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Story Summaries

The Bet (F/M, parental, public nudity)

Jake, an 18-year-old daredevil, loses a bet with friends, leading to a humiliating naked sprint across his backyard—only to be locked out and caught by his outraged mother, and forced to face a public trek to the front door to publicly ask for a hairbrush spanking over mummy’s knee.

A Costly Indiscretion (M/F, workplace, overheard)

Eleanor, a diligent typist in 1893 London, jeopardizes her firm’s reputation earning a bare-bottom caning. Her boss later boasts of her ordeal to the client she inconvenienced.

Maintenance (FFFF/M, brush, tears)

A husband’s maintenance spanking is delivered by his sister-in-law when his wife is away.

Taking Her in Hand (M/F, parental involvement)

A newlywed husband turns to his wife’s parent for advice on how to handle her.

The B-Word (F/M, mouth soaping, witnesses)

After David mutters a nasty insult, Kimberley washes his mouth out with soap and paddles him before her girlfriends.

Disobedience Not Tolerated (M/F, daughter)

Eighteen-year-old Clara sneaks off to a barn dance and is caught by her stern father. He escorts her back inside for a bare-bottom spanking that restores the 1950s moral order.

Dear Abby (FFFFF/M, cornertime, panty training)

A husband agrees with the thoughts of a letter to Dear Abby promoting wife spanking. His wife and her friends  set him straight.

Debbie’s Comeuppance (M/F, public)

A surly waitress is given a good spanking in front of the exasperated clientele.

The Shopping Trip (FF/M, clothesbrush)

A husband is fed up following his wife around on her shopping trip and missing the big game. He throws a tantrum and is punished in the back room of her friend’s boutique.

The Weight of the Brush (F/F, domestic, sisters)

An eighteen-year-old girl’s mom tells her to spank her nineteen-year-old sister.

Handing Him Over (FF/M, domestic, M-I-L)

A wife passes off her punished and submissive husband to her mom for the evening.

The Suffragette’s Seat (M/F, judicial, public)

A young suffragette pays the price for her unruly defiance.

Red Buns and Wedding Vows (FF/FM, domestic, moms)

A young man and his sweetheart are caught in the basement in a disgraceful makeout session. Their mothers, fast friends, decide the two of them will be spanked together, hoping to not only punish, but also to spark a long-awaited marriage proposal in the process.


Preface

Welcome to my latest story collection!

In case you don’t know me, I’m Julie Delmar and I used to run one of the most popular spanking blogs on the Internet. It ran for over a decade, garnering tens of millions of views until it was taken down for being too sexy. Boo.

My own experiences—on both the giving and receiving ends of spankings—inform my writing, along with the feedback and correspondence of thousands of devoted followers over the years.

I’m a natural switch who can relate to all manner of spanking scenarios, men, women, whatever! I got my start back in 2011 being dominant over my husband in realistic husband/wife roleplay scenarios, and progressed to also being submissive to him on a consensual real-life basis. I condemn anything underage and non-consensual. However, consensual non-consent in fantasy scenarios is an absolute turn on as will be reflected in these pages. If a story seems to be non-consensual, as in naughty young men or young ladies getting their just comeuppance seemingly against their wills (but deep down accepting it), understand that it’s merely a fantasy to be role-played in the mind. If you are at all triggered by this sort of thing, you have been warned.

I generated the stories in this collection with a healthy dose of AI aid (grok mainly with a dash of chatgpt). I early-on pioneered the use of AI on my blog to speed up the writing process and enhance my creativity. I have honed my AI techniques over years of writing and thousands of pages of blog-published stories. My AIs and I bounce ideas off one another as I craft my prompts and seamlessly join and edit the responses into sexy and  compelling narratives. AI, when used right, can be very naughty indeed! The cover is AI-generated as well.

For this collection, I will admit to shamelessly stealing inspiration from others’ stories, images, and videos from the internet, too many, too diverse, and often too anonymous to properly credit, although I credit where I can. I internalize the gist of it, then turn to AI with my own derived inspiration and use my well-honed methods to produce a distinctly unique work of smutty art for your reading pleasure.

I hope you enjoy the stories and won’t hesitate to leave a nice anonymous comment and rating for me on the Amazon. Also, please see my author’s page on Amazon for direct contact information. I love any manner of naughty email exchanges with my readers, the naughtier the better, so feel free!

And so, without further ado, let us proceed to the cover story…


The Bet

[I’m quite sure I once read a story along these lines but cannot find it now for the life of me. Enjoy my take on this theme!]

Jake, eighteen, was the daredevil heart of his senior class, a lean, athletic young man with unruly brown hair and a disarming grin that often smoothed over his reckless streak. On a sultry summer afternoon, his rec room thrummed with the chaotic energy of six close friends—three guys, three girls—lounging on worn couches, the air heavy with the tang of sunscreen, sweat, and nacho cheese. The windows were open, a faint breeze doing little to cut the heat, as the group fueled their boredom with a game of escalating bets, each more outrageous than the last.

