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1940’s Two Lazy Sisters

Hanna, 19, and Ruth, 18, were considered the prettiest girls in the neighborhood. High and slender, Hanna probably had the biggest breasts of any girl since high school, and her blond hair and blue eyes added to the beauty of her lovely face. Ruth was a little shorter than her sister but not less pretty. Her auburn hair was a clear indication of her fiery temper, and the lovely curve of her hips and the fullness of her bottom made the boy’s head turn.

If her daughters’ appearance filled their Mother, Betty, with pride, the same cannot be said of their behavior. The two sisters were lazy. With difficulty, Betty had managed to get the two of them to graduate from high school, and now they dangled around the house saying they were looking for a job but actually doing nothing, hardly even helping her with the housework. Betty was also worried about their social life. Their too-free behavior and frequent evening outings had begun to make them considered ‘easy’ girls in the neighborhood.

Betty sometimes blamed herself for not being able to straighten out the two girls, but in her defense, there was the fact that Bill, her husband, had been away from home for the past four years—right when a girl most needed a firm male hand—busy fighting in WWII in Europe. Fortunately, now, in 1946, with the war over, Bill had finally been discharged from the army and had been home again for a couple of days.

Of course, Bill needed some time to get acquainted with home life again. So he was already in bed resting when that Friday evening, Betty, wanting to join him in the bedroom, addressed her daughters: “Girls, would you mind doing the dishes tonight? I’m not feeling too well. I think I need to go to bed.”

Hanna and Ruth looked up from the table, looking as if the burden of the world had just been placed on their shoulders.

“What?” Ruth asked, sure that she had not heard correctly.

“You look fine to me, Mother. Besides, I’m going over to Ralph’s after supper,” Hanna said, alluding to her current boyfriend.

Not about to be stuck cleaning the kitchen by herself, Hanna quickly made plans of her own.

“I’m going out, too,” the 18-year-old announced.

She didn’t know where yet, but she’d figure something out.

Betty rubbed her feverish forehead and sighed.

“I don’t ask that much of you. You’re doing the dishes tonight, and that’s that!” She finally exploded, got up from the table, and left the room.

As soon as her back was turned, Ruth stuck her tongue out at her.

“I’m not doing any dishes,” Hanna emphatically stated when Betty was safely out of earshot.

“Neither am I,” her sister said with a shake of her head. “As far as I’m concerned, they can stay on the table all night long.”

And they did. Hanna and Ruth went on their merry ways without even putting the bottle of milk in the icebox.

The following day, Betty and Bill were greeted with the ugly sight of a tableful of greasy dishes and spoiled milk that nearly sent them back to bed. Facing Bill’s astonished gaze, Betty finally let go and exposed to her husband all the problems the two girls had caused her recently.

“I didn’t write this to you in my letters because I didn’t want you to worry while you were in the war,” the woman concluded on the verge of tears. “But I really don’t know what to do with those two anymore.”

Snorting like an enraged bull, Bill went straight to his daughters’ rooms and woke them up.

“I want you dressed and downstairs in five minutes!” He shouted at the slumbering girls. “And heaven help you if you’re late!”

Five minutes later, two sleepy teenagers trudged to the kitchen, wearing nightgowns and robes and rubbing their eyes.

“Why weren’t the dishes done? Why the kitchen is a mess? And what is this about going out at night without first asking and having obtained parental permission?” The outraged Father scolded her two still half-asleep daughters.

“You got us up for that?” Hanna asked, badly underestimating his Father’s ire. “We told Mom last night we were going out.”

“And I told you to clean the kitchen!” Betty fired back. She paused for a moment, then with a disconsolate air, she sat down in a chair and said, “I’ve about had it with both of you.”

It was Bill’s turn to speak, and with a voice tinged with anger, he addressed his daughters, “I see that in the last years, you’ve turned into a couple of lazy, spoiled brats. Well, I am going to put a stop to that, starting right now. You are NOT to leave this house today under any circumstances. After you wash and dry all the dishes, I want this entire house cleaned from top to bottom. That includes the pigsties you call your bedrooms. When your Mother and I got home from shopping, this place had better be spotless. Is that clear?”

Bill had barely finished speaking when the whining started.

“That’s not fair!” Ruth complained. “Why should we have to stay home just because of a few dirty dishes!”

“That’s right!” Hanna screeched. “Besides, this is the weekend! You can’t make us stay home!”

“Oh yes, I can! And consider yourselves lucky. I already have half a mind to whip your backsides with the strap as well. You’ve gone too long without a good bum tanning my girls. So get busy if you know what is good for you!”

The girls sat down at the table. Their Father was totally unreasonable. He clearly had been away from home for too long; he didn’t understand they were now two adult women free to do their lives. He had no right to make them stay home. And a whipping? That was just ridiculous. They hadn’t been spanked in years.

Hanna and Ruth were still sitting when Bill and Betty were ready to leave.

“You better get busy!” Bill warned before walking out the door. “Remember, I want this house clean from top to bottom.”

Eventually, the sisters got up and started clearing the table of last night’s dishes. They didn’t get far.

“This is ridiculous!” Hanna said in a huff. “I’m already tired. I’m going back to bed for a little while. I’ll do this later.”

Ruth thought that was a splendid idea. Imagine being rudely awakened at eight o’clock on a Saturday morning!

The “little while” turned out to be more than an hour. Before the two girls came back downstairs, it was past 10 a.m.

“Let’s have lunch and go to the square,” Ruth suggested. “I’ll bet we’ll see a bunch of boys there!”

Hanna agreed, although she mentioned that they better not stay too long.

“As long as we’re doing something when Mom and Dad get home, they will be satisfied and let us alone.”

Thirty minutes later, they walked the half-mile to the neighborhood square, which had stores, a bar, and a restaurant. The place was even busier than they thought.

The girls made their way into the crowded place and started to chat with some of the local youths. They stood with their backs to the stores and gossiped, unable to see who was coming and going.

“Please, honey, stop at the store; I need to get some flour,” Betty said to her husband while they were driving home. She wanted to spoil him by making a cake for dessert.

Bill pulled into the store’s almost-full parking lot, and Betty went inside.

“Hi, Betty,” the sales clerk greeted her. “What can I get you?”

“Just a five-pound bag of flour,” Betty replied.

“I bet you’re going to do some baking. Wait right here. I’ll be right back.”

The girl hustled away, leaving Betty standing in front of the register. In a flash, she returned.

“Here you go. Will that be all?” She started to ring up the sale. “Oh, did you see Hanna and Ruth? I think they’re still there outside.”

Betty looked up from her pocketbook, her eyes turning cold.

“What did you say?”

“Hanna and Ruth...your daughters. They’re right there, in the square with that Ralph and his friends. They’ve been there about an hour.” The bewildered girl scratched her head as Betty rushed off to the car where Bill was waiting for her.

“Yes, sure, I will come to this evening’s party at the jazz club!” Ruth was telling her boyfriend and the other two boys she was chatting with. “Maybe one of you will chaperone for my sister.”

Suddenly, one of them volunteered, “I will be pleased; she is such a charming young lady.”

“You can say that...Hey! What’s going on!” Hanna was startled by someone grabbing her arm. “What do you think you’re...DAD!”

Bill seized Hanna’s arm with his hand and stared at his daughters with an air of spitting nails at any second. Both girls looked at their Father, still in the uniform of a Ranger’s sergeant, with the fear of God written on their faces.

“Didn’t I order you not to leave the house?” She bellowed, attracting everyone’s attention. “Well, didn’t I?”

“Dad...we can explain!” Ruth pleaded.

“You can save your explanations, young lady! I don’t want to hear them!” Bill let go of Hanna, grabbed his youngest daughter, turned her around, and delivered a dozen stinging slaps to the seat of the girl’s stretched skirt. “You’ve gone too far this time!” The irate Father stated and then did the same to Hanna, slapping her round fanny hard in front of God and all. “You two just wait until I get you home! You won’t sit down for a week!”

To the astonishment of the crowd, Bill then started dragging his pleading daughters from the square.

“I’m going to blister your backsides! Just wait and see!” He hollered.

“Boy, someone’s going to get it!” The boy who had just offered to accompany Ruth to the party told Ralph. A small smile crossed the young man’s face while, along with dozens of others, watched the uniformed man and his daughters directed to the parking lot.

Bill didn’t let go of the struggling girls until he got to the passenger side of the car.

“Get in the car this instant!” Bill yelled at Ruth and propelled the 18-year-old into the backseat with several more smacks to her bottom. Hanna was treated the same as she was forcibly placed next to her sister. Bill then sat in the driver’s seat and slammed the car into gear.

