the days that followed her dad's departure, Charleen struggled to accept her new financial situation. A heavy gloom pressed on her shoulders in that old house as she imagined the overwhelming prospect of leaving and finally finding a job. At thirty, with a literature degree she’d barely managed to earn at a state college, and no real job experience, fear and self-doubt made supporting herself seem almost impossible.

And so a difficult period had begun for Abbot as well. He was often frustrated and hurt by arguments with his beautiful, all-too-exuberant girlfriend. They frequently fought over money and his offer to support her, leaving him feeling unappreciated and misunderstood.

Almost 10 years older than Charleen, Abbot was a sufficiently successful lawyer and would have had no problems helping his girlfriend financially. At least at the beginning, until she could find a way of supporting herself. And, of course, even to welcome her into his comfortable home for the time she needed.

The problem was that Charleen was proud. That in itself wasn't a bad thing. But Charleen's pride bordered on arrogance. Combined with her stubborn nature and the situation she was in, it was very difficult for Abbot to handle her.

Abbot really loved Charleen. She was beautiful in a fresh way. Shiny black hair waved down to her shoulders. Her big brown eyes shone. A pretty face was punctuated by a turned-up nose that most girls would have to buy from a surgeon. Her hourglass figure, having left behind the slender lines of her teenage years, had rounded out and softened into sinuous, voluptuous curves that turned men’s heads wherever she went.

Abbot loved Charleen and was genuinely sorry for what had happened to her and for seeing her pride wounded in such a situation. Nevertheless, her stubbornness made him feel frustrated and helpless, and each time she acted out, he found himself struggling to control his irritation and disappointment with her petulance.

So that evening, after he’d gone over her financial situation for the umpteenth time without finding a way out—one that simply didn’t exist—Abbot called his girlfriend and, cutting straight to the chase, told her, “Get this through your head: you’ve got no choice but to come stay with me. At least for now. We’ll see what happens later.”

"Oh, that's so convenient, isn't it? The distinguished lawyer has finally found a way to keep me locked up at his house, under the pretext that he can't sort out my financial situation. Or that he doesn't want to!” The high-spirited Brunette spitted out, her eyes sending lightning.

“No, dear, that's not how it is. The distinguished lawyer agrees to take you in despite your impossible temperament and stubbornness, just so you don't end up living on the streets,” replied Abbott, who had completely lost his patience.

For a long moment, Charleen stood before her boyfriend, silent anguish and humiliation blazing in her eyes as her cheeks flushed. Then, unable to contain her hurt, she slapped him square in the face and snarled, "How dare you?"

As soon as he had received the slap, Abbott grabbed his girlfriend's arm, a surge of anger, confusion, and resolve crashing over him. Suddenly, he knew crystal clear what he had to do.

He knew it because it had been Charleen herself who had told him about it one night, when she was in a kinky mood.

It had happened to her only a couple of times, yet unforgettable, during her rebellious and stubborn teenage years.

When she had gone beyond all bounds, lying, drinking, breaking her curfew, her Dad had walked her to the upper floor, pulled the rope of the hatch on the ceiling, lowered the wooden stairway, and marched her up to the attic.

There, her old man had arranged a footlocker in the center of the planked floor and put a rug over it. Charleen was made to kneel on the rug and lay her chest across that hillock of humiliation where her bare rear was accurately and vigorously whipped with the 'Grandfather's strap'.

The threat of a trip to the attic was usually enough to keep her disciplined. But the actual journey, and kneeling in contrition for a whipping, were like a walk to the gallows. It remained imprinted in her mind, as the thick leather branded in her girlish buttocks.

And after she had told him all about it, she had brought him up and showed him. The homemade whipping block was still there, as was the old military leather strap.

So that evening, Abbot summoned his furious girlfriend in a firm voice, "You need your attitude adjusted, young lady, and you need it now!"

Then he, not too gently, led Charleen steadily through the parlor and up the stairs, keeping her arm clenched in his hand. 

When they reached the attic steps, Charleen keened in a high-pitched tremolo as Abbot pulled the rope of the hatch, and the screech of aged warped wood careered through the old house. That sound having only one link for her.

Abbot hoisted her in a fireman's clutch over her shoulder and made his way up the rickety stepladder, setting her down at the top.

Charleen's face was flushed from exertion, anger, and now fear, as she found herself on the attic floor. The sawdust and insulation fibers tickled her nostrils. She turned her lost gaze to where she knew 'Grandfather's strap' was hanging, stoutly and stiffly, from its hook.

There it stood. As sturdy and fearsome as she remembered.

It was black, almost four inches wide, a quarter of an inch thick, and about 30 inches long. It had hung silently in the dark for years, but seemed ready and willing to go to work now. And definitely not silently at all.

Abbot took Charleen’s arm again and roughly raised her to her feet, then propelled her over the old, dusty rug thrown over the wooden trunk. Once he saw her bent over there, he raised the hem of her skirt to her waist, then he grabbed the waistband of her panties and, with a quick tug, lowered them to her knees.

"Nooo, Abbot, you...you wouldn't dare!" Screeching as she felt her buttocks being exposed, Charleen suddenly found her voice again.

"Shut up. You had been asking for this for weeks. And now you are getting it, sweety!" Said Abbot, with a scaring, definitive calm.

He took the earnest leather from the hook, approached his girlfriend's bare rear, and let fall on those round, candid buttocks a mighty swat.

CRACKK!

"AHAWHWWW!"

Charleen screeched, suddenly got up, and tried to run away.

But the panties wrapped around her knees made her fall after just a couple of running steps. Wretched, she found splashed on the floor.

She had tried to escape her fate after that first excruciating lick. Now she was sprawled like a toddler who had slipped on a wet spot on the kitchen floor. Her face was contorted into a scared frown. Her right forearm was raised to fend off blows that had not yet been delivered. Her wide-open calves were bent sharply up, exposing a rich ebony thatch of pubic hair denuded by the panties stretched at mid-thigh.

It was enough to make one laugh, but Abbot didn't want to have fun.

"You are going to get this licking if I have to expire to do it! Get you back in position. NOW!" Barked Abbot and raised her by her forearm.

Reluctantly, sobbing softly, Charleen stepped back to her feet.

Abbot made his girlfriend bend back on the rug with a modicum of grace and temper. He then positioned himself again at the back of the makeshift whipping block, where Charleen finally bent again, obediently presenting her round, candid posterior already marked by the first swat of the strap.

CRACKK!

The second stroke resounded like a thin book falling perfectly flat on a floor tile, and Charleen, this time, moaned as if undergoing surgery without anesthesia.

"AHARGHGGG!"

It nearly deafened Abbot, and her hands squeezed the rug below her.

Unimpressed, the determined boyfriend let fall a flurry of mighty straps' swats all over the meaty target that wobbled and wriggled before his eyes.

CRACK! TWACK! CRACK! CRACK! SWAT! CRACK! THWACK!

Under the fiery correction, Charleen broke down in convulsive sobs and pitiful, girlish pleadings.

"AHWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! I'M SOOORRYYY! BWHAHAAA! PLEASE, DARLING...BOHOHOOO! I WON'T DO IT AGAIN!"

Those cries and sobs moved Abbott, whose heart softened seeing his beautiful, beloved girlfriend in such distress. But at the same time, he realized that this painful, sharp shock was exactly what Charleen needed to get back on track and face reality. So he steeled himself and followed on with the punishment he had decided to deliver.

TWACK! CRACK! CRACK! SWAT! CRACK! THWACK! CRACK!

Charleen's whimpering crescendoed into wild screams of pain as the licks of 'Grandfather's Strap' crisscrossed her bare bum cheeks. The licking was as good as any she ever got at the hands of her father, and more.

But at one point during her penance, Charleen yielded to the strap and ever so slightly relaxed her muscles. Her voice no longer shrieked, but her shrieks turned to moans and sobbing as she took the whipping.

Also, the rifle crack sounds of the strap faded, but each time Abbot laid the leather across poor Charleen's bottom, she jolted forward.

As Abbot noticed that her girlfriend's movements and moans had changed, he realized he was feeling a throbbing inside his pants.

With his manhood now as hard as a rock, Abbot began to anticipate Charleen’s rising and falling, and they locked into each other's rhythm, she thrusting and grinding her hips over the rug, and Abbot aiming the strap at the rhythm of her pelvic swells.

