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Her Husband Her Boss

Ava felt uncomfortably hot in her stiff black suit. The heels ached, and she was frustrated, nervous, and afraid.

She sat stiffly, watching the efficient secretary of the boss behind her desk.

Finally, at five to seven, as the secretary was gathering her belongings and leaving, she spoke on the phone and addressed Ava, "He'll see you now."

Everyone else on the floor and probably the entire building had already left. There were only the security men thirty stories down.

As the heavy doors closed behind her, Ava found herself in the large, immaculate room. A conference table occupied a full side of the room; the other side featured a well-stocked bar, a massive entertainment center, and a desk near the bay window. Oliver was seated behind the desk, staring at Ava with a reproaching glare.

“Hello, honey,” she decided to take the bull by the horns and go straight to the point. “I know your time is invaluable, so…tell me why you have called me here."

Oliver nodded and waved his wife to a chair.

Ava remained standing, forcing herself to maintain her composure even if in that office, before Oliver’s gaze, it wasn’t easy for the pretty fortyish woman. Her middle-aged husband was a handsome man, in a sort of rude way. Strict, overbearing. He looked like a fighter. He was tall and muscular, though not overly athletic. And he was her boss, now.

“I had a call from Mr. Lewin this morning,” Oliver said, staring at her. “He said that your performance at work is well below average. Average,” Oliver repeated as if to himself, “he actually said are well below an acceptable standard. Now, what do you have to say about that, Ava?”

Ava squirmed on her heels. Mr. Lewin was the head of the department Oliver had put her to work in after she had pestered him repeatedly. She'd explained that, with the boys away at college, she felt restless and isolated at home, craving something purposeful to fill her days. Earning her own money mattered to her now; she needed independence and a new sense of identity.

“Well, I…I wouldn’t say that. Okay, I arrived at the office late. But just a few times! And, okay, there have been times when the other girls at the office and I came back a few minutes later from the coffee break. It seems to me that Mr. Lewin is a bit too hard to say that my work is below an acceptable standard. Actually, nobody else in the office is so punctual either.”

“Good to know, I’ll remind Mr. Lewin to keep an eye on his department’s employees’ punctuality. But getting back to you, since you’re the subject of this conversation, Mr. Lewin says you are lazy and don’t even try to improve in your job. Is that true?”

“Mhm, well, actually, these procedures regarding payments and deposits that I haven't quite figured out yet, but honey…”

“No buts, Ava! There is absolutely no excuse for slacking off in your work. I hope you didn't think that just because you're the boss's wife, you could come here and sit around doing nothing without earning your pay!”

Ashamed, Ava lowered her lovely blue eyes to the floor. She was short but beautiful. She had blond hair that fell gracefully in waves down her shoulders. Her breasts were still magnificent at her age, and she had very prominent buttocks, firm, but not too firm, smooth and silky to the touch. Yet she knew full well that her sexy figure had never helped her soften her no-nonsense husband.

Oliver rose from his chair and turned around the desk.

Fearing what was about to happen, Ava looked at Oliver, coming next to her, trying to be brave and strong.

“I have to say, Ava, I am very disappointed in your behavior.”

This last was hissed as Oliver brought his palm across her bottom with terrific force, the loud slap echoing in her ears before she felt the stinging pain. Ava gasped and grabbed her bottom and moved a bit away from her husband, her composure and resolve lost.

Oliver stared at her for a long moment, then, opening the buckle of his belt, he just said, "You know the drill."

Ava swallowed, as shivers ran through her body like a pocket-sized Venus. Even though she’d been expecting this ever since her husband’s secretary had summoned her, the reality of what was about to happen right then to her tender behind made her break out in a cold sweat. Yet she knew she had to do as told.

First, she took off her shoes and hose, wiggling her toes in the deep carpet, then her pencil skirt. Standing in just her underwear below the waist, she glanced at her husband, hopefully. But his look remained firm, both impatient and indifferent to her embarrassment. So she slipped off and pulled down her panties.

At once, she felt chilled, cold air from the air conditioner brushing the naked skin of her legs and buttocks.

Oliver swooped his belt through the loop of his slacks and pointed to the polished surface of the desk. As Ava went towards the desk, meekly and obedient, he raised the sleeve of his shirt and then doubled the belt in his hand.

You have a lot to learn if you want to work here, Ava,” Oliver’s voice echoed in the office, "And you require discipline. Severe discipline. Not different from the one you receive at home.” And he motioned for her to lie across the desk.

Again, Ava did so obediently, stretching out awkwardly across the empty oak desk. It was so large that she could easily fit. This position forced her breasts confined in her bra under the filmy blouse to press somewhat painfully into the hard desk.  

"Now, this punishment is for your attitude in the company, Ava.”

Numbly, Ava nodded. As always at that point, her heart was full of dread and fear, just like she'd known as a little girl, taken to be spanked by her loving but strict father. She trembled, tears already forming in her eyes.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The first few strokes of Oliver’s heavy, leather belt shocked her with their force.

Each blow covered both of her buttocks as Oliver dealt them hard and furiously, switching the focus from the top of her bum cheek to the sweet spot where her broad buttocks met her buxom thighs.

Soon her bottom was throbbing. Ava could feel the heat the belt generated, and she realized she was no longer cold. No, she was hot. Very hot. Sweat poured off her body, and in agony, she struggled to clench the desk with her hands tightly. She did know what would happen if she moved them.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The blows were coming harder and faster now, as Oliver was really letting them go. Again and again, he whipped her with the merciless belt. Sometimes, at the crown of her buttocks, where the blow caused her to groan loudly, other times, aiming the swing against her lower bottom, making her really wail out aloud.

Ava groaned and wagged her bottom for him, desperate that her husband should see her cooperation and obedience and have some mercy. But he continued to whip hard, and her groans grew louder than the cracks of the belt. Her ass was on fire, throbbing and stinging without relief. Groaning, she turned her face toward Oliver, pleading with her teary eyes without words.

And Oliver stopped.

Vaguely, she heard his voice telling her that he was not done and that she must know by now what a real punishment consisted of.

"No, please. I'll try harder. I will improve…I'll be good! Please, no more," Ava pleaded, weeping, yet still bent and obediently presenting to her husband her already well-marked rear end.

“Oh, stop that, Ava. You will take what I give you and stand it.”

Ava’s heart went cold when Oliver rested the leather belt on her rump. She felt her bottom swell and the pain, heat throbbing. Her ass was huge and red; she could feel it. She began to struggle, wiggling on the table and groaning.

Then Oliver lifted the belt high and brought it down onto her buttocks again. For poor Ava, it was devastating. Her ass hurt so much. Her bottom just kept stinging as another blow landed, quickly followed by many more.

Ava bounced under the belt, her body actually lifting itself off the desk by several inches every time the belt cut her bum flesh.

The whipping continued, the loud smacks deafening to Ava's ears. Harder and harder, Oliver’s belt came down, the thick leather slamming her to the desk and, like a magnet to iron, lifting her off as it withdrew.

She was like dancing under her husband’s belt, waving her bottom from side to side, wiggling and twitching her buttocks, moving her hips in and out in grotesque and degrading motions that caused her to blush in spite of her pain. Nothing topped the terrible flow of pain that Oliver was administering.

Then Oliver took the belt to the backs of her thighs, alternating between the two sides. On this virgin skin, the pain was unendurable, and Ava found herself dancing without trying. She was so sore, so raw, she could barely breathe.

When her thighs too bore the welts of the whipping leather, Oliver moved back to his wife’s buttocks and let off a last flurry of the hardest belt strokes yet. 

Finally, Ava’s smoldering office correction stopped, and she was permitted to stand. She lifted herself off the desk, her breasts aching from the pounding on the hard surface, her face and hair soaked with tears, her nose running. Every movement brought just agony to her rear end. She stood awkwardly on wavering legs. Her buttocks and thighs felt like they had been torn to ribbons.

Shaking, she approached her husband, who had put the belt on the desk. Still sobbing, she leaned over him, her head leaning against his strong chest. Oliver wrapped his arms around her, and for a long moment, she hugged her tenderly, soothing her back with his hand.

Ava smoldered in that sweet, manly embrace. Even if her whole body ached, as always happened to her after she had been corrected by her unyielding husband, she felt a warmth in her heart, and her sex was wet and oozing.


Spanking Domestic Drama

Diana was lying on her bed waiting for seven o’clock. Her husband was always home by then.

The sulking, 36-year-old buxom woman's thoughts centered on her bottom. The prospect of what would happen to that round, tender part of her voluptuous body concentrated the mind wonderfully. It was like a black cloud over her, and under that cloud she would tremble, thinking about the shaming, childish, and oh-so-painful fate that awaited her as soon as Josh was back home from work.