“You just wait till we are home!” He barked.

“Dad, please...” Hanna started to plead, her backside already stinging from the flurry of paternal heavy slaps, “I’m sorry…we didn’t want to disobey, I mean…we just wanted to see our friends for a while… I’ll never disobey you again. I promise.”

“Me too, Dad...” Ruth’s soft voice was filled with apprehension. “I’ll be good from now on.”

Bill responded by pressing the gas pedal down. Nothing his daughters could say was going to save them from a deserved blistering. “Stop your whining! You both are long overdue for a good, sound whipping, and I’m going to see that you get one!”

The trip home was completed in record time. Bill hustled the girls inside and shut the door.

“Don’t you dare move!” The determined Father ordered and went into the kitchen. The fact that it was still a mess made him even angrier. He opened the door to the basement, and, at its back, he found it: a sturdy, broad, thick leather belt. “I knew it was still here,” he mumbled and returned to the living room.

Hanna and Ruth, white as sheets, wrung their hands in dread while they watched Bill take a straight-backed chair and place it in the middle of the living room.

“Get over here!” He ordered to his youngest daughter, indicating with the belt the back of the chair.

Tears started streaming down Ruth’s face while she pleaded, “Please, Daddy, don’t...”

“Wait,” Betty intervened.

She went to Ruth, lifted her dress, and yanked down her girdles along with her panties and stockings that lay ruffled at the girl’s ankles.

“Nooo...” the young lady wailed, putting her face in her hands, overwhelmed by shame.

“Hush!” Bill ordered and placed Ruth over the back of the chair with her bare, round, full bottom well presented for its chastisement. “You and your sister have gone far too long without feeling this!”

He raised the belt and brought it down with a resounding CRACK across the bent girl’s white, chubby buttocks.

“So you think you don’t have to listen to your parents anymore, huh?”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“We’ll just see about that!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Ruth arched her back and howled. Each stroke of the belt bit the bouncing buttocks, leaving behind a red, hot band of heat across the once-white orbs. “No, Dad! I don’t think that!” The desperate 18-year-old howled, tossing her hair about wildly. “Really! OHHHHHHHH! AIEEEEEEEE!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWW! No More! Pleeease!”

“I hope you’re paying attention!” Bill sneered at Hanna without missing a beat. “You’re next!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“AHAWHH! OWHWHHH! AIEEEEE! DADDY! MOMMY, PLEASE… IT’S ENOUGH! BWUAHAAA!”

“No, it’s not,” Betty answered at her youngest daughter’s request for mercy. “You deserve all you are getting and more!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 

Ruth’s behind was already a nasty collage of red and purple broad stripes when her Father delivered several hard slashes to her thighs.

“Are you getting the message, young lady?” The man asked with his face red for the exertion of delivering such a trough whipping at that chubby rear end of his Ruth.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“YES! Oh yes, Daddy! AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! I never will be bad again! WAAAAAHAAAAHAAA! WHAAAAHAAAHAAAAA!”

Bill abruptly stopped slashing the belt and raised Ruth from the chair’s back to stand on her trembling legs. Unstable in the standing position due to her hiccupping crying, jelly legs, and her garment ruffled at her ankles, the well-whipped girl fell on the floor, landing on her blistered bottom, and cried out before rolling on her side and collapsing into sobs.

“Daddy, please...” Hanna begged as Bill pointed the belt at her. “Not that!”

“I’m afraid so, young lady. Now get over here this instant.”

Hanna, her hands clasped to her seat, slowly approached the chair. She had to step around her sister, still sobbing and grasping feverishly her swollen and blistered buttocks. Betty grabbed the 19-year-old and unceremoniously lifted her dress. Exactly like she had done with Ruth, she slid her oldest daughter’s girdle, underpants, and stockings down her plump thighs to the ankles.

“I’m sorry, Mommy...” Hanna sniffled.

“I’m sorry, too,” Bill responded to her, raising the belt. “Sorry that I have to whip my teenage daughters like they were little girls.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The sturdy belt descended on the ivory-colored, upturned bare behind and immediately ignited a bonfire on those two swelling, round, meaty hillocks.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Believe me, you are going to wish you never stepped out of this house, that you never disobeyed me when I get through with you.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Hanna was already wishing that. Her big bottom was no match for the belt, not by a long shot. Every inch of her generous buttocks and upper thighs was already a deep red before Bill really got started.

“AHARGHH! Daddy, no more! I’ve learned my lesson! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! Pleeeeease! NOOO! OWHWHW! DADDDYYY!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“AIEEEEE! OHHHHHHH! DADDYYY! AIEEEEEE! I’M ON FIRE! AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! OHHHHHHHH!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Are you ever going to disobey me or your Mother again?” Bill asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of Hanna.

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO DADDY! AIEEEEEE! I’LL NEVER DISOBEY AGAIN! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! WAAAAAHAAAAA! WAAAHAAAAA!”

“Okay. Let this be a lesson to you!” Bill said, stopping the merciless strapping.

Painfully, Hanna got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear.

“I’m sorrrry, Daddddy…Mommmmy...” she sobbed.

“That’s better,” Bill replied calmly, quite impressed with the results. “Now pull your panties up and clean up that kitchen, both of you. And I hope you haven’t made any plans for tomorrow or next week. As soon as church is over tomorrow, you’re cleaning up the rest of the house. And after you do the supper dishes, it’s straight to bed all next week. Do I hear any arguments?”

There weren’t, of course. Hanna and Ruth pulled up their panties; however, there was no way that they could wear their girdles over their swollen and blistered behind. Actually, even the panties were too much for them. Anyway, they smoothed down their dresses and, accompanied by Betty, tearfully went to the kitchen. The Mother sat down at the table and made sure they did a thorough job. With blazing hot backsides that often required a gentle rub, the punished girls cleared the table, washed and dried the dishes, and swept and mopped the floor.

“Very good,” their Mother complimented them when they finished. “Now go to bed. You are grounded there for the rest of the day.”

The girls quietly obeyed and left the room, massaging two very sore bottoms.


1950’s Blistered Cousins

16-year-old James had a crush on her 21-year-old cousin Kate.

Kate was the daughter of his Mother’s sister, Donna. She lived in a nearby city and frequented a prominent college. She had a beautiful face and wawing blond hair that went halfway down her back. She had a stunning figure, too, with a trim waist, pert breasts, swelling hips, and a pair of slender legs she used to show off when she wore shorts in the summer. She was also more uninhibited, having grown up in a big city and not like James and his 19-year-old sister Chrissy in a village.

James and Chrissy’s parents, Mary and Tom, were a plain country couple with no particular attractiveness and strict moral values. Tom was a big, powerfully built farmer usually dressed in plaid shirts and jeans, and his wife was made of the same wood, never having abandoned the place where she was born. Her sister Donna, on the contrary, had married Alan, a handsome middle-aged lawyer, and went to live in the city. The couple usually dressed in impeccable dresses and suits and showed good and sophisticated taste. Even if she had a different lifestyle, Donna was very affectionate toward her sister and her niece and nephew, never forgetting their birthdays and sending them lovely presents at Christmas.

Given James’s attraction to his beautiful and fashionable cousin, it is easy to imagine how excited he was that Aunt Donna, with her husband and daughter, was coming to the farm that summer to celebrate Mom’s birthday and staying for a few days. The three arrived on Thursday. On Friday evening, they had a little party for Mary’s birthday, and home life went on calmly until Saturday when Chrissy was invited to a reunion with her high school friends, and she asked Kate to join her.

A few problems began to arise at dinnertime. At the dinner table, Alan asked Chrissy how the evening would go, and the cute, plumpy country girl politely answered that he didn’t have to worry. The party was at a family friend’s house under parental supervision, and in any case, by eleven-thirty o’clock, they would be home because that was her curfew time. It was hearing those words that Kate snapped with some snotty remarks about how funny it could be such a reunion and especially about them being home by eleven thirty pm. She affirmed, with superiority, that she had not had a curfew so tight since finishing high school.

At that point, probably not to be outdone by her sophisticated cousin, Chrissy, too, started to complain about her curfew, affirming all her friends could stay out until later, at midnight minimum.

“I’ve already extended your curfew by an hour and a half since you are about to leave for college and are on holiday,” Tom roared to her daughter. “I don’t want you to stay out after eleven-thirty.”

