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Father-in-law's advice

"Hi, honey! I'm home!" Bart heard Jennifer shout as she entered the house and headed to the kitchen.

He kept silent and listened, smiling to himself as he heard her open the refrigerator door and then close it.

"Honey? Didn't you do the shopping like I asked you to?" Jennifer asked, annoyed, as she came into the living room and stopped dead in her tracks.

Bart sat on the couch, looking like he was made of stone. His fingers drummed on the sofa arm as he regarded his surprised wife with a smoldering but controlled stare. He couldn't deny she was a knockout. She was wearing a white sleeveless blouse that showed off her slender arms, paired with a black miniskirt, complemented by black hose and black three-inch pumps. Her gorgeous, thick auburn hair framed her face with sky-blue eyes. Deep red lipstick adorned her mouth, the color perfectly matched by her well-manicured nails.

Without bothering to answer her question, he asked sternly, "Where have you been?"

Taken by surprise, Jennifer swallowed nervously and answered, "At the club, I had tea with my friends...I wrote that in the note telling you to go shopping."

Bart picked up on her nervousness. His father-in-law had been right; if he had been firm and authoritative, she would have quiet down right away. Making her wait for his reply, he held her with his eyes, smiling inside as he saw her becoming more and more dubious. She had never seen him this way, and it confused her.

"At the club until this late?" He finally said. "Why didn't you call?"

"Well…I guess I just didn't pay attention to the time. Sorry," Jennifer replied lamely, looking away from her newly married husband's glacial stare, more and more confused.

"Come over here," Bart ordered.

Jennifer gulped nervously and approached her suddenly assertive husband. He almost burst out laughing at her response. His father-in-law had told him how it would be, and Bart almost couldn't believe it, but he had been one hundred percent right. 'Just like a naughty little girl,' he said to himself, watching her come over, obediently.

When she was standing next to his right knee, Bart told her, "I had a truly profitable conversation with your Father, Jennifer."

"Did you, honey?"

"Oh, yes, indeed. And you know what? Starting now, there will be some changes around here. You probably won't like most of them, but…too bad, because from now on you're going to do just exactly what you are told. Do you understand me, sweety?"

Despite the shiver that went through her body at her husband's words, Jennifer tried to smile bravely to play down the situation.

"Aw, come on, hon. I said I was sorry. Okay, I stayed out with the girls till late, so… what's the big deal?" She joked.

Standing, Bart grasped his wife's left arm with his left hand and half turned her, then he swung his right hand across her plump, skirted bottom, hard.

SPLATT!

Jennifer backed up in shock and fear, while with one hand, she rubbed her slapped buttock. Bart noticed that, despite her surprise, she was not angry, as if she accepted she deserved what she had got and that he had the right to give it to her.

Having gotten her full attention, the young husband explained in a strict and forbidding tone, "The big deal is that I'm sick and tired of you running around acting like a spoiled teenager, and expecting me to do chores and wait for you. From now on, you're going to behave like the married lady you are now, and when you act like a child, you'll be treated like one."

Said that he stood in front of his wife, both hands on his hips, watching her reaction; Jennifer seemed genuinely intimidated by his towering over her and his authoritative manner.

"For instance," Bart went on while walking to the cupboard, "you acted like an inconsiderate little girl tonight," by this he took a wooden hairbrush in his hand, "and so I'm going to give you a good, sound, over-the-knee, bare-bottom spanking just like an inconsiderate little girl deserves!" And he underlined these words by swatting the back of the wooden hairbrush on his other palm.

Jennifer's eyebrows nearly jumped off her face. She blanched, and a look of terror was painted on her face.

"Oh, I see that you recognize this, don't you, Jennifer?" Bart asked, waving the hairbrush in front of her.

Stunned, afraid, Jennifer couldn't help but nod her assent. Indeed, she did know that tool well enough, having been her dear, strict father's instrument of correction until she had left her parents' house. Just seeing it now, again, and in her husband's hands, made her feel as if she was about to throw up from fear.

"Yes, your dear father was sure it would have this effect on you," Bart said while sitting on the sofa again. "Come over here!"

Bow-headed Jennifer approached her determined husband. Once she was in his reach, the angry man grabbed her by the waistband of her skirt, reached back for the zipper, opened it, and yanked it down to her feet. He then grasped the waistband of her pantyhose.

With the last remnant of female pride, Jennifer tried a meek resistance, grabbing for her pantyhose. Bart slapped her hands away sharply, then gripped the front of her blouse with his left hand, pulling her closer to him.

"I've had just about enough of your silly, childlike behavior!" He stated. "You deserve to have your bare bottom spanked until you can't sit down, and that's exactly what I intend to do. You know you need it, and you know that I'm the one to give it to you, so just stop your antics!"

Said that, he inserted his thumbs in the waistband of his wife's pantyhose and slipped them briskly to her calves along with her panties.

"Over my knee, and I mean NOW!" Was his next order.

Without waiting for her response, Bart pulled his crestfallen wife across his lap, her hands going to the floor for support, as her legs remained dangling in the air.

As soon as she was well placed over her husband's knee, with her cute, candid, round, and very bare bottom sticking up in the air in the time-honored spanking position, Bart laid the flat back of the wooden hairbrush across Jennifer's right buttock, hard.

CRACKK!

"AHARGHGG!"

Then the mischievous wife's spanking started in full swing.

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

Bart spanked and spanked, and then spanked some more, his wife's beautiful, round, supple bottom.

Soon, Jennifer was in tears and in full twitching and squirming as that horrible and well-known hairbrush smacked down over and over again, reddening her poor buns.

In the meantime, Bart, following his father-in-law's advice, scolded her as he spanked, punctuating his remarks with crisp hairbrush smacks.

"So you want to behave like you were still a teenager, do you?" He asked, rhetorically. "Well, how do you like getting what you got when you were a brat as a teenager?"

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

It didn't take long before the poor, well-spanked young woman's hand reached back in an attempt to protect her smarting buttocks from the relentless punishing wood. Bart easily foiled that scheme, pulling her right wrist up tightly behind her back and then continuing to spank uninterrupted. He discovered that he enjoyed the way his wife's buttocks clenched and bucked as he whacked them. And even if she was crying so hard it broke his heart, he knew he was doing just the right thing for their marriage. He also discovered that Jennifer's tender upper thighs were a prime target, which produced a sharp cracking sound every time they were smacked and strident yells from her helpless bride.

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

With a voice turned that of a lot younger girl, and choked by the sobs, Jennifer wailed and pleaded more and more desperately as the horrible fire in her rear end increased, but Bart kept right on walloping her bare behind, determined to show her who was in charge. He persevered with the spanking until his wife's buttocks and the top of her thighs turned a swollen, sore-looking shade of crimson, and she was reduced to a sobbing, sorry mess across his lap.

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

Only when he saw that poor Jennifer was worn out, with her rear end transformed into an engine-red furnace, did he release her, letting her slide gently off his lap to her knees, looking at her with compassion as her eyes and nose ran. Reaching for a box of tissues, Bart gently wiped his newly married wife's face, who was now regarding him with new respect and devotion. Until that moment, when he had so diligently punished her errant behavior, Jennifer had no idea that he could be such a strong-willed man.

When at least Bart hauled her up with a firm grip on her left arm, the well-spanked wife, with her face as red as her behind, stood next to him, rubbing her smoldered bottom frantically, trying in vain to take out some of the fire her authoritarian husband had ignited there.

"Stop rubbing your naughty bottom!" Bart ordered, facing her. "I want you to remember every stinging smack I gave you while you stand in the corner and think about what you had brought upon yourself."

With a shocked expression and still sniffling, she asked quietly, "You're serious, aren't you, honey?"

Bart raised the hairbrush only inches away from her nose, "What does your naughty bottom tell you?"

Blushing furiously, and without more words, Jennifer, hampered by the garments still ruffled at her ankles, shuffled to the empty corner pointed out by her husband, while he stood with his arms crossed on his chest, watching her take her place in there.

After twenty minutes, when nearly all her sobs and sniffling had subsided, Bart let her out of the corner.

"Look at me, Jennifer," he ordered, lifting her chin with his left hand until their eyes met. "I'm going to lay out some rules, and I'll expect you to live by them," he said, staring sternly at his wife with her skirt, pantyhose, and panties still at her ankles, while he gently caressed her blistered behind with his right hand. "If you don't, you'll be getting a lot more of this hairbrush right where it does the most good. Are you following me?"

Jennifer nodded her assent.

"From now on, I will expect you to be obedient, respectful, attentive, conscientious, and accommodating," waiting a moment for his words to sink in, he continued slowly, "If you don't behave, you'll be promptly and suitably punished," seeing her eyes go to the hairbrush, he confirmed by going on, "yes, with this very same hairbrush that now we both know is so effective to keep you in line."

With a new stream of tears from her puffy red eyes, Jennifer hugged her spouse.

