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The taming of the newlywed bride

“What did we agree on before we got married?” Richard asked, staring at his newlywed wife, Mirel.

The 24-year-old woman blushed and stood speechless, looking at her 36-year-old husband’s icy blue eyes. Right then, she realized that he was looking at her just like her Father did when he wanted from her a hard-to-come-out truth. He was a caring and loving man, her daddy, yet he could be strict when he felt it was needed, and in those cases, he never hesitated to make her tender bottom pay for whatever Mirel had done. Her bare bottom, even with his belt and until she left home to get married. Actually, Mirel had had trouble sitting down at the wedding lunch due to the still sore, puffy, red stripes that adorned her buns. A last gift from her loved, strict Dad’s belt for coming home after her curfew, the night of her bachelorette party. But now she was in front of her husband, not of her Father, it must be different, mustn’t it?

Richard was in his striped pajamas, seated at the foot of their king-size bed, with his arms crossed on his chest and one slippered foot tapping on the floor.

“I’m waiting for an answer, Mirel,” he pressed his wife, who stood before him in her slip.

Richard was already in bed reading his newspaper when that discussion had started. Mirel had taken off her dress and was removing her makeup in her slip and underwear when she had told him that in the afternoon, she had gone to a job interview.

“I know that we agreed that I would stay at home to take care of the house and the children, honey,” answered the young, pretty woman, with her waving blond hair cascading attractively on her bare shoulders. “But we have no kids yet, so…”

“So you have decided to look for a job without your husband’s permission,” Richard interrupted her.

Mirel remained speechless, her head bowed, unable to find something to say that could contradict that pure true, before the man who stared at her as if he were reading her thoughts. 

She had been immediately attracted by that older man’s strong, dominant personality. They have been engaged for almost a year, and it has been three months now since they got married. And that was the first time since they were husband and wife that she had done something without asking Richard first.

Now, wearing only her slip over her underwear, garter belt, and stockings, the buxom redhead was shuffling uncomfortably from foot to foot in front of her irate husband,

“Well, I didn’t think I was doing anything wrong, and now I’m telling you,” she finally said, trying to avoid eye contact.

“Don’t even try it, Mirel. The truth is that you knew very well that what you were doing was against what we had decided together. That’s why you set out to look for a job without asking your husband’s permission, because you hoped to put me in front of the fait accompli. Don’t tell me that’s not the case, miss!”

Blushing, Mirel couldn’t help but nod.

“I know you are anxious about our new life, but there is no excuse for acting sneak behind your husband’s shoulders, right?”

“No, Richard,” she managed to say.

“So why did you do it?”

Mirel shrugged, her bursting breasts contained in her black bra, barely covered by the slip, tossing in that childish movement.

“Don’t you care that you upset me?” The man’s voice sounded inquiring paternal to the bride’s ears.

“Yes, Richard, of course, I care not to upset you.”

“So?”

“Sorry, honey, I acted without really thinking about it. I...I was foolish,” Mirel mumbled feebly.

“Mirel, you are an adult, you can’t act without thinking. You are a married woman now,” Richard harrumphed. “And it’s my duty as your husband to do something to help you act as one.”

“What…what do you mean, honey?” Asked Mirel, becoming increasing worried for the turn of the conversation.

“Well, I’m sure you remember how your father handled you when you acted…how did you say…oh yes, foolish, didn’t you?”

“But, he was my dad!” Blurted out the pretty, green-eyed woman, feeling her stomach churn at the very recollection of it.

“Yes, he was your Dad and the head of the home, that’s why he had the duty of correct you. As your husband and head of our home, now that duty falls upon me.”

Mirel felt a lump in her throat. Hearing those words from her husband, she now definitely felt like she was again in front of her stern Dad.

Without adding more, Richard rose from the bed, went to his closet, and took out one of his leather belts.

“Richard?” Mirel appealed, bleaching.

“Do you have another suggestion to correct your behavior?” Richard asked, doubling the wide, sturdy leather belt.

Looking at him with eyes wide open, Mirel couldn’t help but shake her head no. Not even she knew whether hers was a mute answer to her husband’s question or an entreaty not to do it, not to whip her with that belt.

Richard took it as an answer and with his finger indicated his wife’s slip.

“Up,” he ordered.

Mirel made an upset ‘OH’ sound as she slowly, obediently, folded the garment to her waist.

“Them, down,” Richard then ordered, indicating his wife’s girdle belt and panties.

Sheepishly, Mirel inserted her manicured fingers in her girdle and, along with her panties, she laboriously slipped them down her wide hips and round buttocks to fall at her ankles along with her tan stockings.

“Hold your slip up,” came the determined husband’s next order.

The embarrassed young woman complied, sulking.

“And that is not going to help, is it? Sulking will just get you punished more.”

Mirel stood before her husband, holding her slip up, bare from her waist to her ankles, blushing and now looking at him with her best puppy eyes.

Unmoved, Richard told her to bend over the bed. Hesitantly, Mirel complied and lay there, doubled on the edge of the bed, feeling helpless and very conscious of her bare, plump bottom up in the air.

She felt so defenseless and could almost feel Richard’s eyes staring at her rear. Her cute, womanly bottom cheeks quivered slightly in fearful anticipation. She had been in this position, before a whipping, many times, but always with her Father. It was scary, and she had always been on the verge of tears, sometimes even in tears already. But this was different. She was scared; of course, she was. That wide belt in the hands of her husband had a fearful look, and Richard seemed more than capable of making it hurt. But there was a streak of sexual excitement that Mirel had never experienced before, so intense, and she shivered as her crotch rubbed against the bedspread.

“I’m sorry, honey, to have to do this,” said the determined husband. “I love you, Mirel, but I won’t let you slip on a bad slope. And as your husband, it is my duty to correct your antics, young lady. So tell me, Mirel, what happens to you if you act foolish?”

“Richard?”

SLAPP!

The husband slapped his wife’s right thigh with his hand, hard.

“What happens to foolish girls?” He repeated.

“They…they get their bottom whipped,” Mirel replied, broken, with a shaking voice.

Whooshing noise, CRACK! and instant pain, “ARGHH!”

Richard stood for a moment to admire the broad red stripe the leather had painted right in the middle of his wife’s voluptuous bottom. Then he raised the belt again.

CRACK! CRACK!  CRACK!

Mirel just howled to high heaven as the pain built.

“AHAWHWWWW! AHARGGGGG! OH MY GOD!”

“It is not good to appeal to him,” said Richard, stopping for just a moment to tan his wife’s buttocks. “He knows as well as I do that naughty wives deserve sore bottoms!”

CRACK! CRACK!  CRACK! CRACK!

The sounds of the belt that stroked the bride’s bare, tender rear end echoed around the bedroom, along with Mirel’s loud screams. By now, the lashes had covered both cheeks of Mirel’s bottom, painting it with ugly, swollen red strips. She had started crying after the first lash, and she was piteously wailing now.

CRACK! CRACK!  CRACK! CRACK!

"PLEEEASEEE, PLEEEASEEE, PLEEEASEEE...NOOO! I WILL ALWAYS ASK YOU FOR PERMISSION TO DO THINGS! BWAHAHAAA! I WON’T UPSET YOU ANYMORE! I PROMISEEEE!”

Unmoved by his beautiful wife’s desperate pleadings, Richard kept complying with his husbandly duty with the sturdy belt, aiming lower and whipping Mirel’s tender sit-spots and upper thighs. That was too much for the poor woman to handle. She jumped up and reached back, which was a big mistake, as Richard pushed her back down against the bed and said that she had just gained more lashes.

“NOOOOOOO!” She yelled in despair.

“You asked for this, Mirel!” Richard hissed through his teeth as he gave her a flurry of even harder belt lashes at the top back of her buxom thighs while the poor, well-punished woman wailed in misery.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

By now, Mirel was crying and hiccupping like a toddler. Her face was covered in tears, her mascara was dripping, and her nose was running with snot. The burning pain she was feeling in her rear was unbearable.

CRACK! CRACK!  CRACK! CRACK!

And right when the poor lady thought that it couldn’t hurt more than this, the burning pain escalated from unbearable to excruciating as her husband delivered the next flurry of belt lashes.