At that point, Donna intervened on behalf of her niece: “We are your Aunt and Uncle’s guests here, and if your cousin has to be back home by eleven-thirty, well, it will mean that you will be home by then, too.”

Kate’s first impulse was to oppose that request. Her Mom’s statement and her Uncle’s rules made no sense. They were finally, in 1955, not in the Middle Ages anymore! In her eyes, poor Chrissy had every right to have fun that summer, and it was not fair for Uncle Tom to boss her so much. But then, seeing the look on her Mother’s face and remembering the advice she had given her back at home not to be snotty while at her Aunt’s if she knew what was good for her, she bowed her head and said nothing. Her Mom had made those kinds of comments and given her that kind of warning more than once in the last months; it was evident that, in her eyes, her daughter was getting too big for her britches, and Kate didn’t want to defy her openly. She had not been punished since she finished high school, and she thought she was too old now to feel on her skin, better say on her bum flesh, the parental authority. But her Mom, contrary to her fashionable Father, was an old-fashioned woman, and sure, her Dad wouldn’t oppose her if she came to the conclusion that their daughter needed to be spanked. So, finally, she raised her head back up and assured her Father and her Uncle that it was okay; they would be home by eleven-thirty, with the mental reservation that once away from home, she would teach her younger cousin how to take the freedom she was denied.

When James went up the stairs to retreat to his room after dinner, Chrissy and Kate were about to leave for the party. Kate was beautiful, with her blond hair tugged in a ponytail, her pink ankle-length skirt, white blouse, and pale blue sweater that hugged her prominent breasts so nicely. Chrissy, even if dressed practically the same, did not have the same appearance. But it was expected, thought James, she was a country girl, shorter than her cousin, a bit chubby, with few tits and a big plump bum, she could not compete with her beautiful cousin.

Later that night, James was awakened by voices coming from downstairs. He turned on the light and rubbed his eyes. He saw that the alarm clock said 1:30 a.m. Deciding he wanted to see what was going on, he got out of bed and tiptoed into the hallway. He saw that downstairs, the living room light was on. Deciding he was thirsty, he went down the stairs and headed to the kitchen. His parents, along with Uncle Alan and Aunt Donna, were seated on the sofas in the living room, and neither of them looked happy.

“What are you doing awake?” asked Mary upon seeing her son in the living room.

“I was thirsty, so I went downstairs to get some water,” James replied. “Where are the girls? Aren’t they home yet?”

“No, they are not,” Tom grumbled. “I distinctly told Chrissy that I wanted her home by eleven-thirty, and it’s nearly two thirty!”

Mumbling something regarding the fact that ‘they probably had some problem,’ the boy went to the fridge to get the water bottle. It was on the return trip when he saw a hairbrush resting on the coffee table near the family paddle, and right then, it was crystal clear to him what those items were for.

Mary saw him pause and stare at them.

“You better go to your room, James,” she told him.

Sensing troubles, James wisely thought it best to do as he was told and headed up the stairs.

A few minutes after he was back in his room, James heard the entrance door open and loud scoldings. Curiosity got the better of him. Seeing his beautiful cousin in trouble was a sight he had no intention of missing.

James opened the door of his room as quietly as possible. Without turning on the lights, he proceeded in the aisle, descended a few steps down the staircase, and sat in the dark, where he could observe what was happening in the living room below, going unnoticed.

Mary and Donna, wearing sheer nightgowns, hair pulled up for the night, and heeled sandals on their feet stood in front of their crestfallen daughters.

“Do you know what time it is, young lady?” Mary was asking rhetorically to Chrissy.

Chrissy stuttered, explaining, “I…I guess we lost track of time, Mom.”

“I understand that you wanted to have fun,” Aunt Donna’s voice sounded stern. “Nevertheless, you were the oldest, and you knew that Chrissy’s parents wanted her back by eleven-thirty. When you two left, I warned you very clearly that you would be home by that time!”

Blushing for being scolded in front of her cousin, Uncle, and Aunt, Kate wisely bowed her head and shut up.

“Well, mhm,” Chrissy stammered at that point, “it was my fault, aunt.”

Tom looked at her, hands on his hips.

“Was it?” His voice had a finality that forced the girl to break all hesitation.

“Yes, sir, it was me who drove the car...and I wanted to go to the new drive-in they just opened in the next town...and I…and Kate…well, we thought it was not right we had a curfew at eleven-thirty,” Chrissy said, pale as a sheet.

Then she, too, stopped, lowering her eyes, unable to say more.

“You do not decide what is right or not, young lady!” Tom almost barked, and grabbing her daughter’s upper arm, he turned her around and let off a quick flurry of hard slaps on her skirt-covered, big, chubby bottom.

“Of course, they are not the ones who decide,” Donna said, “But these two think they are already able to make their own decisions. They need something to remind them that they are always their parents’ daughters who, at any age, have to obey!”

With that, she went to the table, removed two chairs from under it, and put them one in front of the other in the middle of the room.

“Well, Alan, I don’t know you, but in my house, I spank my daughter when she disobeys her parents,” said Tom, and then, taking the paddle in his broad hand, sat on one of the chairs.

“Come here, young lady,” the stocky farmer ordered to his daughter, spreading his legs and pointing to a spot just in front of him.

Chrissy wished the earth would spread out beneath her feet and swallow her. To be spanked at her age in front of her cousin and Uncle was the greatest shame she could imagine. She blushed all the color of the sunset and remained motionless.

“I will count to three, Chrissy. If you are not in front of me by the three, I’ll go up for the spanking strap. Is it this that you want?” Tom said, sensing his older daughter needed some encouragement. “One.”

He didn’t need to get to two. At the mention of the spanking strap, Chrissy hurried in front of her Father.

It was then Donna’s turn to make her voice heard.

“Well, Alan, what do you intend to do?” she asked her husband, grabbing the wooden hairbrush from the coffee table and handing it to him.

While Tom was intent on raising Chrissy’s ankle-length skirt to her waist, Alan, a bit reluctantly, took hold of Kate’s neck with one hand and brought his daughter to the other chair, taking the hairbrush with his other hand. He sat down, grabbed the hem of his daughter’s skirt, and expertly, having done it many times in the past, raised it to her waist. Sighing, he then took hold of her panties and lowered them to her knees. He snatched her arm and yanked the girl over his left thigh. His right leg clamped the 21-year-old’s legs in place. Bending over Kate’s back, Alan grasped her right wrist and bent it up behind her back. The girl’s left hand prevented her nose from hitting the floor when Alan’d thrown her, and Kate felt in danger of falling forward. She needn’t have worried; her Father had her bare bum high and centered right where he wanted it. It, and the rest of his daughter, was going nowhere until he allowed it.

While his brother-in-law settled his beautiful and slender daughter on his lap, Tom, after having taken down his own daughter’s nylon panties and put the chubby girl over his paternal knees, brought down the flat surface of the paddle to flatten both his daughter’s bare, ample buttocks.

CRACKK!

From the top of the stairs, licking his lips, James could see Kate’s creamy white, perfectly round bottom upended over her Father’s knees, quivering in anticipation. It was deliciously full and looked soft and tender, with a deep furrow separating the swelling buttocks that jutted out like two round fleshy mounds. And then, Alan’s arm, too, rose high in the air, and he brought the hairbrush down, HARD, with a loud SMACK across that supple bottom, right over the right buttock.

As soon as the sound of the first hairbrush spanking on Kate’s bottom died down, the cracking sound of hard paddle spanks on Chrissy’s upended bare bottom echoed like gunshots around the living room. James’s sister was turned the other way from Kate, so if James could see his cousin’s lovely bum, he could see his sister’s face.

Chrissy’s eyes and face registered a stunned initial reaction, and then the recollection of the familiar sensation from this painful experience so many times endured in the past produced an increasingly intense shock of stinging pain with each successive paddle swat on her chubby rear end. Soon, the nineteen-year-old girl was kicking, bucking, and bouncing her broad buttocks and fleshy legs under the rain of her Dad’s sturdy paddle.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Meanwhile, Alan had already begun the barrage of spankings with the flat back of the wooden hairbrush over his daughter’s fast-reddening cute buttocks. He had started to spank slowly and vigorously, taking long seconds between smacks and thus increasing the impact of each stroke. Kate didn’t seem too concerned with her Dad’s technique, however, as her tears began to fall after only a few spanks.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

James’s eyes went from one girl’s bottom to the other’s face as the shots of solid wood striking tender girl’s flesh echoed around the room and mingled with the cacophony of screams, cries, and pleas.