"I'm sorry if I've been so much trouble, Bart," she said with sincere inspiration. "I love you so much, I'll do whatever you say."

Her voice trailed off as she hid her face in the strong chest of her husband. Bart was genuinely touched, and his love for her came to the fore. He hugged his chastened spouse back in a tender embrace, his heart gladdened by the way things were going. His father-in-law predicted that it would do well, and so far, it was turning out that way.


Unfaithful Emma

While the sunset turned the sky into a livid-red cloudy patchwork, Emma pulled into her house's driveway. She parked next to her husband's car and remained in the driver's seat, her stomach in turmoil.

"My marriage is going down the toilet," she said to herself, her shoulders shaking with soft sobs, her hands covering her face.

The last few days since her husband, Liam, found out about her betrayal have been unbearable. At thirty-eight, Emma had a well-paid part-time job, had been married to her handsome, wealthy husband for twelve years, and had two beautiful daughters, 11 and 9. And her silliness was about to throw all that away.

When her husband confronted her about her infidelity, Emma admitted her guilt without delay. In some way, it has been a release. She didn't even really know why she did it. Maybe the desire for something new, to get out of the routine. But she didn't stand to live a lie.

Liam had looked up at her with sad eyes, saying nothing. His lack of response hurt her worse than if he had become angry and railed against her. But he showed no anger, only disappointment and disillusionment. Emma's heart broke to see him so crushed, so cold, so distant.

After contemplating her miserable situation for a few minutes, Emma exited the car and directed herself to the house door. It was no use delaying meeting her husband any longer.

"Hi, Honey, I'm home," said Emma, laying her bag on the entrance cabinet and taking off her heels.

"Hello, young lady," a deep male voice answered her greeting, but it was not Liam's.

Stunned, Emma turned around and saw Theodore, her Father, standing in the living room doorframe.

"Come into the living room with Liam and me. I think you have some explaining to give," Theodore addressed his daughter, looking like he would start spitting nails any second.

Suddenly, a cold shiver ran down her spine. She was very conscious that her Dad was going to take a very dim view of the combination of two of his least favorite things: unfaithfulness and a woman failing to take care of her family.

Crestfallen, with her heart in turmoil, Emma obeyed the orders of the man who had always ruled her parental family. A nice, emotionally reserved woman, Emma's Mother was the prototype of the housewife. She was caring and loving and preferred to let her husband handle the discipline of their three daughters. So it was Emma's Dad who was the family disciplinarian. With a strong character and traditional values, he had no issue with taking her and her sisters over his knee and smacking their bottoms as long and as hard as he felt it was necessary. He was a tall, sturdy man with thick, broad hands, so even if he never used any tool to spank, with just his work-hardened palm, he could raise an unbearable, stinging sensation where a girl used to sit. It isn't an exaggeration to say that, until she left for college, Emma was familiar with her Dad's hand being applied to her very bare, chubby bottom. And even when in college, there had been a few occasions when she found herself having to lower her panties to still receive such a childish, burning hot correction.

The conversation in the living room was not long. At one point, unable to stand her Father's relentless questioning anymore, Emma broke down, put her face in her hands, and admitted, between sobs, that she was desperate for what she had done and anguished about her and her family's future.

"Take your hands off your face and look at me!" Theodore ordered, and when the disheartened woman complied, the older man's arm swung in the air to slap her.

Even if not delivered with full force, the big man's hand left a red handprint on his daughter's left cheek.

"I'm sorry, Father…" was all the unfaithful woman could utter while tears tracked down her reddened cheek.

"Don't say sorry to me, you bad girl! Is to Liam and your daughters that you have to apologize!"

Completely doomed, Emma turned her teary eyes and handprint-bearing cheek to her husband, who was sitting silent on the sofa behind her.

"I'm sorry, Liam. Please...please forgive me. I love you, Liam, truly. I…I don't know what came over me. I promise I won't cheat on you anymore!" Said that Emma remained silent, her watering eyes turned to her silent husband in a wordless prayer for forgiveness.

Sensing that Liam was softening at the sight of his wife's repentance and seemed inclined to give her his forgiveness, Theodore decided to stop that at once.

"Not so fast, young lady. You will be forgiven if this is what Liam wants, but not before you have been adequately punished." At those words, the blush on Emma's cheeks grew so hot that it almost covered the flaming handprint Theodore had painted there. "Come with me, you bad girl," he said to Emma. Then to Liam, "Excuse us, Liam. My daughter and I have something to settle in private. But you sit and wait; we won't be long."

Theodore then grabbed her daughter by her upper arm and guided her up the stairs to the master bedroom.

Emma knew all that didn't bode well with her. Still, in her present state, she couldn't put up any resistance to her authoritarian Father even if she had wanted to. Even though it seemed almost unthinkable that her Dad would do it at her age and in her own home, Emma had so convinced herself that she deserved to be punished that submitting once again to an embarrassing, childish, and oh-so-painful correction was not only the most natural thing in the world but also something that would finally relieve her sense of guilt.

When the Father and daughter got to the bedroom, Theodore sat down on the bed. He then started to give her mature daughter a good telling-off. Later, Emma would remember little of what he said, mainly because all she could think of at that moment was, 'Oh my God, I'm going to get spanked once again!' That awareness pushed all other thoughts out of her mind. She would remember how she felt, though, and it was undoubtedly one of the most intense combinations of emotions she had ever experienced. The traditional butterflies in the stomach, but also the almost tunnel-like vision, where the head swims and the brain pushes out all thoughts and sights other than the knowledge of what was to happen to her plump, womanly buttocks that clenched and unclenched in fear.

Once he finished scolding, Theodore told Emma to take off her skirt, which she did, blushing as red as the sunset, and then, as she knew it was expected of her, folded it up and placed it neatly on a chair next to the bed. The old man then told his daughter to stand next to him. In her sheer pantyhose, which covered her small panties stretched over her generous bum, Emma approached him and stood facing him sideways in anticipation of going over his sturdy lap. It was difficult for the woman to know where to look. She didn't want to make eye contact with Theodore, and facing directly forward was the mirror of the closet. She had no desire to dwell on the pitiful image that reflection would create.

Theodore then inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of Emma's pantyhose. She half-heartedly objected, but she knew that this was part of a spanking procedure, and at that point, she felt like she was outside of her body, without any agency in the process.

Theodore tugged his daughter's pantyhose along with her panties down Emma's round hips, chubby bottom, buxom thighs, until they were around her calves. Emma found herself shamefully bare from waist to ankles, with her female charms on show in front of her Father. Suddenly, she covered up her front with her hands. She would remember forever the mortification of that moment…her Dad was looking at her hairy, womanly crotch! Even if it wasn't the first time she had found herself in those very same circumstances, she cringed at the knowledge that her Dad had her bare and about to be disciplined in that childish, shaming, painful way.

As always, Theodore acted very matter-of-fact and just told her to get over his lap. By trial and error over the years, the stern Dad had come up with a procedure that sort of worked. Emma would clamber onto the bed and kneel to one side, then lower herself onto his lap so she was square over it, then she would lie down with her breasts pressed on the bed at his left and her legs at his right, and her very bare, very vulnerable, plump bottom right over his thighs, ready to receive the burning discipline.

Once she was in the required position, Emma felt she was in the most undignified situation she could be in. How belittled she felt! Whilst at all effect she was in such a deeply odd situation of being an adult, married woman lying half bare over her sixty-five Father's knee, she didn't feel that way, but rather a naughty little girl over the knees of her Daddy about to have her misdeeds corrected and her bare bottom spanked.

And then it began.

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK!

Theodore wasn't the most creative spanker, but he was very, very effective all the same. His work-hardened palm connected heavily in the center of one of Emma's pudgy buttocks, a pause, and then the same on the other buttock. And that went on and on and on, until he was positive that his daughter had learned her lesson, and she was genuinely repentant for whatever she had done.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

Right from the start, the stinging sensation in Emma's bottom was a sharp one, and each smack escalated that sensation to an unbearable, sometimes even excruciating, level. Even if most of the spanking consisted of her Dad smacking alternate buttocks hard, he would often and willing venture further down to vigorously smack the sit spots or the top of Emma's thighs.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

Since the beginning of her correction, Emma had been conscious that the sound the spanks made was like a pistol shot ringing out around the room, and her husband was most likely hearing the whole thing.

In effect, downstairs, Liam had been sitting in silence on the alert to pick up any sound coming from the room above. Although the word spanking had not been spoken in plain language, because of Emma's stories about her Father and how he had raised her and her two sisters, from the beginning, Liam imagined what his Father-in-law and his wife had gone to do upstairs.

That suspicion was confirmed when, after brief muffled sounds, he started to hear the unmistakable sound of a hand slapping bare flesh. It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into the living room as if Father and daughter were right in front of him. After only a few more loud SMACKS, he began to hear his wife cry like a little girl, sobbing and begging.