Poor Mirel was bawling so hard and was firmly believing she wouldn’t be able to sit on her poor bottom anymore. Still, she had no choice but to endure her punishment. It was entirely up to her husband, the man she had chosen to spend her life with, how severely she needed to be punished. And right then, amidst the agonizing burning sensation she was suffering on her flesh, she realized that what Richard was giving her was no more than the loving guidance she needed. She knew she had so richly deserved this punishment, and deep in her heart, she was grateful to her powerful husband for giving it to her.

“Are you ever going to act on my shoulders again?” She heard Richard’s commanding voice ask her.

“NO! NO, RICHARD! I SWEAR I WON’T!” replied Mirel through her tears. Richard could see that her rear end was already scarlet red and crisscrossed by ugly, puffy, livid stripes, but he knew that just a bit more was needed to drive the lesson home.

CRACKK! “ARGHHHH!”

CRACKK! “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKK! “ARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKK! “ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!”

Eventually, the fusillade of belt lashes ended.

“There,” said Richard, panting lightly from the effort required to deliver such a thorough correction, “up you get.”

Mirel remained on the bed, crying, sore but unexpectedly peaceful, and shamefully, deeply aroused. Between sobs she could feel her whipped, aching buttocks throbs and the insides of her thighs wet with her pussy’s humors.

Finally, Mirel slowly rose from the bed and stood in front of her husband with her slip still tangled around her waist. With both her hands grasping her swollen, smoldering buttocks and protruding her crotch in front of her, she was oblivious that she was offering Richard a view of her feminine charms so obscenely on show.

Looking at her with a satisfied glare, Richard said, “I love you, Mirel. But it is clear that you need a firm hand to keep you focused on what is good for you and your new life as a married woman. Don’t you think so?”

“Yes, honey,” she agreed with a broken voice, still shamelessly clutching in her hands her throbbing bottom cheeks and letting the rest of her on show.

Richard then threw the punishing belt on the bed and approached her. He opened his arms, and Mirel, still crying, threw herself into his comforting embrace.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s over now, sweetie,” Richard said softly.

Eventually, Mirel stopped crying so hard. The burning sensation that she was feeling in her striped bum was still unbearable, and her face was flooded with tears and snot. Yet she realized that she had never felt so aroused in her life. Overwhelmed by all those contrasting sensations, she hid her face in Richard’s chest.

Richard wrapped his punished, repentant, sobbing wife in his arms and kissed her head, whispering healing words to her heart. Mirel sobbed a comforting cry into his chest for what seemed like an eternity while he reassured her of his love. Then he took a tissue and dried the tears and snot from her pretty face. Mirel just let him do it; right there in his arms, she felt more loved than ever. 


In college at 30

Erika badly needed a spanking. With each passing day, Norman was more and more convinced of this. It was evident from her attitude, behavior, and college results. Yes, because Erika, at the tender age of 30, attended college.

And after driving her husband, Norman, crazy to attend college, in her first semester, Erika acted like a silly teenager and got poor results. She had gone to great lengths to convince him to let her do it. It was not fair that only he had a superior culture, she had said. What the heck, they were in 1955, and no longer in the 1800s, a woman had to be equal to her husband, she had said. Besides, with a college degree, she could get a good job and contribute to the maintenance of the family, she had said. As if Norman didn’t earn enough with his job as a renowned lawyer. Besides, this idea of his wife going to work outside the home didn’t sit well with Norman. But then again, times were what they were, and already a couple of his wife’s friends were working despite being married.

After months of insistence on her part, Norman had finally agreed that Erika would go to the same renamed college he had attended in his youth and whose full scholarship cost an arm and a leg. He hadn’t seen much of her during the first semester she was away, although she did call occasionally, telling him how well things were going. 

Erika was unaware that Norman had been getting accurate reports from one of his old professors he had kept in touch with. His friend told him that Erika was on the verge of expulsion because of juvenile-like behavior and poor academic performance. She actually had been on academic probation all semester. And now that he waited for Erika to come home for the holidays, Norman had decided that it certainly wasn’t going to be the arrival his wife had in mind.

Right then, the freshman lady was driving back home from college. Her heart thudded against her chest, anticipating the uncertainty that awaited her once she was back with her loved Norman. The first six months at college had not exactly gone smoothly, and she did not know how to tell that to Norman after all the arguments they had had when she had asked him for permission and money to attend college.

At 30, Erika was a buxom, hot brunette. She was fair-skinned with blue eyes that made a pretty contrast with her shiny black hair. She was kind of on the short side, with bursting breasts, well-turned legs, and a plump, round bottom. No wonder 45-year-old Norman was deeply in love with her and tended to accommodate her in everything she asked him. But even a saint’s patience has its limits, and Norman was not a saint, just a good lawyer with some conservative ideas and an old-fashioned approach to life, Erika thought.

Gripping the steering wheel of her light blue Chevrolet Bel Air and replaying what she was about to tell Norman for the umpteenth time, Emily entered the driveway and parked the car in front of the two-story red-brick house. With a white bonnet on her hair, her breast contained in a bra under a light white blouse, a white slip under a cream plissé skirt, and white high heels, she got out of the car and climbed the few steps that led to the porch under the gaze of Norman, who had just exited the door.

“Hi, darling!” Erika said, throwing her arms around Norman’s neck.

Norman kissed her on the cheek and then went downstairs to get the luggage in the car. As he climbed back up the steps, he said in a serious voice, “Come inside; we have a lot to discuss.”

Erika followed him, a little stunned by that cold welcome. Of course, she feared Norman’s reaction to her doing so poorly at college after they had invested so much money and time in her design. But since she did not imagine that she had someone to keep him informed of her academic conduct, she did not understand why he was so obviously pissed already.

Erika didn’t take so long to realize the reason for that. Once inside the living room, Norman told her in a firm voice to sit on the sofa and listen carefully. Used to obeying her husband, Erika complied and sat on the sofa while Norman began pacing the floor, making her more nervous. Finally, he stopped in front of her and revealed that he knew all about how her first six months at the college had been.

“We’ve spent a fortune investing in your education,” he stated in a slightly raised voice. “And not only are you not taking good advantage of it, you just fooled around and didn’t take your courses seriously. Then, to make matters worse, you lied to me on the phone about how well you were doing at college.”

Under that tongue-lashing, Erika felt shrunk, even more so because all Norman was saying was true.

Then things turned even worse when the angry gentleman ended his tirade with these words, “You are in bad need of a severe punishment, Erika!”

Astonishment at the turn of her husband’s scolding, embarrassment for being addressed as if she were really a silly freshman college girl, and shame for having acted like she really was one. All this conflicted in the pretty 30-year-old woman under her husband’s severe gaze.

“I’m so sorry to have acted that way, honey,” swallowing her pride, Erika admitted finally. “But what do you mean by ‘severe punishment’?”

“What do I mean, young lady?” With his hands on his hips and staring intensely in his wife’s blue eyes, Norman said, “What I mean is that you are long overdue for a good, sound, old-fashioned paddling, Erika.”

“OH! But...you can’t, you won’t, I’m an adult woman, not a girl anymore!” Erika panicked, more for the determination she could read in her husband’s eyes than for his words.

“I’m happy that you remember it now, Erika. But it’s too late. You have behaved like you were still a silly girl, and you will get as severe and embarrassing a punishment as you have deserved.”

At that point, Erika was quivering with fear and almost in tears with shame. The conflicting emotions that were stirring in her escalated a notch. She knew her husband; he was a man of his word, and she realized that if he had decided to paddle her, nothing would save her precious bottom. She feared it, but she also knew that she deserved everything she was going to get, and deep inside her, she felt like she longed for a correction that could wipe away her sense of guilt.

“Come with me, Erika!” Norman interrupted her thoughts. 

Promptly, she rose from the sofa and meekly followed her determined husband, clicking her heels behind him with her beautiful bottom swaying her skirt this way and that.

Norman led Erika into their bedroom. Once there, he took Erika’s oval, wooden hairbrush from her vanity and put it on the bedside cover. He led his wife to the front of the bed and sat down on it with Erika facing him. Without a word, Norman inserted his hand below Erika’s skirt and slips, took hold of her panties and slipped them down her shapely thighs, sheathed in the garter belt and sheer tan stockings, to rest above her heels.