Connor, Jake’s best friend, leaned forward, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Bet you can’t chug this two-liter of cola in under a minute,” he challenged, brandishing the bottle. Jake, whose pride was as unyielding as steel, smirked. “Piece of cake. I win, you’re funding my pizza for a month. I lose, you name the stakes.”

Connor’s grin turned positively fiendish. “You lose, you streak to and from the back fence. Buck naked.”

The room detonated with laughter. Lila, quick-witted and sharp-tongued, doubled over; Sarah’s cheeks flushed as she gasped; Mia’s eyes danced with wicked delight. Ethan slammed the coffee table, hooting. Jake’s face warmed, a flicker of doubt crossing his mind, but backing down wasn’t in his DNA. “Deal,” he said, sealing his fate with a handshake.

He failed spectacularly. Thirty seconds in, the fizzy cola betrayed him, bubbling out his nose as he choked, splattering the floor. The room erupted, Connor crowing, “You lose! Get out there, streaker!”

Jake’s stomach lurched. The backyard was a 30-yard gauntlet of sun-scorched grass, open and unforgiving under the blazing afternoon sun, with no trees or bushes for cover, only a weathered wooden fence at the far end. His friends formed a loose semicircle between him and the sliding glass door that let out on the back yard from the rec room. Their laughter and taunts echoed, amplifying his nerves. The linoleum floor felt icy against his bare feet as he faced them, his heart thudding like a drum. “You guys are the worst,” he muttered.

“A bet’s a bet!” Mia teased, tossing her braid with a grin. Jake shot her a half-hearted glare, then, with a shaky breath, he grabbed the hem of his T-shirt and yanked it over his head, tossing it onto the couch. The air felt cool against his bare chest, and the room’s energy surged—whistles and giggles filling the space.

Next came his cargo shorts. He unbuttoned them, lowered the zipper, and let them drop to his ankles. Stepping out, he kicked them aside, now standing in just his navy-blue boxers. His friends’ eyes were locked on him, their grins wide, and Jake’s pulse raced. The moment of truth loomed. He could feel the weight of their stares, the sliding door just beyond them, promising both escape and exposure.

Swallowing hard, Jake turned his back to his friends. The move drew a fresh wave of hoots, Sarah giggling nervously while Connor let out a loud, “Oh, come on, showtime!” Jake’s face burned, but he focused on the task.

The room exploded as the boxers dropped to his thighs, revealing his bare buttocks to the group. Pale from a summer spent in shorts, his bum was round and slightly tensed from nerves, catching the afternoon light filtering through the open windows. “Nice cheeks, Jakey!” Mia called, clapping, while Ethan howled, “Moon’s out early!” The kids’ hooting crescendoed, their laughter a mix of shock and delight at the sight of Jake’s exposed rear.

Jake pushed the boxers to his ankles with his right hand, and then stepped out of them carefully, bending slightly to free his feet, his posture making his bare bum jut out a bit more, drawing another round of cheers. Blushing furiously, his face a deep scarlet, he straightened up to a slight crouch as he clamped both hands over his groin, fingers interlocked for extra security. He turned to face his friends and the sliding door. His bare bum was no longer in view, but his crouched posture, desperate hands, and bright red blush were even better.

The group parted slightly, still laughing, forming a gauntlet of grinning faces between him and the door. Jake’s eyes darted to the glass, where the backyard stretched out—30 yards of open grass under the unforgiving sun. “Go on, streaker!” Connor urged. Jake flinched, his hands glued to his crotch, his knees pressed together as he shuffled forward.

Lila, standing closest to the door, slid it open with a flourish, the warm outside air rushing in. “Your runway awaits, champ,” she said, her voice teasing but kind, gesturing to the backyard like a game-show host. Jake’s blush deepened, his hunched form inching through the gauntlet of friends, their claps and cheers ringing in his ears.

As Jake passed though his friends, a sudden smack echoed through the rec room. A sharp sting bloomed across his left buttock, and he yelped, nearly losing his grip on his crotch. The room exploded with fresh laughter, louder and wilder than before. Jake spun around, his face flaming a deeper red, to find Mia standing there, her hand still raised, a broad, mischievous grin splitting her face.

“Easy target!” she teased, winking as her dark eyes sparkled with delight. The others roared in laughter, Ethan clutching his stomach and Sarah covering her mouth, giggling uncontrollably. Jake’s mouth opened, then closed, words failing him as the sting on his rear mingled with the heat of his blush. He shot Mia a mock glare, but her infectious grin made it hard to stay mad.

“Keep moving, streaker!” Connor bellowed, pointing toward the backyard. Jake turned back to the door. The warm air from outside beckoned, and with a final, shaky breath, he stepped toward the threshold, hands firmly in place, ready to bolt into the humiliating sprint ahead.

“Ready… set… go!” Connor bellowed.

Jake bolted into the oppressive heat, the grass hot and prickly under his bare feet. His lean, sweat-slicked body cut through the yard, his pale buttocks bouncing rhythmically with each stride, the sunlight catching their curve in a mortifying display that drew louder howls from his friends. His cheeks burned, not just from the sprint but from the acute shame of his exposure, his bouncing backside a humiliating spectacle framed by the open yard. He reached the fence, slapped its rough wood with both hands, and spun—but not before returning his hands to his groin—and sprinted back awkwardly in a half-lope, sweat streaming down his back.