"PLEASE, DADDY! AHWHWWW! NO MORE! OHWHWW! I'LL BE A GOOD WIFE, DADDY! BWUAHAAA!"

Meanwhile, upstairs, each spank from the determined, mature Father grew harder for her daughter to bear. As her merciless and deserved correction progressed, the only thing Emma could think of was how much her poor rear end burned and stung. Each of her Father's spanks landed with a SMACK or a SPLATT, which made her wail like a toddler having a tantrum, and tears literally sprang from her closed eyes.

But even such a severe, unmerciful spanking finally came to an end. Theodore finished it, saying that she hoped Emma had had enough and landed a last flurry of the hardest smacks right on his daughter's sit spot so that she could not sit comfortably for days. 

Only then did the severe Father tell her to get up, and Emma bashfully, still softly sobbing, complied. During the process, her pantyhose and panties had come off, so without the restraint of the garments, she started to prance around, grabbing with her shaking hands big handfuls of her pudgy, flaming red and swollen buttocks, crying her sorrow and repentance to the ceiling.

Downstairs, Liam heard that the frightening, even if he couldn't deny, exciting slapping of bare flesh had stopped. However, her wife's crying continued for a good few minutes afterward, accompanied by strange stomping sounds. Then he heard Theodore say, "Stay as you are! We'll show your husband what happens to women who act in such a disgusting way and give in to their lustful desires. Let's go!"

Once Father and daughter were downstairs, Liam saw that half-bare Emma was trying in vain to hide her crotch with her hands, and her face was red from crying and damp with tears and snot.

"Turn around and show your husband!" Theodore ordered.

Emma avoided her husband's gaze as she meekly turned and doubled a little to show him her punished rear end.

WOW! What a sight! Liam thought. All her unfaithful wife's ample bottom was swollen and shone in a shiny crimson color. Her Father had done an excellent job of spanking her, smacking thoroughly all of her plump buttocks and the very top of her thighs, and on the sit-spot, he had turned the skin a grayish, livid hue, a clear sign of blistering.

After showing his son-in-law the result of the punishment he had inflicted on his faithless daughter, Theodore turned Emma around.

"Tell him," he ordered.

"SOB! I'm so sorry, Liam. SOB! Please forgive me. SOB! I swear I won't betray you anymore. SOB! I love you, Liam. SOB, SOB!"

Softened by the sight of his well-punished and repentant wife, Theodor got up from the sofa and hugged her.

"Go to bed and put yourself together. I'll come up later and we'll talk," he said, gently drying her tear-stained cheeks with his fingers.

Once back in the bedroom, Emma couldn't help but stare at her swollen, dark red, and blistered buttocks and thighs in the closet mirror. It felt like a shocking image given her age, but she also felt finally rightly punished and, as her Dad often said, with a clean soul. She lay on the bed on her stomach and finished crying softly into the pillow. While still massaging her severely burned buttocks, the hope in her heart was that now that she had been punished and had received her Father's forgiveness, Liam would also be able to forgive her.


A No-nonsense Businessman

Steward pulled into the property's driveway just five minutes before his scheduled appointment. In his job as a sales account at a primary hardware wholesaler, punctuality was of main importance, as was appearance. So dressed in a business suit and well-polished shoes, he rang the doorbell of the principal office of the chain of stores that, even if a family business, promised to be an interesting new client.

On the opaque glass door, just below the small, manicured sign with the company name, was a plaque that read: WE ARE OPEN, PLEASE COME IN.

Since he received no answer and, as instructed by the plaque, Steward opened the door and walked into the entryway. Once the door was open, he heard a commotion behind a closed door further on beyond the reception desk. He called out, but there was no answer. Driven partly by curiosity and also to see if his appointment would be kept, he walked in the direction of the door where those sounds and muffled voices came from.

Steward called out again as he walked past the reception desk, but again got no answers. When he was behind the door, which turned out not to be closed entirely, he could hear the voices better. A man's voice, sharp and deep, as if he were annoyed by something, and a woman's, probably a young woman's, voice that answered contrite, and then a sound that sounded distinctly like...flesh being slapped!

Amazed, Steward cautiously approached the crack between the door and the doorframe and watched silently. Before his eyes, into what was evidently a meeting room, he saw two people. One of the two people was a tall, big man, probably in his forties, dressed in business slacks, shirt, and tie. He had the sleeve of his shirt rolled up on his muscular right arm, and he was seated in a high-backed chair, holding a ping-pong bat in his big hand. The other person was a young, blonde woman, probably around 25, pretty, and with all her curves in the right places. Right then, the young lady looked quite distressed, bent as she was, over the man's sturdy lap, with her skirt rolled up over her back, her stockings and garter belt in plain view, her lacy panties at her calves, and her charming, round, bare bottom up in the air...on the receiving end of a very sound paddling.

Neither the man nor the young woman seemed to notice Steward standing behind the door, peeking. The man was concentrated on turning the woman's exposed, round buttocks into a healthy, flaming crimson using the ping-pong bat in his hand. The young lady, with her cheeks streaked by tears, her nose running, and her mouth contorted in a pitiful crying, was taking the spanking as well as anyone could expect. Each time the ping-pong bat flattened one of her reddening buttocks, she bucked and twisted and emitted pitiful wails of sorrow. On several occasions, she rolled from side to side in a vain attempt to avoid contact with the unmerciful ping-pong bat, thus showing to the man and Steward her most intimate feminine charms.

Steward remained silently watching, transfixed at the way that big, powerful man delivered a probably well-deserved correction to the young woman across his lap. He had not said a word since Steward started ogling from behind the door. On the other hand, the woman had been pitifully pleading and begging her 'honey' that she had learned her lesson, desperately promising again and again to her 'darling' that she would be a good wife and would mind her behavior from then on. She kept to buck and turn as the ping-pong bat turned the skin of her beautiful, bared bottom an intense shade of angry, mottled red. At one point, one of her hands swung back in an attempt to stop the rain of smacks, this caused the man, who was evidently her husband, to grab her wrist with his free hand, twisting her onto his hip, facing outward, and, in doing so, giving Steward a full-frontal view of the woman's blonde triangle between her stockings-covered legs.

Steward felt his manhood harden inside his pants as a blush colored his cheeks, watching the beautiful, young woman bounce and bob around while her husband continued to spank the daylight out of her bottom, and hearing her plea to his husband to please, oh please, not spank her anymore, and the promises that she would be a good, obedient wife forever and ever.

It was about this time that the man spoke.

"I warned you, Marylin, and you continued to flirt with every single handsome customer that came in. This is not only a total disrespect to me, your husband, but also the behavior of a cheap brat, and not like a married woman like you is supposed to act! Your Dad advised me, and was right; I most definitely wasn't getting through to you with my words. Thank God he has given me this little tool that he said has been so helpful to him in raising you well-behaved and obedient. So stop your whining, you know you deserve this, and you are getting nothing else than what you deserve!" He said, continuing the beating of his poor wife's smoldering buttocks with the ping-pong bat.

At this point, Marylin seemed to have given up, and her pleas and cries dropped to continuous and desolate weeping.

It was then that the man noticed the newcomer standing in the doorway.

"Oh, sorry!" He startled, "Would you be so kind as to wait a moment? I'm almost done here with my wife. I'll be with you in a moment," he said, directing his annoyed gaze to Steward.

This caused the blonde woman to look up, and she saw Steward through her tear-filled eyes. Her face flushed with embarrassment as she found a strange man observing her shaming situation.

"Oh, nooo. This is sooo embarrassing!" She moaned, trying to get to her feet.

The powerful husband pushed her back down and, keeping her there with his powerful left arm, continued the severe paddle tanning.

"I don't care if it's embarrassing, Marylin! You've been begging for this. I hope that not being able to sit for a couple of days may drive the message home. Besides, what you do is embarrassing to me!" He said, landing a volley of the hardest spanks right on his wife's sit spot, which caused her to shriek with a high-pitched girlish squeal.

The merciless spanking continued for another minute or so with the cute woman acting and wailing just like a little girl, and then, finally, the man stopped her punishment abruptly, released her wrist, and helped her to her feet.

Once on her leg, Marylin grasped her swollen, flaming-red buttocks with her hands and bounced up and down in place comically. This caused her skirt to fall down and partially conceal her pubes, but not entirely. Her frenzied post-spanking dance and furious butt-rubbing went on for a full two minutes before the man took hold of her wrist and pulled her close.

"I'm sorry, baby, to have spanked you like that. You would think that at twenty-six years old, you wouldn't need such trips across your husband's lap, but your behavior shows me otherwise," the man said, embracing the woman whose shoulders were heaving as she sobbed into his ample chest, while his hand gently caressed her swollen, smoldering bottom.

Steward felt like he was intruding in that intimate exchange and nearly left his place, but stood, intrigued, watching the way the young woman cried so openly, tenderly hugging the man who had just turned her buttocks like two smoking red balloons.