With her panties puddled at her ankles, Erika felt like she was half-naked, even if her skirt and slip were still covering her. It was a strange, odd sensation being in that position in front of her husband. It was like she had regressed many years before, and she was standing before her stern father. At the same time, Norman’s way, so assertive and authoritative, was making her feel a strange sensation of arousal, and she felt that she was getting wet between her legs.

Meanwhile, Norman began a lecture about her unacceptable behavior, which ended with: “I won’t accept this from you any longer.”

“But...but...but…” Erika tried a reply. 

“Not another word from you, young lady. Step at my side, and get over my knees,” Norman ordered.

Erika could feel shivers of fear run through her body. Her eyes flooded for the indignity at that all as she slowly lowered herself over Norman’s lap. Once she was in the required, childish position, with her feet that barely reached the ground at Norman’s right side, and her breast pressed against the bed at his left, Norman raised in one motion her skirt and lips well up her back.

Suddenly, the round, candid, bare bottom of his wife framed by the suspender belt and the top of her stockings appeared to Norman’s eyes. He gently caressed his wife’s cute, firm buttocks for a few moments, enjoying the feeling of the cool, trembling flesh that he was about to punish. Finally, he decided that they had both waited long enough for the spanking to start. He grasped Erika’s left hip with his left hand. Reached behind his back and took the shiny wooden hairbrush from the mantlepiece with his right hand. 

Erika clenched her buttocks tight when she felt Norman reach for the hairbrush and suddenly:

SMACK! CRACK!

Norman brought the hairbrush down hard on the center of Erika’s right cheek and then again on the left.

“OHOW! AHAWHWWW!”

Erika gasped sharply as the first two blows landed on her tender bottom.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK!

Two other swats landed on each round, swelling buttock.

“UHU, OHOWH! Norman, please, it hurts really bad,” Erika cried tearfully.

“Good, it means we are getting somewhere!” Norman said, keeping the rhythm of his up-and-down arm.

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

After the twelfth smack of the hairbrush, Erika was sobbing softly and squirming shamelessly, exposing her anus and her wet vulva to her husband’s sight. Reaffirmed in his belief that the pretty lady draped over his legs was getting nothing more than what she deserved and asked for, Norman let down an uninterrupted flurry of buttock-flattening hairbrush swats.

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

By the twenty-fifth swat, Erika was crying real tears and struggling fiercely. She moved her right hand back to try to cover her sore buttocks. Norman was not happy about this, and he let her know by giving her two sharp smacks to the back of each thigh. 

“OUCH, NO! Not on my legs, darling. Please, honey, I won’t do that again.” 

“We will see, Erika,” Norman said, and went back to tend his wife’s glorious buttocks that by now had swollen to a bigger size and shone uniformly with a painful, flaming-red hue.

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

After the fiftieth swat landed, Erika was crying like a baby, gasping for air, and her bottom was a deep, livid red. Her legs were kicking so hard to relieve the pain that she had kicked off her shoes and panties.

Seeing that his loved but misbehaving wife had taken all she could possibly take and being sure, based on her frantic, childish assurances, that she had learned her lesson and she would be a ‘good girl’ forever and ever, Norman ended the branding correction and let the hairbrush rest on the bedside cover..

“Okay, baby,” he said in a soft and reassuring voice. “Let this be a lesson to you. I expect that you will improve in the next semester.”

“OWH, GOD! YES, yes, darling. I will, I promise!” The weeping lady hurried to assure. Then, between calmer sobs, she added: “Thank you, Norman...thank you for caring enough for me to discipline me.”

Norman listened to her words with a smug grimace, then allowed Erika to get up and off his lap.

As soon as she was on her trembling legs, Erica hopped up and down, her breasts swaying deliciously under her blouse, as she tenderly rubbed her throbbing, swollen, shiny-crimson buttocks. Then, after a few moments, as the pain began to subside slowly, she found herself doing something she had never done before.

Erika knelt between Norman’s spread thighs and unzipped his slacks. She reached into his shorts, freeing his thick erection and swollen testicles.  She gave the magnificent erection a long, slow tongue bath before taking its entire length down her throat.

Norman rewarded Erika’s oral and manual attention by filling her mouth with hot, sticky semen. She slowly let Norman’s shrinking organ slip from her mouth, but not before licking the final drops of his semen from the tip of his penis.

Erika licked her lips and asked, “May I stand up, sir?” 

“Yes, you may,” Norman said, staring at her beautiful blue eyes. “But remember, every time you act like a silly girl, you will be treated like one.”

Erika lowered her eyes and said, “Yes, Norman, I know. And I know I will deserve whatever you decide, I will get. You are my husband, Norman, and I love and respect you.”


After dinner reckoning

“What did you say you have to do tonight?” Arnold asked.

“I need to complete the invitations for Sunday’s celebration that the pastor of the congregation requested,” Mary answered, bored.

“Don’t you think you ought to get started, then?” The mature man said.

“I don’t know if I can,” Mary said. “I’m too tired.”

“If you are tired and it’s something that you are required to do, you better start it now,” Arnold said. “So you can get in bed early.”

“I’m not sure I want to do it.”

“What do you mean you are not sure you want to do it?” Arnold said, stunned and a little annoyed by his wife’s attitude. “If the pastor asked you to do it, it’s your duty to do it.” Then, after letting down the book he was reading and taking off his glasses, he added, “And it’s my duty as your husband to see that you comply with your task.”

“Oh, is it?” the 52-year-old woman said, between ironic and defiant. “Anyway, I decided I’m too tired, I don’t want to do it.”

“Come on, stop these antics, Mary, and get out your pen and paper,” The 55-year-old man said, now definitely annoyed.

“I don’t want to do it, Arnold,” Mary whined in a childish voice, pouting.

“I don’t know why, but I see that you decided to act silly and stubborn this evening, don’t you?” Arnold said, standing up and staring at his still pretty wife. “So I guess I have to give you something to make you act the way I think you should.”

“Oh, and what would that be?” Mary said, belligerently staring at his husband’s eyes.

“I will give you a spanking, Mary.”

“What?” She said, laughing nervously.

“I will spank you,” Arnold said again.

It sure was not the first time Mary had found herself in that same position, of course. All the wives of the congregation were disciplined by their husbands. But it had been years since Arnold had last spanked her bottom for her. The mature, buxom woman was met with conflicting feelings. The thought of being draped across her husband’s sturdy lap with her still firm, round, bare bottom in full sight was both shaming, frightening, and weirdly arousing.

Coming close to her, Arnold took Mary’s shoulders with his hands and looked her in the eyes.

“So, wife, do I need to spank you?” He asked clearly and thoughtfully.

“I’m tired, Arnold, I…I prefer to go to bed…” Mary said stubbornly, in a sort of childish voice.

“Okay, then you will go over my knee,” Arnold said, finally, and grabbing his wife’s wrist with his hand, he took her toward the sofa.

“Okay, honey. Okay, I’m sorry, I’ll do it,” Mary felt compelled to plea at that point.

“Oh yes, Mary, you will definitely do the work the pastor requires of you. But now you will do it on a very sore and burning rear, my dear,” the middle-aged, stocky man stated. Then, sitting down on the sofa, he ordered, “Raise your skirt well up and lie across my lap, woman!”

Mary reluctantly obeyed. With her heart pounding and cheeks flushed, she raised her long skirt above her waist and lay down over her husband’s sturdy lap, her belly resting on his muscular right thigh, her head leaning against the sofa’s cushions, and her toes touching the floor.

Arnold inserted his fingers into the waistband of his wife’s panties and slipped them down to rest at mid-thigh, right on top of the hem of her stockings. For a few moments, he remained complacently contemplating his wife’s broad, fleshy buttocks. They were ripe and broad, yet they looked still firm, and were candid like two snowed meaty hillocks.

“For too long, I have failed in my duties as a husband and neglected your discipline, Mary, and for that, I am sorry. From now on, I will not make this same mistake again. Now brace yourself, woman, this is going to hurt,” the man said.

He raised his hand above his head and let his big, thick hand fall full-force on Mary’s right buttock, twice.

SPANK! SLAPP!

“AHAWHWW!”