It seemed to both of them that the strapping continued forever, but now Charleen was beyond anguish, and Abbot beyond punishing fury.

The beautiful and now well-punished brunette finally burst into orgasm a moment before Abbot decided she had learned her lesson and stopped the merciless whipping.

They both took a deep breath of composure, and Charleen continued to raise her backside as if to meet the strap for another minute.

Charleen was still rocking and bucking, moaning and sobbing, when Abbot lifted her to stand and gently lowered her skirt, making her shiver when the fabric brushed her flaming red and scorched buttocks, and took her panties down her shapely legs and off her tiny feet.      

Abbot hugged her girlfriend, gently caressed her tear-streaked face, and kissed her. She tilted her head slightly and kissed him back on his lips, the peck of a bird searching for a crumb of solace.

Abbot stroked her chin. Charleen bobbed her head up an inch, and they kissed on the mouth one more time, their tongues meeting.

He cupped both hands around Charleen's waist and kissed her again and again, tasting the arousal welling from deep in her loins.

"I...I'll come stay with you, Abbott," whispered Charleen as her boyfriend wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumbs. "Thank you for taking care of me."

"You don't have to thank me, baby. I love you. I will always take care of you," said Abbott, his eyes glued to hers.

And they both knew the full meaning of that.


Pamela’s Boyfriend

Pamela is standing in the living room with her dress raised to her waist. Her panties are ruffled over her heels. She cries softly. Her bare, girlish buttocks are swollen and red. Burgundy handprints from her boyfriend Mark cover her skin and are on full display.

The pretty, well-punished girl keeps her hands at the bottom of her back. She holds her dress off her badly stinging bum cheeks. She's undecided if she should try rubbing the sting away, though she knows from experience it’s useless. Or, she could let her sore bottom cool down in the fresh living room air.

This was not a typical scenario for a 25-year-old woman with long blond hair, sparkling blue eyes, and a curvy figure like Pamela's.

You have probably heard of Mommy’s boys, those boys who have always been so very close to their Mothers that, even at an older age, they refer to their Mothers as a focal point in their lives. Let’s say that Pamela was a real Daddy’s girl.

Pamela grew up in a fairly typical family: a Mom, a Dad, and two daughters. Her Dad worked at a bank, while her Mom was a teacher at a nearby school. Allison, her sister, was a rough-and-tumble girl—the kind called a tomboy. By contrast, Pamela has always been quieter, studious, and a stay-at-home girl. Both sisters were occasionally spanked by their parents growing up, just enough to let them know their place.

Their Mom and Dad were also very good at the well-placed threat of a spanking, even in public and within earshot of others. The embarrassment of being spanked was often enough to stop whatever undesirable behavior the two girls were showing.

While Allison’s relationship with her parents changed when she hit her teens, as is normal at that age when a girl is looking for her freedom and starts hanging out with boys, Pamela’s didn’t. If possible, she got closer to her Dad, who, for his part, never stopped taking care of her as if she were still a little girl.

Even when she was 16 or 17, he would arrive at the club where Pamela worked out three times a week to take her home. He took her shopping on weekends. When Pamela went out with friends at night, within her strict curfew, he always waited up for her to return safely.

She kept calling her Father Daddy, and she also kept being subjected to the old-fashioned discipline of her younger years, namely spanked, until she left for college. Something that would have shocked many of her friends if they knew about it. They would never think that a good, well-behaved girl like Pamela could still be subjected to such childish punishment even in high school.

At school, Pamela was a bit of a nerd. Although she was a pretty girl, she didn’t like to show off. She was a bit shy and didn’t pay much attention to the boys. That changed on prom night, when she became engaged to a schoolmate, but she stopped seeing him after going to college.

It was there that she met Mark. He was six years older than her and an associate professor of contemporary literature. He had a quiet and reflective personality that caught the attention of the pretty blonde girl.

Mark, too, was struck by the quiet, studious blonde student, who, to top it all off, had a curvaceous, sensual figure.

The two began dating. At first, they kept it a secret because of the college's policy on professor-student relationships.

As she got to know him better, Pamela discovered that the reserved associate professor had a stern streak that he never showed in public. In private, in fact, Mark was protective and strict, and at times she felt as though she were being treated like a teenager still subject to strict domestic discipline.

At first, that side of Mark surprised her, but she soon realized that being guided by the firm hand of her handsome, stern boyfriend made her feel good. So, once she graduated, Pamela and Mark moved in together in a small cottage not far from the college.

So, going back upstream, the reason for what happened today was something and nothing. There was the usual sort of row between Pamela and her boyfriend on the phone. Mark had discovered some expensive buying on their credit card bill.

The upset boyfriend hinted that such a silly buy would have deserved a spanking, and Pamela retorted to please stop with that nonsense, as she was too old for that kind of threat. A silly thing to say, considering that Pamela had been soundly spanked just a couple of weeks before for not tidying up the apartment well enough. So that was a mistake. Had she kept her mouth shut, maybe it would have been just a threat.

Instead, as soon as she got home, Pamela was surprised by how upset her boyfriend was. She was grilled on why she had spent money they didn’t have for something so absolutely unnecessary, and, by the way, why she said what she said about the discipline she must know to richly deserve. Finally, like always, Pamela gave up and apologized.

“Remember, young lady, anytime you act like a silly kid, you will end up over my knee,” was her boyfriend’s conclusion. “And you will never be too old for that. You might get wise enough to avoid it, but I promise that you will never be too old. I will always see you right when I need to, and put you right too, when needed.”

Then, like often happened when her boyfriend had decided Pamela needed to have her bottom smacked, followed an exchange between them that could seem almost surreal, but was their couple ritual.

“Now we need to deal with the matter of you spending too much once again and being rude to your boyfriend on the phone, don’t we?”

“Oh, yes, Mark.”

“So what are we going to do about it? Hmm?”

“I…I guess that I deserve to have my b…bottom smacked, Mark.”

“Yes, you do. You deserve it.”

“Yes, Mark, I know.”

“How should I spank you, do you think?”

“How? Mhm…on my bare bottom, Mark. You always smack my bare bottom.”

“Yes, sweety, because I think that is what you will remember most. And how hard should I spank you?”

“You…you always spank me hard, Mark, very hard.”

“Indeed. I’m going to spank your chubby bottom till it glows in the dark. Now, raise your skirt and take your panties down, Pamela. And I mean now!”

Pamela didn’t dare look at her boyfriend. Nervous and embarrassed, she could almost feel his amused gaze on her as she shamefully admitted she needed a spanking at the end of their quarrels. A flush of humiliation colored her cheeks, but she was used to his ritual smirk in these moments.

Obediently, Pamela did as she was told. She raised her skirt to her back and lowered her panties to mid-thighs, and stood in the middle of the living room, waiting.

Her boyfriend sat on the sofa and looked up at her. He put his hand around Pamela’s bottom and pulled her closer.

“Remember, I will spank you as often as I need to and as hard as I need to. I love you, and that’s how it would go until we are living under the same roof. Now, over you go.”

Pamela lay across her boyfriend’s lap. He moved her a bit to get her plump, still pale, but soon-to-be-red round bottom in the right place.

“Now this is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me,” the boyfriend said with a chuckle.

SMACK!

The first spank landed hard and squarely in the center of Pamela’s bottom. She cried out and turned around. It hurt! A lot. Suddenly, a rain of hard hand slaps landed in quick succession.

Pamela gritted her teeth and buried her head into the sofa’s cushions. Five smacks, ten, twenty—there seemed to be no end.

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

Determined to teach a good, sound lesson, the boyfriend got into a rhythm. He spanked left, then right, then left and right again, then one in the middle, and so on. He had plenty of space to exercise his right to punish his unruly girlfriend, given the remarkable size of Pamela’s rear end.

Poor Pamela’s attempt to suffer the punishment without wailing too much was short-lived. The stinging pain that started to build in her tender bottom from the start soon became unbearable, and the poor girl started to squirm and cry out and plead.

“AHARGHH! MARK! PLEASE, NO MORE! STOP, PLEASEEEE!”

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

“What did I promise you?”

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

“A very hard spanking, didn’t I? So far, your bottom is only just sore, and we are well off memorable.”

“AHAWHWWW! BWUAHAAA! BOHOHOOO!” 