At one point, the man stooped down, untangled the woman's panties from around her ankles, and pulled them back into place. Marylin stood there, crying more silently now, as his husband rolled completely down his skirt. 

"See that corner right there, Marylin?" He pointed to the corner of the meeting room. "I want you to park your nose into that corner and don't move or speak until I tell you to," he said, swatting her butt smartly as he propelled her towards the corner.

Steward watched as the blond, buxom, and recently spanked twenty-six-year-old woman obediently trudged over to the corner, pressed her nose in there, and, without even being told, put her hands on top of her head. Steward then turned his attention to the man who rolled down his shirt's sleeve and reached out his hand.

"I'm Victor,  the business owner. I'm sorry that you had to wait. But the business I had at...hands really couldn't wait. Marylin is a good wife, but sometimes she acts just like a silly little girl and doesn't control her behavior and attitude." He said, seriously, then winking at Steward, he continued with a chuckle. "Believe me, a rear end too hot and burning to even think to sit on it, is the only thing that straightens a young wife out and makes her act like a married lady should."

Steward, speechless, shook the man's hand. Once he regained his voice, he introduced himself as the sales account with whom Victor had an appointment to discuss hardware supplies. The two men spoke for a few minutes before Victor dismissed his wife from the corner.

"Apologize to this good man and get your bottom out to your desk. I want those files I gave you yesterday finished and filed by the time we close the office, and I don't care if you can't sit down. Work standing. And do a proper job on it, unless you want me to pull down your pajama pants and perform a sequel to what Mr. Steward just saw in our bedroom tonight," he stated.

Marylin turned slowly, dropped her hands, and wiped her eyes briefly. Even with her face distressed after the ordeal she had just endured, she was a very good-looking woman, with lively green eyes and a cute, mischievous smile.

"I'm sorry that you had to walk in while my husband and I were having...a family talk," she said to Steward, her right hand straying back to gently rub the seat of her skirt.

She walked towards the meeting room door and let herself out.

"Now again, I'm sorry you had to walk in and see all of that," Victor said, assuming a professional air as he put the ping-pong bat in one of the meeting room's drawers. "Would you like some coffee before we start to talk about those supplies?"

Steward, absolutely speechless, just nodded, trying to regain some business-like attitude, too.


Evelyn's Awakening

Evelyn is five and in Kindergarten. She stands on trembling legs, her shoulder clamped in the teacher's hand. The wait feels like an eternity. When her Mom finally comes around the corner, she bursts into tears as the teacher drags her forward. She hears only fragments of what the teacher tells her Mother.

"...inexcusable...throwing tantrums..."

Suddenly, she is thrust forward into her Mommy's arms. She hugs her, quickly, and then her sweet voice penetrates her fog of misery.

"How could you be such a naughty girl? Tonight, young lady, you are going to have a very serious conversation with your Dad."

What could she say? That she is sorry for what she did? That she doesn't want her loved Daddy to know of her bad behavior? She opens her lips, but words can't get out of her mouth.

Her eyes meet her Mommy's; she sees judgment mixed with love, and she knows that a decision has been reached and that, likely, a punishment will be imposed when Daddy comes home that evening.

Mommy takes her hand. She strode homeward at a pace just fast enough that she had to run to keep her footing. Her heels click loudly on the pavement, and the normally innocuous sound becomes a frightful drumbeat, escorting her to her impending doom. Evelyn doesn't know how, but somehow, somewhere inside her, she knows that she is going to be spanked.

When they reach home, her Mother doesn't let her hand go. Opening the door, she pushes her inside and quickly closes it. Evelyn knows that her encounter with Daddy is not far away. She feels her tummy churning, her mouth dry, her buttocks clenching. Her Mother marches her up the stairs into her room and tells her to wait there for Daddy to arrive home. Evelyn sits on the edge of her bed, puts her hands on her knees, and waits.

As time passes, with her eyes closed, she begins to see pictures. The images are of her, over her loved Daddy's knee, getting spanked for being naughty. She becomes very conscious of her bottom; she can feel the bed cover under her buttocks. It is there that Daddy will apply his big hand to make her sorry for being a bad girl.

Suddenly, the door open and Daddy's big frame enters Evelyn's room. He sits down on her bed next to her. His hand touches her hair, and she feels love flowing from his fingers. He will soon be teaching her a very painful and burning lesson with that hand, but his caress is calming and soothes her somewhat.

Evelyn looks up, and she sees the twin frown lines between his eyebrows, and his mouth pursed with determination. She stands, tears in her eyes and a lump in her throat, she knows it is time for her to go over Daddy's knee.

And right then, as usual, Evelyn woke up.

And, as usual, she had wet her panties for excitement. 

It was in her early teens that she began having this dream, in all its variations. One time she had broken a plate, another time she hadn't cleaned her room as told, or she had made a mess in the bathroom...and so on. And every time her Dad, her soft-hearted Dad that never put a finger on her, threatened her with a spanking that in her dream she was sure she would get, and she would wake up just before the spanking in question would be administered. And at every awakening, she found herself so excited that she had to masturbate to relieve the arousal.

This went on for years, but finally ended around when she entered college. So why did the dream come back now that she was twenty-five and just married?

Evelyn turned and observed her husband sleeping quietly. Andrew looked so handsome in the quiet of the sleep. The first time she saw him at what was then her new job, she stood speechless before the heart-stopping figure of the tall man.

"Please to meet you, Evelyn, I'm Andrew Bonetti, and I'm your supervisor," he said, staring at her with a somehow intimidating glare.

She answered his greeting, trying to fix her eyes on his and not be distracted by his stunning appearance.

In the early days at work, the closeness of that man had been a constant source of excitement for her, not only because he so much attracted her, but also because she was fascinated by his way of teaching her the job and directing her.

Andrew had a matter-of-fact approach to his task, and, even though he was always kind, he did not let any of her failings pass and reprimanded her when needed. Although she hoped so inside, she did not imagine he could like her. Being so handsome, he must have had many girls. Besides, he was more mature and more worldly, being twelve years older than her. So she was amazed when, after three months, once his supervision had ended, Andrew invited her to dinner, and after dinner...to his home. This had happened six months ago, and a few days before, they got married.

So that Saturday morning, waking up excited by that dream, she reached out to caress her husband's fit body when she remembered what she had to tell him, and suddenly her excitement disappeared.

She got up from bed and headed to the bathroom. After she peed, while squeezing toothpaste out onto her brush and looking at her image reflected in the mirror above the sink, she was worried sick about what Andrew would say, what he would do, about what she would have to tell him.

She walked a few feet away from the mirror and looked at her figure. She was not tall —quite short, actually— and, with her brown hair cut short and her small, pert breasts, she looked quite girlish. She turned around and looked at what was her best asset: her bubble butt, which was high and round, and her slender, toned legs.

A little reassured by what she had saw, she thought about how sometimes Andrew, in the middle of a joking quarrel, patted her bottom and told her things like 'Behave yourself, young lady' or 'Young lady, you don't want me to get mad at you, would you?' But this time it will not be a joke. 'Oh,' she said to herself, 'how I could be so dumb, how could I let him down this way?'

Finally, she showered, put on a bathrobe, and returned to the bedroom. Andrew had gone downstairs. Evelyn took the envelope with the tax notice out of the drawer where she had put it and forgotten about it more than a month earlier. Sighing, still just in her bathrobe, she headed for the kitchen.

"You forgot?" Andrew, seated at the breakfast table, with the slip of the tax notice in his hand, stared at his wife with a look more astonished than angry. "It says here that I had one month to submit the required documents, and the month expired last week!"

Evelyn stood speechless for a moment. She could not look at him; she just couldn't bear to see her husband's disappointed eyes, so she bowed her head. 

"Do you understand that now I risk paying more taxes than I should have...and even risk being charged with tax evasion? How could you act like such a neglected, superficial, dumb little girl?"

What could she say? That she loved him? That she was sorry, oh so sorry for what she had done? But words couldn't get out of her mouth. She stood still, trying to look anywhere but into Andrew's eyes.

"Look at me when I talk to you!"

Her eyes finally met his; she saw judgment mixed with love, as his face hardened with reproach and resolve. With her ears roaring, her stomach jumping, and her heart thudding in her throat, she heard only fragments of the tirade that followed. Then, with his voice turned frightening icy, Andrew said something that penetrated her fog of misery and really got her attention.

"You know what my father did when one of my sisters messed up?" He asked, and his big black eyes stared at her as if he wanted to penetrate her.

Evelyn shook her head no, fearing what he would say.

"I will tell you. He would call the one who had messed up to his room, there he would bare her bottom and spank her so soundly with Mom's hairbrush that for her sitting down was not an option for some time. You already told me that your Dad never punished you, and it shows. Your lack of judgment and sloppy attitude have never been corrected properly. But the time has come to remedy this. I just can't live with a woman who acts like a silly, inconsiderate little girl, so I will take charge of that, and I will correct your attitude, the way it is long overdue!"