Arnold repeated the smacks on Mary’s left buttock, and she stiffened her left leg while she moaned in pain.

From then on, Arnold let off an uninterrupted rain of vigorous hand spanks. His palm made loud, rhythmic slapping sounds against the defenseless skin of Mary’s round buttocks that reverberated all around the room. He was quickly rewarded with anguished high pitches from his punished wife. Arnold spanked her soundly and felt his hand grow warm as his wife’s bottom grew red. A few times, he struck the back of her fleshy thighs. That made her squirm and kick even more urgently.

“You have to understand how important your job is for the congregation, Mary. I’m not going to let you procrastinate it,” Arnold said, delivering smoldering spank after smoldering spank on Mary’s quickly reddening and madly stinging bum and top of fleshy thighs while Mary wiggled and cried out loudly.

“BOHOOO! AUCH! OHWHWW, ARNOLD! IT…AHAWHWWW!...IT STINGS! AHWHWWW! PLEASE, DARLING, NO MOREEE!”

Arnold paid no attention to her. He would decide when the lady on his lap had had enough. Keeping her firmly pinned on his lap with his left arm wrapped around her waist, he let fall on those massive buns a rain of meaty palm spanks that turned them the color of two ripe cherries.

Feeling her big bottom burning and stinging like her flesh had caught fire, Mary, sobbing, assured Arnold that she had truly understood her lesson.

“You need help with self-discipline, woman, and I think a little more of this over-the-knee cure will help you with that,” Arnold said fervently, striking Mary’s backside without rest.

“OHOWHWWW! IT’S ENOUGH, SIR! AHAWHWWW! MY…MY BOTTOM IS SOOO SORE, DARLING! BWUAHAAA!” Mary wept.

“I know, sweetie, just a dozen more, just to be sure…”

SPANK! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK!

SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SLAP! SPANK! SPANK!

And finally, when all Mary’s plump rear end had assumed a painful, livid-red hue, Arnold slowed down the flurry of branding spanks; by then, the poor woman was crying heartfully and clasping her husband’s trousered legs with her hands. When he stopped her correction and made her rise from his lap, Mary stood and started gently rubbing her big, purple-red bottom. Arnold saw that her sweet face was covered in tears and snot, and her mouth was contorted in the grimace of a well-punished little girl.

“Okay, now. I hope this has served you as a lesson,” Arnold said. “Now do your work.”

Mary didn’t answer immediately; she just kept crying and nodding her head. Then, once she had regained her breathing, she said, “Yes, honey… I’ll do my work now.”

“Come here,” he said, wrapping his arms around her tightly and kissing her.

“You…you burned my bottom, Arnold,” Mary said, melting in her mature husband’s embrace.

“I know, and I don’t regret having done that. It was long overdue.”

“Yes, honey, I know. And it was well-deserved, too. Thank you for being such a good husband to me.”

“You’re welcome, Mary,” Arnold said and kissed the woman of his life passionately.


Father-in-law's example

It was one o’clock in the morning on a spring Friday when Jason, from the window of the room on the second floor of the house, saw his newlywed bride Penny kiss her friend Janet goodnight under a streetlight that illuminated the darkness of the night.

The pretty, blond young woman who had just gotten off the celestial Allstate rose the steps to the two-story house and stopped in front of the door, searching for the keys in her bag. Before she could find them, the door opened, and Mr. Jackson, her Father, greeted her with a somber face.

“You’re late,” The middle-aged mechanic said; he had always been a man of few words.

“I guess I lost track of the time, Dad,” Penny offered as she stepped into the dimly lit room.

Mr. Jackson shut the door with the softest of clicks and turned. The girl was sorry but struck by that welcome. She had not realized her Dad would wait up for her. The middle-aged man always stayed awake until each of his five children was in for the night, but she wasn’t one of his children anymore. Or better, she, of course, was still his daughter, but even if barely 19, she was a married woman for two weeks now, and still under her parental roof with her husband only because the masons hadn’t finished yet to remodel her and Jason’s new home.

“I’m sorry,” Penny said, meaning it, but Rick Jackson simply shook his head.

“What kind of example have you set for your brother and sisters?” Mr. Jackson asked his oldest daughter in his usual husky baritone.

Penny wasn’t sure if it was a rhetorical question, but she decided to answer just the same. 

“Example? What do you mean, Dad?”

“You have shown that if you are an adult, it is acceptable to ignore the family rules.”

A mix of proper astonishment and guilt flooded Penny’s whirling brain.

“I had to stay up until now to wait for you to see that you would be finally safe at home. Even Jason came down at midnight, worried that you weren’t home yet,” Mr. Jackson continued.

“Oh, well, so I’d better go up to reassure him. Sorry, Dad...” Penny seized the opportunity to escape her Father’s rebuke but was stopped in her tracks by her stone-faced parent.

“Don’t you dare to leave your Father before you have been dismissed, young lady. You will go up to your husband when I say so, anyway, Jason has been advised to stay in your room and not interfere with this. You and I, young lady, have something to set straight.”

Hearing her Father’s words, Penny felt a shiver run down her spine. She looked at the middle-aged, tall man with a powerful physique and silver hair on his temples. She knew him to be a caring, attentive, loving Dad with all his children, but he was also the chief of the house; his word was law, and he never hesitated to enforce the house rules with the help of his broad, sturdy, leather belt.

“Do you remember what I told you and Jason when you two asked me if you could stay here after your marriage until your home was finished?” Rick Jackson asked with his arms crossed on his broad, shirted chest.

Of course, Penny remembered. How could she forget that her Dad had welcomed Jason into the home by saying that the house rules applied to him, as well as Penny, until they lived there?”

“Yes, sir, I remember.”

“Do you also remember that I told you explicitly that until you lived under the family roof, you had to follow the house rules as always?”

Penny remembered that too, very well indeed. Still, now she had broken the rule of being home on weekdays no later than midnight. She looked straight into the tall man’s blue eyes, who stared at her with a stern look, and nodded her assent.

“Have you anything to say?” The imposing Father asked. 

“Only that… I’m sorry, Dad,” the girl said, bowing her head in fear and shame.

“Follow me,” said Rick Jackson, and headed her daughter to the living room.

Once there, he pointed to the back of a chaise longue.

“Dad...do you really have to?” Asked Penny, hoping for a last-minute reconsideration by her strict but fair Father.

“I very much have to, Penny. Raise your skirt, take down your panties, and bend over that,” Mr. Jackson said, plainly and straightforwardly, with no more concern than if he had asked his oldest daughter to sit down for breakfast.

Astonishment, fear, shame, all those emotions stirred inside Penny’s head. She knew all too well what her Father wanted to do to her. And she knew that his whippings, apart from being so painful, were boisterous affairs. Not even her older brother, big fit John, could undergo one of them without being reduced to a sobbing, pitiful mess. And she was conscious that Jason upstairs was going to hear her ordeal and her pitiable cries clear and loud. How would she look him in the eyes again? Nevertheless, under the fatherly command, she felt compelled to obey without further delay.

With the first tear streaking her pink cheeks, the beautiful young woman dragged her body forward. As she gathered up her pleated skirt, she considered begging her Dad to punish her over her undergarments. One peep in his direction murdered that idea. Rick Jackson stood to one side, his arms crossed loosely, waiting patiently. So she finally inserted her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slipped them down over her garter belt and tan stockings to rest at her knees. Once done that, sighing, Penny leaned forward over the chaise’s low back and gripped its armrests. Between her ruffled skirt and the padded upholstery, there was enough cushion under her stomach to keep Penny comfortable, momentarily, at least.

Mr. Jackson stepped behind his daughter and hoisted her skirt higher on her back. The girl’s pretty, round, candid bottom was now fully exposed, framed by the white garter belt and the tan stockings top, but still, Mr. Jackson was unsatisfied. He clamped his large hands on Penny’s hips and slid her forward so that her belly took the brunt of her weight, and she had to go up on the tip of her saddle shoes. A fat tear plopped onto the pale green fabric of the chaise longue as Penny dissolved into shame.