He was steps from the sliding door when he saw it shut and heard a sharp click which froze him. He grabbed the handle with one hand, the other covering his groin—it didn’t budge. “No way,” he hissed, peering through the glass. Lila stood inside, smirking, her finger on the latch lock. “Lila, unlock it!” he pleaded, pounding the glass with his free hand. His friends were in stitches, Connor doubled over, Sarah and Mia laughing, Ethan mockingly fanning himself.

“Enjoy the tan, Jake!” Lila taunted, flicking at the latch with a flourish but not opening it.

Jake crouched, his embarrassment a raging inferno. He was trapped, naked, his hands his only shield against total exposure.

Inside, the group was lost in their revelry, reenacting Jake’s sprint, oblivious to anything beyond their laughter. They didn’t hear the front door creak. They didn’t notice until Ellen, Jake’s mother, stormed into the rec room, her purse slung over her shoulder, her face a mask of scandalized fury. Ellen was a woman of unwavering morals, a pillar of the church and the neighborhood watch, whose strict, upstanding values governed her household with an iron hand. To her, modesty was non-negotiable, and public decency was a sacred duty. The sight before her—her son, naked and crouched outside, and a roomful of mixed-sex, giggling teens—was nothing short of a moral outrage.

The room fell deathly silent. Ellen’s eyes swept the carnage: crushed chips, scattered cans, Jake’s clothes in a heap, and her son, exposed and pounding the glass, his lone hand failing to fully conceal his genitals. Her gaze burned with righteous indignation. “What in the Lord’s name is happening here?” she demanded, her voice a blade of ice and fire.

The friends froze. Lila, still by the latch, fumbled to unlock it, her face ashen. Ellen’s hand shot up. “Don’t you dare touch that latch,” she snapped. “Leave it locked. I’ll deal with my son.”

Lila recoiled, hands raised, as if scalded. The others exchanged panicked glances. Ellen crossed her arms, her expression a storm of scandalized disgust. “You children have disgraced this house. Get out. Now. Go home. I’ll handle Jacob.”

Chaos erupted. Connor grabbed his backpack, tripping over a soda can; Mia scrambled for her sandals; Ethan knocked over a bowl of pretzels. Lila cast a fleeting, guilty glance at Jake before bolting with the others, the group fleeing through the front door in a frantic stampede, leaving a wake of debris and stifled apologies. Jake, still outside, saw the mass exodus and felt his heart plummet. “Guys, don’t leave me…” he whispered, but the rec room now held only his mother, her gaze piercing him through the glass.

Ellen’s lips were a thin, trembling line. She opened the sliding glass door while quickly closing and locking the sliding screen door instead. “Jacob Michael, you have shamed this family,” she said, her voice quaking with fury. “Running naked in broad daylight? Exposing yourself to your friends and the Lord’s creation? Have you no decency?”

“Mom, please let me in! It was just a stupid bet!” Jake pleaded, crouching lower. His hands clutched tighter, acutely aware of her eyes on him, nothing but a locked sliding screen door separating them, her disapproval raking over his groin, intensifying his shame. “They locked me out!”

“A bet?” she spat, as if the word were poison. “You traded your God-given modesty for a game? You will face the consequences of this disgrace.” She stepped closer to the screen, her voice unwavering. “You’re not coming in this door. You will walk around to the front, ring the bell, and I’ll decide when you’re worthy of entering this house. Then we’ll address your behavior—starting with a trip over my knee just as you are. And don’t you dawdle, or I’ll come out there and give you your spanking on the front porch.”

Jake’s jaw dropped, his heart seizing as her words crashed over him like a tidal wave. Walk to the front door? Naked? Ring the bell for a… spanking? Over her knee? His mind reeled, a chaotic swirl of panic and disbelief. He hadn’t been spanked in years. And naked? His mother hadn’t seen him without clothes since he was a kid, back when baths were her domain. The thought of her eyes on him now, on his exposed genitals, his bare everything, sent a shudder of mortification through him. This was a nightmare, a violation of the unspoken boundary that had grown between them as he’d become a man. A spanking over her knee, like some naughty child, with his privates laid out on her lap? His stomach churned, his face blazing so hot he thought he might combust. Her doing it on the front porch was unthinkable. He wanted to beg, to vanish, but her voice, sharp with righteous fury, pinned him like a bug. “Mom, I’m 18! And I’m… naked!” he pleaded, his voice cracking, his hands clutching tighter over his genitals, as if he could shield himself from her decree.

“Then you had best move quickly and get this over with,” she said, shutting and locking the glass door with finality, turning sharply and striding toward the living room, leaving no room for argument.

Jake groaned, his humiliation a living, breathing beast. He had no choice. He shuffled along the side of the house, hugging the wall, the gravel path biting his bare feet. The sun blazed, sweat streaming down his chest, his hands working overtime to shield his genitals. Every sound—a car engine, a child’s laugh—made him flinch. The front porch was an eternity away, the doorbell a public guillotine.