Tom was not a man of half-measures; he waved the paddle without backing down, bringing it down on his daughter’s broad rear end with vigor, smashing in both plump buttocks and making literally sprinkle tears from poor Chrissy’s eyes. Her cute, plumpy face was now as red as it could be; her cheeks were damped in tears, her nose was running, and her mouth was contorted in an agonizing wail. It was evident that her rear end must be ON FIRE already, and she wildly flailed up and out her sturdy legs, and her chubby body twisted and thrashed frantically around the lap of her Dad.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Hard hairbrush smacks continued to fall, paced evenly, on Kate’s already swollen, smoldered buttocks, too, as she kicked and cried out over her own Father’s knee. James observed how her bottom had turned from creamy white to pink, then reddish to assume a livid red, sore-looking color finally. By then, his poor, pretty cousin was blabbering, pleading with her Daddy not to spank anymore, assuring him that she would “never, ever be a bad girl again.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

In the meanwhile, Tom’s paddle assailed his daughter’s already swollen buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and upper thighs until Chrissy was screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, girlish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

“I’m so sorry, Daddy!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I won’t disobey anymore!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I’ll be a good girl!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“I will behave!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

“It hurts so bad, Daddy!”

BWUAHAAAAAAAA

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Please, Daddyyy! It huuurrrtsss!” Kate was whining loudly.

“I’m glad. Maybe now that you have a sore rear end to motivate you, you will listen to your Mother,” said Alan, totally in the spirit of the thing now, unrelentingly wielding the punishing hairbrush.

Kate groaned, her sobbing increased, and she waved her buxom legs and livid-red bottom over her Dad’s lap for what she could due to Alan holding her so effectively. To James’ eyes, she now resembled just a little girl being spanked for misbehaving and no more the sophisticated, beautiful college girl she was.

Alan ignored his daughter’s pleading, showing no mercy in continuing to smack the top back of her thighs until they reached the same dark red as the rest of her bottom. He then moved back to the hairbrush’s welted buttocks and gave the girl the hardest round of spanks yet, finishing the punishment with a crescendo of loud SMACKS that elicited even louder bawling from poor Kate.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

As Kate’s punishment was ending, Tom, who had stopped paddling her daughter, gave her the final scolding.

“This should help make sure you don’t forget ever again that you are just your parent’s daughter who has to behave and obey. But just in case you think twice about behaving, listening, and doing what your Mother and I tell you to do, you know this result is what will be ever awaiting you.”

Wailing and squalling in a much higher and urgent voice, Chrissy squawked out her exclamations of pain and unhappiness but also her agreement with whatever her Dad was saying. Still confined over her Dad’s lap, she felt she was just a defeated, broken, naughty little girl who would mind her Mom and Dad forever as she cried it out, her head dangling near the floor. When, at last, Tom let her up from his lap, her hands immediately went to her rear end.

Now that James could see his sister’s rear end, he was struck by how it had swollen up to an even bigger size. All poor Chrissy’s bum was a uniform, painful-looking, living-red, and on the sit spot, his Dad’s paddle had raised a crop of greyish blisters.

The well-paddled girl began rubbing her bottom frantically with both hands and hopped around the living room in a desperate attempt to relieve the burning pain in her nether region. She danced the time-honored, well-spanked girl dance with tears running down her face, snot coming out from her nostrils, and sobbing, bawling, and sniffling uncontrollably.

Once her Dad released her, Kate too jumped to her feet, her hands rushing to clasp and rub her scorched, chastened behind while she leaped and hopped up and down around the room. Howling and squalling, she joined Chrissy in that shaming show. The two girls were totally unmindful of the spectacle they presented, bare from the waist down in front of the respective fathers and mothers, a testament to the level of pain they were experiencing where they usually sat down.

When he saw that the two Mothers rose from their armchairs and invited their well-chastened daughters into their comforting maternal embrace, James got up and, as quietly as he could, went back into his room. After assisting that show, he was as hard as he could be inside his pajama pants and was in a hurry to relieve with his hand his engorged manhood.


1960’s Well Spanked Tenant

Jane was twenty-four years old when, after graduating from law school, she was chosen to intern at a prominent law firm in the big city. Looking for quiet, not-too-expensive accommodation, she responded to an ad from a gentleman who was looking for a tenant.

Mr. Woodhouse’s home was a lovely two-story house, well maintained and surrounded by a large garden, in a residential area near the office where Jane had to work. The landlord was a handsome widower in his 50s, tall and still fit. A short beard framed his stern face, and his salt-and-pepper hair was carefully combed back. Despite his serious appearance, Mr. Woodhouse had a jovial disposition and seemed pleased to accept Jane as a tenant in his comfortable home.

Jane liked the house and the neighborhood immediately. Also, despite the age difference, she felt immediately attracted to the handsome, mature landlord. The only problem was the stringent rules of the house. Guests had to be in by 11:00 p.m. on weekdays and at midnight on weekends. Smoke and alcohol were not allowed in the house, visitors couldn’t go up in the rooms, and she had to keep her room neat at all times.

Come on, thought Jane when Mr. Woodhouse explained the house rules to her: this is 1965, what the heck, not the 1800s! But in the end, the arrangement was too comfortable, so she decided to stay. She was going to try to abide by those stupid rules.

The first week at Mr. Woodhouse’s home was quiet and pleasant for Jane. Her host’s manner was warm and inviting. It was clear that he, too, liked his pretty, blond guest, always dressed in the sexy, fashionable clothes of those days, who also recalled him of his two daughters, now married and away from home. Nevertheless, Jane noted that now and then, under the mature man’s kind manners, a streak of severity emerged that left her stunned.

On more than one occasion, Mr. Woodhouse commented that “girls need a firm hand where it does most good to get up well.” On those rare occasions when Jane had left the bathroom untidy or left dirty the dishes she had used, he even hinted that she would have deserved the same treatment that he had used with his daughters to teach them the importance of cleanliness and tidiness.

This kind of comment caused turmoil in Jane’s emotions. Even if the word ‘spanking’ had not been pronounced, the assumption that she lived with a man who had raised his daughters in an old-fashioned way and that, at some level, he thought firm discipline could still be appropriate for a misbehaving twenty-four-year-old girl put her in a state of confusion that elicited thrilling fantasies.

Such fantasies emerged from her personal experience in a household where spankings were occasionally used to maintain discipline. Her parents believed that a girl could benefit from the short, sharp shock of a well-smacked bottom, and now and then, growing up, Jane found herself on the receiving end of a vigorous pants-down spanking over her Dad’s sturdy thighs. Of course, many years had passed since the last of those occurrences, but the very idea that Mr. Woodhouse could follow on his treat put Jane in a state of shameful curiosity.

In the meantime, Jane had begun to make friends among office colleagues. At least once a week, she joined them at a bar close to the office, where they had dinner and passed the evening having a few drinks. So, one Wednesday night, she ended up coming home around midnight. When she entered the house, Jane found Mr. Woodhouse awake in the living room, fully dressed. It seemed as if he was waiting for her.

“Young lady, is this the time to get home?” asked Mr. Woodhouse, frowning sternly.

Taken aback, Jane stood speechless. It had been years since she had had a curfew to respect, and she had wholly forgotten the house rules to be home at 11:00 on weekdays. She felt genuinely sorry to have broken one of the house rules without meaning to and apologized.

Moved by the sincerity of Jane’s words, Mr. Woodhouse told her that, for this time, he accepted her apology and dismissed her with the admonishing words: “But remember Jane, this is a warning. I won’t let you off so easily next time.”

Stunned by that scolding, the girl went up to her room with Mr. Woodhouse’s words kept spinning in her head.

The following week, her office organized a party to celebrate the victory in a major court case. It was Friday night, and Jane had no worries about her home return time. Being a job event, she was sure it wouldn’t last too long. In effect, the party ended quite soon, and at 11:00 p.m., she and her job’s friend were in the street deciding what to do for the rest of the evening. Being still early on a weekend night, Jane followed her colleagues to a club, with the idea of staying there for about an hour and then coming back home.

Before getting to the club, Jane had already had a couple of glasses of champagne at the party, and being just a very moderate drinker, she was already a bit cheery. After two cocktails, she found herself enjoying the evening without any other worries. Then, another cocktail followed, and she was drunk. She completely lost track of time, and it was only when her friends finally took her out of the club that the fresh night air brought her back to reality. She looked at her watch; it was 2,30 a.m., and she realized she would be in trouble with Mr. Woodhouse.