Behind her, Mr. Jackson pulled his wide, supple belt from his pants loops. He rested for a moment to contemplate the perfection of his oldest daughter’s rear end, obediently offering to receive the deserved chastisement. Penny was a beautiful girl; there was no denying that, and he couldn’t help but feel a sense of fatherly pride at that consideration. Her legs were long, her thighs buxom, and her bottom deliciously rounded. Furthermore, as she shifted her hips in alarm, he was struck by the snow-like whiteness of her round, full nether globes.

‘Well, they won’t stay candid for long,’ thought Rick Jackson wryly as he took the belt buckle into his palm and wound one length of the leather around his fist. Soon, the young woman’s bottom would remember what would happen to his offspring every time they disobeyed the family rules, no matter for sex or age. He took a step to the left, and Penny knew her chastisement was soon to begin. She clenched her teeth, held her breath, and studied the pale floral pattern beneath her nose. 

CRACKK! 

The ugly noise filled the room and was sharply trailed by Penny’s strangled gasp.

CRACKK! 

Rick Jackson wasted no time in his follow-up stroke. Only as long as it took to pull back his arm and take aim. The belt flew through the air to deliver its viper’s kiss. Penny shuddered all over and groaned, only to be whacked again and again and again. She tried to stay silent, knowing that Jason was upstairs, hearing all that was happening to her. But by the dozenth belt lash, her gasps turned to yelps and, soon after that, to one long, high-pitched scream. This did not stop her whipping. The bright descending band of pain was laid on with even more vigor while Penny kicked up her legs, sending her shoes flying across the room as she flailed frantically over the back of the chaise. She couldn’t even let go of the armrests to reach back to protect herself. For one thing, her Dad would not have tolerated it. For another, now that her feet were flashing in midair, she needed her hands to brace herself. Every muscle in her body either shook, writhed, or jerked, and yet, she had nowhere to go. There was no escape from her Dad’s determined whack, whack, whacking.

Mr. Jackson admired how the color of Penny’s tossing buttocks changed from lily white to pink to crimson, but still, he thrashed his errant daughter. He did not stop the whipping until the bottom before him was well and truly chastised. Until the culprit’s entire backside, waist to thigh, was one fiendish swell of throbbing pain. By the time Penny’s rear reached this point, she was beyond prayer, beyond language, just a pitiful, crying mess.

Finally, with one last red stripe that blazed across both the girl’s thighs, Penny’s ordeal came to an end.

“It’s finished, Penny,” Rick Jackson said.

Her Father’s words barely penetrated the girl’s frenzied consciousness. And when he grabbed her by an upper arm and gently hoisted her to her feet, Penny crumpled to the floor. Her hands flew back to her exposed, tormented flesh, and she rubbed it furiously while pressing her forehead on the floor.

“Come on,” the middle-aged man said gently after allowing Penny a few moments of unabashed cry. “Pull up your panties. And get yourself to bed. Your husband is waiting for you.”

His words had Penny sobbing anew as she took off her panties completely and, keeping them in one hand, scurried from the room. She bolted up the long staircase, still holding her chastened seat in her free hand.

Right at the top, she found Jason leaning against the door of their room, his white shirt open at the neck, his strong arms crossed over his chest. Penny stepped back in mortification. He had obviously heard everything!

“If it had been me,” he offered in a dry tone, “I’d have whipped you longer and harder. You deserved it for staying out so late.” 

“How...how could you say something like this? You don’t know...you just don’t know. Look!” “Penny said, covering her face, damp in tears and snot with her hands in shame.

She then turned her back on her husband to show him her well-whipped behind. She stood before his stunned gaze in mute anguish, tears sliding down her cheeks, biting her lower lip to keep from sobbing aloud. At the same time her mind was in a turmoil of emotions, and her body was consumed by a fire that starting from her roasted rear, went directly to her pulsating pussy.

The picture Penny made softened the young man’s heart. Jason hugged his wife and carefully brought her inside the room and closed the door. Penny pressed her wet face into the bare skin of her husband’s chest as her hands slipped around his waist.

“Kiss me,” she whispered fervently, her green eyes glowing in the shadows. 

“Let me see your bottom again,” said Jason.

“Will you kiss me afterward?”

There was a long pause before he said, “Yes,” his voice now rough with anticipation. “Everywhere.”

Penny raised her skirt and turned her back to him again. The fit, young man let out a low hiss between clenched teeth.

“He really laid it on you.”

“Yes.”

Jason dropped to his knees and pressed his lips to Penny’s fiery skin. Since she didn’t protest, he continued his reverent attention, running his mouth over her twin mounds, licking her curves, blowing on each welt. When she gasped aloud, Jason sprang to his feet. He spun her into his arms into a reeling, love-heavy kiss, and she pressed her whole body to his, trying to melt against him. When he swept her up and laid her on his bed, Penny lamely protested for her battered backside, but as the husband’s fingers dove between her thighs and tickled out a moan from deep within her, even the searing pain of her bottom could be disregarded. Penny hungered for her man’s touch, his smell, his taste, anything that would ease the ache between her legs. She tore the shirt from his back and pulled at his pants. With a groan, Jason gave over his intense desire. He lifted Penny’s blouse and fastened his warm mouth on her breast, but this attention only made her restless.

“Please, Jason, Please!”

Without wasting another moment, Jason peeled down his trousers, parted her legs with his knee, and pushed his stiff cock into her soft, yielding flesh. They were soon joined at the loins and having a fine time of it. As he rode her belly to belly, she scraped her fingers down his back, daring herself, with his every thrust, to caress his buttocks. As her pleasure mounted, she held back no longer. She cupped his ass cheeks in the palm of her hands, sinking her fingers into his sweet flesh, and pulled him closer while bucking up to meet him. Her clit ground against his pubic bone. It was all the stimulation she needed; she came immediately. Jason was not long to follow, both muffling their cries lest the whole household be alerted to their bliss.

Afterward, Penny lay on her side, with Jason behind her, his arms pulling her close.

“Eventually,” Jason whispered in her ear, “I will have to be grateful to the builders for not finishing the house in time and forcing us to live at your parents’ house for a while. So I learned how to keep my young wife in line.”

“OH! You brute!” whispered Penny as she pressed her sore bottom backward into his lap.


The morning after

The persistent buzz from her alarm clock startles Lisa out of sleep.

Groaning, she reluctantly turns over in a half-hearted attempt to get out of bed and head for the bathroom. Moaning to herself, she manages to lie flat on her back, which is when the moaning abruptly changes to a pained wail.

Lisa turns back on her side and rubs her blistered bottom. Memories from last night’s bum tanning quickly come flooding back to her. How many lashes had she taken with the paddle the night before? It sure had been a pretty severe paddling, she thinks while she languidly caresses her still tender and a bit swollen buttocks. Finally, she makes her way out of bed and heads for the shower.

“Yeeeoooouch!” She screams as the hot water hits her raw bottom.

She knows this always happens when she showers after a paddling, but she simply can’t bear to take cold showers, or even lukewarm showers for that matter. So she closes her eyes and lets the water hit her at full force. Suddenly, the images of her being in that very shower the previous evening come to her mind.

She arrived home at dinnertime after the tennis game with friends at the club and the subsequent Martini cocktail. Adam was already there and, of course, dinner was not ready. He wasn’t pleased, wasn’t pleased at all. In fact he was pretty pissed off and let her know it before she went to take her shower.

Indulging in the water stream, Lisa didn’t want that shower to end, as she feared what would follow. Thinking about this, shivers of terror mingled with that strange feeling of excitement that always runs through her buxom 36-year-old body whenever she knows she is in trouble with her husband, Adam. She rubbed her body with the sponge cloth, scented with bath soap. She lathered her breasts, then down over her belly. She parted her shapely thighs and, with slow, gentle circles, she slid the sponge up and down between her legs. With closed eyes, she rubbed her puffy lips, letting out a contented sigh. She turned and soaped her generous and yet firm bottom. She turned again, raining spray on her breasts, and she felt her nipples harden. She sprayed the water all over her body, and finally, she turned off the water.

Lisa stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed to the bedroom. Taking off her bathrobe, she cast a forlorn gaze at the vanity. There was the dreaded paddle. Hesitantly, she took it in her hand, sighing nervously. It was not its place, of course. It had been left there because Adam knew that by seeing it, Lisa would understand what she had deserved, as if she hadn’t already figured it out.