Scared, Evelyn stared at her husband, and his look told her he was serious: a decision had been reached, a sentence determined, and soon a punishment would be imposed for her mistake. Despite the shame of being scolded like a five-year-old and the fear of what was going to happen to her poor rear-end, suddenly Evelyn felt her pussy throbbing under the bathrobe.

Andrew rose from his chair, leaned towards her, and took hold of her wrist with his left hand. He held her wrist and started to drag her with him toward the bedroom. The sound of his shoes thumped loudly on the floor, and the normally innocuous sound became a frightful drum beat, escorting Evelyn to her impending doom. He was done scolding, and he spoke not a word through the hall and up the stairs, nor when in the bedroom did he head toward her vanity table where she grabbed Evelyn's own wooden hairbrush.

The young wife's buttocks began to tingle as she anticipated what was coming to her, and tears welled up in her eyes at the realization that this time it was not a dream; she was going to be spanked, spanked for real. Lost in her fear, she began to see pictures. The images were all of her, over Andrew's knee, getting spanked just like a naughty little girl. She became very conscious of her bottom and reached back with her free hand to caress her buttocks.

Andrew sat down at the foot of the bed and put her in front of him. Evelyn knew that her encounter with the flat back of the hairbrush was very near. She felt emotional and physical overload, her tummy churning, her mouth dry, and her buttocks clenching. When Andrew reached out and rolled up her bathrobe to her waist, she didn't try to stop him; she remained there, bare from the waist down, her bottom obediently presented to her husband. She looked at him, and she saw the twin frown lines between his eyebrows, and his mouth pursed with determination. Tears swelled up in her eyes, and a lump formed in her throat, as she knew that lastly, it was time for her to go over a lap for a spanking.

"Over," was all Andrew said, patting his thighs.

She willingly lay down on his sturdy thighs. Once in position over his lap like the five-year-old she felt inside, she turned her head back and looked straight up at Andrew in a silent prayer not to spank her. She saw him lift the hairbrush, then bring it down with a swift motion.

SMACK!

That first swat was intense! Andrew hit her straight across her bare bottom on both buttocks, and the pain soared through her entire body.

She heard herself let out a loud "OOOUUUCHHH!" just before she received the second swat. Then the third, fourth, and fifth. By then, Andrew was spanking her whole bottom with the sturdy hairbrush good and hard. She wasn't an expert in spanking, but it seemed to her that he was doing a great job!

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK!

"ARGHGGG! HONEY, PLEASE...AHAWHWWW! NOT SO HARD!"

By now, she was crying and pleading for dear life.

After tanning the center of her bottom many times, Andrew spanked her left buttock six times in a row, then switched to her right buttock and gave it the same amount of hard hairbrush spanks before switching to her sit spot. Poor Evelyn was bawling like a toddler having a tantrum at that point. She never thought a spanking could cause such an unbearable stinging sensation; her whole backside was throbbing and burning!

SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! CRACK!

"AHAWHWWW! OH GWOOOD...AHARGGG! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAD! BWAHAHAAA!"

Just when she thought she couldn't take any more of those hairbrush swats that felt like they were branding her poor sit upon, she felt the stinging pain down on the back of her thighs as Andrew began to smash the horrible hairbrush down there, first on the right thigh, then on the left. He even stopped momentarily so he could use his hand to spread her legs apart, and then began to smack her on the inside of her thighs. Oh God, did that ever hurt! After Andrew finished burning the inside of her legs, he gave her a last flurry of the hardest swats right across her sit spot.

SMACKKK! SMACKKK! SMACKKK!

And then it was over. Andrew let his wife stay over his lap for a couple of minutes until her hiccupping-crying subsided a bit. Then he helped her to stand.

Evelyn was crying her eyes out as she stood there with both hands rubbing ruefully her throbbing, swollen, smoldering backside. But amidst all the excruciating burning pain she was in, she realized that her arousal hadn't disappeared. Far from it, her pussy was dripping!

"BOHOOO...honey...you burned me back there," she pitifully said through her sobs.

"I know. And I'm not sorry I have done that. On the contrary, you can expect a repeat of that anytime you mess up, young lady!" Andrew said, and with that, he stood too.

Through the fog of her tear-filled eyes, Evelyn noticed that the front of Andrew's pants had... swollen, or rather, formed a sort of tent over his manhood. Oh my, she thought, a smirk spreading across her tear and snot-stained face, so it's not just me who's turned on by all this.


A dinner with friends

"Anyway, that's how it is with us," Ezra said, and he took a sip of his beer.

Ethan, a quiet, reserved 31-year-old employee, and Ezra, a 38-year-old executive with a strong build and an in-charge demeanor, had been friends for several years since they both worked for the same company. Over the years, they had changed jobs but always kept in touch. Theirs was a close relationship, and Ethan considered the determined, strong-willed friend almost as an older brother from whose experience he drew advice. But until today, when he came to tell him that he had found out that his girlfriend had been unfaithful to him and was now asking for his forgiveness, Ethan wasn't aware that…Ezra disciplined his wife!

"And when did you start to 'discipline' her?" Amazed by that discovery, Ethan asked.

"That's exactly why I'm telling you this, bro. I had a problem of infidelity with Sophia, too. I had even decided to kick her out. But she came to me sheepishly, asking for forgiveness and promising not to do it ever again. She said that it had just been a moment of weakness and, finally, all the usual things that an unfaithful female brings up in the hope of being forgiven. So I keep her in, but not before I gave her a good thrashing."

"A good thrashing? How did you do it?" Asked Ethan, intrigued by his friend's recount.

"I raised her skirt, took down her pantyhose and panties, put her on my lap, and spanked the living daylight out of her cute buttocks with the flat back of her own hairbrush. You know, just like she was a brat, which in the end is exactly how she had behaved. And after that, I had regularly used this same method to keep her in line."

"That's amazing, Ezra," Ethan said while a broad grin opened on his innocent-looking face.

Ezra chuckled inside at the way Ethan could look so innocent and yet be so weird in his mind. It was that contrast between his good boy appearance and his somewhat perverse mind that made him feel good in his company.

"I appreciate that you shared this with me, Ezra, and I understand why you are telling me this now," Ethan continued. "But I'm not sure I could follow through with your suggestion. I mean…I don't even know what a spanking really is. My parents didn't believe it, and my siblings and I never got one."

"Oh, it is not that complicated, you know? Anyway, if you'd like a demonstration of how it works, why don't you come up for dinner tomorrow evening? It's Friday, and that is the night when I set things straight with Sophia about her behavior during the week," Ezra said. Then, seeing his friend's questioning look, he continued, "I mean that if Sophia disobeys me, talks back, or breaks any established rules, she isn't punished right on the spot, but I wait until Friday night to dish out the deserved discipline. If you come, you will have the opportunity to see how it is done and how well it works, at least for us."

"I don't know, Ezra. I wouldn't want to intrude on such an intimate moment between husband and wife."

"Don't be shy. I mean it when I say I'm here for you. And besides, it would do Sophia some good, too. Being disciplined in front of another person will add a bit of shame to that all and make the punishment even more effective."

"Well, okay then," Ethan smiled and nodded, reaching over to squeeze Ezra's hand. 

"What time should I be there tomorrow?" he asked.

"Around seven, and we'll eat at seven-thirty." 

The next evening, Ethan showed up at Ezra's promptly at seven, wearing an expensive bottle of Barolo. It was Sophia who opened the door and welcomed him. She looked stunning in a pair of black leggings that wrapped her curvaceous hips, generous butt, and toned thighs like a second skin. She wore black high-heeled shoes that elevated her small stature and a tight black blouse that highlighted her bosom. Her blond hair had been combed back, enhancing her beautiful, sweet expression. She thanked him for the bottle of wine and invited him into the living room, where Ezra was waiting for him.

Ezra seated Ethan in the living room and offered him a scotch. The two friends remained seated to drink and chat while Sophia set the table, wearing a kitchen apron. Once the wine was open and the food was on the tablecloth, the two men sat at the table, and Sophia was allowed to join them, but not before she served them the dishes.

During the meal, Ethan observed Sophia; she wore an embarrassed expression. He didn't know what Ezra had told her about his presence on that specific night of the week, but it was evident that she was somehow uncomfortable.

Once dinner was finished, Sophia was responsible for clearing the table, so she put the apron back on and started the Job. After a few more minutes of cleaning up, Ezra called her to him and began addressing his very subdued wife, who stood at attention before him.

"You got the fender of the car scratched on Monday, you arrived late to cook dinner on Thursday night, and you made a disgraceful joke about my family just this morning," Ezra said with his arms crossed on his ample chest. "You have acted like a silly, careless teenager, and you know what happens when you act that way, don't you?"

Blushing to the roots of her hair at being shamefully scolded in front of his husband's friend, Sophia couldn't utter a word, so she just nodded her head yes.

"Very well, then. I want you to go to the bedroom, put on your nightgown, and wait for me. Oh, well, you'd better take off your panties as well; you won't be needing them for a while."