Her hands wandered behind. Her fingers went inside the elastic waistband of her shorts, and she took them at mid-thigh. She gently rubbed her bare, swelling buttocks, feeling their soft coolness under her filmy panties. She knew they would not stay cool for long. 

Because she knew that, whether she was an adult married woman or not, she would soon get one heck of a spanking with the old fly-back paddle.

‘‘I indeed did something I have been expressly told not to do' she thought. 'But, anyway, it is not right that my husband treats me as if I were a six-year-old brat! And, damn, that creepy, drooling old man snitched on me...once again!’

Sunbathing topless in the garden was an action that was against Diana's husband's rules and, in his old-fashioned, patriarchal eyes, was shameful and inexcusable.

Of course, old Mr. Harrison had rushed to phone Josh to tell him about what he had seen from his window over the porch. He always snitched on Diana, the ugly old man. He stared at her whenever she tidied up the garden in shorts and a tank top, and Diana had seen how he looked at her when she walked down the drive, swaying her bum in her skinny jeans. ‘I bet he does it on purpose to get me spanked, the old pervert,’ thought Diana.

She knew that the old man was aware of how her husband corrected her. If her hysterical crying and desperate pleas were not enough to make him understand it, her husband, who had grown up in that house and considered him like an uncle, had taken care of it, revealing that he used that old-fashioned disciplinary method in their marriage. Such a shame!

He'd sure be glad to hear everything now. The houses were so close, and Josh and Diana’s bedroom window was just a few feet from the old man’s. But even the attractive young gentleman living on the other side would probably hear something of her shame. The loud CRACKS of the wood smashing hard against womanly tender flesh, the anguished screams and pleadings.

While she figured all that in her mind, Diana's hands kept caressing her bare bum cheeks, and she became aware of a weird tingle between her legs. She picked up a pillow, placed it between her thighs, and began rubbing her throbbing pussy against it, blushing with embarrassment. Because, yes, that was another shaming effect of her husband’s old-fashioned corrections. Every time she was spanked, Diana felt like she was no longer the owner of her body. Her bottom belonged to Josh, who exercised his marital right to punish her for her misbehaving. At the same time, she couldn’t control her senses, which made her pussy throb and water despite the pain and shame for what was happening to her.

Turning and moving on the bed, Diana's round butt cheeks clenched as if they wanted to protect themselves from what was about to happen, as her pussy rubbed against the pillow.

Diana saw on the clock on the nightstand that it was almost time for Josh’s return. She began to feel stomach cramps from fear, and her heart was racing.

‘I’m a grown woman, for Heaven’s sake,’ she thought. ‘I have a job in a beauty parlor. I bring home a wage...it's just not right!’

But she knew her husband was in charge. They argued about that before. “I’m the husband, and you are the wife. I have the right and the duty to correct you if you break the family’s rules,” he had put in clear before they got married. And Diana had agreed to it, so now she had little to complain about—except to herself for not being able to follow the rules her husband had set for her.

And anyway, Diana enjoyed their home and the comforts that Josh could afford her, and loved his protective, even if strict, attitude toward her. So when Josh called her that afternoon, told her he had been advised about what she had been doing, and said she had to wait for him in the bedroom, that as soon as he was home, there would be hell for her buttocks to pay, Diana just hung up the receiver and meekly, obediently went to the bedroom.

When she heard the engine of Josh’s BMW enter the drive, Diana hurriedly pulled up her pants and put the pillow back in its place. Remaining silent and with her eyes closed, she listened to the stomping of her husband’s shoes as he entered the hallway, and paused in the living room to remove his jacket. Her heart skipped a beat at the sound of a drawer opening and then closing. After that, the stomps ascended the stairs toward her room.

Without knocking first, Josh opened the bedroom door.

At forty-five, Josh was what you might call a big man. He was tall and muscled, though a bit plump around his belly. Now, dressed in black slacks and a white shirt, towering over Diana, still lying on their bed, he looked even more imposing to the crestfallen woman.

“Do you have something you want to tell me before we start, young lady?” He asked, looking at his paled wife and patting the fly-back paddle in his other big palm.

Diana gulped, staring at that dreaded tool. She had known it since her childhood; it was one of her toys until the ball’s elastic broke. Then her Mom, with the practical sense typical of a housewife, since it was nice and solid and a good size, found an alternative and more lasting use for that wooden tool and kept it to serve as the correction tool that Diana’s Dad now and then dished out on her. It was to her dismay that, on the evening of her wedding day, Diana found it in a white box with a red bow among her parents’ wedding gifts!

“I’m sorry, Josh. I really am. I didn’t mean to…” Diana blabbered her lame excuse.

Keeping swatting the paddle’s business end on his palm, Josh raised an eyebrow.

“Let me understand, young lady. You are trying to tell me that you ‘didn’t mean’ to take off all your clothes, put on just a...thong, and sunbathing practically bare before God and all the neighborhood? How did that happen? Was it by accident?”

Blushing all the colors of the sunset and unable to even try to defend herself, Diana remained silent. She watched intently as Josh picked up the stool from her vanity and put it in the center of the room. He then raised his right shirt sleeve. showing off his big, muscled arm. He sat on the stool and closed his legs, which formed a perfect platform for Diana to lie on.

“Come here, young lady,” came his stern order. “Right in front of me.”

‘Young lady.’ How Diana hated that Josh used the kind of terms he always used when disciplining her. It wasn’t shameful enough that he took down her panties, put her over his lap, and spanked her like she was a six-year-old brat. No, he had to use childish threats such as ‘young lady,’ ‘until you won’t sit down,’ ‘warm your buttocks,’…and so on.

The crestfallen, auburn, buxom woman rolled off the bed and stood. She did not object; she knew all too well there were no more excuses or pleas for mitigation. Sulking and sighing, she went to stand in front of her somber husband.

“Sulking is not going to help,” said Josh once his wife, barefoot and wearing shorts that wrapped her round, womanly hips and bottom, and a T-shirt over her massive breasts, stood in front of him. “If you insist on acting silly, irresponsibly, putting shame on me, I have to warm your buttocks for you, young lady.” Then, shaking his head, he roared, “Take down your pants.”

With trembling fingers, the 36-year-old woman lowered her elasticated waistband shorts to her ankles. Josh leaned forward and pulled Diana closer. Next thing, she got his thick fingers inside the waistband of her panties, and the next moment, they were falling to her feet. Diana stood there, head bowed and blushing, with the triangle of red hair of her crotch right before Josh's eyes. The big, determined husband took his wife by the arm and suddenly pulled her forward, toppling her onto his ample lap. Face down.

Diana sent a shriek and kicked her bare legs stretched at the ankles by her garments, but she was no match for her big, strong husband. Josh got Diana around the waist, and she was going nowhere. There was nothing she could do about it. She was lying there, face down, with her tender, plump, trembling buttocks all bare for her loved but strict Josh to spank all that he thought she deserved.

Then, Josh raised the fly-back paddle and started to wallop the living daylights out of his misbehaving wife.  And it hurt like crazy.

The first smack of the paddle brought Diana from her world of self-pity to the harsh reality very quickly as she felt it burn her right bottom cheek with its searing sting. What followed was a slow, methodical administration of paddle smacks that brought a high volume of OOOHHHS, AAARRGGHHHS, and OWWWWSS as each CRACK was felt individually, and a few seconds passed before the next SMACK was administered. Slowly and deliberately, the flat, merciless wood was applied to Diana’s bouncing, broad buttocks, deepening the redness of the bum skin and imparting a continuous burning, stinging sensation throughout the punished area.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK! CRACK!

Determined and merciless, Josh went on with no letup. Pounding away at her wife’s poor, steaming rear end. Diana felt her womanly, round buttocks swelling painfully to a bigger size. She thought they had caught fire, so unbearable was the stinging, burning sensation the branding paddling was raising in her battered bottom.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK! CRACK!

In the meantime, her pussy was watering and rubbed against Josh's trousered firm thighs. Only the branding pain the stern husband was raising in her buttocks with the sturdy fly-back paddle prevented Diana from disgracing herself by climaxing on his lap.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SPANK! CRACK!

Josh spanked that paddle into every part of Diana’s bum, and once there was no square inch untouched, he started all over again, and then again.

No more caring about what old Mr. Harrison or the handsome young man of the other side could hear, Diana hollered at the top of her lungs, not only with the pain, which was unbearable, but also the shame of it all. She was easily being held down over Josh’s sturdy lap while he spanked her bare bottom again and again, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it, exactly like when she was six!

“AHWHWWW! AHARGHGGG! OHOWHWWW! DARLING! BWUAHAAHAAA!"

She was now the ‘young lady’ of the house; she was the one who was ‘not going to sit down for a week’ after her strict husband had finished to ‘warm her buttocks’ for her!