Being evidently unable to drive, she was driven home, arriving just before 3 a.m. Like the week before, Mr. Woodhouse was awake. Before Jane could do it by herself, the mature host opened the front door for her. The look on his face told Jane he was not pleased, not pleased at all. Mr. Woodhouse let the girl in, and she could do nothing to hide her inebriation.

Instead of scolding her as he had done the week before, Mr. Woodhouse coldly said: “Young lady, I do not intend to discuss anything with you in your current state. Go straight to bed now. We can talk about all of this first thing tomorrow morning.”

The moment of truth finally came the following day. Though it was Saturday, and despite a bit of a headache, Jane woke up early. The awareness that somewhat hung over her and the dread of the moment she had to confront her landlord made it impossible for her to lay in bed as usual on weekend mornings. So by 8:30, she was bathed, dressed in a tight sweater and her shortest miniskirt, and in Mr. Woodhouse’s living room, where she found her landlord already fully dressed.

After sitting her on the sofa, Mr. Woodhouse seated himself in a nearby armchair and began to say: “Young lady, when you signed in here, you agreed to follow certain simple rules that are sure no more restrictive than the ones that apply in any decent home. You had a warning last week about following the house rules, and now I find you coming back home three hours after the return time and staggering drunk. Now, as I’m sure you can understand, I won’t have any tenant living in this house whom I cannot trust. Since you’ve already had one chance, I don’t see any other choice than to ask you to find another accommodation.”

“Please, Mr. Woodhouse,” Jane responded desolately about letting the kind, handsome man down and jeopardizing her position as his tenant, “I know I was a great disappointment to you last night. I know I shouldn’t have come back so late, and I made things worse by drinking too much.” Then, with her heart pounding, she added, “I know I’ve messed up. But isn’t there anything else you can do instead of making me leave? I really like it here and wish to stay.”

Mr. Woodhouse paused for a few moments, staring at the pretty girl provokingly dressed thoughtfully. Finally, he spoke a little more doubtful, “The only way I can handle a young woman living under my roof is through a system of trust and basic rules. And you have proved yourself untrustworthy. However...”

“I know I have, Mr. Woodhouse, and I really regret it,” Jane interrupted him. “There’s no question I deserve to be evicted, but I beg you to find some other way to deal with me...to punish me.”

With a gaze that seemed to lay bare her thoughts and weighing her words, Mr. Woodhouse asked: “Have you ever been spanked, Jane?”

Though her mouth went completely dry, and not knowing precisely why she was saying that, Jane managed to reply, “Well, actually, Mr. Woodhouse, my…my Daddy sometimes… well, you know… he sometimes…uhm…spanked me, yes.”

The mature man’s eyes widened barely, and the shadow of a smile played about his lips.

“Well, I’m glad to hear I’m not the only one who believes in old-fashioned methods, young lady,” said Mr. Woodhouse.

Then, after a short pause as if considering certain possibilities, he added, “I don’t know, Jane, I just don’t know. What am I going to do with you? My best judgment tells me I should look for a more reliable tenant. On the other hand, until last night, you proved yourself to be a nice, polite young woman, and I have to admit I enjoy having you around the house. So…” his eyes stared at her with an inquisitive look. “Tell me, if, and I repeat if, I let you stay, you understand that punishment is called for your last night’s behavior, don’t you?”

“Do...do you mean corporal punishment, sir?” Jane’s voice was barely more than a whisper.

“Do you know any other effective way of punishing?” Mr. Woodhouse was implacable.

“No, sir...okay, sir,” Jane assented with a lump in her throat and blushing wildly. Amidst the turmoil of her emotions, she couldn’t believe that she had just consented to such a shaming proposal.

Mr. Woodhouse raised from his chair and suggested that Jane come with him. Jane’s legs felt like rubber as she followed Mr. Woodhouse up the stairs to her bedroom. Everything showed that she would be...spanked! There was no doubt about it once they were in her bedroom, and she saw the sturdy man sit at the foot of the bed.

“You will know now how corrections have always been dished out in my house and how they have proven very useful to make girls repent of their silly actions and disobedience. Soon, you will prove their effectiveness on your bare bottom.”

After this threatening sentence, Mr. Woodhouse used his thick finger to beckon Jane to approach him. As if in a dream and entirely submitted by the air of conscious authority Mr. Woodhouse radiated, she complied. While she was in front of him, the man reached out and began rolling Jane’s short skirt to her waist. Then he inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of her lacy panties and drew them down to her midthighs. Eventually, with a stern, no-nonsense voice, he ordered her over his lap.

Not wanting to prolong the shame of showing her bare charms to that man, Jane placed herself gingerly over his lap, feeling his bare crotch scratching against Mr. Woodhouse’s trousered, sturdy thighs. The man sat back so that Jane’s chest was on the bed to his left. To his right were her buxom legs, slightly bent, with her bare bottom in just the proper position to be spanked.

For a few moments, Mr. Woodhouse admired the smooth, round, candid, bare bottom in front of him. As Jane’s dread for her impending punishment grew higher and higher, he slid the palm of his hand over those silky, tender, little chubby buns. They felt cool now, but they wouldn’t feel cool for long.

In Jane’s mind, amidst the worries that it would hurt plenty, it made it that sense of strange, weird arousal that had come to her when she thought about that sturdy man disciplining her. Under the caress of his palm, she felt her pussy quivering, and a thrill crossed her body.

It was then that Mr. Woodhouse began spanking Jane with his hard palm, smacking her bare, swelling buttocks with vigor. Each spank brought more pink color to those rounded cheeks and soft wails from the girl’s mouth. After about six spanks, he paused to remind Jane that being drunk was not acceptable and definitely not allowed in his house. He also stated plainly and simply that she certainly wasn’t too old to benefit from a good spanking till she kept behaving in that disgraceful manner.

Jane just murmured: “I know, sir. Oh, I know!”

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SLAPP! SPANK!   

Mr. Whoodhouse’s hardened palm rained down on Jane’s bottom full force, and she began to let out a little louder moan after each spank. The determined landlord held her pinned down with his left arm so that all the poor girl could do was grit her teeth between her moans and wiggle around on his lap as the man’s hand did its stinging work.

SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SLAPP! SPANK!   

At the beginning of her ordeal, Jane had tried not to openly cry out, attempting to take her spanking with all the dignity possible for a woman in her mid-twenties in that situation, but as Mr. Woodhouse kept smacking and smacking hard her bottom, she couldn’t help it anymore. 

SMACK!  “OWWW!” SMACK! “OWWW!” SMACK! “WHAAA!” SMACK! “PLEASE, NO MOOORE.” SMACK! “WHAAAAAAAA!”

Mr. Woodhouse expected tears when he took a girl’s panties down for a spanking. No tears indicated no genuine remorse, and the object of a spanking was to make the culprit remorseful for what she had done, and right then, he was proving how effective he was in achieving that goal.

SMACK! “WHAAA!” SMACK! “WHAAA!” SMACK! "IT HURTSSS SO BAAAD!" SMACK! “WHAAAAAAAA!” SMACK! SPANK!

Jane ended up pitifully pleading with him to stop and promising to be a ‘good girl’ from then on, but Mr. Woodhouse spanked her until he felt that the girl had truly learned her lesson.

Once he stopped the rain of searing spanks, he kept her in position and massaged her back until Jane’s sobs subsided. Finally, he gave her a few gentle slaps on her flaming red buttocks and told her to get up. She did, drying the tears on her cheeks with one hand while the other rubbed her bottom cheeks in a futile attempt to relieve the burning pain the landlord had ignited there with his sturdy hand. Then, realizing the show she was providing half-naked in front of the man, she got up her panties and lowered her skirt.

With his cheeks slightly flushed from the effort to inflict such a trough correction, Mr. Woodhouse asked her if she was all right.

“Yes, Mr. Woodhouse, I… I’m okay,” she answered, still sniffling. “I promise I will respect all the house rules from now on.” And then, while rubbing the seat of her skirt, she added with a still-shaking voice, “You…you sure know how to give a spanking to a girl!”

“Lot of experience, Jane,” the man said with a chuckle.

The pretty, flush-faced girl looked at him with still teary eyes and admitted, “I…I know I deserved to be corrected.”

Mr. Woodhouse smiled and said, “Well, Jane, I hope there will be no need for a repeat of this, but just in case, I will be no afraid to do it again, my girl.”

Once Mr. Woodhouse left her room, Jane went to the bathroom. She raised her skirt, lowered her panties again, and stood in front of the mirror to check the damage her landlord had inflicted on her poor rear end. All her buttocks and the very top of her thighs were a flaming, scarlet red, slightly swollen, and very hot to the touch.