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

Determined, as if he were on a mission, Pamela’s boyfriend kept spanking. Even harder, if possible.

The burning sensation in Pamela’s swollen, flaming-red buttocks grew worse. She cried like a toddler having a tantrum. She bucked and twisted, but her boyfriend held her firmly. Her spanking continued, more steady and sound than ever, while the poor girl just cried her eyes out.

The no-nonsense boyfriend carried on until Pamela was just a limp, tear-soaked rag of a girl with a pair of buttocks so red and burning one could have fried an egg on them.

Only at that point did the smoldering correction end, and the spanking boyfriend helped her well-punished girlfriend to stand again.

And that’s how Pamela stands there, crying, barely able to see through her tears and not knowing what to do with her punished bottom that is killing her.

“Well, Pamela. That was a proper spanking. Do you think you have learned your lesson?” Asks Mark, rubbing his stinging right palm with his left thumb.

“OHOWHWWW! Yes, Mark! AHAWHWWW! I did! BWUAHAHHH!” The fully repentant girl sobs her agreement. At that point, Mark could have asked her anything, and the well-chastised, subdued girl would have answered, “Yes, Mark. I do. Mark.”

After a while of standing there, once her cry has subsided to a sniffling, Pamela takes her panties completely off. Putting them back on her throbbing bottom would have been just torture. She finally makes it to the bathroom to inspect the results of the session she has just endured over her boyfriend’s knees.

In the mirror over the sink, she sees that Mark had not been joking. Her poor bum is completely throbbing red. And it burns and stings so much she is sure she has to sleep on her tummy and forget about sitting down, at least until the next day.

Pamela loves Mark, and she knows that he will keep spanking her whenever he sees fit. Sometimes, months will go by, and then she will find she keeps putting her foot in it or overstepping the mark, and over Mark’s knee she will go. As embarrassing and painful as that is, Pamela can’t help but feel reassured that she will always have a strong, caring man watching her back and helping her through life's perils.


Gwyneth Does Learn A Lesson

Dean lived in the big, frame, country-style house across the street from Gwyneth's in their small, rural community. They went from 2nd grade through high school together, and since the blonde, pretty girl hit 16, he started sniffing around her.

In the hot summer months, they often met in the cool, clean basement of Gwyneth's house, a small, older brick house. Her Dad had whitewashed the concrete walls, and there was an old, massive built-in bar, stereo equipment, old sofas, and a ping-pong table. When the two were kids, they often made those things into their fantasy spaceship, mad scientist's lab, or whatever their game required. But little by little, their fantasies and the games changed, and the imaginative kids' play drifted toward some interesting sex-play and experiments that weren't scientific, but certainly educational. 

It was one Saturday evening in the summer after Gwyneth turned 18 that Dean finally found the courage to kiss her, and the two became boyfriends.

By then, Gwyneth had turned into a pretty young lady. She was a short, buxom girl with nice tits, attractive legs often left on show by the cut-off jeans she often wore, and a round, saucy bottom.

So one evening her and Dean were practicing 'French kisses' and petting in the basement, the boy inserting his hands under the girl's tee and inside her open, unzipped cut-off. 

Gwyneth was learning with fascinated attention what interesting changes took place inside the shorts of her young boyfriend when he caressed her nubile behind and breasts, when his eager tongue was allowed to lick her hardened nipples, and his hands to grasp down, in the back of her jeans, her warm and tender crease at the base of her round, soft buttocks.

Of course, the two were totally forgetful of anything outside that cool, twilight basement, and Gwyneth was undergoing some very arousing and not entirely manageable sensations with Dean's eager mouth and his hot, exploratory hands practicing life skills on her body. 

It was when Dean was behind her with both arms encircling Gwyneth's back, one bare breast in each of his hands under Gwyneth's T-shirt, pressing a massive hard-on against her butt crack, when the basement door opened at the top of the stairs, and Gwyneth's Father started down.

The middle-aged, stocky truck driver stopped at about the 4th step when she caught sight of the tableau before him. 

Realizing her strict, old-fashioned Dad was standing there looking at what she was doing, Gwyneth felt a frisson of shock and abject fear colliding violently and suddenly with her sexual arousal.

Dean suddenly jerked upright into what was probably a hilarious attempt at looking innocent and casual, which didn't amuse either Gwyneth or her Father.

"What the hell's going on here?" The mature man demanded. 

Not surprisingly, no one answered. 

Finally, drawing on a bit of her usual skill at manipulating her parents, Gwyneth tried, "Nothing, Daddy, we were just…uh…playing..."

Gwyneth's Father roared, rough and angry, "Oh yeah, I can see what kind of play! Well, young lady, you're going to learn a lesson about games like that!"

Gwyneth's belly knotted as her Father descended the rest of the steps because she knew that tone of his. The girl didn't hear it often at her age now, but when she did, 18 or not, she knew there would be hell to pay.

Dean was red-faced, fully embarrassed, and not a little scared. He shifted from one foot to the other, but despite the sudden interruption and dampened ardor, he still sported a noticeable bulge in his jeans. 

The angry Father didn't waste too many words. He walked straight over to his daughter and took hold of Gwyneth's upper arm, firmly. Her hair and T-shirt were guiltily mussed, the rubber band half out of her shoulder-length ponytail. He spun her around, roughly, and took hold of the back of her cut-off jeans, marching her without a word over to the arm of one of the sofas. The silence in the basement was utter and more terrifying than shouting.

It was only when they got there that he said, "All right, bend over and get 'em pulled down. This is going to be the whipping of your life, young lady."

"O..okay. I guess it's time for me to leave..." blabbered Dean at that point, attempting a cautious and inglorious retreat, leaving his girlfriend to face her father's wrath alone.

“Don't you dare move from where you are,” roared the burly, angered father to him. “And look what you've caused to Gwyneth. She won't be able to sit down for a week!"

Gwyneth couldn't move, frozen with disbelief.

"Dad...you, you are not actually going to punish me now…here in front of Dean and…with my pants down!" Gwyneth said as she turned halfway around, looking piteously at her Dad, then at her pale boyfriend.

"Don't even try to play the outraged lady move, Gwyneth! I saw what you were doing, and I'm sure this isn't the first time this gentleman here has seen your feminine charms."

"Daddy, no!" Gwyneth yelled, starting to really shake. "No...please, don't...you won't…you can't!" 

"I can, and I definitely want! You must know by now what happens to shameless women in this house!" And said that, he just pointed at the arm of the sofa.

Gwyneth's face felt like it was on fire. She knew she had no other choice but to bend over the arm of the sofa and pull her cut-off jeans down.

This was how she was always whipped, and this was where Gwyneth was hauled in disgrace when her parents deemed her deserving of punishment. And since she was a teenager, it had always been with her Dad's dreaded, thick, leather belt. And always on her bare bottom. But never in front of anyone. Until now!

Gwyneth whimpered in full swing, as her Dad swooped his belt through the loops of his Wrangler.

"Nooo...Please, Daddy...it wasn't anything...we weren't…I mean…I’m sooorryyy!”

Her Father just pointed at Gwyneth's shorts, meaning, 'Get’em down now,' and Bashfully, completely crestfallen, Gwyneth started hauling her pants down, her cheeks burning with a humiliation she had never felt.

Dean, stiff and scared, stared wide-eyed, glancing first at Gwyneth's Father then at his girlfriend, who now was in a T-shirt and her underpants, still very moist in the crotch from being probed by his inexpert but arousing fingers.

Her Dad got impatient with Gwyneth's delaying tactics and jerked her panties down to her knees for her. 

"Bend over that couch, NOW!" He ordered. 

Covering her face with her hands, Gwyneth wailed, "Noooo!" Before finally obeying and bending herself over the arm of the sofa, offering her cute, snow-white, and little chubby bottom to her Daddy's rage and her boyfriend's eyes.

As her Dad doubled his thick leather belt and held it firmly, Gwyneth realized that she was going to get it, and Dean, who had been exploring and caressing her budding young body moments ago, was going to get a front-row view!   

Her Dad started whipping the cute, blonde girl's pudgy bottom, harder than Dean could believe.