And right when poor Diana was sure she couldn’t take just another paddle smack, Josh put down the fly-back paddle and said, Well, I think it's enough. The noise is fit to wake the dead. We’ll have the neighbors complaining.”

He didn’t suspect that the old pervert man who snatched her wife had probably been delighted listening to how pretty Diana got her backside blistered.

Continuing to hold her now desperate, weeping wife firmly anchored in his lap, Josh considered, as if thinking aloud, “Yes, it seems to me that you had been spanked enough. Look, how swollen and glowing your buttocks are. I really don't want to take the skin off your bottom with this paddle." Then, thinking on what he had just said for a moment, he added, "Even if, finally, it might be a good idea. I wonder if with your butt skinned, you will still sunbathe in just a thong...but no. All right, woman, get up and let this be a lesson to you!”

And with that, Josh let his well-chastised wife roll off his knee.

As soon as she was on her feet again, Diana started to jump around the room with her hands desperately grasping each of her ferociously hot, stinging, and burning-red spanked nether cheeks. She yammered and stomped about, doing her freshly spanked woman dance, furiously rubbing her smoking buttocks in front of her husband. She danced about, trying as much as she could to stop crying, then she threw herself in Josh's arms and rested her face, drenched in tears, on his broad chest.

Right then, while her left hand went to gently caress those beet-red balloons that her pert buttocks had turned in Diana felt like the sorest-bottomed and most humiliated woman in town. Yet in her husband's arms, she felt loved and protected. Not to mention that her pussy was throbbing and she was desperate to be laid by her dominant Josh.


A Firm, Daddy-Like Hand

Jeffrey knew that his new stepmother, Elodie, was interested in the man living next door.

Many times, he had caught her spying on the handsome executive from the back garden as he lay sunbathing by the edge of his pool in his garden. Jeffrey noticed her dreamy, somewhat guilty look each time, hinting at her fascination. He also often saw her chatting with him over the fence, and the way she laughed a little too brightly told Jeffrey that pretty, young Elodie’s interest in the same-age gentleman went beyond being just a kind neighbor.

Maybe it was because she had married his mature Dad for only a few months and didn’t know sixteen-year-old Jeffrey well that Elodie thought she could fool him, but she was very wrong. Jeffrey knew many things.

"I see you chatting up with Mr. Wilson a lot, Elodie," Jeffrey told Elodie one afternoon as they sat along with his Father Jerome, in their large front room on a warm Saturday afternoon. He smirked, feeling mischievous, and challenged, "Do you fancy him?"

"Of course not, Jeffrey!” Elodie played outraged at her stepson's assumption, though a flicker of nervousness crossed her face. “I talk to Mr. Wilson because he’s an intelligent man, and I always enjoy our conversations, and that is as far as it goes, okay?"

"Then why do you always watch him sunbathing in his swimsuit?" Jeffrey grinned at his father.

"Well, okay, he’s an attractive man, I…I admit it,” Elodie stuttered, blushing lightly and shifting uncomfortably, glancing at her older husband’s gaze. "It’s only natural to give him an innocent glance."

"I bet his wife wouldn’t be happy if she knew you looked at her husband like that,” the boy followed on, giving a sly smile to Jerome. “What about you, Dad?”

"Enough, Jeffrey…" Elodie tried to stop the little devil.

"I see you always make sure Dad’s not around when you flirt with our neighbor," Jeffrey continued, heedless of Elodie's words. "I bet you are afraid that he’d spank you good and hard if he found out. Don’t you think the same, Dad?"

“Don’t be ridiculous," Elodie blurted out before Jerome could answer that shaming question. “What makes you think your Dad would do something like that!"

Jeffrey gave her a knowing look. "I know he does. Remember last week when you came home tipsy at two in the morning?"

As if in answer, Elodie's face lost its color, and her eyes widened in alarm, anxiety, and embarrassment etched across her features.

“Well,” Jeffrey followed on, “The next day I didn’t have football practice in the afternoon and came home for lunch. When I entered the house, you two were in your bedroom and didn’t hear me come in. But I surely heard you two. I understood that you had just been woken up and sobered up, and Dad was scolding you for getting into such a state. I heard him telling you to take off your pajama pants and panties and to get over his knee. Then I heard the sound of something smacking bare flesh hard, and I guessed it was the flat back of a wooden hairbrush, maybe your own, colliding with your bare rear end. I couldn’t see anything, but it was not hard to understand what was going on, especially because at one point you started to pitifully plead with Dad to ‘please, oh, please stop spanking me…I learned my lesson!’ (giggles) He put you over his knees and spanked your bare bottom while you cried and begged like a five-year-old girl.”

As Jeffrey spoke, Elodie had gone from pale to a shamefaced blush. Anxiety fought with humiliation in her expression as she looked at her husband for help, her eyes pleading silently for rescue from the situation.

“Well, boy, it seems that you have discovered my and your stepmother’s little secret. No point in denying it, don’t you think, honey?” Elodie could not answer her husband’s rhetorical question, “In any case, you are about the age you can understand some things. You see, Jeffrey, some women never outgrow the need for a firm male handling their lives.”

Jeffrey widened his eyes at his Dad’s statement, and he set about to listen attentively.

“This kind of women need to be corrected far longer than they think or want, and the best way to correct them is just like a wise Father will do: a spanking that won’t stop until you know you have achieved the intended effect, and imparted a lesson to be remembered.”

“I see Dad, wow, I understand better now, but how do you know that a woman is of that kind?” Asked Jeffrey, intrigued by his Dad’s teaching.

“Please, honey, don’t…” the platinum blonde Elodie tried to intervene in that humiliating Father-son conversation, but Jerome’s stern gaze shut her up, so she remained seated in silence with a disheartened look of misery painted on her pretty, red face.

“They are the ones who confess this need of theirs,” Jerome answered, “Sometimes in a direct way, sometimes, as in the case of your stepmother, in a more subtle way, nevertheless very understandable to a man who cares for them and wants to understand their needs. I remember how, on our very first date, your stepmom told me about her upbringing. She said that if she did something wrong, it really bothered her. She just couldn't let go of the thought that she had done wrong or had disobeyed her beloved Dad, and that feeling followed her like a dark cloud. And always, his attentive, severe Father found out. It was like she had a red neon sign on her forehead flashing her guilt whenever she disobeyed or misbehaved. She learned to admit her crimes, in search of the relief she felt when the spanking deep inside her she believed she deserved had been administered. Only then was she forgiven, and she could get it over with. This is the sort of thing a girl is supposed to outgrow, but not her.”

Jerome kept silent and watched her son's reaction to his words. Jeffrey seemed definitely impressed.

"And from this confession, I realized," the mature man continued, "That the young, attractive woman I had in front of me needed a determined man in her life. A man who would hold her reins short and give her life the right direction. And I saw that right, didn't I, honey?”

"Yes, honey, you did," Elodie admitted, finally called into the discussion between Father and son.

"So, since her behavior with our neighbor was at the very least, inappropriate," Jerome resumed addressing Jeffrey, "And the embarrassed blush on her cheeks, as you told me of her misdeeds, just confirmed to me that the bad girl is fully aware of it, I believe that right now she deserves a good lesson in how a wife should behave properly."

With that, Jerome got up from the couch he was sitting on, walked over to the fireplace, and retrieved a wooden cloth brush. Then he directed to the dining table, picked up one of the chairs, and carried it to the middle of the room, a few feet away from the armchairs where Jeffrey and Elodie were sitting.

Elodie watched her husband’s movements with a pained, apprehensive look, chewing her lip anxiously as she realized what was about to happen.

“Honey, what…what do you intend to do, darling?” Asked the guilty woman in a trembling voice.

“You know very well what I am going to do, young lady. And you know very well that it is long overdue and deserved,” said the mature man, raising the sleeve of his shirt over his muscled arm and sitting on the chair.

"Get up, Elodie, and take those jeans down," Jerome ordered.

Jeffrey couldn’t believe his luck. Everything indicated that his pretty stepmother was about to get her cute bottom bared and spanked…just in front of him. He suddenly felt a rush of heat run through his body, and his manhood hardened inside his pants.

"Please, honey," Elodie pleaded, her voice quivering with shame as she avoided Jeffrey’s gaze. "Please, not here…not in front of him."

Jerome looked at her, tapping the flat back of the brush on his other palm.

"Here, Elodie," he affirmed, totally implacable. "And right now. You've ashamed me, looking lusciously at another man in front of my son, so it’s just right that I punish you in front of him!”

White as a sheet and already on the verge of tears, Elodie got up from the armchair and, with some effort, dropped her skinny jeans over her feet.

Jerome wasn't done with her, however. With a tone that admitted no reply, she commanded, "Now your panties, all the way down, to your ankles."

Giving a suppressed groan of embarrassment and frustration, and giving a piteous side glance at her stepson, Elodie obeyed.