How vividly she now recalls her lame excuses: “Oh, uh, well... the traffic was terrible, and there were all of my friends there, and with the kids at summer camp, I thought that...Oh, come on, honey, am I not allowed to have some fun?”

“Oh, sure, like this is the first time this has happened, right? I work hard to allow you to have your ‘fun,’ Lisa. And when I come home at night, I would like to find you here and have dinner ready. Dinner time is meant for us to have dinner!”

She recalls him saying that while she was standing at attention before him. She was wrapped in her robe, but she felt like she was completely bare in front of him. Her body bare, her mind bare, her soul bare. And Adam was right, he worked hard to let them have that lovely house in the new suburb near a good school for their two kids, two cars, and the club membership. And that wasn’t the first time she hadn’t been home when he returned from his job either.

She had looked up in his deep, chestnut-colored eyes, and although she felt sorry for being careless about her wifely duty, she nevertheless tried to find some sympathy there. So feared she was, and so conflicting were her senses before her impending doom. But finding it too difficult to sustain eye contact, Lisa lowered her gaze to her husband’s muscular arms and large hands. A shiver of wifely proud and fear ran through her body. How able Adam was at making her feel both protected and guided in her life with those hands and arms that also were able to dispense a significant amount of pain to her nether region if she was not up to her duties as a wife. Heck, even a simple handspanking from Adam wasn’t a cakewalk. Not to mention one of his paddlings. Like the one she knew she was about to get on her tender, vulnerable, and a little chubby rear end.

“Why should I show you any leniency on this particular situation? Have you been so good lately that you don’t need any reminders about your behavior?”

Adam’s voice was low and deep, a quiet scolding that warmed her heart and made Lisa’s cheeks blush. She kept looking at her feet.

“A paddled bum is no more than you deserve. Since the kids left for summer camp, you have been acting flighty and foolish. It’s high time you needed to be put on the straight and narrow again, and I’m the man who will take care of it, Lisa.”

Said that Adam held out his hand. Lisa winced. This meant that he would use the paddle right away. No warm-up, right to the point. Hesitantly, Lisa took the punishing tool and extended it to him. Adam took it from her, then he grabbed her firmly, yet gently, by the arm. Taking her over his knee, he held her in place with his strong left arm and pulled her bathrobe up with his right hand.

While Lisa was bent over his lap, she sensed that Adam enjoyed the sight of her round, candid, womanly bottom. He ran his hand gently over the silky surface of her buttocks, and she squirmed as he did so. Then Lisa heard him rise up the paddle and immediately after, she felt its burning kiss flattening both her bottom cheeks.

Lisa screamed at the fiery assault of the wood on her tender bum flesh, but suddenly another solid, burning swat stroked the crown of her buttocks. From then on, an intense rain of vigorous paddle smacks peppered all over her bottom.

Crying and screaming, Lisa struggled violently under the merciless paddling. But she was no match for her husband, who held her in place and let her have her deserved correction, but good. While the sounds of wood slapping bare womanly flesh resonated through the room as the paddle snapped across Lisa’s upturned, bare backside, her crying turned to howling. Each paddle smack was followed by loud, heart-rending yells, which eventually turned to pitiful, barely understandable words of sorrow and finally to broken bawling.

Again and again, the paddle seared across Lisa’s bum flesh, the sturdy wooden paddle letting puffy red rectangles of fire across her round, tossing bottom and the very top of her thighs. Under such a determined marital correction, the misbehaving wife was soon reduced to a teary mess. Her cute, dimpled cheeks were streaked with tears, her little upturned nose was shamefully running, her pink-rose mouth was contorted in a grimace of pity and sorrow.

Adam knew how much Lisa’s tender bottom was suffering, but he was also sure that it was his duty as her husband to let her have what she needed and deserved, so she followed on with the paddling until he was sure she had learned her lesson. Only then, as quickly as it had started, Lisa’s correction ended.

Little by little, Lisa’s cries decreased. When finally her wailing was reduced to a soft sobbing, Adam guided his well-punished wife up on his lap, holding her close in his arms.

Lisa hid her face, red from crying and damp with tears and snot, on her husband’s broad, muscular chest. He held her close and rocked her back and forth. Lisa held on tightly and dried her tears on Adam’s open, white shirt. He ran his fingers through her damp hair, which curled tightly when wet, and pressed his lips to her forehead. Lisa wiped away her last tears with the back of her hands.

“Yes, I know it hurt, but it’s over now. I know it was a hard lesson, but it was no more than you asked for with your behavior,” Adam tenderly said.

Lisa listened to his soothing words as they echoed through his chest. This was always the moment of release, the after-spanking affection. She sighed deeply and relaxed in the security of his arms, moving her bare hips gently to rub the towering erection she felt under her husband’s slacks.

“I see that someone just remembered what truly penitent girls get after a paddling,” Adam said, bringing his hands to open the button of his pants and then lowering the zip.

Under the shower stream, Lisa squirms and smiles, thinking of the after-spanking lovemaking they had enjoyed. She then closes the water and exits the shower box, puts on her warm, fluffy bathrobe, and dries herself. She then goes to the bedroom to get dressed. Once she is ready, she looks at her reflection in the mirror. Not bad. She wears large slacks with baggy underpants that do not bandage her still very tender buttocks and top of thighs, with no girdle and stockings. Even so, that day, it will be a problem for her to sit still at lunch she has with the gals. Thinking about it, she opens the built-in closet and takes out a small, soft pillow. With that in her hand, she stands for a moment thinking about it. What would her friends think when they saw that she was putting a cushion on her chair to sit on? Oh well, in the end, she is hardly the only one of her friends who has a heavy-handed husband, she concludes with a chuckle.


A day of shopping

The tool was tucked away in a corner in one of the smaller rooms when Antony first laid his eyes on it. An unassuming little relic propped up against an old sewing machine stand.

It didn’t have a price tag and was probably due for the trash heap soon. But when Antony saw it, he knew he would take it home with him.

He recognized it at first glance. Two thick bamboo rods ran parallel for about two feet, joined every few inches by a tightly wound strip of twine. Unlike the tip, this length had been varnished to a glossy shine, making it smooth to the touch. In the end, it branched out into four thinner canes that curved into a sort of Celtic knot, the ends tucked neatly back into the center of the base. At its broadest, it was not unwieldy but certainly large enough to look intimidating.

As soon as Antony saw the tool, he remembered his youth. They have one exactly like that in their family’s house. It was never used for its original function of carpet cleaning, as his mother, who always wanted to prove herself a woman in step with the times, used one of those modern vacuum cleaners. It was his dad who had found a side use for it and efficiently used that tool to dispense the needed discipline in the house.

Antony picked it up and swished it through the air, surprised at how springy and flexible it remained despite its apparent age. He smacked it against his bare forearm and hissed. It stung more than he remembered and left an imprint of the design in reddish lines that took a full minute to fade. That thing was vicious. It was perfect.

Clearly not expecting to sell it to anyone, the antique shop owner let it go free of charge. Evelyn’s earlier purchase of a dresser no doubt made him feel rather friendly toward the young couple.

Antony secreted it away in the trunk of the car. There, in the dark, it lay in wait for the rest of the afternoon. Hidden but not at all forgotten. Simply biding its time.

Knowing it was there, Antony felt much more patient for the rest of the afternoon. A secret, complicit smile touched his lips whenever Evelyn became frustrated and unbearable, which happened often on that day spent shopping for their new home. He’d already spent most of the day being dragged by his newly married 25-year-old wife to countless thrift stores and garage sales. He had a right to feel irritated and frustrated himself. Okay, they both wanted a good start to their life together when they moved into their new home, and they both agreed that buying good furniture was one way to accomplish this. However, that was where the harmony ended.

Antony first felt his patience slipping away during their trip to the furniture mart, where Evelyn hemmed and hawed over a vanity set destined for their bedroom, which was, in all evidence, too cumbersome for the space they had available. He bit his tongue and moved along, even if he was sure that the almighty smack he wanted to plant on the seat of Evelyn’s tight-fitting, middle-calf skirt would be appreciated even by the aged saleslady who was leading them around. From then on, the afternoon went accordingly.