Gwyneth usually tried to maintain some courage and control while she was being punished, even if, whenever her Dad punished her, she would make her say it hurt. If Gwyneth resisted, she'd just whip harder and longer until the fiery pain in her bottom would be intolerable. But this time, in front of her boyfriend, the very first swat of the belt on Gwyneth's bare bottom was delivered with enough force and fury to make her yowl in pain.

"AHAWHWWW! DADDYYY! OWHWHWWW! NO-NO-NO!"

Her hands reached back in desperate reflex, and got a fiery CRACK in reward. 

"Move those hands! You're going to feel every bit of this!" Her Daddy said, taking one hand at a time and forcing them under Gwyneth's bare belly.

He pressed down firmly with his left hand on Gwyneth's back, pinning her hands helplessly under her body. Then he began the whipping in earnest, taking his time and making every single blazing swat hit squarely on Gwyneth's quivering, fast-reddening buttocks.

Dean ogled and stared at her plump bum cheeks, which flattened and then sprang back under the stinging belt swats. Gwyneth's ponytail had come undone now, but the tangle of sweaty hair didn't cover enough of Gwyneth's face to hide the contortions of her anguished yelling. Gwyneth was a pitiful, squirming, crying-faced, red-assed sight in no time.

"Are (CRACK!) you (CRACK!) ever (CRACK!) going to (CRACK!) let me catch you (CRACK!) messing around with boys (CRACK!) like this (CRACK!) again? (CRACK!)? Does it hurt enough to make you remember?"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"OHOWHWWW! AHAWHWWW! AHARGHGGG!" Was all Gwyneth could yell, unable to answer coherently.

The poor girl's pussy was still throbbing from Dean's stimuli, her bare ass felt like a blowtorch was applied to it, and her Dad wanted her to form coherent answers!

Right then, the stocky Father stopped briefly to rest his arm, while he insisted, "Well? How does it feel? Have you learned your lesson?" 

"OHWHWW! Daddy, it…it hurts so bad! AHAWHWW! It…it hurts awful... no more...please!" 

"Good," said her Father who was done resting her arm. "I want it to hurt enough for you to remember. Now, here's the rest. I don't think you'll be sitting down for a week, young lady!"

He raised the belt and swung at Gwyneth's bare rear again. Gwyneth screamed before the leather even touched her, wiggling her bottom wildly, and Dean gaped. The next resounding CRACK blazed across Gwyneth's bottom, and the next 20 or so fell so fast and hard that the punished girl collapsed sobbing uncontrollably. 

Her merciless Dad pushed Gwyneth further over the sofa arm to expose the base of Gwyneth's swollen backside and delivered hot swats to the soft underside of her bottom, right where Gwyneth had to sit…eventually! 

When he finally decided that Gwyneth had been punished enough and pulled her to her feet, the base of her flaming red buttocks sported some greyish blisters.

Suddenly, Gwyneth found herself standing there with her pants and panties around her ankles in front of a Father with a satisfied look and a gaping Dean. Even with her eyes swollen nearly shut, Gwyneth could see that her boyfriend was more aroused now than when her Father had surprised the two of them! 

"Get upstairs to your room, young lady!" ordered Gwyneth's Father. The directed to Dean, "And you go now. I'm going to call your parents. I will let them know what I saw here and suggest that you need some correction as well!"

Gwyneth was required to spend the rest of the evening in her bedroom, not allowed to put a wet flannel or cold cream on her flaming, punished rear. The pain there was excruciating, but a new, until then unknown, and disturbing throbbing persisted in her pussy after the whipping.

Soon, in the dim light of her room, Gwyneth sought release for the unbearable hot twitch between her legs with her fingers and underwent her first…whipping orgasm, groaning and twisting on her bed.

Finally, that day, Gwyneth did learn a lesson, but not the one her Father intended to administer.

In the day that followed, Gwyneth learned that Dean, too, masturbated to climax in his room that night. And from then on, spanking became a full-fledged part of their sex life.


A Lesson On Being Fit

“Wait,” Caroline puffed, bending slightly and bracing her hands on her thighs. “Just… just a second.”

Patrick halted a few yards ahead and turned. He stood there, tall and still, staring at Caroline, labored breathing before him.

He finally talked, one eyebrow lifted, “Already?”

Caroline straightened, quickly brushing hair from her flushed face with a self-conscious smile.

“It’s steeper than it looked,” she said, gazing sadly at the forest trail that curved gently upward, disappearing into a cathedral of tall pines and pale morning light.

Around the couple, the air smelled of moss, bark, and something faintly sweet drifting from unseen flowers. Only an hour had passed since they’d left the parking area, yet the 27-year-old actress already felt the weight of every step in her calves. Her breathing had grown heavier, and a warm flush spread across her cheeks beneath loose strands of blonde hair.

29-year-old Patrick, by contrast, moved as the trail was his. The ponytail he had tied his long black hair into swung over his shoulder blades, and the muscles of his strong, experienced hiker's legs shifted easily beneath his shorts. Every motion carried quiet control, the kind that came from years of exercise and discipline.

Patrick retraced a few steps, feet crunching softly along the path. The forest’s hush pressed around them, interrupted only by a bird’s distant call and the subtle movement of leaves overhead.

Up close, Patrick’s gaze moved slowly over Caroline. She was undeniably beautiful, with soft golden hair, full lips, bright eyes, a voluptuous body with curves that spilled generously beneath her snug Tee…and those too soft curves were exactly what had made her generous bosom rise and fall with exaggerated rhythm at the climb.

“We’ve only been walking for sixty minutes,” Patrick huffed in reproach, folding his arms.

Caroline looked away toward the trees. “Okay, but…”

“And you’re already exhausted.”

“I’m not exhausted,” Caroline protested weakly. “Just… catching my breath.”

Patrick closed the small distance between them with purposeful steps.

He moves like a blade—controlled, precise, Caroline thought. I, meanwhile, just feel sweaty, round, and completely out of place in this damned forest.

“You know why this is hard for you, don’t you?” Said Patrick, tilting his head. It was more a statement than a question.

Caroline sighed. “Patrick…”

“No,” Patrick said calmly. “Say it.”

Caroline hesitated, fidgeting and coloring deeper as she avoided his gaze.

“I’m… out of shape.”

Patrick’s gaze sharpened.

“And how is that?”

Caroline shifted her weight, the toe of her boot nudging a small stone in the dirt. “Oh, Patrick…do we really have to bring that up again? Here...now?"

"We certainly do. Did you forget that it's you who asked for help?" Patrick said, steady and firm.

Caroline looked up again. Patrick was watching her with that same severe, unwavering focus he always had—the one that made Caroline feel completely exposed, as though Patrick could see every excuse forming before it even reached her lips.

Patrick moved even closer to the beautiful, plump blonde. Lowering his head, he stared into her eyes for a long moment. Then, as he saw no answer come from her, “You disobey and overindulge, constantly,” he said with his deep, steady voice,

Caroline let out a small groan. “C’mon, Patrick, it’s…it’s not that dramatic.”

“Probably not. But who needs to lose a dress size to star in a soap opera that starts filming in just over two weeks?”

Caroline swallowed hard, her nervousness mingling with a sense of resignation, and she lowered her eyes, finally accepting her situation.

"And who asked her personal trainer boyfriend to help her?"

"Okay, I did."

“And didn't you promise to obey the rules and care for yourself?”

“I said I’d try.”

“Oh, and did you try? Go ahead, what did you have for dinner yesterday?”

Caroline’s eyes flicked downward. Patrick waited. The silence stretched long enough that the wind whispered through the branches overhead.

Finally, Caroline muttered, “Pizza.”

Patrick’s mouth curved faintly.

“Only pizza?”

Caroline crossed her arms defensively.

“Ice cream…and before going to sleep, cookies,” she admitted.

“How many?”

Caroline groaned again. “Some. I…I didn’t count…”

Patrick reached out and took Caroline’s wrist, not too gently, guiding her a few steps off the trail to a fallen log that rested beneath a shaft of sunlight.

“Sit.”

Caroline lowered herself onto the log immediately, back straight and hands gripping the rough edge.

The log creaked softly beneath her weight.

Patrick glared down at Caroline, his steady reproachful eyes fixed on her. Each time, his gaze sent an unshakable shiver through her voluptuous body.

"Know what your problem is?" Patrick asked.

Caroline sighed and nodded. “Lack of willpower.”

“And?” Asked Patrick, moving his eyes slowly across his girlfriend's figure.