Jeffrey smiled at the ludicrous sight of his stepmother baring herself to be spanked while, red as an apple, Elodie finished taking down her last bastion of female modesty, showing her husband and her stepson her round, saucy, candid buttocks and her triangle of blonde pubis hair.

With his thick index finger, Jerome then beckoned her in front of him, and Elodie, hindered by the clothes rolled around her ankles, comically trotted up to her domineering husband. Once she was in front of him, Jerome grasped her firmly by her left forearm, pulling her down towards his sturdy lap.

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself," he scolded, "having to be put over your husband's knee for acting like a horny teenager!"

Then, with a surreptitious wink at Jeffrey, Jerome applied the flat back of the wooden cloth brush on his wife's round right buttock. Hard!

Elodie's bottom clenched and squirmed as Jerome spanked away, and before long, the color of her buttocks rivaled her blushing cheeks. An occasional grunt or gasp escaped as Elodie tried to remain stoic in the presence of her stepson. But soon, every crack of the brush produced a stronger reaction as the stinging pain grew in the beautiful young woman’s saucy derriere.

If at first, the brush spanks had produced 'owes!' and 'ouches!', as the uninterrupted flurry of hard wood smacks proceeded, Elodie indulged in more prolonged 'AHWHWWS!' and 'OHOWHWWWS!', interspersed and accompanied by pitiful pleading and begging for mercy.

In the following minutes, Jeffrey, more and more aroused, could see how his Father focused his complete attention on roasting his wife’s cute buttocks, scolding her as he spanked, his words punctuated by the crisp smacking sounds of the flat back of the cloth brush doing its scalding work. Smarting smack after smarting smack fell mercilessly on Elodie's behind, making her squirm and twitch, while tears streaked her cheeks, her nose was running, and her mouth was contorted in wails of sorrow and pain.

Gazing, amazed and aroused, at his completely broken down stepmother, Jeffrey was stunned at how she really looked nothing more than a bad little girl spanked over a stern Father's knees.

When Jerome finally finished that merciless correction, Jeffrey was nearly breathless, his smile replaced by a look of respect for his Father, who had so thoroughly corrected that beautiful, young woman, reducing her to the state of a well-punished brat.

Once he stopped his wife’s tanning, Jerome reached down around her waist and hips and pulled the well-chastised woman up off his lap.

Instantly, Elodie jumped to her feet, her perfectly manicured hands rushing to grasp big handfuls of her badly scorched, swollen buttocks, and started to leap and hop up and down before her strict husband and amused stepson. Howling and squalling, she performed a shaming ‘well-spanked-little-girl-dance’, totally unmindful of the spectacle she presented, rubbing her scarlet-red, swollen buttocks and protruding her crotch shamingly in front of her.

"Go put your nose in the corner, Elodie, and stay there until I tell you to get out,” ordered Jerome.

Still jumping and bounding with her hands feverishly massaging her inflamed rump, Elodie nodded his head, sobbing out a heartbroken, "Ye-es-uh-uh, siiir, Daaad-ddy-yyyyyyyyy!"

“Did I hear correctly? Did she call you 'Daddy'?" Jeffrey asked, amused.

“Yes, she did, son,” answered the mature man with his cheeks flushed for having delivered such a fierce correction to his wife, “It's always like that whenever I have to punish her. In the end, as I explained, that's what she's looking for. To be kept in line by a firm hand, just like that of a Daddy."


Mirror of Discipline

Petunia stood barefoot on the cool wooden floor of her bedroom, the late afternoon light slipping in through the curtains in a soft, forgiving glow. She lingered in front of the full-length mirror, arms relaxed at her sides, studying herself with a quiet intensity.

At fifty-two, Petunia was still an attractive woman. People told her so, sometimes casually, sometimes with a note of surprise that made her smile in spite of herself. Her thick, chestnut brown hair fell loosely over her shoulders. Her skin, though no longer as firm as it once was, still held a softness that caught the light in a way she liked.

But she couldn’t deny her body had…broadened. The flatness of her stomach had softened into gentle curves. Her waist was less sharply defined than it used to be. Her hips were fuller, heavier, sweeping out to her back. Her bottom, always generous, had now turned massive. She stood, observing her body; her underwear hugged her figure, making her shift slightly, as if adjusting her stance could change what she saw.

Turning a little to the side, she examined her profile. Almost unconsciously, her hand came down in a crisp smack at the base of her right, broad buttock.

She let out a small yelp as that gesture made her vividly remember her childhood. A flash of nostalgia and embarrassment swept through her as she recalled standing in front of a mirror, not to check her shape, but to examine her bottom after a session over her dear Dad’s lap, or, in her teens, with his dreaded belt.

Petunia shifted again, turning fully sideways now, studying the curve of her back and the fullness of her broad buttocks. Her lips pressed together, not in displeasure exactly, but in consideration.

It’s not bad, she told herself, and felt a brief but real reassurance. Then, just as quickly, self-doubt crept in. It’s just…bigger.

She exhaled slowly, her shoulders dropping just a fraction. The room was quiet, the kind of quiet that seemed to amplify her thoughts, letting anxieties and self-assessments grow until they felt too loud to ignore.

Her husband would be home in a couple of hours.

The thought arrived uninvited, settling in her chest with a subtle fear. She loved him deeply, comfortably, in that way built over years of shared routines. And Petunia knew Bruce loved her, in his caring, no-nonsense way. In this, he was very similar to her loved Dad.

Many times, Petunia had wondered if she had fallen in love and married Bruce because he looked so much like her Dad. Not physically, but in his attitude toward her. Caring, protective, firm.

She turned back to face the mirror, her posture straightening a little as if preparing for inspection. Her hands moved to adjust the straps of her bra, smoothing them against her shoulders. It was such a small gesture, but it made her feel slightly more put together, slightly more in control. She turned again to observe her big, large bottom, hardly contained in the filmy panties. Her buttocks swelled out, candid white in all their broad glory. With a pang in her heart, she realized they wouldn't be so candid when she went to bed that evening.  

How many lashes will I get this time? The question lingered while she pictured the way Bruce could look at what she had done this time, and she let out a sigh. That thought was not reassuring, not reassuring at all. Gently caressing the base of her bottom as if in a protective gesture, Petunia shifted her weight from one foot to the other, a subtle yet grounding movement.

Her husband wasn’t a man of grand declarations. Bruce showed his affection in a way that reached her heart without many words. And he made her feel his marital authority without many scoldings. One of his glances was enough, or a wave of his hand, or the much-feared command to "Fetch it!" 

With a shiver running through her spine at that thought, Petunia went to the closet and opened one door. There, hanging on a hook, was the thick, heavy leather strap. She ran her hand over the supple leather. There was something sensual in the leather's supple yet thick consistency. But it was so scary just thinking about the cracking sounds that it made when it swatted her ample, fleshy rear end as Bruce lashed it mercilessly.

She tried to imagine the scene from her husband's point of view. Her buttocks dancing under the leather while they were covered by puffy, livid red stripes, her yells of pain, and her white, round, womanly bum turned a fiery, swollen, blistered red from the top of her cheeks to the top of her fleshy thighs.

The stinging, burning sensation after just a few lashes of that strap became unbearable, making her husband’s corrections unforgettable—just like it was with her dad’s belt. Back then, it was like sitting in a beehive, her pert bottom stung by a thousand angry bees. Now, it was like having her plump rump held on a hot stove. For a moment, Petunia felt ashamed by just how much she feared the strap. Yet, that sane fear was probably what Oliver, as her Dad before him, considered helpful for her good behavior. Her hands trembled and turned behind her, rubbing her scarcely clad broad buttocks at the very recollection.

Petunia closed the closet and went back to the mirror. As Oliver’s arrival approached, her legs felt like lead weights. Her tummy churned with butterflies and increasingly gloomy thoughts. These butterflies and trembling legs marked the growing fear that gripped her, shifting from restless anticipation to dread. Again, her hands unconsciously rubbed her buttocks while, in her mind’s eye, she saw Oliver rolling up his shirt sleeves and holding the strap. She pictured herself lying with her tummy over two pillows on the bed, panties completely off. This gave the strap access to the underside of her bottom cheeks, where Oliver did his worst on her fleshy sit-me-down spots.

Rubbing, Petunia felt that soft flesh with her fingers and wondered again about how many lashes she would get this time. She had to admit to herself that for what she had done, she would probably receive no less than 50 strap lashes, and she cursed her big, broad bottom that allowed Oliver to dish out such severe discipline without causing any serious damage. Up and down Oliver’s strap will go, and that broad, massive bottom she was admiring in the mirror will be plunged into a strap-stinging hell. Each swat would join the sting of the last, and the burning, smoldering sensation in her flesh would just keep getting worse.