He made his way to the side of his house, nearest the front porch, crouched low, heart pounding like a war drum, and glanced around. The street was not empty. Across the road, Mrs. Henderson, the neighborhood’s self-appointed moral watchdog, was pruning her roses, her glasses glinting. Mr. Patel, out for his afternoon stroll, was rounding the corner, his dog tugging at its leash. Jake froze, he had to still make the dash from where he was, around to the front of his house, up the porch stairs, then to the front door.

Jake’s breath caught in his throat, his body pressed against the rough brick of the house as he weighed his options. The front porch was just a few yards away, but it might as well have been a mile. Mrs. Henderson’s pruning shears snipped rhythmically, each sound a reminder of her eagle-eyed vigilance. Mr. Patel’s dog yipped, pulling him closer to the house. He considered waiting until the coast was clear, but his mother’s warning of a porch spanking made him reconsider. What was worse? A naked dash to the doorbell or the unimaginable horror of his mother taking him to the porch for a public punishment? His stomach twisted at the thought of her hand smacking his bare buttocks in front of the neighborhood, Mrs. Henderson’s gasps echoing across the street. No, he had to move now. Getting up his nerve, he made the dash.

His bare feet slapped against the gravel, each step a jolt of pain and panic as he sprinted from the side of the house to the front porch. The sun scorched his exposed skin, sweat stinging his eyes, his hands clamped desperately over his groin. His pale buttocks caught the light as he darted across the open lawn, a mortifying blur of motion. He felt the weight of the neighborhood’s eyes—Mrs. Henderson’s head snapping up, her pruning shears frozen mid-snip; Mr. Patel’s dog yapping, drawing his owner’s startled glance. Jake’s face burned hotter than the asphalt, his breath ragged, as he lunged up the porch steps, two at a time, and slammed his shoulder against the front door.

He jabbed the doorbell with his elbow, keeping both hands firmly in place, his body hunched to minimize exposure. The chime echoed inside, each note stretching his nerves taut. “Come on, Mom, please…” he muttered, glancing over his shoulder. Mrs. Henderson was now standing upright, hands on hips, her mouth a thin line of disapproval. Mr. Patel slowed his pace, his dog still barking, drawing a curious look from a jogger passing by. Jake’s stomach churned—he was a spectacle, a naked eighteen-year-old cowering on his own porch, every second amplifying his shame.

The door didn’t open. Seconds dragged into an eternity. He rang the bell again, then knocked, his fist pounding the wood, the sound sharp in the quiet afternoon. “Mom! Let me in! Please!” he hissed, his voice a mix of desperation and dread.

Mrs. Henderson, her pruning shears abandoned on the lawn, adjusted her sunhat and strode across the street with the determination of a woman on a mission. Her sensible shoes clicked sharply on the pavement, her eyes, glinting behind bifocals, fixed on Jake, who crouched on the porch, his sweat-slicked body hunched, hands frantically shielding his genitals. To her, a stalwart of neighborhood propriety, the sight of him—naked, exposed, and trembling in the porch’s shade—was a scandal that demanded immediate reckoning. “Jacob Michael!” she called, her voice a piercing reprimand as she stopped at the edge of the porch, close enough to make him flinch. “What in the name of decency are you doing, flaunting yourself like some shameless reprobate?”

Jake’s face, already a blazing crimson, deepened to a hue that rivalled the color his bottom would soon be. His heart thundered, his hands clutching tighter, as if he could erase himself from her judgmental gaze. The looming horror of his mother’s punishment—a bare naked spanking across her knee—was bad enough, but now Mrs. Henderson, the neighborhood’s moral sentinel, stood before him, her scrutiny stripping away what little dignity he clung to. “I—I lost a bet,” he stammered, his voice barely audible, eyes glued to the porch floor. “I had to streak to the fence, and my friends locked me out. Mom’s making me come to the front door.” He stopped short, the word “spanking” lodged in his throat, too humiliating to voice, especially to her.

Mrs. Henderson’s lips pursed, her eyebrows arching like twin gables. She tilted her head, studying him with the keen instinct of someone who’d known Ellen’s ironclad morals for years. “A bet? To parade naked in broad daylight? Utterly disgraceful!” she huffed, folding her arms. “And your mother—God bless her soul—has you coming to the front door, does she? Hmph. If I know Ellen, she’s not one to let such a sin go unpunished. She’s planning to take you over her knee despite your age, isn’t she? A good, old-fashioned spanking to teach you some modesty?”

Jake’s stomach plummeted, his face igniting with a fresh wave of heat as her words pierced his defenses. He wanted to deny it, to salvage some fragment of his crumbling pride, but her knowing stare was a trap, her certainty unshakable. His silence betrayed him, and she leaned closer, a sly glint in her eyes, her voice dropping to a teasing lilt. “Don’t lie to me, boy. I can see it in your blush. Is that what’s waiting? I imagine those lily-white buns of yours won’t stay so pale for long, not knowing your mother as I do.”