When they finally made it home, Antony was the first out of the car. He wrenched the trunk open before Evelyn opened her door and gathered his precious bundle.

Once in the kitchen, the only already fully furnished room of the house, Antony shook the rug beater free of draping and put it on the table. Scanning the room, he made a quick decision and pulled two of the dining chairs away from the table. It would do quite well, and he had been aching for this all afternoon. He wasn’t willing to wait it out any longer.

“Honey?” Antony finally asked, coming out on the porch.

“What?” Evelyn mumbled from the back seat, trying to free a nightstand lodged in there.

“Leave that in the car.”

“Why? I want to get everything unloaded.”

“Later. Right now, you and I need to have a chat.”

This last order came from behind her, and when Evelyn turned around, she found herself inches away from a solemn Antony, free of his jacket, with his shirt sleeves rolled up on his mighty forearms, who glared at her with his arms crossed on his broad chest.

She tried a smile and went in for a kiss, but instead, she was turned around and directed to the house with a not-so-gentle slap on her round, skirted rear end.

“You have been an insufferable brat all day,” Antony growled into Evelyn’s ear as they navigated the steps up to the porch.

“No, I haven’t!”

A harder slap from Antony’s broad, thick hand made her flush from the neck up and made her instantly more pliable. Easily directed, Evelyn was steered by her husband’s forearm to the kitchen.

“Oh, yes, Evelyn. You have been, and now is high time to pay the price for it,” Antony stated once they were in the kitchen.

Hearing those words, Evelyn’s hands went automatically to cover her generous bum. Even before marriage, she had already been taught salutary lessons in not being a brat, and she sensed she was just about to receive another one.

Then a shiver ran down Evelyn’s spine as she saw her newlywed husband fetch the carpet beater and flex it between both hands.

“What is that?” She gasped.

“It’s a tool for cleaning rugs, obviously.”

“We don’t have any rugs,” said Evelyn in a trembling voice.

“It adjusts attitudes as well,” Antony amended.

The young man’s face was filled with a wolf-like grin. He swished the carpet beater through the air for Evelyn’s benefit. The hiss made her stomach churn.

“You…you won’t possibly think to beat me with that thing…do you?” Blabbered the buxom blonde with her hands splashed on her skirted rear end.

“No, Evelyn, of course, I don’t intend to BEAT you, honey. What I’m gonna do is SPANK all the brattiness out of you,” Antony said with calm, cool determination. “Now stop delaying and bend over the table.”

With those ordering words, Antony gently but decisively helped his pretty wife bend over the edge of the kitchen table and, with some effort, raised her skirt up her stockinged legs, above her garter belt, to rest over her girdled waist. He then lowered her shorts-like panties down to her ankles.

Goosebumps erupted over Evelyn’s long, shapely legs, and they shook as she obeyed Antony’s next instruction to step out of that last vestige of feminine pride protection.

Folded on the table and balancing on her elbows, Evelyn looked over her shoulder, watching Antony raise the carpet beater up over his shoulder.

“Face forward,” he ordered.

Antony took aim, and a loud CRACK filled the room as the wicked implement bit into Evelyn’s trembling buttocks, obediently offered for the marital chastisement.

Evelyn’s eyes flew open, her fingernails digging into the varnish of the tabletop. It had taken a moment for the pain to set in. A tremor ran through her in a shockwave, starting at her shoulders, then running down her slim back into her wide hips and meaty thighs, all the way down to her flexing toes.

The carpet beater tapped against her bottom once, twice, and then,

CRACK!

“AHARGHH!”

Evelyn bounced, trying her best to cope with the stinging pain. Even as the initial impact of the smack retreated, her backside continued to heat up. It was like someone was holding a heat lamp closer and closer to her tender bottom skin.

CRACK! WHAP!

This time, two savagely fast backhand swings flattened each of the pretty young lady’s chubby buns one by one, branding them with crimson swirls.

“Still, do you think dishing out tantrums and showing an attitude all afternoon was a good idea?” Antony scolded.

WHAP! CRACK! WHAP!

“AHARGHHHH! AHAWHWWW! NO! NOOOO!”

CRACK! WHAP! CRACK!

“OHOWHWWW! AHAWHWWW! I WON’T DO IT AGAIN!”

With each stroke Antony let fall on his beautiful wife’s buttocks, a little of the frustration and anger of that afternoon vanished in him. Inside his slacks, his manhood started to rise and harden as he watched his beautiful wife squirm under the carpet beater’s lashes. Each descent of the carpet beater brought with it a howl, and Evelyn twisting and turning in place as it battered her trembling, tossing, round buttocks.

WHAP! CRACK! WHAP!

The stinging sensation in Evelyn’s rear end soon turned into an unbearable burning pain. She felt like her husband was branding her rear end, impressing his seal of dominant male on the flesh of the roundest, sexiest part of her.

WHAP! CRACK! WHAP!

Disobeying his order to face forward, she turned, her face damped in tears and snot, and watched with unabashed affection as her man turned into the perfect disciplinarian, the weapon in his hand able to reduce her to tears and liberate her from the stresses and the worrying of the house remodeling.

Seeing the beautiful face of his wife contorted in grief, with her cheeks streaked by tears and melted mascara, her nose running, and her pretty lips twisted in a grimace of pain and sorrow, Antony, finally, was convinced that she had been sufficiently tamed. He set the carpet beater on the table and took a few minutes to run his hands along the glowing mounds he’d so efficiently chastised, savoring their sizzling warmth. When Evelyn started to stand, a firm whap across both cheeks recentered her across the table.

“I didn’t say get up.”

Antony opened the flap of his pants, reached inside his shorts for his fleshy spike, and encircled it with one tight fist. With his other hand, he opened his wife’s blistered buttocks to discover her black hole.

There was a sharp inhale, sucked through Evelyn’s teeth, struggling to accommodate the glistening intruder. Grunts filled the kitchen, a battle between two bodies, fumbling and straining, desperate for each other.

And then they hit their stride. Antony dug his heels into the linoleum, using his leverage to slide into Evelyn to the hilt. He stayed buried there for a second, long enough to suck Evelyn’s earlobe between his lips for a gentle nibble, and he couldn’t contain himself any longer.

The pair rocked against each other, and the gasp of labored breaths and the squeak of Evelyn’s skin against the shiny tabletop laminate were all the sounds they made. Antony’s thrusts were deep and almost brutal. Evelyn’s whole body shuddered with release; her breath came in rapid, soft gasps. She thought she might smother it was so intense. Her teeth clenched as her spasms wrenched.

“Oh God! Oh God!” she screamed.

Later, while Antony was sorting out their shopping, Evelyn, lying on the couch with her skirt still up and her panties completely off, massaged her bottom by gently running her fingers over the tangle of puffy welts the carpet beater had left on her aching bottom. Even if her poor, blistered rear end still killed her, she felt in heaven. She was so lucky to have found such a strong, caring husband who knew how to take her in hand and make her feel protected and loved.


Sister's taming

On a beautiful sunny day, eighteen-year-old Diana walked carrying her school bag. The high school senior’s uniform could not hide her femininity in full bloom, and her thick black hair cascading on her shoulders brought out her sky-blue eyes. She was supposed to be picked up from school by her older sister. Still, after waiting twenty minutes, she decided that Angelina probably forgot that they would have dinner together and decided to walk the half-mile tour from her school to Angelina’s home instead.

Two blocks from Angelina’s home, she saw her sister talking with her husband, Rupert, in the driveway.

At twenty-nine, Rupert was an attractive man with a fit body and a tidy, reserved air who worked as a bank branch manager. Right then, dressed in his formal suit and tie, it seemed that he had just arrived home from work, and based on what Diana could hear from the two blocks, he was not too pleased about something. As she got closer, she saw a piece of paper in Rupert’s left hand. Rupert was talking fast, and now it looked like he was angry with his wife.

Twenty-five-year-old Angelina was a stunning young lady. Just a little shorter than her husband, she had honey-blond hair and the same intense blue eyes as her sister. Right then, she wore a white blouse and a red wide ruffled skirt that could not hide her generous hips, nicely rounded bottom, and slender legs.

With less than a quarter of a block, Diana could hear Rupert keep referring to the piece of paper in his left hand that he was waving in front of Angelina’s face. Then, Diana saw Rupert grab hold of Angelina’s arm and deliver a very loud SPANK across the roundest part of her skirted rear with all the strength of his arm.