What a sight and sounds I will make, thought Petunia. In her mind, she could see herself lying naked from the waist down over the bed, offering her stiff husband the view of her broad, pudgy derriere with her legs flailing in the air as she put on a show of her intimate charms, and forming a puddle of tears on the bedspread.

‘When I’m through, you won’t sit down for a week, young lady,’ Oliver would say. It was only an expression, but it would give exactly the idea of how Petunia’s poor, tender, fleshy derriere would feel once her severe husband had finished correcting her bad behavior.

Lost in fearful thoughts that made her feel so sorry for herself, Petunia suddenly heard a car pulling into the driveway and stopping in front of the house. She squeezed her big buttocks, knowing her fate was about to come true.


Discipline Secrets

Tiffany was curious when her colleague, Wanda, slid into her desk with a certain amount of care that morning.

That wasn't like Wanda, who usually dashed in and slammed down. Today, she sat slowly, as if sitting hurt.

Tiffany grinned. "Hey, girl, what's up?" Only then did she notice Wanda's troubled expression. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing. I'll tell you later," she replied in a low voice.

25-year-old Tiffany had become friends with 24-year-old Wanda since she had started working there six months ago. She had even been invited a few times to her home, a kind of farm outside the city where she lived with her husband.

Wanda was a pretty woman, but with a very plain look. Most of the time, she wore neatly pressed blouses over knee-length skirts or plain jeans. Her tall, strong-looking, friendly husband, Ethan, commonly wore the stereotypical farmer's overalls and flannel shirts. Tiffany liked him, as she did Wanda, but visiting them was sort of like going to another planet for a few hours.

At lunch, Tiffany steered Wanda away from the crowded cafeteria they used to go to and toward a bench under a tree in the park on the other side of the street, where they could talk away from curious ears. Wanda was still sitting carefully, Tiffany noticed. Tiffany also noticed she was really quiet.

"Um, Wanda," Tiffany started, not sure how to ask, "are you, like, feeling okay?"

"Oh, I'm fine, Tiffany," she replied, looking away. "But I can't come to that shop we planned to visit after work…I have to go straight home."

"Straight home? How come? Come on, Wanda, something is wrong!" Tiffany gave her shoulder a light shake.

"Well…if you really want to know…I got in trouble last night," she whispered.

"In trouble? What do you mean?”

"Well, last Friday I was running a little late for work, so I ran a red light. The ticket arrived in the mail yesterday, and...Ethan was so angry. He said I could have caused an accident and that I put my safety at risk, and so on, and then he sent me to…wait for him in our bedroom. If you know what I mean.”

"No, I don’t know what you mean,” Tiffany said, furrowing her brow. “What happened there?"

"Well, if I have to say it directly, Ethan came up and..." Wanda’s voice dropped to a whisper as her cheeks flushed. "He spanked me with the cloth brush."

"What? A spanking? With a cloth brush? Did he hurt you? You want to go to the hospital? Oh my God…we need to go straight to the police!”

"No! Tiffany, stop it!" Wanda shouted.

Tiffany was stunned, jolted by surprise. Wanda had never used that harsh, strident tone on her before, and the shock made her look at Wanda with wide-open eyes, realizing that she had crossed a boundary she hadn’t noticed until that moment.

"Okay, I’m sorry for raising my voice," Wanda said, placing a hand on Tiffany’s arm. "Please don't misunderstand what I shared. Ethan didn’t mean to hurt me. He wanted to correct me. I made a mistake, and I accepted the consequence."

“You deserved it? What do you mean?” Tiffany asked, her shocked astonishment having turned into suspicious curiosity.

“Yes, I did wrong, and I deserved to be punished," said Wanda as if that was the most natural thing in the world. "Have you ever been spanked for something you did wrong?”

“No, I was never spanked. My parents thought that spanking was ‘out of fashion’ and 'maladaptive'…and for sure I would never let a man spank my bare bottom!”

"Well, my parents did," Wanda said with a trace of pride. "They weren't harsh, but sometimes discipline was needed. Ethan believes in that, too, because he loves and cares for me. Afterward, I feel better—relieved, not guilty anymore."

Tiffany was stunned by Wanda’s words, her feelings a swirl of confusion and disbelief. She thought about Ethan and was forced to reconcile the part of him she knew—kind, caring, and warm toward Wanda—with what she had just heard. She wanted to demand more answers, convinced something was wrong, but when she saw Wanda had fallen into an awkward silence, empathy took over. Not wanting to embarrass her friend further about such a sensitive topic, she decided to drop the subject, for now, though her mind buzzed with questions.

For the next few weeks, Tiffany reflected on that conversation. Wanda had said that Ethan spanked her because he ‘loves me and cares for me’. It struck Tiffany as unusual, raising concerns about boundaries. Yet the longer she thought about it, the more she felt a strange curiosity and a mix of emotions. Her previous relationships had lacked that intensity of concern, and she couldn't ignore her personal reaction to Wanda's experience.  

So, when the company that was supposed to carry out the long-planned renovation of her house told her they would have to start the work earlier than expected, and Tiffany was taken by surprise by the need to leave her home for a couple of weeks, she thought that asking Wanda to put her up might be a good idea.

That farmhouse had space, including two empty rooms set aside for future children. Plus, staying there meant Tiffany could observe their intriguing relationship up close.

Wanda and Ethan were happy to have their friend stay with them for a while. So, it was settled. 

At first, Tiffany was very careful to mind her manners and be as discreet as she could while she observed her two friends in their everyday lives. Everything was proceeding as usual, and Ethan remained affectionate and protective toward his wife. Then, on Friday evening, when she was already in her bed, Tiffany overheard Wanda being scolded by Ethan in their bedroom. She really couldn't hear exactly what he said to her, but the next thing Tiffany heard Wanda say was, "No, honey, please!" Then she heard a loud, even if brief, slapping sound.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Tiffany could also hear Wanda yelling, "OWHW! OUCH! DARLINGGG! NOT ON MY THIGHS! OWHWW!”

After that, some more muffled scolding and then silence.

That night, Tiffany couldn't sleep very well. She kept thinking about what Wanda could have done to receive what sounded like a brief slapping of bare thighs’ flesh.

The next day, she thought to ask Wanda what had occurred the previous evening, but, seeing that her friend acted as if nothing had happened, Tiffany refrained from asking any questions.

Life in the farmhouse went on quietly and smoothly until the day when Wanda’s and Tiffany’s office organized a party to celebrate the achievement of their quarterly goals. It was Friday night, so Tiffany had no worries at all about coming back early. There were a lot of alcoholic beverages going around, and the two women took advantage of the situation, so by midnight, Tiffany realized she was tipsy—not exactly drunk, but definitely a little tipsy. She also noted that Wanda was starting to get nervous. She, too, being just a very moderate drinker, was already a bit cheery. But apart from that, Tiffany noted that she kept looking at her watch.

"You wanna leave?” Tiffany asked her with a glass of champagne in her hand. “It’s not late, and it’s a great party.”

“I would be home before one o’clock. Ethan doesn’t like that I stay out too late.”

For a moment, Tiffany thought about making sure her friend got home late to see what her strict husband would do to her, but then, thinking better, she replied, "Oh, okay. Let’s go!"

When they got to Wanda’s car, the one they had used to get there, Tiffany remembered what her father had always said about getting into the car with a drunk driver. She considered calling a taxi, but then she thought about how much a ride out of town would cost, assuming they could find one willing to go that far. And finally, Wanda wasn't drunk, just a bit tipsy like her, wasn’t she?

And in effect, the ride went smoothly until they passed the city limit, but just after that came a brilliant light behind them and the blare of a siren! Tiffany opened her eyes wide.

They heard, "STATE POLICE. PULL OVER TO THE SIDE, NOW!"

"Shit..." Tiffany whispered to Wanda. She nodded and looked very scared.

Making a long story short, the police officers found that Wanda was maybe just tipsy but definitely over the alcohol permitted by the law.

"Under ordinary circumstances, we'd take you to jail. But I know your husband, Ethan. We actually grew up together, so…” the officer said, smiling. “I'll just give you a ticket and escort you home. You can pick up the car in the morning."

Then he put the two tipsy women in the patrol car and drove them to Wanda's place.

Ethan was quite upset when he was awakened in the middle of the night to see how Wanda and Tiffany arrived. Then his friend explained about the ticket and the alcohol. Ethan made polite small talk with the police officer, thanked him, and invited him and his wife to lunch the next Sunday. As the patrol car went away into the night, he opened the front door and let two crestfallen and mortified young women inside.

Embarrassed and uneasy, Tiffany noted that a fire—anger mixed with disappointment—seemed to smolder behind Ethan’s usually gentle eyes. This dramatic shift unsettled her.