Jake flinched, the joking jab landing like a punch, his embarrassment spiking to excruciating heights. The image of his pale buttocks—already exposed to her gaze—turning red under his mother’s hand, and Mrs. Henderson’s smug amusement at the thought, made his skin crawl. He swallowed hard, his throat dry as sandpaper, his hands trembling over his genitals, the exposure unbearable under her probing scrutiny. “Yes, ma’am,” he mumbled, the admission a jagged shard of shame, his eyes still fixed on the floor, her chuckle searing his ears.

Mrs. Henderson nodded, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk, the gleam in her eyes now outright triumphant. “As she should. Your mother’s doing the Lord’s work, upholding proper standards. A thorough thrashing of that bare little bottom of yours will burn this lesson into you, mark my words.” She straightened, her voice rich with approval. “You’d best remember this disgrace, Jacob, and keep your clothes on in public henceforth.”

“Please, just go…” he muttered under his breath, barely audible, his eyes fixed on the doorbell as if willing it to summon his mother faster. But Mrs. Henderson stayed put, her arms crossed, her expression a mix of stern disapproval and barely concealed amusement, as if she sensed the door would soon open and wanted to witness the next act of Jake’s humiliation.

And indeed, Ellen had been watching from behind the porch window sheers, letting her son stew in his shame, noting the exchange with Mrs. Henderson. After another moment of his desperation, she opened the front door wide and stood there, legs spread, her face a mask of righteous fury, a heavy wooden hairbrush gripped in her right hand.

Instinctively, he lurched toward the open door, desperate to escape the porch’s exposure, but Ellen’s hand shot up, palm out, a sharp stop gesture that froze him mid-step. “Not so fast, young man,” she said, her voice a blade of ice and fire, her eyes narrowing to pin him in place. The hairbrush gripped tightly in her other hand gleamed with menace. Jake flinched, his bare feet scuffing the porch, his hands clutching tighter over his genitals as Mrs. Henderson’s low chuckle added a fresh layer of humiliation.

Jake’s eyes only now locked onto the heavy wooden hairbrush in his mother’s hand, its polished surface gleaming like a judge’s gavel in the sunlight. His heart lurched, a cold sweat prickling his bare skin as his mind spiraled into a frenzy of dread. The hairbrush. Oh, God, no. His breath caught, the sight of it—a relic of his mother’s strictest discipline—hitting him like a punch to the gut. That brush wasn’t just any tool; it had been reserved for the very worst behavior, the rare, unforgivable sins of his childhood, when defiance or dishonesty had pushed her moral code to the breaking point. She only used it when I’d crossed every line. And now… for this? His stomach twisted, the image of his pale buttocks, already exposed to the neighborhood, meeting the brush’s unyielding wrath flashing vividly in his mind.

“Mom, please,” he whispered, his voice fracturing, barely audible over the roar in his ears. “Not… not the hairbrush. Not that.” His eyes flicked to it again, its broad, heavy head a looming nightmare. It’ll sting like fire. And I’m naked. The thought of facing that brush, his privates exposed, his buttocks bared for its punishing blows, sent a fresh surge of mortification through him. She hasn’t seen me like this since I was little. This isn’t fair! But Ellen’s gaze was unrelenting, her silence a sentence, and Jake’s mind reeled. This is the worst case. A hairbrush blistering for the worst crime. And there’s no escape.

“Jacob Michael,” Ellen started, “you have disgraced this family, parading naked in broad daylight, exposing yourself to the Lord’s creation and your neighbors. Have you no shame?” Her gaze bore into him, her lips a thin, trembling line, the hairbrush a silent promise of retribution.

“Mom, it was just a bet!” Jake pleaded, his voice cracking, his hands clutching tighter over his groin, acutely aware of Mrs. Henderson’s scrutiny. “They locked me out! I didn’t mean—”

“Silence!” Ellen snapped, her tone unyielding. “You traded your God-given modesty for a childish game, and now you’ll face the consequences.” She paused, her eyes narrowing, a glint of calculated intent in her expression as she glanced at Mrs. Henderson, who nodded approvingly, her smirk barely hidden. Ellen’s voice hardened, each word a deliberate lash. “Before I let you inside, you will ask for the punishment you so richly deserve. Look me in the eye, Jacob, and say, ‘Mummy, please will you spank me with the hairbrush for my disgraceful behavior.’ Say it clearly, or you’ll stay out here until you do.”

Jake’s jaw dropped, his heart seizing as her words crashed over him like a tidal wave. Ask for a spanking? Using Mummy? In front of Mrs. Henderson? His mind reeled, a chaotic swirl of panic and disbelief. The thought of uttering such a humiliating request, especially with the neighborhood’s moral watchdog watching, her eyes gleaming with smug satisfaction, was a nightmare beyond endurance. He hadn’t called her “Mummy” since he was a child, and now, at eighteen, naked and exposed, the word felt like a betrayal of his adulthood, a plunge into a vulnerable, childish state. His stomach churned, his face burning so fiercely he thought his skin might blister. His bare body trembled visibly, his shoulders hunching as if he could shrink into himself, his pale skin flushed a mottled red from chest to ears. “Mom, please!” he stammered, his voice a desperate, reedy whisper, his eyes darting to Mrs. Henderson, whose raised eyebrow and sharp chuckle made his skin crawl.