Gently caressing her well-spanked rear end, she couldn’t help feeling admiration for her handsome landlord, who proved himself so firm, so strong in putting her in her place. Then she was struck by a weird thought, and a chuckle painted on her lips. Next week was the lawyer’s birthday, and in the office, they were planning a party to celebrate. She certainly could not have been missed. Who knows if she would have been late home again?


1970’s Taming Of The Ex-Wife

Gary soaked the towel in cold water, wrung it out, and walked out of the bathroom toward his eighteen-year-old daughter’s room with it in his hand.

His shoes resonated on the hallway floor as if to emphasize his annoyance with the situation. Not only did he find himself having his forty-year-old ex-wife at his home, but he was also amid a conflict of wills between a teenager and a mature woman who sometimes acted as if she still was one.

Entering Rose’s room, Gary approached the girl lying on her bed with her face in the pillow, sniffling softly. He gently lifted the sheet and uncovered her butt, left exposed by her lowered pajama pants. Both his cute, girlish buttocks were swollen and flaming red, and they looked very sore. It was evident that the poor girl had been spanked and spanked severely. Shaking his head, Gary gently placed the wet towel on it, then seated next to Rose.

Rose moaned, feeling the cold towel’s touch, which slightly cooled her burning flesh.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said in a voice hoarse for her crying in the last hour.

“Your mother gave it to you, but good, I see,” said the 45-year-old sweet man. “When are you going to learn that you are still too young to drink alcohol and that talking back to your mother in a bad way is stupid behavior as well as wrong?”

“You’re right, Daddy. I know. But sometimes it’s just too hard to listen to a woman who is the first one who doesn’t respect any rule, and that comes and goes from my life as she pleases.”

“Well, young lady, don’t think I don’t know her. However, Lora is your Mother, and in her own way, she loves you. So, believe it or not, what she does is for your sake, and you must obey her, even if she acts... the way she acts.” Gary bent down and placed a kiss on his daughter’s hair. “Now try to rest.”

Rose turned and looked at him, her eyes flushed with tears, “Good night, Dad.”

The tall, fit man exited the bedroom, letting his daughter on the bed with the cold towel on top of her swelling buttocks.

‘This can’t go on like this,’ the worried man said to himself. ‘Rose is right. How can Lora think our daughter would listen and respect her if she is the first to act like a silly teenager?’

Since the day he married her, Lora had always been a source of concern for Gary. She was the youngest of three children and the only girl, and perhaps because of this, her parents had been too soft on her. Especially when she was a teenager, they had accepted all of her youthful exuberances and had not stood firm enough with her. They even never complained when, at 18, Lora decided not to attend college to pursue a supposed career as a jazz singer. When Gary met her, he managed to get her head on straight. They had married, Rose had been born, and for a few years, things had gone more or less well. But then, in the revolutionary ferment of the 1960s and sexual liberation, her rebellious and rule-breaking nature led her to leave the marital home and her daughter to follow a Jazz band on tour. After that, her life continued that way. Occasionally, she would appear to spend some time with the child and then leave again. So now, in 1977, she was forty, just coming out from another divorce, all on her blame, with a contract to sing in a second-hand club on the weekend nights and not enough money to support herself properly.

And this time, as always, she returned to Gary for help.

Fortunately, Gary was able to help as he rode the saddle of his small but successful chain of car dealers. He was classy, always dressed impeccably, and kept fit by doing exercise and running every morning. He was also a man of strong, no-nonsense character, as his staff, suppliers, and customers could attest.

Without stopping in his room to change his business suit, Gary went to the living room. Lora was there, with a glass of Vodka in her hand and headphones over her ears.

Gary went to the stereo and turned it off.

“Gary,” said Lora, taking off the headphones. “Did you talk to Rose?”

The 40-year-old woman, dressed in a loose blue dress that reached to her ankles and covered her body, which had begun to round out, especially on her upper thighs and already generous bum, looked puzzled at her husband, who stared at her somberly.

“I had very little to say to her. It seems you punished her more than enough, don’t you think?” Said Gary in a reproachful tone.

“Well, yes, I spanked her pretty good. What else could I do? Her friends took her home because she had been drinking and was not able to drive. And when I tried to scold her, she called me ‘stupid cow.’ You would have spanked her yourself if you were here, Lora said. Then, obnoxiously, she added,” In fact, I marvel at her behavior; I thought you were doing a better job with her.”

“Probably I would have,” Gary said, steaming at Lora’s hint about his job as a Dad. “Actually, I no longer intend to accept any less than exemplary behavior in this house. As of this exact moment.” Then he hushed and stared at his ex-wife as if he wanted to incinerate her.

“What you mean…Gary?” Said Lora, who started to feel a bit uncomfortable.

She knew that stare of her ex-husband. And she knew that even if he had always been forgiving to her, Gary was not a man who accepted everything.

In response, Gary grabbed the half-empty bottle of Vodka on the coffee table in front of the sofa and waved it in front of his ex-wife: “How many glasses have you already had?”

“A couple, maybe,” she answered.

“A couple, you say? Good,” said Gary. “Then let’s add lies to the list, too. This bottle came with groceries last night while you were singing at the club. And now it’s half empty!”

“Oh, mhm, well…honey...”

“Don’t honey me, Lora, you just shut up and listen,” Gary interrupted her and began a tirade in his best business-like, old-fashioned style: he was fed up with her foolish, irresponsible, and rule-breaking behavior. Was she surprised that their daughter behaved the way she did? What did she expect from her with the example she set? All that would stop then; from then on, she would start doing what she was told to do when she was told to do it. It may be late, but it was worth a try. While saying all this, Gary went to the sideboard, opened a drawer, and pulled out a ping-pong bat.

When Lora saw that in the hands of her ex-husband, she widened her eyes, she knew that tool; it was the instrument her ex-husband used in the rare cases he decided Rose needed to be punished.

“Gary, what…NO! Oh no, You can’t think of doing it. For God’s sake, Gary, you can’t...you won’t dare!” Lora uttered, widening her eyes and rising on the sofa from her lying position.

“It’s up to you,” Gary said, still quiet but firmly. “You can either accept it or go to your room, pack, and leave this house. And don’t even think about coming back here in a few days, a few weeks, or a few months. This house will be close to you. As for Rose, in spite of my reproving work as a father, she is a good girl, and I’m sure that not having a Mother like you around will only be better for her!”

Defeated and dejected, with her cheeks flushed with shame, Lora thought about it for a few moments, and finally, in a low voice, she nodded and said, “All right, Gary.”

“Stand up and raise your dress,” Gary ordered while he took out his jacket, rolled up his sleeves, and sat on the sofa.

The buxom fortyish woman stood and, with head bowed, raised her loose blue dress to the waist.

“Come here, in front of me,” came the following order.

Once Lora was in front of him, Gary inserted his fingers in her panty’s waistband and lowered them to her knees. By the time Gary was done preparing her, Lora was blushing to the root of her hair for shame and fear and ready to cry at any moment for the indignity of that all. Then Gary took her left arm and gently but firmly made his ex-wife lay on his firm thighs and the sofa.

For a moment, the 45-year-old businessman watched his ex-wife’s bare rear end. It was bigger than the last time he had seen it, yet it still was attractive. The plump, ample, candid buttocks clenched and unclenched in fear of what would come upon them. Then he grabbed the ping pong bat firmly and thought, ‘This is going to be hard work...but someone has to do it.”

SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK! SMACK! SPLAT!

With no delay, Gary began smashing the bat on Lora’s chubby, protruding, white buttock. For just a moment, the fortyish woman stood speechless at the sting of it that was much more intense than she had imagined.

SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK!

Lora’s wriggling, tossing, big buttocks, and quivering, stocky thighs were rapidly increasing in heat with each swat of the flat wood, and her howls and shrieks were getting louder and louder. Being determined, once and for all, to deliver an impressive and unforgettable message, the determined man applied spank after spank to each bum cheek and the top of each thigh as well as across both bottom cheeks and both thighs. The flat, punishing tool rose and fell relentlessly, each firm resounding smack echoing throughout the room, accompanied almost instantaneously by loud shrieks and howls from Lora’s rosy lips. At the same time, Gary scolded, admonished, and lectured her without stopping the onslaught of fiery spanks on her meaty, plump target.

SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK! SMACK! SPLAT!