After a dark look at his wife, he let off, "Wanda, what on earth have you been thinking, getting in the car drunk? You and your friend, Tiffany, here, could have been maimed or killed in some kind of terrible accident. I am just beside myself! Young lady, you are in a lot of trouble, and believe me, you are getting the spanking of your life!"

Then he turned to Tiffany and said, "I'm very disappointed in you, too, Tiffany, getting tipsy at a party and letting your friend drive after having drunk. Please, go upstairs to your room. I won’t see you at least until tomorrow morning!”

At that point, Wanda had already started crying. Tiffany felt close to tears herself. She slowly went upstairs as ordered. By the time she was at her room door, Wanda and Ethan had just finished climbing the stairs. He had a wooden cloth brush in his hand, and his sleeve was rolled up. Tiffany swallowed hard.

"Good night, Tiffany,” Ethan said, dismissing.

As he turned to enter his bedroom, Tiffany called, "Wait, please! Can I talk to you a second, Ethan?"

"Very well, Tiffany, but after I have finished with Wanda." Seeing her disappointment, he said, "You weren't going to beg me not to spank her, were you? She's getting her rear paddled, and that's that."

"No, Ethan…that was not what I wanted to say."

As a response, Ethan just nodded okay. He entered the master bedroom, and the door closed behind him. Tiffany had a brief glimpse of Wanda’s sad, crestfallen face.

Tiffany scooted into her room and lay down, wondering if she would have the courage to go through with the idea that had come to her mind. In Wanda's room, Tiffany could hear the couple’s voices, then the unmistakable CRACK! of wood on bare skin. Tiffany could hear Wanda cry out after each whack of the brush. Her tummy felt all fluttery; she couldn’t tell why she was suddenly so curiously excited about getting a spanking, but it was all she could think of right then.

Wanda's paddling seemed to last forever, but finally Tiffany heard the master bedroom door open and close. She heard quiet footsteps approaching her door, then a soft knock.

"Tiffany? Do you still want to talk to me?" Asked Ethan softly.

“Yes, come on in."

Ethan, who was still holding that wooden, flat-backed, cloth brush, came in and sat down on the corner of the bed.

"What did you want to tell me, Tiffany?"

Tiffany’s mouth suddenly felt dry, and the butterflies in her tummy took wing. She stammered for a few moments while Ethan waited patiently.

"Sorry...I just...I don't know how to..." Finally, Tiffany blabbered, her eyes flickering to the brush in Ethan’s hand.

“It's sweet of you to worry about Wanda," said Ethan, who had followed her glance. "But Wanda's just fine. She won't be sitting comfortably for a day or two, but considering what could have happened to the two of you, she must consider herself lucky, and so are you. Just get to sleep, and we can talk more about this in the morning."

And so he got up and was going to leave, when, impulsively, Tiffany leaned over and said, "Don’t you think I deserve a spanking, too, Ethan?"

He looked surprised and said, "Beg your pardon? What did you just say?"

Tiffany blushed and hung her head, unable to meet the man’s eyes. "I asked if you think that...maybe…I deserved a spanking, too."

"You certainly do deserve a good spanking for that little stunt you and Wanda pulled tonight," he said, "but….”

“Nobody would make me responsible for my actions, Ethan. My parents never did, and…I have no one in my life who cares enough about me. And is it fair that Wanda got spanked and I don't?”

For a long moment, Ethan looked at his wife’s friend as if trying to read her mind. Then nodding his head, he let out, "Okay, Tiffany, I'm going to spank you."

It was one thing to contemplate a maybe-spanking. But now that the time had come for a real, right-now spanking, Tiffany’s mouth felt all dry, and she could feel herself starting to shake.

"O…okay," she squeaked. "What…what do you want me to do?"

"Pull down your jeans and your panties. Right at the knees. Then flip over onto your tummy and put your hands up here, under your pillows."

Feeling more scared and ashamed than ever, yet with shrills of arousal running through her body, Tiffany obeyed.

"Do you understand why you're about to be punished, Tiffany?" Asked Ethan, towering over her, and admiring the perfect roundness of the young woman’s lily-white bottom.

"Yes…sir.”

"Very well. Hang on, because here it comes."

CRACK!

The first stroke took Tiffany by surprise. She was too startled to even yell. It hurt like hell. Much more than she'd expected.

CRACK!

The second whack hit the other buttock, and Tiffany gasped in shock.

CRACK!

The third was even harder than the first two, and Tiffany felt tears spilling out of her eyes.

Ethan rained stroke after stroke of the flat back of the brush onto Tiffany’s bare bottom. After twelve, she lost count. At that point, she was yelling and begging him to stop, promising to be a ‘good girl’ from then on. Yet the hairbrush found its way to her lower buttocks and upper thighs, and in spite of herself, Tiffany started kicking and squirming like mad, trying to evade the merciless burning sensation. Nothing worked. Ethan pinned her to the bed with his left hand while he walloped her behind but good. From the upper part of her buttocks, until well into the middle of her back thighs, the flat back of the hairbrush painted a burning, smoldering, engine red, turning the tender flesh in a sizzling inferno. By the time he finished paddling, Tiffany was a sobbing, sorry mess, and her bottom felt like it was melting in a furnace.

Ethan took her chin in his hand and lifted it gently, so Tiffany met his eyes, and said, "Tiffany, I know that had hurt, but it hurts a whole lot less than getting into an accident would have. I want you to think about that, okay?"

With her face dampened in tears and her nose running, Tiffany nodded quietly.

Ethan smiled, his eyes twinkled, and he said, "We can talk more about this tomorrow."

"Yes, sir. Th-thank you, sir." After a last kiss and hug goodnight, Ethan left the room, and Tiffany was left to think about what had just happened.

Her rear end was killing her, and she was definitely going to sleep on her stomach that night, and sitting down the next day would be torture, yet she realized that Wanda had been right. She did feel 'cleansed.' She felt loved, cared for, and looked after in a very special way that seemed to go straight to her heart…and her pussy.


Older Sister's Show

It was around 10 pm when Eveline returned to her older sister, Elizabeth’s, home that summer evening.

Eveline was staying at Elizabeth and her husband's comfortable house for a few days during her summer holidays before starting her final year of college. That day, she had been playing tennis with some guys from the neighborhood she had recently met. She longed to slip into the shower to wash off the sweat and pleasant exhaustion, but as soon as she entered the house, something happening in the living room called her attention.

Her brother-in-law, George, in slacks and a shirt, his tie loosened, was standing with his hands on his hips, talking loudly to Eveline’s 30-year-old sister in light shorts and a tee. On a straight-backed chair’s seat, put in the middle of the room, stood Elizabeth’s phone. The appalled look on Elizabeth's cute face, along with the fact that George was holding a ping-pong bat in his right hand, stunned Eveline, and she suddenly felt a shiver of arousal run through her.

Eveline knew George. Even though he was just two years older than Elizabeth, he was a quite old-fashioned kind of man. In reality, from the very first moment she met him, he had reminded her of their father.

Hers and Elizabeth’s Dad had always been a true believer in good old-fashioned discipline. He was a gentle, caring man with his two daughters, but he had strong moral principles that he firmly enforced. That sometimes required administering sound bare-bottom paddlings.

Evelyn and Elizabeth’s Dad didn’t use the paddle very often, but when he did, the spanked one knew she’d gotten a butt for about the next day or so afterward. He had always told them that he spanked them because he loved them. A spanking with the paddle brought his naughty little women back down to earth when they got too high and mighty, he said.

There was something about that paddle that even now made Evelyn go weak at the knees every time she thought about it. She didn’t get it that often, but when she did, she sure didn’t do any comfortable sitting for a while. Eveline was often crying even before the spanking began, and her dad was grilling her over whatever she thought Eveline did wrong. But it was once the paddle started to be used on her tender buttocks that the real waterworks started in full swing. The crack of the flat wooden board on the bare buttocks was a sound straight from the bowels of hell. So were the sounds coming out of Evelyn’s vocal cords, as her Dad lit the sting of a thousand angry bees in her poor bottom.

As the burning pain of the spanking intensified to unbearable levels, her cries changed from audible promises not to disobey again and exclamations of, “I’m sorry, Daddy, I’m sooorryyy,” to an incoherent blubbering of howls whenever a new smack landed, and an uncontrollable snot and tear-filled bawling. In those moments, Eveline did not care much who was listening, and she never made any effort to act brave or take it stoically.

But if her Dad’s paddlings were frightening and threatening, Eveline evilly enjoyed the sound and the sight of her older sister getting it. Don't misunderstand me, Eveline loved Elizabeth, but it was great fun to listen to her getting the paddle on her round, candid, saucy bottom. Whenever the older sister was going to get a spanking, Eveline always managed to be present, or close enough to listen carefully.

And she was aroused by what she sneaked seeing or at least heard.