“You heard me, Jacob,” Ellen said, her stance rigid, the hairbrush unwavering in her grip. “Say it. Now.”

Jake’s throat closed, his breath hitching as Mrs. Henderson leaned slightly closer, her arms still crossed, her expression a mix of stern judgment and barely veiled delight. The weight of her gaze, combined with his mother’s unrelenting stare, crushed what little pride he had left. His lips twitched, his mouth dry as sandpaper, as he tried to force the words out. The seconds stretched, each one a fresh layer of humiliation, his pulse hammering in his ears. He could feel Mrs. Henderson’s eyes raking over him, her smirk widening as she waited for his capitulation.

Finally, unable to bear the unbearable any longer, Jake lifted his gaze to his mother’s, his eyes brimming with mortified tears. His voice, high and cracked, barely above a whisper, quavered with raw embarrassment as he choked out, “M-Mummy…” The word stuck in his throat like a jagged stone, his face twisting in a grimace of self-loathing as he forced it out. He paused, his chest heaving, a bead of sweat trickling down his temple. “P-please will you… spank me with the h-hairbrush…” His voice broke on “hairbrush,” the word wobbling pitifully, his lips trembling as he fought to continue. “For my d-disgraceful behavior…” Each syllable was a stab of agony, his voice faltering and uneven, the childish “Mummy” ringing in his ears like a mockery of his age. His head bowed instinctively, his shoulders slumping as if the words had physically drained him, his frame shaking with the effort of holding back sobs.

Ellen’s lips curled into a faint, chilling smile, her eyes glinting with a mix of righteous satisfaction and deliberate menace. “Why, Jacob, I’d be delighted to,” she said, her voice low and laced with a terrifying calm, each word dripping with intent. She raised the hairbrush slightly, its polished surface catching the light as she tilted her head, her gaze pinning him in place. “But don’t think this lesson will be over quickly. It may be quite some time across my lap before I feel you’ve truly learned.” Her words hung in the air, heavy with promise, the image of a prolonged, stinging ordeal searing into Jake’s already frantic mind. His knees nearly buckled, his face draining of color before flushing an even deeper red, the thought of an extended spanking across her lap under her unrelenting hairbrush amplifying his dread tenfold.

“Please, Mom, no…” he pleaded.

Mrs. Henderson clapped her hands once, a sharp, gleeful sound, her smirk now a full grin. “Well, now, that’s more like it,” she said, her voice thick with approval. “A good, long, bare-bottomed thrashing’s just what you need, young man. You’ll be feeling that lesson for days.”

“Inside,” Ellen commanded, seizing his ear with her free hand and yanking him over the threshold, the hairbrush still poised in her grip. Jake stumbled forward, his face a mask of burning shame, the echo of his own childish plea and his mother’s chilling promise ringing in his ears as Mrs. Henderson’s triumphant laughter followed him into the house.

“Ow, Mom!” he yelped, stumbling into the foyer, his hands hovering, desperate to cover himself, though her grip on his ear forced him to move. She shut the door and marched him straight to the living room. The room was dim, the blinds half-drawn, but it felt like an arena under her unrelenting gaze, her moral outrage a palpable force.

“Over my knee,” she ordered, settling into an armless side chair that she had earlier placed in the center of the room. Jake hesitated, his face burning, his hands still shielding his genitals, the thought of her seeing them fully exposed in this position unbearable. Her eyebrow arched, her voice icy. “Now, Jacob, or I’ll march you back outside and we’ll do this on the front porch as I promised.”

Swallowing a whimper, he dropped his hands, his genitals fully exposed to her scandalized glare, and awkwardly draped himself across her lap, his lean frame trembling. The position left him utterly vulnerable, his pale buttocks raised, his genitals pressed against her skirt, the intimacy of it amplifying his shame to excruciating levels. Ellen’s face was stone, her morals affronted by every inch of his exposure.

The first crack of the hairbrush landed like a thunderclap, the sting exploding across his left cheek. Jake gasped, his body jerking, his hands clutching her leg involuntarily. The second swat followed, harder, searing his right cheek, the pain sharp and unrelenting. Ellen wielded the brush with methodical precision, each stroke a deliberate lesson, the crack echoing in the silent room. His buttocks, pale at first, bloomed pink, then red, eventually a deep, throbbing crimson, each welt overlapping, the heat building to an inferno. Jake squirmed, his gasps turning to yelps, then to choked sobs, his legs kicking wildly, his genitals shifting against her lap, each movement a fresh wave of embarrassment as her eyes, though focused on his punishment, seemed to judge his entire exposed state.

She didn’t count the strokes, nor did she speak. Her silence was heavier than words, her moral outrage fueling each swing. The spanking stretched on, the hairbrush rising and falling, the pain blurring into a continuous fire, his buttocks a swollen, scarlet testament to her resolve. Jake lost track of time, his world reduced to the sting, the shame, and the unbearable knowledge that his mother saw every part of him laid bare.