“And…I like unhealthy food.”

“Yes,” Patrick said. “You do.”

Caroline flushed at his words, torn between embarrassment and defiance, but she didn’t look away. "But...it's so comforting to eat good food," she whined, with a little, childish pout.

Patrick crouched so their eyes were level.

“Caroline.” The sound of her name in Patrick’s voice carried an intimidating weight. “You must be stronger than you act and listen to me. I didn’t give you permission for ice cream and cookies, did I?”

Caroline huffed softly, glancing down at her lap, then shook her head no.

Patrick’s voice hardened slightly, “You think discipline means punishment,” she said. “But it’s not ONLY that.”

Caroline looked up again.

Patrick leaned one hand against the log beside her shoulder, close enough that Caroline felt the warmth of her presence.

“It means self-control primarily…punishment helps to gain that.”

Caroline swallowed hard, anxiety building as she anticipated where Patrick's words would lead. Dread and uncertainty made her chest tighten.

“Look at you,” Patrick continued matter-of-factly. “You’re capable. You’re intelligent. You’re beautiful, but you let every impulse run your life. And that's not right. That needs to be... corrected.”

Caroline’s heart accelerated, torn between fear, shame, and an odd sense of motivation at Patrick’s sternness.

Patrick straightened again.

“We’re not done with this hike. And I will give you something that will motivate you to keep on walking and straighten you up.”

Caroline blanched and became frantic. “I…I knew you were going to say that, but…but really, Patrick…there is no need for that…I can walk another hour…and I will straighten up. I promise I will!”

"Oh, yes, Caroline, I know you will. After you’ve been properly punished for your lack of self-control and for breaking the rules last night," said Patrick, unmoved by her pleas, as he extended his hand. “Stand up.”

For a moment, Caroline considered refusing, just to prove she still had some stubborn independence. Then, meekly, she took it. Patrick’s grip was firm, pulling her easily to her feet.

“Take ‘em down,” Patrick said, pointing to the blonde actress’s hiking pants. His voice was calm and determined—the voice of someone accustomed to being obeyed.

Caroline gave her strong boyfriend a pleading look. Then, seeing his gaze unmoved, she swallowed and stood up. With shaking fingers and some effort, she slipped her shorts down her wide hips and round bottom. She made them rest on her knees, discovering the triangle of blond hair of her crotch and her voluptuous, chubby, candid buttocks. She remained standing there, sunlight filtering through the trees, painting shifting patterns across her half-bare body.

Nodding approvingly, Patrick took a small pen-knife out of his pocket and approached a young tree. He chose a green branch, cut it off, then used the knife to pare away the thinnest parts and remove the shoots and leaves, finally obtaining a willowy switch.

“Bend over the log," Patrick directed, swishing the switch in the air menacingly. “Bottom upward.”

Meekly, scared, Caroline obeyed, her buxom legs heavy, breath shallow.

Patrick helped her into position, and Caroline moaned as her crotch and the tops of her bare thighs brushed against the rough bark of the log.

“Shut up, you brought this upon yourself, girl. I want you to stay bent over like this through your whole punishment. Understood?”

"Oh, Patrick, please…I'm really sorry!" Caroline exclaimed.

"I know. You're sorry you got caught. You wouldn't have told me otherwise." Caroline knew she could not dispute that. "Now remember, this is done on your behalf. To correct your bad attitude toward yourself. Keep still now, and don't interfere."

Patrick aimed the switch at his girlfriend's cute, plump, and obediently proffered bottom. Then he drew his arm back and brought the switch forward, causing it to hiss through the still forest air until it struck its meaty target.

SWISSH! CRACK!

The tip of the switch curled around the right side of Caroline’s hip with a searing sting, and she yelped, pain flashing through her voluptuous body, eyes squeezed shut.

“AHARGHGGG!”

With that, Patrick began the lengthy switching of Caroline’s backside, delivering hard, hot, sharp switch cuts in a brisk, regular cadence and lecturing during the entire whipping.

"I am

SWISSSH! CRACK!

doing this because

SWISSSH! CRACK!

I take care of you

SWISSSH! CRACK!

and because

SWISSSH! CRACK!

I love you.

SWISSSH! CRACK!

I intend

SWISSSH! CRACK!

to make this

SWISSSH! CRACK!

an unforgettable

SWISSSH! CRACK!

lesson

SWISSSH! CRACK!

in the hope that

SWISSSH! CRACK!

you will learn

SWISSSH!  CRACK!

some self-control!”

SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK!

“You are

SWISSSH! CRACK!

whipped

SWISSSH! CRACK!

because time

SWISSSH! CRACK!

after time

SWISSSH! CRACK!

You indulge in what

SWISSSH! CRACK!

you shouldn't have.”

SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK!

“And every time

SWISSSH! CRACK!

that you'll do

SWISSSH! CRACK!

the same, I'm

SWISSSH! CRACK!

going to

SWISSSH! CRACK!

give you

SWISSSH! CRACK!

a good

SWISSSH!CRACK!

sound

SWISSSH! CRACK!

tanning!"

SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK!

“Before I

SWISSSH! CRACK!

let you up

SWISSSH! CRACK!

I want to

SWISSSH! CRACK!

hear you say

SWISSSH! CRACK!

that you will

SWISSSH! CRACK!

try

SWISSSH! CRACK!

extra hard

SWISSSH! CRACK!

to stick

SWISSSH! CRACK!

to our plan

SWISSSH! CRACK!

for a healthy diet!”

SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK! SWISSSH! CRACK!

"OWHWWW!  AHAWHWW! AHARGHGG! OH PLEASE, PAAATRICK! BWUAHAAA! BOHOHOOO! BWUAHAAA! I…I PROMISE I WON’T EAT JUNK FOOD ANYMORE! AHAWHWWW! AHARHGGG! I PROMISEEE!”

Only once Caroline's chubby bottom and the top of her buxom thighs were covered by thin, flaming red, painful-looking, overlapping switch stripes, did Patrick stop the merciless whipping. By then, the well-whipped, blonde, young actress was a crying mess, her body shaken by sobs, her pretty face damped in tears, her nose running, and her sweet mouth contorted in a grimace of pain.

Patrick took a few moments to calm down. He then said, "I want you to repeat to me that you'll try extra hard to eat right."

Between sobs and hiccups, Caroline mumbled something to the effect that he would, and finally, Patrick let her up the log.

“Now pay your corner time standing with your nose against that tree trunk. Hands on your head,” the tall, fit, unyielding man ordered, pointing at a tree.

He sat on the log, admiring the sight of Caroline’s voluptuous, bare, punished rear, for about ten minutes while Caroline’s cry subsided. Finally, he stood up, walked behind Caroline, and turned her around.

“Okay, take your pants up. We still have an hour walking to the end of the trail.”

“But, Patrick, please…I can’t. Only taking up my pants over my…my whipped bum will be torture!” Caroline exclaimed, looking at her boyfriend with glossy eyes.

“We’ll go slower,” Patrick said. “But you’re finishing.”

Seeing in the eyes of her determined and merciless lover that there would be no mercy for the state of her behind, Caroline pulled up her underwear and hiking shorts as gently as she could. Even so, she couldn’t hold back another stream of tears when the fabric touched her bum flesh, overheated by the switch.

Sulking Caroline stepped back onto the trail. This time, Patrick walked behind her, feeling a hard-on rise inside his pants at the sight of his beautiful, buxom girlfriend’s buttocks and thighs moving in front of him, with the switch marks peeking out from under her shorts.


Forbidden Plums Accident

The orchard was enclosed by a wire fence that reached no higher than Aurora’s waist.

The trees were just the right height for climbing, with low-hanging twisted limbs and a stout, gnarled trunk. In July, their branches were heavy with knotty green fruit, not yet ripe, but big enough to be tempting.

Aurora cast a hesitant glance at Daisy, who returned it just as unsure. Entering the orchard was clearly trespassing, and taking the plums from those trees was stealing. However, the summer afternoon heat, combined with the thirst the two cousins worked up from the long walk through the woods to reach the lake—especially since they hadn’t thought to bring a water bottle—made the sight of those fruits all the more tempting.