Elizabeth’s crying, howling, and begging, which rose and fell with the loud cracks of Dad’s sturdy paddle doing its burning work, excited her. And the times she was able to peep, she felt her pussy watering seeing Elizabeth’s buxom legs kicking as though trying to swim away, and her round, bigger girl’s bottom, bounce and jiggle under the relentless rain of paddle swats.

She even liked seeing Elizabeth’s face turn dark red from tears and snot, her eyes shut tight as tears ran down her cheeks. And after listening to or witnessing such a show, Eveline had to run to her room and…well, take care with her fingers of the arousal it had caused her.

So there Eveline was that summer evening, standing in the living room, peeping, while her sister and her brother-in-law were too occupied with what they were doing to notice her entering. As George was scolding with the ping pong bat in hand, and Elizabeth was whining, Evelyn mischievously hoped that what looked like was really going to happen.

"You cheap whore!" George was shouting. "How dare you send the picture of your tits to…a man found on a social media? What do you think you are doing? Going around and getting fucked at your husband back?”

“No, George…it’s not like it seem…” Elizabeth tried a lame excuse.

“Oh, really? And how is it? There is one lesson in decency and fidelity you badly need, and you'll get that lesson right now. You're going to find out what happens to disgraceful, unfaithful wives who think it is all right to go around showing their charms to everybody. You will be paddled until you won’t sit down!”

With those words, George ended his scolding and began acting. He put the ping-pong bat on the nearby table, approached his shattered, scared wife, and started to take her shorts down. Elizabeth, however, seemed not willing to let him do so. With one hand, she was grabbing the elastic of her shorts, trying to keep George from pulling them down.

“Take your hands away, if you know what is good for you,” George shouted.

“Please, George…I’m sorry…I didn’t mean to…you can’t…you won’t…” Elizabeth whined, still grasping her shorts.

At that point, increasingly angry, George stopped trying to take down his wife’s shorts, grabbed her left arm with his left hand, and with his right open palm,

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

He delivered a quick flurry of hard slaps on the back of Elizabeth’s buxom thighs. Because Elizabeth held her shorts high on her waist, they left her thighs completely bare, and it was right on the tender skin at the top of her thighs that George's punishing hand painted its flaming, sore-looking, red handprints.

“OUCH! AHAWHWWW! GEORGE! AHARGHGG! OKAY, OKAY…” Elizabeth whimpered.

Then, defeated, she let go of the grip from the waistband of her shorts, allowing George to lower them with a firm tug, and discover her lily-white, round bottom, barely covered by a pair of filmy panties.

Evelyn thought that Elizabeth’s buttocks had swelled up a notch from the last time she had seen them in a similar situation. They swelled out round, broad yet looking firm, a very womanly pair of ass cheeks, still candid and untouched, and their whiteness contrasted with the angry red George had painted on the top of her thighs.

With no further delay, George sat down on the straight-backed chair and put Elizabeth between his legs. He inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of her panties, and in one move, he took them down.

Coming up next, Elizabeth was doubled over her husband’s knees, with her head well down on one side and her legs, with her shorts and panties wrapped at her ankles, on the other. Even if her round bottom was already in full view, George raised her tee further on her back, thus letting his wife completely bare from armpits to calves, her vulnerable buttocks being the highest part of her voluptuous body.

Then George took the tool of bottom punishment that was lying on the table in his hand. He rested the ping pong bat over Evelyn's older sister’s quivering buttocks for a moment, then he raised it to the ceiling and,

SMACK!

Smashed it down hard, flattening Elizabeth's right buttock.

“AHARGHHHHH!” Elizabeth screeched in a desperate response to that first swat.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK!

The punishing paddle came down without mercy, first on one buttock and then on the other. Painting that snow-white flesh with a hell's fire, engine red.

Standing right behind the door, Elizabeth noticed how exposed Eveline was lying there, over George’s lap, receiving her bare-bottom paddling. Down her bare buttocks, her pussy was visible to George as he continued to spank his shameless wife’s broad bottom. Staring attentively, and starting to feel the usual shrills of pleasure in her groin, Eveline also noted something how, as George continued smacking Elizabeth's bottom with good firm strokes of the ping-pong bat, it caused her sister’s generous breasts to peek out from under the bodice of her low-cut tee. Some of the smacks were sufficiently hard that Eveline saw glimpses of her large, dark nipples. Elizabeth's buxom legs were a blur of kicking, and she was writhing back and forth in an attempt to avoid the continuous fire raining down on her backside. Her head was going up and down, and when Elizabeth turned her face toward the door, Evelyn could see that her pretty face was dark red from sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her cheeks were flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open, begging, crying, and howling.

“BWUAHAAA! OHOWHWWW! I’M SOOORRRYYY! AHARGHHHHH! PLEASE GEORGEEE! AHAWWWW! PLEEEEASEEE, BWUAAAAAAAAA! NOOOOO MOOOORE! AHARGHHHHH! AWHAWHAAAAA!”

It was only after Eveline had stood behind the living room door for a good five minutes that George put an end to her corrective efforts with a last flurry of the hardest paddle spanks, finally yet. At that point, her pussy was watering, and her panties were damp under her tennis skirt.

As soon as she was no longer constrained over George's lap, Elizabeth got up and started to dance around the living room, desperately rubbing her burning bottom and crying like a toddler having a tantrum. Unmindful of the show she was offering to her husband, and, without knowing, to her little sister too, she was up on her toes, thrusting out her crotch, while squeezing great handfuls of her badly paddled, scarlet buttocks. Oblivious of anything but her swollen, smoldered, smoking bottom, she did those little steps forward and around, just like a rubbing, blubbing, howling, well-punished, repentant wife.

For a little while, George watched the spectacle his wife offered with a satisfied smirk at a job well done. Then he rose from the chair, approached Elizabeth, and slapped her hands away from rubbing her bum. He directed the punished wife to an empty corner of the living room where she had to stand, facing the wall with her swollen and flaming, shining red bottom on display and her head obediently over her head.

“Stay put, and feel the sting. This half-hour standing in the corner is when you are getting the full benefit of your punishment, Elizabeth. Reflect on why your behavior has resulted in you getting a properly paddled bottom,” George ordered.

Sobbing, Elizabeth blabbed out, “Yes, George! Yes, sir!

At that point, Eveline was sure George could have said anything and would still get a 'Yes, sir' from her older sister.

It was at that point that Eveline finally decided that it was time to head to the bathroom to wash away the sticking sweat and…take care of the throbbing pussy she had inside her panties. She silently tiptoed toward the stairs only to be stopped in her tracks by George’s roaring voice.

“Okay, Evelyn, you can come in, young lady. I think it's high time to address your peeping attitude!”


Brother-in-law's Rule

Jasmine had always liked her brother-in-law, Eric.

He was her older sister's husband, a handsome 30-year-old with a tuft of black hair, sky-blue eyes, and a muscular, high-spirited, playful presence.

Jasmine rarely saw Eric and Esther, who lived five hours away in a coastal resort town with their two kids. Still, over the years, the 19-year-old developed a crush on him.

Every time Jasmine visited them, it was always a source of great excitement. This usually happened in summer, when she, Mom, and Dad were invited to spend a few days at their house near the beach. It was exactly on one of those occasions that Jasmine discovered a side of  Eric's character that she had never imagined.

It happened on a Saturday afternoon when Jasmine was sixteen. She and her Mom had just come back from a morning at the beach. When Jasmine entered the one-story living room, she heard a sort of commotion coming from the master bedroom. For long seconds, some muffled splatt-splatt-splatt sounds and loud wails came from behind the closed doors.

Eric stepped out in boxers and a tank top, his tanned, muscular torso on display, holding a leather-soled sandal.

Eric paused at Jasmine's questioning look, then regained composure. "Esther and I had a little quarrel. Best leave her alone; she'll join us for dinner," he said, tossing the sandal down and slipping it back on his foot.

The event struck Jasmine like a bolt of lightning. Although her parents did not believe in corporal discipline and she had never been spanked, the shock, disbelief, and a strange flutter of fascination surged through her as she realized that her older sister...had just been punished that way with that sandal by...her husband!

From then on, in her teenage imagination, her tall, handsome brother-in-law took on the role of a strict disciplinarian, which only increased his attractiveness to her young mind in a weird, inexplicable way.

In the summer before she entered college, as always, Jasmine's family was invited to spend a few vacation days at  Eric and Ester's house. But that year her father had quit his job at an architectural firm to open his own business with her mother's help, and they were too busy to leave town. So Jasmine, who had just turned nineteen, went alone, happy to spend a few days of vacation at the beach in the company of her beloved brother-in-law.

Upon arrival, Jasmine learned her nephews were away at their grandparents' house, and Esther worked during the day while Eric was on holiday. Jasmine, delighted, got to spend almost all her time with him.