Sophia looked up at him, turned her glare to Ethan, and, returning his pitiful eyes to Ezra, whispered, "But…"

“No argument!” Ezra snapped, "GO!"

Sophia looked stricken, and her eyes began to water; nevertheless, she obediently complied. Ezra stood firmly, his hands on his hips, with a stern expression on his face, until she had gone into the bedroom and closed the door. 

He then went over to Ethan, put his hands on his shoulders, and said, "You see? It's so easy. All you have to do is take a firm position and stand your ground. When you demand obedience and require compliance, all goes well. In the end, I'm just giving her what she knows she deserves."

Ethan, increasingly amazed by his friend's peculiar marital relationship, assented.

"Now you stay sitting here. I'm going to spank my wife in our bedroom, as I always do, but I'll leave the door open, and from this position, you'll be able to see," said Ezra, winking at his friend. Then he continued, "You know, seeing a grown woman soundly spanked is a strong sight. This way, you'll have some privacy should you find it too unpleasant or too...exciting."

Ethan nodded in agreement, his mouth going dry.

Stepping briskly, Ezra disappeared into the bedroom. As he had said, he didn't close the door so Ethan could see in, even if from far away. And look inside he did, seeing a chastened and humbled Sophia standing at attention right before the king-size bed. She wore a nightgown so short that it barely covered her bare crotch and her swelling buttocks, and had a miserable look on her pretty face. The shiny wooden hairbrush she had in her hand spoke volumes about the reason for her distress. Ethan shivered with excitement, looking at how she approached Ezra, who had sat down at the foot of the bed, and, without a word, she gave the hairbrush to her domineering husband, placing it in his outstretched hand.

"Over you go," Ethan heard Ezra order, tapping the brush into his left palm.

Sophia cast a lost glance in Ethan's direction, far away, still sitting in the living room, but within seeing reach. Then she obeyed meekly, assuming the required position. Once she was there, bent over her husband's sturdy lap with her cute bottom up in the air, Ethan could admire the perfect whiteness of her round rear end. Her buttocks were swelling, looking both firm and supple at the same time, and right then, it was evident to him why that was the perfect spot to administer a scalding-hot punishment.

After just a few moments, Ezra lifted the hairbrush at the shoulder's eighth and then smacked it down briskly, producing the sharp characteristic cracking sound of varnished wood on bare skin.

Right from the start, Ethan noticed that Sophia didn't have any stoicism while his husband's set her bottom afire. Smack after smack, Ezra spanked his wife's bare hindquarters, covering the whole target with hard hairbrush's swats, and like a little, naughty schoolgirl, pretty Sophia was soon yowling and begging him to stop. At one point, unable to stand the unbearable burning sensation inflicted on her poor bottom, she put her right hand on her rear end in an attempt to protect her tortured rear. Ezra grasped her wrist firmly in his left hand, pulling it up tightly behind her back. Now, she was utterly unable to interfere, and Ezra really let her have it, snapping down the flat-backed, wooden hairbrush hard and fast, while poor Sophia wailed and pleaded, to no avail.

"OHWHWW! Ezra! Honey, please, I'm sorry! AHWHWW! OHHH, GOD! OHWHWWW! Please stop, darling! AHWHWWW! It hurts so bad, honey! AHWHWWW! I promise I won't be bad anymore, darling! AHWHWHWWW! BWAHAHAAA!"

As he watched the paddling continue, Ethan became aware that his manhood had hardened inside his pants and was now painfully rock-hard. While Sophia squirmed and writhed, howling and begging, Ethan watched Ezra spank, and spank, and then spank some more. And while the naughty wife's ordeal followed on, he was excited beyond description. While his hand made its way inside his pants and undies to stroke his hardened penis, the pace of the hairbrush paddling even quickened, and the recipient's reaction became correspondingly more urgent and strident.

"OHWHWWW! OH GWADDD! AHWHWHWW! OHHH, AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! IT HURTS! IT HURTS! IT HURTSSS! AHWWHWWW! AHWHWHWWW! I'LL BE GOOOD! I PROMISEEE! BWAHAHAAA!"

To Ethan's amazement, the merciless bum tanning didn't stop. He admired how the pristine, white, cute buttocks of the hapless woman on his friend's lap had turned into two swollen, beet-red, sore-looking balloons. All that was so intensely erotic that his hand rubbed his erection to the point he almost came.

Finally, Sophia's punishment came to an end. The well-chastised woman remained sobbing on his husband's thighs for a while, and then she was allowed to get up, which she did on shaking legs. Once released from her man's lap, Sophia started to comically jump up and down, performing a shaming post-spanking dance, sobbing piteously, with her hands squeezing great handfuls of her swollen, brush-spanked buttocks.

It was then that Ezra rose from the bed and left the room, closing the door behind him, to give his punished wife some privacy. He came to sit near his friend, and one look at his flushed face was enough for him to realize that Ethan had not been shocked by what he had seen, not at all. Quite the contrary. 

With an air of complicity, he put a hand on his shoulder and, looking into his eyes with a smirk, he asked, "So, bro, what do you think? For next Friday's dinner, shall we invite your unfaithful girlfriend, too?"


Uncle Edgar

"I'm sorry, Edgar," the fit young man in his early twenties said, peeling back the curtain and looking out the window, "I had so recommended that she be home by 8 o'clock...and it's almost 10...and she doesn't even answer phone calls."

"I feel sorry for you, Bob," said the tall, big fifty-something man sitting on the sofa, shaking his head. "You have even cooked a dinner! Which has now gone cold. I had feared that, because you were so young, you were not yet ready to marry my niece. And I see now that I was right: Josephine is pretty and clever, but has a mischievous side, and sometimes…well, often, actually, she still acts like the teenager she was when I welcomed her into my home. She needs…"

Edgar stopped mid-sentence, seeing that Bob wasn't listening to him anymore, his attention drawn to a car pulling into the driveway. Josephine, finally!

The blonde, pretty, 25-year-old had not been on time to enter the house and hang up her jacket when, walking right up to her, Bob almost shouted, "What were you doing till now? And why didn't you answer the phone? I specifically recommended that you be home by 8 p.m.! Your Uncle and I are waiting for you for more than 2 hours!"

Josephine looked at her angry husband, and an admission of guilty foolishness flashed across her face.

"Ah, mhm, Bob, Uncle... I'm sorry. I lost track of the time, I think, and I have a dead phone battery," she answered, embarrassed. "Colleagues held a small party for the office manager who was transferred to another branch, so I wasted time at the bar without realizing what time it was. I'm sorry!"

"You should be sorry, and you're going to be a lot sorrier. I assure you of that, young lady!" Standing in the hall, his arms crossed over his broad chest, Edgar barked at her.

Josephine's eyes widened as she realized she had made a big mistake. She had not only arrived late, but she had arrived late for a dinner with Uncle Edgar!

"Come in the living room, now!" Uncle Edgar commanded her.

Suddenly, Josephine's worries turned into real fears. Conflicting emotions passed through her mind: talk back to her Uncle…playing the outraged lady…running away…anything to avoid what she feared was coming to her. However, the conditioning received during her formative years at the hands of her resolute guardian compelled her just to bow her head and follow the two men.

Uncle Edgar had raised Josephine since she had lost her parents in a car accident when she was barely a teenager. He had welcomed her with fondness, had always been very attentive and caring, but had also been a strict guardian. She commanded obedience and enforced it with burning, bare-bottom corrections. So, even if she was now an adult woman, hearing his tone, Josephine's hands went to her skirt-covered bottom in an unconscious gesture of protection.

'Oh my god! No, that's not possible,' she thought, 'he can't think of doing...that. Not here, not now, not in front of Bob!'

"Really, I'm sorry, Uncle, to you too, Bob," Josephine said, walking meekly behind the two men.

"Too late for sorry now, Josephine! You are in for a good, sound, old-fashioned, bare-bottom roasting," Uncle Edgar put down the law.

Josephine started to tremble at the thought of a painful, humiliating, bare-bum spanking in the presence of her husband, who could see and hear every smack, every kick, every writhing twist, every cry and begging plea. Hoping for a last-minute change of heart from her Uncle, Josephine stood at attention. Still, the middle-aged man was in no mood to let his naughty niece get away with anything less than a sound, blistering, fanny roasting.

It was then that Bob, who had remained silent in the face of that confrontation between his wife and her imposing Uncle, astonished to hear the threat of such a punishment, found his voice again.

"Let…let me understand, Edgar," he said, with a mischievous smile drawn on his lips. "You mean that you are going to…spank her?"

"Of course," the big man said. "That's exactly what I was trying to tell you before she arrived. Josephine needs a man with a firm hand in her life. It's the only way to let her really understand that silly behaviors are unacceptable. And it is also the only way to make her understand who is in charge. It's been a long time since I understood that"

Josephine saw a sparkle of light in her husband's eyes, hearing those words from her Uncle.