Rose had just fallen asleep when she was awakened by the commotion coming from downstairs. For a few moments, she listened, not understanding what was going on, until the evidence of the sounds and cries struck her in all its clarity. Suddenly, she decided this was something she had to see. She put her pajama pants back on and opened her bedroom door as quietly as possible. The aisle was dark, and she tiptoed down the stairs and the few meters to the corner of the hall from where she could see the living room door. Once she turned the corner, she realized that the living room door was open, so she looked inside the living room, hoping she would not be seen.

And what she saw, she would never forget. Her gentle, usually impeccable Daddy was furiously spanking Mom with a ping-pong bat! He was also scolding, somewhat panting, for delivering such severe punishment to the chubby, broad bottom of her Mother.

“You better straight up soon, Lora. Otherwise, it will be a long time before you are going to sit comfortably again. You better believe me; I will take care of that from now on!”

Putting her hand on her mouth to suppress an ‘OH!’ of surprise, Rose saw that despite her Mom’s buttocks resembling two overripe tomatoes, her daddy kept raining down the ping pong bat, flattening them in turn. He was ignoring and oblivious to his ex-wife’s howls, screeches, begging, promises, and pleas, and just kept on administering the merciless but, in her eyes, well-deserved correction to Mom.

SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK! SPLAT! SMACK!

Rose watched, stunned, how her Mom hollered and bucked across her Daddy’s lap, reacting to the paddling blistering bites. Her cries, howls, and screeches formed a crescendo of rising-pitched sounds. Soon, the bawling and sobbing were an uninterrupted litany, accompanied by flowing tears and nose-running snot. It was evident to the girl that her poor Mother was now unable to plead with her ex-husband to stop because of the overriding pain that was blistering her…Oh My God, so swollen-red rear end!

Deaf to his ex-wife’s piteous wails and steeled in his corrective action, her Dad was following on with his task. He continued, applying the flat, sturdy bat to Mom’s bouncing, tossing rear end, spreading the smacking splats all around the broad buttocks and fleshy top of thighs. At that point, Rose’s Mom was a very sorry woman. In response to the fierce impact of fiery smacks, her legs flailed, kicked, and danced uncontrollably in every direction, allowing the unexpected observer more than a glimpse of her feminine charms.

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

Finally, with six of the most brutal smacks, Gary stopped paddling the rear end’s flesh of his ex-wife, leaving Lora dangling, sobbing, and shaking uncontrollably over his lap. By then, Lora had long been reduced to a hysterical, sobbing, remorseful, quivering little girl, crying out in child-like, unintelligible gasps. Her buttocks turned into a pair of glowing, crimson, beet-red balloons.

Rose looked amazed at how her Mom got to her feet and rushed both hands to her swollen and badly blistered rear. She kicked her panties out from her ankles and pranced around the living room, with her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot. The girl watched, mesmerized, as her Mom rubbed her bum and cried, cried and rubbed, again and again, promising her Dad that she would behave well from then on.

Gary let Lora do her frantic ‘well-spanked girl dance’ for a couple of minutes, then said, “Over the corner with you, Lora!”

“Gary, please…” she started to say when her ex-husband’s hand flashed through the air and landed on her bare bottom.

Wailing, Lora quickly walked over to the corner.

Gary warned as sternly as he could, “Thirty minutes in the naughty corner. And no rubbing your bottom!”

Right then, Rose realized that she had soaked her pajama pants in the middle of her legs while watching her Mom’s ordeal. As quietly as possible, she hurried back into her bedroom. Once there, as in a trance, she took off her pajama pants and stood there looking in the mirror at her own red, spanked buttocks. She caressed it with her left hand, feeling the heat still emanating from them, while the fingers of her right hand started to work on her clit more and more frantically. With eyes shut and reviving in her mind the ordeal his Mother had just been submitted to by her bossy Dad, it took little for her to climax in one of the best orgasms of her young life.


1980’s Stepdad’s Precious Princess

It was a Saturday at 11 p.m., and Andrea was sitting in front of the television, bored. She looked at the clock and saw it was still early for her daughter to come home from her friend’s birthday party she went. The 45-year-old thought about how different times were from when she was 20 years old as Diana. If, in 1955, she had arrived home after ten o’clock at night, her father would have whipped her bum in the woodshed until he raised blisters on her buttocks. Now, in 1980, the world had changed, and she wondered if for the better. Finally, she decided she would not wait for her daughter. In the end, Diana was a good girl who usually knew how to behave herself. Not always, she thought doubtfully for a moment, but most of the time. Anyway, she went to the kitchen to fill a glass of water and climbed the stairs to join Rupert, her husband, who had already gone to bed.

In the middle of the night, Amanda and Rupert were awakened by a loud banging on the front door. They looked at the clock and saw that it was almost 4 a.m. Rupert put on a robe and went down the stairs. When he turned on the porch light, he was astonished to see a very bedraggled Diana standing at the door. The middle-aged man unlocked the doorknob lock, opening the door to allow the girl to enter.

“Ah, I’m, ah, sorry, ah, Rupert. I couldn’t get the door open with my key,” Diana stammered as she explained the situation to her stunned stepfather.

“You look terrible, girl. Where have you been out so late?”

Before Diana could stumble forth an answer, Rupert fired off more questions.

“That’s alcohol I smell reeking from you, isn’t it? How did you get here? Did you drive in this condition?”

“Yeah-ah-ye-es, I, ah, I’m sorry, Rupert,” replied the girl, barely holding herself on her legs.

“Go to sleep, young lady. Straight to bed! We will discuss your behavior with your Mother in the morning once you are sober.”

He stepped aside, allowing the pretty, disheveled, tipsy young lady to amble unsteadily down the hallway to her room door, shaking his head with incredulity.

The following morning, a heated discussion took place between Andrea and her husband at the breakfast table. Doc. Rupert Kittell was the village doctor. He was a respected middle-aged professional, handsome and jovial, and a figurehead for the locals. He married Diana’s Mother when the girl was fourteen years old, and he had loved her since that day. He was even more fond of the girl because he couldn’t have kids. Diana reciprocated Rupert’s affection and truly loved her friendly, gentle, handsome stepfather. For her part, although Andrea liked the close relationship between her second husband and her daughter, she considered Rupert to spoil his ‘princess’ even too much, and right from the start of their marriage, she had to press him to act like a father who did not accept nonsense. Just like that very morning. Andrea had already made her mind up; even though Diana was 20 years old, she had to be punished. Not only had she drunk alcohol underage, but she had also behaved irresponsibly and dangerously by driving after consuming it.

Rupert also blamed Diana’s behavior; of course, he did. What he was resisting was the use of the paddle to punish her. In the end, she was a girl in her twenties, and it had been a long time since he had put her on his lap and warmed her bottom. Wasn’t some other kind of punishment better? Like taking away her car for a week or something.

“Diana needs the car to go to work,” Diana ended the discussion. “She is no longer a child that you can punish by locking her in the house for the weekend! Precisely because she is in her twenties, a good lesson with the paddle is the most effective thing; it’s painful, it’s shaming, and she will remember it every time she sits down in the next days.”

Finally, defeated, Rupert had no other choice than to agree with Diana’s Mom. Sighing, he rose from the table and walked up the stairs and the short hall to Diana’s bedroom. Knocking at the door, he called out: “Diana, how are you? Are you all right?”

After knocking and calling several more times, he heard a muffled voice respond from inside, “Ahw, Rupert, uhm…yes, I’m kind of okay. I just feel a bit under the weather.”

Struggling to stay calm, Rupert returned to the kitchen.

“Let her rest a little longer,” he told his wife. “She will have a big headache...”

Andrea, fuming, picked up the dishes from the table, washed them, and put them away. Then, she emptied trash into the container and went out to the street for pickup later that day, all the while reaffirming her belief that the young lady had to be taught a lesson about how to behave. Once she was back in the living room, she went to the old cupboard and opened the drawer at the bottom, where the paddle was kept. It was a maple round tool, a little smaller than a ping-pong bat, accurately lacquered, with a handle. Picking it up and weighing it, Andrea thought the young wayward lady wouldn’t have the slightest chance to sit comfortably for a few days once Rupert had corrected her attitude. She put the wooden tool on the living room table, then tidied up a little and put the house in order. By the time she had finished and she and Rupert were sitting in the living room reading newspapers, the errant girl finally appeared.

Dressed in her pale blue pajamas and with disheveled hair, Diana was about to walk past the living room to the kitchen when she heard her mom’s voice: “Diana, come in here, please. We need to talk.”

With a lump in her throat, Diana recognized that rigid, inflexibly serious tone. As it has always been, it elicited a shiver down her spine and immediate compliance. She turned and walked into the living room.