Eighteen-year-old Aurora glanced at her 26-year-old cousin. The girl was staying at Daisy's and her boyfriend's country house for a short vacation. She waited for her older and m more savior cousin's point of view on the plum matter. In her eyes, Daisy, who had attended a prestigious college and was now living with her handsome, wealthy boyfriend Mitch, was the epitome of elegance and success.

Daisy, with her distinctive red hair, buxom body, and fashionable appearance, played into this image by adopting an air of exaggerated sophistication whenever she was around her younger cousin.

She thought about it for a moment. When they first got to Mitch's family's country house, he had warned her not to cause trouble, as he wanted to stay on good terms with the locals. But there was nobody around, and those plums looked so damned inviting in the hot summer afternoon.

Finally, she shrugged and nodded to Aurora.

“Okay, let’s get some…but don’t tell Mitch, okay?”

Without hesitation, Aurora, who had been waiting for just that signal from Daisy, quickly climbed over the fence, crossed into the orchard, and began picking a large quantity of little green plums from the nearest tree.

Both cousins, hot and sweaty from the hike, sat beneath the branches, eating the still unripe but juicy fruit, waiting for the sun to almost cast down before resuming their trip to the country house.

As they neared Mitch’s house, dull stomachaches began.

"H…hi, Mitch," Daisy greeted her boyfriend as she entered the house

“H…hello, M…Mitch,” Aurora echoed, writhing in pain.

“Come on, hurry up, go wash up and get changed. Dinner’s almost ready,” 30-year-old Mitch hurried them, not noticing, busy as he was putting some cold dinner on the table, the state the two were in.

“S..so what now? What...ouch...what are we going to tell Mitch?” Aurora asked as they climbed the stairs.

Daisy just shrugged in response. Her stomach hurt too much for her to worry about anything else right then. She walked into her room and lay on the bed in a fetal position, eyes shut and hands on her belly. But it wasn't long before she began to worry seriously about how her boyfriend would view their embarrassing situation.

"Daisy! Aurora! C’mon, get down…dinner is ready!" Mitch called from downstairs.

Daisy tried to stand but stopped, bent by sharp abdominal pain. She couldn't straighten, and her belly felt distended.

"Daisy! Aurora!" Mitch’s voice had a wondering note this time.

Daisy saw Aurora step out from their room, her arms wrapped tightly around her stomach as she moved slowly toward the stairs.

"W…we are coming…Mitch!" She called.

Oh my God, it’s dinnertime, and we are crouched over with an obvious bellyache, this is not going to end well, thought Daisy.

"Mitch...I don't feel well. I really have a bad stomachache... Probably too much sun on the hike," she said, trailing off as she sat in the kitchen.

“Yes, Mitch…me too,” Aurora added, doubled up by the cramps.

Something in her boyfriend's look told Daisy she wasn't going to get much sympathy. Mitch reached out and felt her head.

"You don't seem hot at all," he commented. Then, as if he were reading his girlfriend's mind, a thing Daisy often thought likely, he said, “You better not have been eating green plums from old Murphy's orchard!"

"Oh, NO, Mitch," Daisy denied instinctively.

Mitch, unconvinced, turned to Aurora. She blushed, unable to meet the older, handsome man's gaze or support Daisy’s denial.

"That's exactly what I thought. For God’s sake, you must be responsible enough to know that entering unauthorized in a fenced yard is trespassing and taking fruit from trees is…stealing!" Mitch shouted. “Apart from that, well, I’m sure you DO have a bellyache. Nobody ever told you not to eat green fruit?”

Daisy blushed too. Being scolded like that for acting so foolishly, while she had stomach cramps, and in front of her younger cousin, wasn’t just embarrassing; it was humiliating.

"Well, first things first. You two need to have your bowels cleaned for the indigestion. That, of course, before having your rear tanned for trespassing and stealing!” Mitch said as he hauled a groaning Daisy to her feet and toward the bathroom.

"Mitch! I'm FINE! I don’t need that," pleaded a clearly embarrassed Daisy. "I just need some rest…OWHW!"

With tears streaking her face from embarrassment, pain, and fear, Daisy was dragged up the stairs by her boyfriend's firm grip, doubled over in distress.

"Oh no, young lady! You need a good enema for that bellyache and a good spanking for breaking the law!" Mitch scolded. "Then your silly cousin will get the very same!"

With all her air of superiority and sophistication before her younger cousins, thrown out of the window, Daisy began to whimper and struggle, "Nooo, Mitch, p…please not that...no, no, no!"

It was useless. Aurora, still clutching her belly, followed as Daisy was guided firmly down the hall to the bedroom by Mitch. Once inside, Mitch pushed Daisy over the foot of the bed. The mattress's pressure brought brief relief to her aching stomach, but that was quickly eclipsed when her boyfriend landed a few sharp swats on her shorts-covered bottom.

"OUCH! OUCHHH! Mitch! DON’T!" Daisy howled.

"You stay right where you are and get your pants down," her boyfriend ordered. "You'll get your paddling, but I'll take care of your stomachache first in the same way my Mom did with my sister and me when we had a bellyache. Do not move an inch. I'm getting the enema bag!"

Daisy started to weep as she meekly obeyed her upset boyfriend. She slowly drew her shorts and panties down to her knees and then lay with her hands holding her stomach and aching in dread.

Then Mitch returned with the ugly red enema bag, obviously quite full.

Daisy protested tearfully, "Mitch, please, this...this is outrageous. I'm not a little kid...I don't want an enema!"

"Shut up, you silly girl. An enema is not a kid thing. It's a bellyache thing. And you and your silly little cousin sure DO have a bellyache which needs to be taken care of!"

Peeking from outside the open bedroom door and nursing her own stomach cramps, Aurora saw Mitch make a great ritual of hanging the enema bag up over the poster bed's finial and greasing the ugly black enema tip with Vaseline. He then matter-of-factly spread Daisy’s buttocks wide and began shoving the dreaded hard rubber nipple into her anus.

"Mitch...STOP...OWWW!" Daisy cried, clamping her candid, pert buttocks together, but the tight resistance made it only hurt more.

"You'd better just relax and take it, Daisy," her boyfriend said, slapping one of her buttocks firmly.

Finally, the enema tip pushed painfully and inexorably up in, and Daisy gave herself up to sobbing. She heard the awful click of the valve on the bag and the pressure of hot soapsuds entering her bottom.

"OHOWWW! Enough! OWHWHWW! Enough, please!"

"Cut it out," Mitch muttered unsympathetically. "If you hadn't broken the law and gorged on those green plums, you wouldn't be having to take this."

Daisy writhed, the pressure in her belly building until she thought she could take no more, but her boyfriend made sure she got the whole bag. Only then did Mitch lead Daisy, still crying and in pain, to the bathroom with instructions to “empty yourself.”

As Daisy relieved herself, her boyfriend refilled the bag and then went out to take care of Aurora. From the bathroom, Daisy heard her cousin’s cries and pleading. After a long time on the toilet, her stomach finally felt better—but now she dreaded the punishment her boyfriend had promised.

It was then that Mitch called, "All right, that's long enough! Aurora has to enter to relieve herself, and you have to get your whipping.”

Humiliated and scared, Daisy crept out into the hall, trying to summon courage and dignity.

"Mitch, I still don't feel too good. I'll never do it again, okay? It was really Aurora's idea…I..." Daisy pleaded.

Mitch looked sterner and sterner.

"Daisy, you're making it a lot worse for yourself. Get over that bed, and I mean NOW!" Mitch ordered.

While Aurora relieved herself in the bathroom, Daisy’s face collapsed in a grimace of tears. She wasn't feeling like a twenty-six-year-old, sophisticated woman anymore. Right now, she felt like a ten-year-old brat who had to face a burning lesson in obedience!

Daisy started sobbing, and Mitch lost patience. He took her girlfriend’s shorts by the waist and marched her briskly back to their bedroom and over the foot of the bed again. Daisy had pulled her panties and pants back up in the bathroom, but down they came again, Mitch jerking them all the way to her knees.

While Mitch swooped his thick leather belt from his jeans loops, Daisy's hands flew back instinctively, trying to cover her bare behind. They were roughly and instantly removed by the severe boyfriend, with the order to "keep those under your belly!"

Daisy closed her eyes and whimpered when Mitch placed himself, legs spread, behind her and her proffered round bottom. She had gotten Mitch's belt across her ass a couple of times already and remembered the stinging pain vividly.

WHACK!