"Very well, then. Go ahead, let me see how to take care of her," Bob said, to Josephine's utter shame.

Instinctively driven by deep shame and fear, Josephine took a step backward, but Uncle Edgar gripped the waistband of her skirt, pulling her closer up before him. Standing inches from her resolute Uncle, looking into his stoned face, Josephine did not, dared not, move as he unzipped and pulled her skirt down to her heels.

It was then that Bob decided to…help. He bent to pull the skirt off his wife's feet while she hopped comically from one foot to the other. After that, he stood looking at how Edgar grabbed hold of his wife's arm, guided her as he sat down on the couch, and unceremoniously bent her over his knees.

Plunging quickly and upside down, the pretty woman's arms extended outward and downward, her hands flattened to cushion her fall. That move left Josephine with her panties-clad bottom jutting up while hanging for yet another time upside down over her big, severe Uncle's thighs. With his left arm around Josephine's waist, Edgar lifted and shifted her buxom body, head, and shoulders to his left, hips, and legs to the right as he maneuvered his niece into the desired position.

Josephine's eyes faced the floor, and her legs and feet were dangling a couple of inches from it. That was when the greater scandal took place. Edgar reached for Josephine's panties and began peeling them off her cute, round bottom. Giving a knowing look to his niece's husband, he peeled Josephine's panties completely down her buxom legs and off her heeled feet to fall to the floor.

Jittery and nervous, Josephine remained bare from her waist to her high-heeled shoes over her Uncle's lap, her perfectly heart-shaped bottom facing shamingly her husband. She resembled him nothing else than a little girl over a paternal lap. Her pretty cheeks were deep red as her buttocks would soon be.

Settled into such a familiar yet shaming position, upended across her Uncle's lap, Josephine's consciousness was confused and discomposed. It had happened every time since her Uncle had started disciplining her this way. And she had never come to terms with her sensations. If getting her bare buttocks blistered, stung, and hurt so severely, and left her feeling ashamed and disgraced, why did she also feel like she belonged there? The young, embarrassed woman was well aware that she was, as always, starting to feel aroused by the discipline soon to be administered to her vulnerable buttocks. She truly dreaded and hated the spankings, yet she felt it was due and proper to get corrected in that childish, embarrassing way. And even that time, her body's reaction to that was that her pussy became wet, like it had been every single time.

Amidst her confused feelings, Josephine raised her head and looked at her Uncle with her best puppy-dog eyes, her lower lip trembling.

"That does it, young lady. You have been disobedient, careless, and disrespectful to your husband and me, and I will spank your naughty bottom till you won't sit down!" That was her Uncle's matter-of-fact reply to her pleading look.

"I'm sooorryyy, Uncle! Bob!" Josephine cried out, but her whine was met with the first SMACK of Edgar's thick, broad hand against her bottom.

For a second or two, the big, middle-aged man paused, watching a red, sore handprint appear on his niece's snow-white right buttock. Then, he applied his broad palm to Josephine's left buttock just as hard.

SMACK!

With his disgraced niece in place, Edgar repeatedly lifted his arm high over his head, bringing his hand down with all the force on her alternated buttocks, right-left, right-left, and so on and on. Josephine cried out in pain at each smack branding her bottom flesh.

SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK!

Since the first spank, Josephine suddenly and again felt like the misbehaving teenager that was emerging from deep down inside her, and that sensation only grew while her Uncle's big hand spanked her womanly bottom over and over.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT!

Soon, she had to let go. She could not help it. Surrendering and submitting, crying and bawling, as tears were streaking down her face, and her nose was running, she started to shamelessly beg and plead.

"Uncle, stop! HAWHWW! Stop it, please, Uncle! OHOWHWWW! Please! BWUAHAAA! Uncle, please, I'll be good! BWHAHAAAA! I'm sorry! AHAWHWWW! I will listen! AHAWHWWW! I will behave and do whatever Bob says! OHOWHWWW! I promise! BOHOHOO! Please, Bob, make him stop, darling! BWHAHAAA-HA-AHAAA!"

SMACK! SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK!

Oblivious to his niece's frantic, desperate pleading, and under the approving gaze of Bob, Edgar spanked his misbehaving niece but good, setting her bottom aflame and shattering her naughty side. Despite the pain, and with her senses aroused at being treated in that childish, painful way, Josephine felt that what she was receiving was long overdue and promised herself she would mind her husband from then on.

SPANK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK! SMACK!

Watching his beloved young wife on the receiving end of such a smoldering correction, Bob couldn't deny that he not only found it appropriate but also very exciting. As the engorged, stiff, hard pole he had inside his pants at that very moment proved.

SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK! SPLATT! SPANK! SMACK

Finally, after over four minutes of uninterrupted hand spanking, Edgar put an end to his niece's burning lesson in obedience. Josephine lay there, drenched in sweat, sobbing, exhausted, gulping for air, and with her pussy dripping. Barely able to speak, she managed to whisper her surrender.

“I’m-uh-saaar-uh-eeee-uh! Uncle, I' ll-uh-doooo-whuh-uht-youuu-uh-say! Honey, I-uh-promise-ohw-oh-to-beee-a-gwood-wife! Bwahaha! Bwaaa-uh-wahaaa!"

"There, that's much better. See what a good girl you can be," Edgar's voice softened as his big hand caressed Josephine's blazing, livid-red, burning bottom.

Hanging upside down, her glowing, hot, raw-red, swollen buttocks on display, the young wife cried like a small child, "Huhhh-honey-eeee-uh-I'm sorry-uh-I-uh-ammmm! I love you, and Uncle-bwahaha- I love you too! Puh-lease-uh-forgive-uh-me-uh-uh!"

"I love you too, Josephine," Uncle Edgar spoke calmly, "and that's why I feel the duty to correct you when you act as a bad, careless brat. And I hope that Bob here will take up where I left off. I'm sure that he loves you enough to give you all the care and guide you deserve and need."

Hardly able to speak, for both his wonder at seeing Josephine regressed to the state of a submitted little girl and the intense arousal he was feeling, Bob assured both his wife and Edgar that he surely would take care of Josephine at his best. He then helped pull his whimpering wife up off Edgar's lap, awkwardly moving, red-faced and red-bottomed.

Once on her jelly legs, Josephine's hands rushed to clasp and rub her scorched, chastened, smoldered buttocks. At the same time, she leaped and hopped up and down before the two men, howling and squalling, totally unmindful of the nude spectacle she offered them.

Bob allowed her a few seconds of that frantic post-spanking dance, then he excused himself with Edgar and led his chastened wife, still half-naked, to their bedroom.

With her hands still feverishly massaging her inflamed rear end, Josephine let her husband bring her there. Even walking was painful as her smoldered butt cheeks rubbed against each other, but finally, once in the privacy of their bedroom, she hugged Bob, rubbing her wet crotch against his manly asset. The feeling of the massive hard-on inside his pants reassured her that they both shared the same feeling, and she couldn't wait for Edgar to leave so she could be alone with Bob.


Genevieve's comeuppance

Who knows why someone, at some point in their life, became interested in spanking? For some, it is the memory of punishments received as a child, for others, it is the images in comic books or cartoons, and still others will never really understand why. For me, it was when I was ten years old, and I got to know Genevieve.

Genevieve was just a few months older than me, and her family had moved to our neighborhood at the end of that summer. She had started attending my school and indeed had become my deskmate. She was an intelligent, good-spirited girl, and we soon became friends.

Genevieve's mother was a housewife, and her Father had been sent to manage the small bank branch in our town. He was a tall, handsome man in his mid-thirties, and I won't deny that I immediately had a bit of a crush on him. Since we were both only children, Genevieve and I often spent afternoons together at my house or hers. Sometimes our moms would have tea while we played or did homework.

It had been a couple of months since school started when the fateful conversation took place. By that point, I had already noticed that Genevieve was a very obedient girl, and that a look from either of her parents was enough to settle her down if she was 'getting out of hand,' as her Mom would put it. So that afternoon, we were playing with the dollhouse in the living room when I happened to overhear our moms' conversation on the couch right behind us. Evidently, my Mom had also noticed Genevieve's obedient behavior and complimented her mother on it. To this day, I still remember the kind lady's response, practically word for word.

"You could say that we are somewhat old-fashioned parents and traditional when it comes to raising Genevieve, and maybe you would be right. But my husband and I strongly believe that Genevieve needs, apart from a lot of love and care, discipline too. So my husband never hesitates to put her over his knees and give her bare bottom a very sound spanking whenever we judge it is necessary."

Those words resounded in my head and stirred a turmoil of emotions. Apart from the occasional smack on the back of my pants or skirt, I had never been spanked by either of my parents. I had been somewhat aware that some of my friends were spanked, but it was a vague awareness, not explained as clearly as Genevieve's mother had just done. This was different, now I did know that my friend was put over her handsome Father's lap, with her bottom bare (!), to get 'a very sound spanking' as that woman had clearly said. I don't know precisely why those simple words had such an effect on me, but from that moment on, the idea of spankings, and more specifically the spankings Genevieve received from her attractive Father, became almost an obsession for me. 