The first two days passed in a blur of excitement for Jasmine. Her heart raced with anticipation during every interaction with Eric; his easy laughter sent flutters of longing and confusion through her. In the turmoil of youthful hormones, Jasmine began misreading Eric's playful warmth, feeling pulses of hope and nerves each time he smiled or addressed her. Timid longing and reckless fantasy warred in her chest, and she seriously considered daring to reveal her hidden feelings.

So one afternoon, when Eric had gone to take a shower, in her teenage foolishness, she found nothing better than to hide in just her filmy underwear behind the curtain of his room and wait for the attractive man to come in, her intention being to surprise him while undressed, embrace him tenderly, and offer him her body.

Things didn't go as Jasmine imagined. As soon as Eric removed his robe and she emerged to embrace him, he reacted sharply.

"What are you doing in my room? How dare you, foolish girl!" he cried, stopping her rude attempt to approach.

Suddenly, he grasped the wrist of his sister-in-law with his strong, left hand, made her turn, and slapped her barely covered bum cheek, hard, imprinting a burning-red handprint on it.

The slap brought Jasmine back to reality, and she suddenly realized the stupidity and seriousness of her behavior. A realization that was underscored by the scolding Eric gave her as he put his bathrobe back on. The desperate Jasmine was called a 'silly kid' while her beloved asked, 'what was she thinking?' 'How could she possibly behave that way toward her sister's husband, and right under her roof!' and threatened to be thrown out of her house and shamed in front of Ester and her parents.

As he scolded her, however, Eric could read the despair in his sister-in-law's teary eyes, who, evidently, could not utter a word in shame. Realizing she had acted out of naïve infatuation rather than true malice, his anger subsided as he reflected on the immature motivation behind her actions.

Therefore, he ended the tirade with, "You would deserve to be shamed in front of everyone, Jasmine, but since I understand that what you have done is just a brat's antic, well, I will treat you just like silly brats are treated in this house!"

“What…what do you mean, Eric?” Asked Justine, who at that point had regained the use of speaking.

“What I mean, young lady, is that you are going to find out what a bottom too sore to sit on feels like!” Answered Eric decisively, and without adding more, he grabbed Justine's wrist and dragged her out of the room.

Surprise, fear, excitement, dejection, and despair stirred in Jasmine's soul as she allowed herself to be dragged toward the guest room where she was staying.

Taking the almost naked girl by the arm, Eric led her to the bed. He sat down, leaving Jasmine, who was now trying to cover with her arms and hands her pert breasts and pubic patch, to stand in front of him while he pushed up the sleeves of his bathrobe. Then he leaned forward and removed his large leather-soled sandal from his right foot.

A shiver ran through Jasmine, her heart pounding as dread crashed over her. Realizing what was about to happen, she babbled apologies, her voice thin and desperate. She pleaded for mercy, promising to be a better girl, vowing anything if only Eric would spare her this childish, humiliating punishment.

As if he hadn't heard her pleas, Eric parted his bare, sturdy, tanned thighs to create a platform for Jasmine to drape herself over. He squeezed the sandal in his fist, fixing his gaze on the nineteen-year-old standing before him.

Jasmine silently prayed, ‘Don’t make him pull down my panties too.’

“OK, over here,” said Eric in a quiet but firm and almost sad tone, and slapped his knee to indicate Jasmine should bend over.

It was a simple command, one he expected her to obey. Jasmine stood her ground, unable to move. Then she took a half step back as if she intended to run away.

Shaking his head, Eric took her arm and pulled her down across his knees. Jasmine placed her hands on the carpet to break her fall, legs dangling. Eric wrapped one arm around her waist and adjusted her until she was positioned to his satisfaction: head low, bottom stretched in thin panties pointed up.

‘Oh, no! He’s going to pull them down!’ flashed through Jasmine's mind as Eric gripped the elasticated waistband of the last bastion of her feminine pride.

But instead, he pulled them up, making them disappear in Jasmine’s bum crack, leaving her round, firm buttocks completely exposed.

"Give me your hand," he said, taking Jasmine’s wrist and turning her arm up her back.

Jasmine was now pinned across Eric's knee, unable to move until released.

“Right, young lady, this is going to teach you a lesson in manners toward your family and married men.”

With that, Eric gripped the sandal tightly and put it to work, smacking Jasmine’s bum soundly and briskly.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three smacks on the left bum cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Three on the right. And so it continued.

The poor girl screwed her eyes closed with pain each time the sandal crashed into her bum. A flurry of three smacks followed another as  Eric put the sandal to good use. The pain of the whacking took Jasmine's breath away, but she resolved to take it like a lady and try not to cry out in front of her beloved brother-in-law. She wriggled as the sandal connected time and again with her buttocks and let out silent yells as the hard leather sole of Eric’s sandal smacked down in rapid succession, landing on her sensitive, chubby sit-spot.

Eric spanked her for a couple of minutes, then paused. At that point, Jasmine was struggling to stick to her resolve and remain silent. Her eyes were full of tears, and the burning sensation she was feeling where she used to sit was becoming unbearable.

She welcomed what she thought was the end of her punishment and was already thinking that, all things considered, the punishment, although painful, had been bearable.

But then, without warning,  Eric got a tighter grip on the sandal in his hand and resumed the spanking, perhaps twice as hard as before.

“NOOO!” wailed Jasmine, her voice raw with pain and humiliation. The burning intensified beyond anything she had imagined, tears streaming freely down her face as she sobbed, her despair total, unable to bear another stroke.

On and on, Jasmine's first-ever spanking went. Hard sound cracking SMACK after hard sound cracking SMACK. Eric was doing an excellent job of covering the meaty target from the top of Jasmine's buttocks to well down the highest part of her thighs. Some flurry of three spanks went high, some low. Now on the left cheek, now on the right.

“AHRGHGGG! AHAWHWWW! IT HURTS ERICCC! AHAWHWWW! PLEASE! OHOWHWWW! PLEASE...IT STINGSSS!”

Unable to stand with her resolve to take it with pride anymore, Jasmine raised her head and cried out her sorrow with every blow. She could hardly catch her breath; it hurt so badly.

On and on the leather-soled sandal spanking went, burning up Jasmine’s bare buttocks and top of her thighs. The girl's body was making involuntary movements with pain, but Eric still had her arm pinned.

“AHW GWAD! I’M SOOORRY! AHWHWWW! I’M SOOO SORRY! AHRGHGGG! I DON’T KNOW WHAT CAME OVER ME, BUT PLEASE...AHAWHWWW! PLEASE, STOP! BOHOOO! IT STINGS SOOOO BAD! BWUAHAAAA!”

Jasmine’s shoulders and head jerked high as each blow from the sandal struck her bum. Apart from the unbearable stinging pain, the humiliation was intense. There she was, an almost adult woman draped helplessly across her sister's husband's knee, with her practically bare bottom up in the air, getting spanked like a little brat.

To Jasmine, it seemed like an eternity, but the spanking lasted less than five minutes, and then she stood there, with her crotch against Eric's bare thighs, crying all her tears like a well-spanked little girl.

“You can stand up,  Jasmine,” said Eric after allowing a couple of minutes of composure to the repentant sister-in-law.

In considerable pain, Jasmine rose from Eric's knees. Instinctively, her hands shot to rub her blistered backside, but connecting with the raw flesh, it did not relieve the pain; it only increased it. So she just hopped a little in place, waving her hands comically on her back, as if fanning her overheated bum.

It was then that  Eric rose from the bed and told the still-crying sister-in-law, “Let this be a lesson to you to not do such a disgraceful action ever again....this will be a secret between you and me.”

And with that, he left the room.

Suppressing her sobs, Jasmine twisted her body to inspect the damage. Her buttocks were a deep cherry color, and that didn’t surprise her as they burned with pure hell’s fire. Nevertheless, she felt her pussy throb. She lay down on the bed sideways, and while one hand gently caressed her inflamed rear end, the other inserted inside her panties, and soon her fingers were dancing on her clitoris more and more frantically. It took just a few tilting of her hand for her to explode in a violent orgasm while her whole body was shaken by shrills of pleasure.


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







Patriarchal Spankings

Six stories of M/F bare bottom discipline

In many families, the husband and father is the head of the household, and it is natural, even expected, that he takes care of his loved ones with a firm, paternal hand. In those homes, men are protective and caring, but they are also accustomed to administering severe discipline when they deem it necessary. In this collection of six stories, two husbands, two fathers, and even one stepfather of this kind put the women they care for back on track with sound, burning spankings.

Filled with genuine emotion and vivid imagery, these stories tell of the unruly women’s feelings when, despite their age, they act so foolishly and carelessly that the head of the family has no other recourse than correcting their antics in the old-fashioned way.

Read now for a close, personal look at what happens when caring, stern, no-nonsense men correct women’s silly actions over their knees.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G6B6M7NN
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