“You’re much too old for this, Jacob Michael,” Ellen scolded, her voice slicing through the fog of pain as the brush kept landing, fierce strokes that made Jake’s hips buck, sharp cries escaping him. “An eighteen-year-old running naked through the yard like a shameless child! Have you no decency? No respect for the values I raised you with?” Her words stung as fiercely as the brush, each syllable punctuated by a swat that set his buttocks ablaze, the heat radiating like a furnace. “This is what happens when you throw modesty away.”

Jake’s cries grew louder, more frantic, his legs kicking helplessly, his bare feet scraping the floor. The pain was overwhelming, a relentless fire that consumed his senses, and the shame—his naked body exposed—pushed him over the edge. His composure shattered, and he broke, his sobs turning into the raw, unrestrained wails of a little boy. “Mummy, please!” he cried, the word, earlier insisted upon, now slipping out spontaneously in a high-pitched, desperate sob, his voice cracking with raw emotion. “Mummy, stop! It hurts! I’m sorry! Please, Mummy, I’ll be good!”

Ellen’s lips twitched, a faint smirk curling at the corner of her mouth as she heard “Mummy” spill so naturally from her eighteen-year-old son’s lips. The word, so childish, so vulnerable, was a testament to her authority, a sign that she’d stripped him down to his core, his pride and defiance burned away by the hairbrush and her unrelenting will. She didn’t soften, though—her smirk was one of grim satisfaction, not mercy. “Mummy, is it?” she said, her voice low, almost mocking, as the brush cracked down again, drawing another wail from Jake. “You’re acting like a little boy, Jacob, so I’ll treat you like one. Begging won’t save you from this lesson.”

“Mummy, please!” Jake sobbed, his body shaking with each strike, his buttocks a throbbing, scarlet landscape of welts. “I’m so sorry! I’ll never do it again! Please, Mummy, NO MORE!” His voice was a torrent of childish pleas, his tears pooling on the floor, his hands flailing, one reaching back instinctively to shield his burning rear. Ellen caught his wrist with her free hand, pinning it to his lower back. “Don’t you dare try to block me,” she snapped. She then targeted the backs of his thighs with a continuous volley of spanks. The new target, untouched until now, erupted in excruciating agony, the tender skin flaring red under the hairbrush’s merciless assault. Jake’s shrieks pitched higher, his body jerking violently with each blow, his free hand clutching her leg in a desperate bid for stability. The pain was a white-hot lance, sharper and more unbearable than anything his buttocks had endured, searing through him like fire. “You thought you could defy me, did you?” Ellen scolded, her voice a steady, scalding reprimand as the brush cracked against his thighs. “Daring to block your punishment? You’ll learn to accept what you’ve earned, Jacob.”

She then released his hand and said, “Don’t you dare move it back again,” her tone icy, the hairbrush pausing briefly in midair. Jake whimpered, his freed hand trembling as he forced it to grip her leg alongside the other, his knuckles white from the effort. The vulnerability of his position made his obedience a fresh wave of mortification. He clutched her leg tighter, his sobs shaking his frame, his face wet with tears as he braced for the next onslaught.

Ellen resumed the spanking with renewed vigor, the hairbrush targeting his buttocks once more, each stroke layering new fire onto the already scorching welts. The cracks echoed in the dim living room, a relentless rhythm that drowned out Jake’s cries. Her scolding resumed, a steady cadence over the rhythmic cracks. “You’ve shamed me, shamed this house! This is what happens when you forsake decency!” Her words were a lash, each one fueling the fire in his buttocks and the crushing weight of his humiliation.

Jake’s cries dissolved into a continuous, hiccuping wail, his body limp across her lap, exhausted from pain and shame. “Mummy, I’m sorry!” he babbled, his voice small and broken, the word “Mummy” a reflex now, spilling out with every sob. “I’ll be good, I promise! Mummy! Please, no more!” The intimacy of the position made each swat a fresh wound to his pride, her smirk a silent acknowledgment that she’d reduced him to this: a crying, begging boy, stripped of all pretense.

Ellen delivered a final, deliberate series of ten swats, each one fast and scalding, targeting the center of his buttocks.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack.

Jake’s wails peaked, then faded into whimpering sobs, his energy spent, his buttocks a swollen, crimson testament to her resolve. She lowered the brush, resting it on his blazing skin, the cool wood a stark contrast to the inferno beneath. Her smirk lingered as she placed a hand on his back, her voice steady. “You’ll remember this, Jacob,” she said, her tone final. “You’ll remember what happens when you disgrace this family. Now, have you learned this lesson, or do I need to continue?” she asked, her voice stern but tinged with sorrow.

“No, Mummy, please! I’ve learned my lesson. I swear I’ve learned my lesson! Please Mummy! PLEASE!!!” he choked, tears streaking his face, desperate for his spanking to end.

“Stand,” she said. He scrambled up, his legs shaky, his hands flying to his punished rear, the shame of his exposed genitals forgotten in his agony. Ellen rose, hairbrush still in hand, her expression unyielding. “You’re cleaning the rec room. As you are. Now march.”