Sometimes, when I was in her house and her Father was also there, I would purposely try to get my friend in trouble so that her Dad would spank her while I was there, but it never happened. Other times, if I sensed she had been in trouble, I tried to ask her how it had gone at her house the day before, but she always dodged the question. All this went on till we started high school. At that point, apart from the fact that we were no longer in the same class and spent less time together, I discovered many Internet sites that satisfied my curiosity about the subject, and the idea of seeing Genevieve take her spankings diminished my interest.

Once we finished high school, Genevieve and I went to the same college, and there, away from the supervision of her strict parents, Genevieve let herself go, and we spent years as cheerful drinking and partying girls. Only after graduation did we part ways, as she returned to live and work in our old small town while I stayed in college, where I had landed a position as a researcher. We saw each other only occasionally when I went home to spend some days of vacation with my parents. Our lifestyles also differed. Genevieve, once home, was back to being the quiet young person she had been as a girl, and a few years before the events I am about to relate, she had married Jim, a distinguished professional who was the director of the laboratory she had found a job in, ten years her senior. On the contrary, I continued a fairly messy life as a single.

Whenever I went back to visit my parents, I never failed to see my old friend again and involve her in one of our stunts, like in our college days. For this reason, I thought Jim did not like me very much. He was a somewhat handsome man, but with a haughty and cold character. Although I never came to know him well, I sensed that he didn't like me involving his wife in those escapades and that, plain and straightforward, he didn't approve of my friendship with her.

That fateful summer day, I had convinced Genevieve to go to the lake for a day of sunbathing, but we soon grew tired of being out in nature, so we came back to the city to have our lunch in a popular bar, and by the afternoon, we found ourselves in front of two glasses of chardonnay, seated near two attractive boys who had invited us. It didn't take long for us to begin an innocent but intriguing flirtation. At one point, as we were about to order another round of drinks, I saw Genevieve blanch. I asked her what happened, and coming close to my ear so as not to be overheard, she told me that her husband's secretary had just come in and greeted her. It was evident that this had caused great embarrassment to my friend, and before long, she paid the bill and convinced me to drive her home. She seemed very concerned, almost frightened.

When I pulled into Genevieve's driveway, Jim came out the door, and he seemed to be waiting for us. We got out of the car, me intending to say hello and then bail.

"Hi, dear, would you come in? BOTH of you, please!" My friend's husband addressed us in a tone that brooked no refusal.

Genevieve looked at me, pale and with eyes begging me not to. But partly to avoid appearing rude, partly out of curiosity to understand exactly what was going on, I went into the house with her and Jim.

Once in the living room, Jim started asking her crestfallen wife questions, but it was evident he already knew all the answers, and that was just her way of making Genevieve confess her misdeed.

Yes, we did go to the lake, but no, we didn't spend all day there.

Yes, we went to have lunch at a bar.

Yes, we started to drink in the early afternoon.

Yes, we drank with two men, but it wasn't like it looked. It had just been a friendly chat.

"NO, honey, we...I...I didn't mean to flirt, honest, I would never, ever do that, darling, I swear," Genevieve concluded, answering her husband's questioning, as she looked almost on the verge of tears.

With an icy stare that seemed to read in her wife's head, Jim started his tirade, "I don't know how to make you understand your responsibilities, Genevieve. You are a married woman now, you just can't act like an irresponsible teenager anymore!" He shook his head and then, staring at his discouraged wife, followed on, "I'm afraid I have to restore once again to what your father so fervently counseled me about."

He didn't wait for a reply from his wife.

Raising his arm, he pointed to the closet and ordered, "Go get it and bring it to me."

"W...what do you mean, honey?" Genevieve tentatively asked him with a broken voice.

"What do I mean?" Asked Jim with his arms crossed on his chest. "You know perfectly well that I mean you go get the paddle your parents gave us. The very one your Dad used with you. Go fetch it, young lady, and I mean NOW!"

Blushing and head down, Genevieve meekly obeyed his imposing husband.

I could hardly believe it, everything indicated that Jim was about to...PADDLE, my friend! Suddenly, all my youth's weird desires to see Genevieve spanked came back to my mind, and I felt my pussy watering inside my pants.

Soon Genevieve was back with the requested tool in her hand. It was a paddle of the same shape and size as those with a ball attached to an elastic cord, but it looked heavier and was made of solid, well-lacquered wood.

She obediently handed it to her husband, and in a whisper, she pleaded, "Please, honey...not in front of her."

Despite all my desire to witness my friend's spanking, I felt that my presence there was inappropriate. That was between husband and wife, and besides, I cared for Genevieve and certainly did not wish to embarrass her more than she already had.

So I started to say, "Well, I think that is time for me to leave..."

"Oh no, miss," Jim abruptly interrupted me. "You now stay here to see the trouble you just helped make for Genevieve. For your fault, she's not going to be able to sit down for supper tonight!"

Then he turned to her crestfallen wife and took the item she was handing him. His gaze went from his now submissive wife to me and then back to her. He was making a decision. Finally, he kept her wife's wrist with one hand and started to drag her out of the living room.

"You come with me, and you," Jim pointed at me, "take a seat there and listen carefully."

With that, he led Genevieve into the nearby kitchen while I decided that since I had been urged so strongly...I would stay and listen!

From where I was, seated just a few feet away from the kitchen door left open, I could clearly hear the telling-off Jim was giving his wife. Then I heard the scraping of a chair drawn out across the floor, and Genevieve jelled, "No, honey, not on the bare, please!"

"Don't be silly, Genevieve," Jim answered sternly, "you know very well this is how it's done. Get over here!"

Presumably, this was his command for Genevieve to bend over his knees, as he was ready to paddle her bottom. That suspicion was confirmed when, after a brief muffled protest from my poor friend, I heard the unmistakable sound of wood slapping bare flesh. CRACK! It rang out like a pistol shot and reverberated through into the living room as if husband and wife were right in front of me.

Genevieve yelled out with pain, and then the paddling began in earnest. It was obvious from both the resounding CRACKS and the crying of pain coming from my friend's mouth that this was a very thorough and hard paddling her domineering husband was giving her. After only a few more loud CRACKS of the paddle, Genevieve began to cry like a little girl, sobbing and begging.

"Please, no more! AHWHWW! No more! OHWHWW! I'll be a good girl...AHWHWWW...Daddy!"

OMG, I thought, she called her husband...daddy! And right then it was crystal clear to me that the childish punishment she was submitted to had worked like a time machine, regressing poor Genevieve to the state of the little girl she had been, being corrected by her stern Father.

The paddling seemed to go on forever, as did Genevieve's crying, and, as weird as it sounds, I experienced the desire to open my pants and give relief with my fingers to the shivers of pleasure that made my panties wet.

Eventually, the frightening, yet exciting sound of wood slapping bare flesh stopped, although Genevieve's crying continued for a good few minutes afterward.

Finally, I heard Jim tell her, "Straight away to the bedroom, you have an early bedtime, young lady!"

Seconds later, I saw a still-sniffling Genevieve coming out of the kitchen, her face red from crying, her cheeks damp with tears and snot. Once she turned to wobbling comically without her jeans and with her panties twisted around her knees, heading to the stairs, I could see her rear end. What a sight it was! All her bottom was swollen and almost shone in a livid red color, and on the very base of her smoldered buttocks, the skin was purpled by the paddle swats.

Then Jim walked slowly and deliberately toward the living room, where I had been sitting for all that time, unable to say a word, and blushing with embarrassment and excitement, and stood in front of me with his arms crossed on his shirted chest.

"I hope that what you heard happening to your friend made you understand the extent of the trouble you put her in. You should be ashamed of yourself. Your lifestyle and the example you set are disgraceful. You are long overdue for someone to put you on his knees and give you a tanned rear like the one you have just listened to Genevieve get."

"I...maybe you are right...Jim," for my profound shame and utter disbelief in what I was saying, that was all that I could utter.

"Get yourself home. I don't want to see you here for a few days. Genevieve wouldn't be allowed to see you anyway."

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


Also Available In This Collection

Spanked Wives Of The '50s

Seven stories of M/F old-fashioned discipline

In the 1950s, husbands were the heads of the home, and it was natural and desired that they ran the family, wives included, with a firm paternal hand. Back then, men used to be protective and caring with their sweet wives, but they also used to dispense the needed, severe discipline whenever an unruly consort deserved it.

In this collection of seven stories, six husbands and a father exercise their correctional duties on the women of different ages in their charge, the old-fashioned way. Filled with genuine emotions and vivid imagery, these stories offer a close, personal insight into the marital relationships of an era in which spanking your wife was a widely accepted method of showing you care.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DH8G6NXX




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/B0CXMGQX8Q
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