Andrea and Rupert were seated on the sofa, looking across the room at her.

“You managed to break the law and put your life in danger all in one evening, Diana. You know this is not an acceptable way of acting, right?” Rupert said.

The girlish face of the twenty-year-old burned instantly hot and deep red.

“I think...I guess I didn’t realize it,” she stammered an improbable apology.

“Don’t even try it, Diana. It’s really unlike you, beneath you, to try to evade the inescapable truth. You came in in the middle of the night, drank, and worst of all, you drove your car in that condition!”

The blood rushed to Diana’s face, making her blush even more. She suddenly felt uncomfortable and worried. She stood unmoving and silent before her stone-faced Mom and Rupert’s indictment of her conduct.

“What you need, young lady, is something that makes you remember never to act in such a disgraceful and dangerous manner again. I’m really sorry I have to say it, Diana, but you deserve to have your bare bottom blistered so that in the next few days, every painful effort to sit will be a reminder of your bad behavior!”

Diana’s audible inhalation was the only sound in response to Rupert’s threatening words. Bowing her head, she did not object. She did not protest she was too old to be spanked; she didn’t even plead that her loving Stepdad could not, should not, spank her. She just grabbed her swelling, pajama-covered buttocks in her hands in a childish gesture of fear and protection.

Seeing her stepdaughter’s response to his scolding, Rupert steeled himself and ordered, “Come over here, Diana. It’s sad, but it must be done.”

Right then, Diana realized the paddle was displayed on the table and sighed in fear. Her Stepdad noticed her pale complexion paling even more and her lower lip trembling a little. For a moment, his resolve waved in front of the evident fear that the tool of correction provoked in his precious princess, but thinking about the possible consequences of her irresponsible actions, he steeled himself again.

“Young lady, I said come over here, NOW!”

Without further delay, Diana went to Rupert and stood before her Stepdad.

“Let’s get this pants down, Diana.”

The middle-aged man reached out, took hold of the waist of Diana’s pj pants, and pulled her close up between his legs. As he inserted his fingers in the waistband of her pants, Diana’s face became hotter, burning bright scarlet.

The light cotton pj pants slipped down her buxom legs, leaving them bare. Next, she felt and realized her Stepdad taking hold of her lace panties and peeling them down her round hips off her plump buttocks.

Diana felt like a spectator watching a drama unfold before her, except she was the leading character. Rupert took hold of the girl’s elbow, guiding and steering her from between his legs around to his right side, where he lowered his pretty stepdaughter downward and across his sturdy lap.

Diana’s face was near the floor, staring at the old rug beneath. Her lower abdomen was resting on Rupert’s sturdy legs. The short girl’s feet dangled in the air on the other side. Her pajama pants and panties were tangled restraints on her ankles as she flinched on, having her pajama top raised on her back, baring her from shoulders to ankles.

Rupert held the paddle and stood admiring the perfect roundness of Diana’s buttocks swelling upward on her lap. They were nice and plump but not fat and candid as snowy hills. That image filled him with paternal pride at his princess’ beauty; nevertheless, he raised the paddle to the ceiling with a sigh.

CRACK!

All at once, Diana felt the flat, wooden surface of the round paddle crash down on her bare, quivering right buttock.

“AHAWHHH!”

She gasped and hissed aloud, only to encounter another swift, solid smack, followed by more, one after another.

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Soon, the pain poor Diana was experiencing in her bum became sharp, harsh, hot, and hurting.

As the paddle crashed down into the center of her buttocks, she exhaled so quickly that it seemed that she had spent all the breath in her body. Before she could gulp fresh air into her lungs, though, the paddle would land again with menacing ferocity that seemed only to grow in intensity. In no time, she was defeated, decimated, bawling, and weeping uncontrollably while her now determined Stepdad’s wooden paddle incinerated her poor, girlish buttocks.

CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Each paddle smack laid a splotch of red-painted pain that instantly radiated up her nerves to her brain, making her cry out loud and look like a swimmer desperately flailing, trying to perform strokes.

The awareness that she was getting a spanking because she had poorly misbehaved and she had definitely earned it didn’t help her much. Here she was, a young adult woman, and her loved Stepdad was paddling her bare bottom like she was a ten-year-old brat. And it hurt horribly, accumulating, increasing, heightening her pain and accompanying shame and humiliation.

As the severity of the punishing pain skyrocketed, so did the volume and pitch of poor Diana’s cries and hollering yelps!

“AHAWHWWW! AHARGHHH! AHA-UHU-OHH! PLEASEEEE! NO MOOOOOORE! AHARGHHHHH! AHAWHWWWW!”

By the time her bare, swelling mounds had been turned into two hot, smoldering coils, she was shrieking and squealing high-pitched sobs and bawling, and the tears and snot dripping from her cheeks had formed a puddle on the carpet below.

The young lady was beside herself with the agonizing, burning pain, the helpless humiliation, and the disgraceful ignominy of getting an unsparing spanking. Under her loved Stepdad’s merciless correction of her poor buttocks, Diana cracked and collapsed. Torrents of sobs and tears came gushing out as she screamed in the agony of her comedown and shameful mortification.

“OOO-UH-OHOWHOOOOO! AUGH-UH-UH-WAHAAAA! PLEEEASEEE! OHOWH-OWH-UH-UH! I’M SOOORRRYYYY! WHAHAAAAA!”

Right then, she was feeling just like a little girl, a bad little girl, a well-punished little girl, a little girl whose bottom was being branded by a punishment she would feel for many days after this seemingly unending spanking was over.

And right then, realizing he had achieved the goal of imparting a lesson that couldn’t be forgotten for a long while, Rupert stopped the paddling.

“You know the rule of this house, young lady,” he scolded, but his voice had lost its hardness. “Until you live here, you must behave and obey. And you know that the paddle awaits you whenever you misbehave and disobey, even if you are an adult.”

Lying there, hanging upside down over her stepfather’s lap, squalling like a little girl, with her bare bum turned in a burning inferno, Diana did not feel like an adult woman at all. She felt nothing else than a sore, sorry, spanked little girl whose misconduct had brought this punishment on herself. The only difference was the shock of her throbbing, wet vulva that was getting more stimulated and leaking, craving a release as it rubbed on the trouser-covered sturdy thighs of her loved strong, firm Stepdad.

Diana did not move, making any effort to get up, but remained draped, splayed over Rupert’s thick knees, still crying bitterly for the excruciating heat consuming her buttocks and thrilled by the arousing heat damping the inside of her crotch.

“Come on now, little one. Get up…you don’t want me to add some more, do you, sweety?” Rupert gently said, helping Diana off his lap.

“Nooo-hooo-uh-uh,” the girl sobbed her response as she hastily struggled to her unsteady feet, clasping her hot, glowing, sore bum in her hands.

Grasping big handfuls of her smoldering buttocks, she danced around the room on the tips of her toes in a desperate and vain attempt to relieve at least a bit of the burning pain her Stepdad had lit there. She did the time-honored spanking dance, hopping up and down and from foot to foot with tears still running down her red face, sobbing and bawling to the ceiling.

A tender smile painted on Rupert’s lips, seeing his precious princess do her antics. In the end, Diana was still a girl in her heart, he thought, a good girl who just needed to be kept on the straight and narrow now and then.
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Those 50' Spanked Girls

The 1950s can be considered the golden years of domestic discipline. Before the social changes of the 1960s, patriarchy was in force. In an era of conformism and strict moral values, the authority of fathers and husbands was unchallenged, and strict discipline was quickly administered to female family members.

In this collection of six stories, six fathers, a husband, and an uncle exercise their correctional duties on the women in their charge by burning and humbling old-fashioned punishments.

Filled with genuine emotions and vivid imagery, these stories offer a close, personal insight into the personal dynamic and the psychology of an era when women accepted being cared for, loved, and disciplined by the dominant males of the family.




Those 60' Spanked Girls

The 1960s was a time of change. The younger generation broke the taboos of social conformity and asserted the right to more uninhibited behavior. However, this caused a clash within the most traditionalist families, schools, and workplaces.

In this collection of seven stories, seven typical girls of the sixties clash with the rules of old-fashioned parents, strict schools, and no-nonsense employers, and, regularly and rightly, their backsides pay a high price for it all.

These stories are not just about discipline, they are about the emotional journey of these girls. Filled with genuine emotions and vivid imagery, they offer a close, personal insight into what happens when the behaviors of a sixties girl are corrected by a determined, caring, stern man.
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