Oh, not vividly enough! The first swat was fiery and landed dead center on her buttocks, followed by,

WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!

“AHAWHWWW!”

Daisy's head flew back, and she howled, her eyes already shedding tears.

WHACK!

"AHAWHWWW! NOOO, MITCH! BWUAHAAA!"

WHACK!

"HONEYYY! PLEASE! IT HURTS!"

She pleaded to no avail. Her boyfriend pressed his left hand on the small of her back, pinning her hands firmly under her tummy, and administered, slowly and stingingly, flaming belt swats after flaming belt swats.

Every single smack seemed to ignite deeper flames on the cute redhead’s behind. She was simply howling now, and the howls continued non-stop until her boyfriend decided her bare fanny was crimson and blistered enough for a lasting lesson. Only then did he stop the merciless tanning and drew Daisy to her feet.

The well-punished girl’s knees wobbled, and her backside stung unbearably. She was doomed, reduced to a crying, sorrowful mess.

The tears kept running down Daisy's flushed cheeks as she saw that Aurora had come out of the bathroom and was staring at her. She tried to swallow her sobs, but couldn't stand up straight and knew how ridiculous she looked half-crouching and holding her bare, red, welted behind, panties and shorts now crumpled around her shoes.

Mitch fairly hissed orders at her girlfriend, describing in painful detail how much worse her next spanking would be if a) she ever broke the law again; b) she ever embarrassed him and his family again, and c) if she ever lied to him again. Then he turned and, belt in hand, ordered Aurora to march to the guest's room.

Once alone in the bedroom, Daisy lay sideways on the bed, still weeping softly and gently caressing her smoldering bare bottom with one hand while she pressed the other on her belly. It didn’t take long before she started to hear the steady cracking sounds of the leather on bare girlish flesh, and pitiful, pained, wails coming from Aurora’s room.


Staying At Harriet's Parents'

Harriet was still being spanked.

Timothy could hardly believe it, but he had to. He was there when his 20-year-old girlfriend got it and heard it all.

At 23, Timothy had a few weeks' leave after a combat mission and chose to spend them at his girlfriend’s parents’ home.

Since enlisting in the Army at 17, Timothy served with the Rangers in five countries. Whenever possible, he returned home for vacation. During one of his leaves, he met Harriet.

Harriet lived in a small town near the base, still at home as her parents’ only daughter while attending nursing school. She was a short, buxom brunette with a lively but respectful character—a nice, pretty, good country girl.

Harriet’s parents liked Timothy. They were pleased their only daughter was dating a principled young man who had chosen to serve his country, unlike the shiftless boys from her high school. Timothy always found a warm welcome when he returned from leave, staying in the guest room of their spacious country house.

It was right on his first day there that it happened. Timothy didn't see it, yet what happened was crystal clear and changed the course of his and Harriet’s lives.

Arriving around lunchtime, Timothy found only Harriet and her mother at home. After lunch and a few hours with Harriet, he went into town. When he returned, Harriet’s mother greeted him with a gloomy, embarrassed look, telling him to make himself at home in the living room.

When he was there, his girlfriend's father shook his hand and, with a serious expression, asked him to excuse Harriet and sit down to watch TV while he "had a talk" with his daughter in her room.

Hesitant, wondering what was going on, Timothy did as he was told. After a few minutes, he began to hear the booming voice of Harriet’s father from upstairs. Intrigued, he turned down the TV volume and strained to listen.

The voice came from his girlfriend's room. Though he couldn't catch every word, he understood her dad was reprimanding Harriet for being out late. Apparently, the previous night she had gone out with her nursing school friends and missed her midnight curfew (remarkable at 20, she still had one!).

He also distinguished his girlfriend's voice. It was trembling as she desperately tried to talk her Father out of doing 'that' to her.

Again, the male voice came through the ceiling, ordering loud and clear to Harriet to 'bend over the bed'.

He soon heard Harriet's whimpering, then her sobs, followed by the unmistakable smack of wood sharply striking flesh—SMACK!—and her yelp of pain: OUCH!

That made him understand.

Harriet was getting a spanking. Well, likely a paddling.

Incredible!

He knew that Harriet's parents were quite old-fashioned. Once she had told him that growing up, her Dad's first response to misbehaving was spanking, but he couldn't believe that he still used to punish her that way at 20.

For the next few minutes, Timothy sat in the living room, unfocused on the TV, while Harriet was spanked upstairs.

The punishment was no farce. The entire house rang with the sharp cracks of the paddle and Harriet’s frantic screams, pleas, and sobs.

SMACK!

"OHWHW! PLEASE, DAD!"

SMACK!

"AWHWWW!"

SMACK!

"PLEASE, NO MORE!"

CRACK!

"AIEEE! AHAHRGG!"

SMACK!

"AIEEE! I WON'T COME HOME LATE AGAIN!"

SMACK!

"OHWHWW! I PROMISE!"

CRACK!

"BWUAHAAA!

SMACK!

"BWUAHAAA! IT HURTSSS!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Timothy shivered, hearing the pistol-shot-like sounds of the paddle and the anguished wails of his girlfriend coming from upstairs.

He was pretty sure her Dad was using the paddle he had seen one day, as he opened the upstairs storage closet to get a broom that Harriet had asked for. It hung behind the door. At the time, he had thought it was just one of those old things that get forgotten in closets. He would have never imagined it was still in use. Instead...

Timothy was also sure it was Harriet's bare bum on the receiving end of the paddling because, in her frantic pleading just before the smacking sounds even started, Harriet had shouted, “Nooo, Dad…it stings so bad on the bare…please…not on the bare!”

While he was considering all those thoughts, poor Harriet's ordeal was in full swing.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

"AIEEE! PLEASE, NO MORE!"

SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

"OWHWWW! AHERGHGG!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"THAT'S ENOUGH! BWUAHAAA! I LEARNED MY LESSON!"

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"WAHAAA! WAHAHAAA!"

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

And finally, with a last flurry of what sounded like the loudest smacks, Harriet's fatherly correction ended. But still, the poor girl's cry and whimpering followed for a time that seemed endless to Timothy and that made a deep impression on him.

Harriet's Dad came down the stairs, lowering his right sleeve. He bore a sad look on his stone face, as if he had just performed an unpleasant, even if necessary, task. In a deep voice, he told Timothy he could go up to his girlfriend's room now if he wanted to.

Timothy hesitated, unsure whether to go up and comfort his girlfriend, for fear of embarrassing her. In the end, curiosity got the better of him, and he went up to her room.

When he opened her room door, Harriet was lying face down on her bed, sobbing, with her paddled bottom still bare. She evidently was too distraught to have thought of pulling up her denim shorts and panties yet, Timothy thought. Or the painful sensation she surely was feeling there had prevented her from doing so

A wave of pity and affection swept over Timothy as he saw his sweetheart in such distress. Yet, mingling with his concern, he was startled by an unexpected stirring of desire at the sight of his girlfriend's punished bottom, which left him confused and self-conscious.

What a sight it was! All Harriet's once candid and pert bottom was swollen and almost shone in a deep red hue, and on the very base of her smoldered buttocks, the skin was purpled by the paddle swats. Her father has done an excellent job of her paddling, thought Timothy.

"Oh, please, go away!" Harriet moaned pitifully, realizing her boyfriend was there, staring at her.

Timothy didn't enter, not wanting to embarrass Harriet more, so he went to the bathroom and lingered, pretending to pee.

When he came back in the hallway, Harriet was under the covers, still sniffling softly, with occasional little sobs.

Then Timothy slipped into her bedroom quietly and, for a moment, bent to look at his girlfriend, softly sniffling, lying on her side, facing him.

The glossy shoulder-length brown hair, the fair complexion, the eyelids half-closed over those green eyes that he had lost himself in. Her cheeks flushed from her crying. Timothy saw a tear trickle down from her left eye. He gently caressed her cheek and kissed her forehead.

Back in his room, Timothy struggled to make sense of the turmoil inside him. His love for Harriet mingled with sympathy and the confusion of the arousal that the event that had occurred had caused him, and that he couldn't deny.

That night, Timothy lay in bed in his girlfriend’s parents’ guest room, wide awake. He tried to sleep but couldn't. No way. The sounds and sights of his beautiful girlfriend's discipline haunted him. Those smacking and howling sounds kept ringing in his head.