WOW! Thought Diana. Struck by what she had just seen, she stopped in her tracks so as not to be seen by the couple. From where she stood, Diana watched as Angelina was propelled into the house by her attractive husband, who was holding her arm tight and looked really cross. Once inside, Diana sped towards the house and opened the front door as silently as possible.

Nobody was in the living room.

Once in the house, she could hear Rupert’s voice ordering his wife to take off her skirt and heels. The girl sneaked down the aisle and peeked at Rupert and her sister in their bedroom. Angelina’s back was to her as she took off her heels one by one. She had her blouse still on but was skirtless, her tan stockings attached to the white girdle were all she got on her lower half, as her panties lay miserably puddled on a nearby chair.

From where she was, Diana could watch and listen undetected, either seeing the exchange directly or with the help of the large mirror on the dresser or the other one on the wall next to the bed. So she stared, stunned, when her brother-in-law took hold of his wife’s wrist and applied his strong hand a dozen times on the backs of her thighs, right over the hem of her stockings. He also continued lecturing Angelina about the speeding ticket she got and how incredibly disappointed he was in her poor judgment, all the while.

“I don’t know how to get it through your head about your responsibilities, Angelina. This is the third ticket you’ve gotten in two months. You are a married woman now; you can’t act like an irresponsible teenager anymore! We have tried many things, but since you won’t respond to other means, I’m afraid I must restore what your Father so fervently counseled me about once again.”

Looking at her sister’s fast reddening thighs, Diana wondered what it could be that their severe Father counseled Rupert about.

Angelina was sniffling openly by now, and she hopped comically in place, from one foot to the other, at the rhythm of her husband’s mighty slaps that heated up her thigh flesh.

“AHAWH! Please, honey...AIEEE! Please, darling, not that! OHOWHWW! IT STINGS! AHAWHWWW! IT BURNS!” The distressed woman pleaded under the rain of palm slaps.

When Rupert stopped his wife’s legs slapping, Diana saw Angelina rub her scalded, handprint-marked back thighs and look at her husband go to the closet, open a drawer, and retrieve a ping-pong bat.

Diana opened her eyes wide. She understood then, and she could barely believe it. A ping pong bat had been their Dad’s preferred tool for administering discipline. Her hand went unconsciously to rub her own rear under her pleated skirt, remembering the times she had found herself on the receiving end of one of her Dad’s bare-bottom corrections. But Angelina…she was a woman of twenty-five and married!

While Diana was thinking that, Rupert sat at the foot of the bed and pointed to his lap, ordering his wife to go over there.

Instead of obeying, Angelina started a pitiful plea, “Please, darling, please, I don’t deserve that!”

Rupert put the discipline tool on the bed, rose, returned beside his wife, and let off another flurry of powerful palm slaps to her already well-heated thighs.

“AHAWWW! AHARGHHH! OKAY, OKAYYYY! AHAWHWWW! I’LL DO IT! STOOOOP IT! AHARGHHHH!” Angelina wailed while tears streaked her pretty cheeks, and she restarted her dance from foot to foot.

Admiring the well-slapped backs of her sister’s thighs that almost shone with their painful-looking, flaming red hue, Diana’s hand went to caress the bare back of her own thighs. The girl felt a shiver of embarrassed pleasure at the thought that they could be the recipients of such well-applied smacking from a strong, attractive man. Then another thought struck her mind. Seeing how easily her pretty, self-assured sister had been reduced to such a subdued, childish state by his dominant husband, she realized that this was not the first time Rupert had scolded and punished Angelina that way!

In the meantime, Angelina pleaded with her domineering husband that a paddling was really not necessary, and she was going to mend her ways, and please, oh please, let her have another chance. With the ping pong bat in hand again, Rupert ignored her pleas and pointed again to his lap.

Diana marveled at how a little kid in front of a stern father, her sister, looked right then, while she stood before her infuriated husband, who kept lecturing her about driving too fast and putting her life in danger, apart from the money they had to spend on the fine. She also noted how Angelina’s bottom and the top of her thighs were a bit chubby, even if not really fat. Evidently, the married life had made her fill up back there.

“Stop stalling and get over my lap, NOW!” It was Rupert’s final order.

Diana watched in awe as her now defeated sister crawled across her brother-in-law’s sturdy, trousered lap. She seemed to position herself over her husband’s knee until she was as comfortable as possible, considering what was about to happen to her precious rump. Then Rupert raised his right arm high, and Angelina’s ordeal began.

Five rapid-fire, blazing smacks, all delivered in less than four seconds and all to the middle of Angelina’s right cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Honey...HOUCHHH!... I’m Sorreeeeeeoooww!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Undeterred by Angelina screaming and writhing, Rupert delivered another five to her right cheek, swiftly followed by another five to the center of her chubby, round bum.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Diana’s poor sister was screaming the place down by now. The young girl looked at the scene in front of her with a smug smile and shrills of guilty pleasure crossing her body.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Another five blistering SMACKS delivered to Angelina’s sit-down spot on her right bum cheek, where her bottom met her thigh, turned the inferno back there up another notch.

At that point, the well-paddled woman was a blubbering mess of tears, sweat, and snot, unable to deliver any coherent message other than screeches, howls, and wails of anguish. Still, her husband didn’t seem to be slowing or reducing the power of the merciless ping-pong bat’s smacks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The left sit-spot received the identical burning bat prints delivered at high speed.

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

Angelina’s meaty thigh backs were the next to receive the tattooing of her determined husband’s bat, three rapid-fire strokes each. The flesh there was already painful, red, and swollen from the handslapping, so when Rupert administered the ping-pong bat, Angelina shrieked and screeched in heart-wrenching wails. Even Diana’s bum cheeks shrank seeing such severely administered paddling, and right then, she was sure her poor sister wouldn’t be able to sit down for days after that.

Diana felt weird at how her vulva was watering, watching her brother-in-law, whom she had a little crush on, proving to be so strong, dominant, and strict in correcting his wife. Her poor sister was worn out, with her bottom just a burning mound of pain, heat, and numbness, and she was experiencing a weird state of excitement at the look of how vulnerable Angelina looked as she lay there, crying, pleading, and promising that she would never, ever be ’a bad girl again’, and blubbered and cried like a six-year-old.

Only then Rupert’s spanking pace slowed, and when at least her sister was allowed to stand, Diana watched in amazement how she abandoned all modesty, grabbed her roasted bottom with both hands, and in a frenzy of pain, danced around the room, rubbing her battered flesh feverishly and not paying the slightest bit of attention to the show she was putting on in front of her husband. She hopped up and down so frantically that her tits leaked out of the bra and wobbled under her white half unbuttoned blouse at the rhythm of her sobbing.

“I hope, dear, that this will be the last time I have to correct you, but don’t think I wouldn’t repeat it if the need arises again,” Rupert said calm but determined. “Now stop your antics and try to act responsibly as a married woman is supposed to be.”

At her husband’s words, Angelina calmed down a bit, stopped dancing around, and, still crying, stood with her back to Diana. She couldn’t believe what she saw. Angelina’s thighs and the top half of her round bottom were bright red, but the lower half and the sit-down spot, right where her sister’s bottom was plumpest, were an angry, livid red, blistering greyish in places. It was evident that poor Angelina wouldn’t be sitting down anytime soon.

Rupert hugged his wife, and Diana saw Angelina melt in that embrace, finishing to cry her tears on his broad, shirted chest. She then tiptoed down the hall and towards the house door.

She waited a few minutes, then, faking to be just arrived, she rang the bell.

Rupert seemed surprised to see her little sister-in-law at the door, but quickly recomposed himself.

“Oh, hello, Diana,” he said.

“Hello, Rupert,” she said. “Is Angelina home? She was supposed to pick me up from school to have dinner together, but I didn’t see her.”

“Oh, well, she is not feeling well…a headache, you know, but please come in. How is school going?”

“Oh, uhm, well…what can I say…honestly, this semester, my grades are not so good...” Diana lied while a light blush colored her cheeks.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Rupert, staring at her with a severe frown. “Please, sit down and tell me all about that.”
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