Finally, that morning, as he watched the sun rise, he had made up his mind: he would ask Harriet to marry him.


Maureen And Arthur

"Arthur, don't be a wuss. Your serve is just...shitty. You serve like a pussy . . . face it."

"OH, well, I think we will settle this later at home, Maureen," replied the handsome 28-year-old sales account manager, gazing at his girlfriend knowingly.

Suddenly, the pretty, high-spirited 22-year-old redhead realized how far she had gone and what the consequences would be.

Not so for the two friends who sat at the table with them, sipping glasses of chilled prosecco. Unaware of the private agreements in Maureen and Arthur's relationship, their friends could not imagine what the words "We will set this later at home, young lady" truly meant. It was a discreetly coded phrase, emphasizing that at home, for lovely, buxom Maureen, there would be consequences to face.

It had been after a little more than a month of dating when Maureen had first hinted, "I sometimes think of myself as a naughty girl."

Arthur had picked up the hint and responded, "Well, what do you think naughty girls deserve?"

In a few minutes, the 'naughty girl' was lying bare-bottomed across Arthur's lap, getting her first spanking since when, eight years before, at 14, her father had smacked her behind for talking back to her mother.

After that, for a few months, the two explored their desires, seeking the right balance between playfulness and actual punishment. Finally, they both got to the conclusion that, as evidently they both shared that interest, future disputes between them would be handled by the firm, vigorous application of Arthur's hand on the roundest, meatiest part of Maureen's body, preferably left bare.

Over time, a quick reveal of Maureen's pert buttocks and a firm spanking with Arthur's strong hands were mostly enough to bring about forgiveness, usually followed by a celebratory romantic encounter.

So, for example, when Arthur found the bathroom strewn with underwear that Maureen had carelessly dropped there when leaving for work hastily in the morning. He simply collected it into a pile in the middle of the living room floor and waited for her on the couch when she returned in the evening.

As soon as she entered the apartment, she knew what was on his mind, for they had discussed her messiness before. Arthur pointed to the underwear and to his lap.

"You know what this spanking is for, don't you?" he asked.

"Yes, I do," Maureen answered. "You warned me I would get a spanking if I left the bathroom messy."

"Right, young lady, over my lap. And I mean, now!"

And so Maureen meekly approached him and lay across his knees. Without hesitation, Arthur raised her dress, slid her panties to her ankles, and applied a brisk, yet vigorous hand smacking to her candid, swelling buttocks.

But there were times when a simple brisk handspanking wouldn't be a sufficient punishment for the pretty redhead's misbehavior.

Such as the time when Maureen returned home to find her boyfriend seated on the couch, a look on his face that suggested she was in real trouble.

Without a word, he rose, took her by the upper arm, led her to the same bathroom, and pointed to the stubble-filled sink, which she had failed to rinse after she had depilated her legs with his very razor that morning.

Maureen knew she was in for it badly this time and felt a tightness in her stomach as Arthur collected the wooden bath brush from the shelf before leading her back to the living room.

Once there, he told her to remain standing while he slowly and deliberately unfastened her jeans belt and drew them down to puddle at her feet.  Even more deliberately, he slid his fingers into the top of her panties and pulled them to her ankles, staring at the triangle of pubic hair.

"Hmm," he said. "You have been very naughty, sweetie. I'm afraid you'll really be disciplined this time."

And in one motion, he sat down and pulled her across his knees, steadying her with his left hand on the middle of her back. Instantly, the sturdy bath brush in his right hand came down sharply on her bare backside, and then the spanking began in earnest. First a dozen, and after a brief scolding pause, another dozen of stinging smacks with the flat back of the wooden bath brush peppered poor Maureen's chubby, round bottom, before Arthur ended her correction.

And then there were a few, albeit memorable, instances in which Maureen was truly punished in an exemplary manner.

Such was the case when Arthur felt humiliated. In those cases, a sturdy paddle, purchased for just such occasions, would be the instrument of choice for Maureen's discipline. And she had to lie over her boyfriend's lap while he thoroughly blistered her behind, after an initial hand spanking, followed by the mandatory corner time—a consequence the young woman truly disliked. She was made to stand in the living room corner, exhibiting the results of her boyfriend's effective efforts: a completely flaming-red bottom, not bruised, but swollen and almost radiating heat from the paddle's impact.

So that day, Maureen and Arthur had a tennis date with their two friends at the weekend home. It was an unusually warm day in late April, and Maureen had chosen the lightest of white cotton tennis outfits.

The four of them were sitting, after a doubles match, sweating lightly from their exertions, sipping chilled wine.

Now, after the doubles match, the four were seated, replaying the just-completed match aloud while sweating lightly and sipping chilled wine.

"Arthur, you know, you really have to work on that serve. We lost too many points today from your double-faulting."

"Well, I'm sorry, but, you know, I do have trouble serving. Anyway, it's just a friendly game. I guess you'll have to learn to live with my weak serve."

"No, really, Arthur, it's worse than weak. It's pitiful. You just have to do something about it."

"Maureen, I think that's enough. It's supposed to be fun."

Perhaps it was the heat, or the wine, or the combination of both, but it was then that Maureen let off, "Arthur, don't be a wuss. Your serve is just...shitty. You serve like a pussy; face it."

To which Arthur answered, "OH, well, I think we will set this later at home, Maureen."

Maureen suddenly realized how far she had gone and what the consequences would be. She saw herself that afternoon, back at home, being spanked by hand. She saw herself, bottom already well spanked, awaiting with nervous anticipation a second trip across Arthur's lap for the application of the paddle to her sore backside. And she saw her later, at dinner, fidgeting from the discomfort of sitting at the table on the hard wooden chair, after having spent time in the 'naughty corner', awaiting her early bedtime just after dinner.

She knew this time the spankings would reduce her to tearful pleading and remorse, struggling to stay under control across Arthur's knees as her bottom became inflamed from the energetic application of her well-earned punishment.

But she also knew that, despite the intense burning sensation in her rear and the embarrassment from the punishment, she would later find that the residual warmth and tingle would drive her to new peaks of passion with her dominant boyfriend, which would fill her whole body with ecstatic waves.

And then she looked down and noticed her tennis shorts were beginning to show a circle of moisture at the crotch, the source of which was unmistakable.

Crossing her legs, clutching a napkin to cover her pubic area, and leaning forward, Maureen wondered how she would ever make her exit. The evidence of her excitement would be all too obvious whenever she had to stand up. It would look as if she had wet her pants, as, in a way, she had.

Which is why, a few minutes later, she inexplicably spilled her newly refilled glass of wine all over herself and had to make a hasty departure for home "to get changed." 


Also Available In This Collection

Family Spankings

Husbands and dads dealing with unruly, mischievous women

In this collection of six stories, four girls in their early twenties and three mature women are given long-overdue, fully deserved, and firmly delivered bare-bottom corrections at the hands of the men of the families. Filled with genuine emotions and fantastic imagery, these stories convey the feelings of the girls and women as three fathers and three husbands ensure that proper discipline is enforced and that the misdeeds of the mischievous females are punished the old-fashioned way. Read now to be given a close, personal insight into what happens when determined, caring, stern men correct the behaviors of errant women.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DMP7JFZV







Strict Husbands And Spanked Wives

Five stories of M/F bare bottom discipline

In this collection of five stories, six pretty, buxom women of different ages are given long-overdue, fully deserved, and firmly delivered bare-bottom corrections by the hands of their old-fashioned men. Filled with genuine emotions and vivid imagery, these stories convey the women's feelings when four husbands, one ex-husband, and one Father ensure that proper discipline is enforced and that their misdeeds are punished. Read now to be given a close, personal insight into what happens when the behaviors of an errant wife are corrected by her determined, caring, stern husband.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CSM6H7DG

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Charleen's Taming


    		Pamela’s Boyfriend


    		Gwyneth Does Learn A Lesson


    		A Lesson On Being Fit


    		Forbidden Plums Accident


    		Staying At Harriet's Parents'


    		Maureen And Arthur


    		Also Available In This Collection


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57






OEBPS/image_rsrcWC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcWB.jpg
. \\‘
BN\
‘\\_ \«

A

I
ALBERT S\X/ITCH

-

o SPANKED GIRLFRIENDS

T
Seven stories of M/F bare bottom
discipline