Jake’s mouth opened, a protest dying under her glare. “Mom, please. I’m na—”

“—not a word,” she cut him off, pointing to the rec room with her hairbrush, the implication clear: if he didn’t obey, he’d be right back over her lap.

“No… oh… no… please…”

“Move!”

Jake’s legs trembled as he turned, his hands still clutching his scorched buttocks, the fiery sting pulsing with every heartbeat. He reluctantly began walking, like a condemned prisoner, slowly, his bare feet dragging across the hardwood floor, each step a jolt of pain. Before he could take another step, Ellen’s hand shot out, seizing his left wrist and yanking it away. Crack! The hairbrush landed with a vicious smack across his already blazing left cheek, the sting exploding like a firecracker. Jake yelped, leaping forward, his body jerking as the fresh pain seared through him.

“No dawdling!” Ellen snapped, her voice a whip of authority, the brush still raised like a guillotine. “You’ll move when I tell you to move, or I’ll give you another dose right now.”

Jake’s breath hitched, his eyes wide with panic as he lurched forward, the renewed sting spurring him into motion. He ran the rest of the way, his buttocks bouncing with each frantic step down the stairs to the rec room, the motion amplifying the throbbing heat. Ellen followed, hairbrush at the ready, leaning against the doorframe as he gathered cans, swept crumbs, and folded his discarded clothes, all under her watchful gaze. His hands trembled, his red bottom and dangling genitals exposed with every movement, her presence magnifying his shame. The task felt eternal, each movement a public confession of his sin, her moral code an invisible whip.

“You’re grounded for a month,” she said as he finished, her voice cold. “No parties, no bets, and if I ever catch you doing anything remotely like this again, you’ll wish you were still outside ringing that bell.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jake mumbled, finally allowed to pull on his clothing, though the fabric stung his raw backside. His face burned as much as his buttocks, her earlier view of his genitals etched into his memory.

Ellen nodded, setting the hairbrush on the counter, its presence a silent vow. As Jake slunk upstairs, she sighed, her heart heavy with the weight of her duty. He’d learned his lesson, she hoped, but her strict morals demanded vigilance. The shame would linger—for both of them.


A Costly Indiscretion

[This story was inspired by the countless Victorian-era-styled spanking novels that used to be available at fine booksellers everywhere! My mom had one in her bedside drawer – snoopy kid that I was.]

In the autumn of 1893, the bustling heart of London thrummed with the clatter of horse-drawn carriages and the hum of commerce. Among the grey stone buildings of Cheapside, the offices of Cumberland & Sons, Solicitors, stood as a bastion of order and propriety. Here, a cadre of young women from modest backgrounds toiled as typists and clerks, their nimble fingers and sharp minds a quiet engine of the firm’s success. Among them was Eleanor Price, a bright, twenty-year-old daughter of a schoolmaster, whose neat handwriting and quick wit had earned her a coveted desk near the window.

Eleanor’s days were a monotony of ledgers, correspondence, and the clack of typewriters, broken only by the half-hour allotted for lunch. The work was menial but respectable, a stepping stone to marriage for women of her station. Yet, the strictures of the office were unyielding. Mr. Reginald Cumberland, the firm’s stern patriarch, ruled with an iron hand, and the cane was a familiar specter for those who erred. Minor infractions—tardiness, sloppy work—earned sharp strokes across the palms or, for repeat offenders, the backs of the thighs. Graver offenses called for the dreaded bare-bottom caning, a humiliation reserved for failures that threatened the firm’s reputation.

On a crisp October day, Eleanor’s resolve faltered. A new boutique, Madame Lefèvre’s, had opened three streets away, its windows aglow with silks and velvets in the latest Parisian styles. The temptation gnawed at her all morning. “Just a peek,” she told herself, slipping out at noon with her shawl clutched tight. The boutique was a wonderland—acres of fabric, ribbons, and hats adorned with peacock feathers. Eleanor lost herself in the dazzle, trying on a velvet bonnet, fingering a bolt of emerald silk. Time dissolved in the rustle of taffeta.

When she glanced at the shop’s clock, her heart lurched. It was already well past one o’clock! She bolted from the boutique, her boots slipping on wet cobbles, and arrived at the office forty-five minutes late, breathless and disheveled. Her desk bore a thin stack of handwritten reports she’d promised to type for a two o’clock meeting with Lord Haverford, a key client. The documents lay untouched. Worse, a junior clerk whispered that Lord Haverford had arrived early, only to be sent away when the reports were found incomplete. The meeting was canceled, a rare embarrassment for Cumberland & Sons.

Eleanor’s stomach churned as she faced Mr. Cumberland in the main office. His eyes, cold as slate, bored into her. “Miss Price,” he said, his voice low and deliberate, “your negligence has cost us dearly. Report to my office at once and wait.” The words landed like a sentence. She curtsied, her legs trembling, and made her way to the oak-paneled room at the end of the hall.

The office was austere, its air heavy with polish and authority. A single cane, thin and wickedly flexible, hung on the wall beside Mr. Cumberland’s desk. Eleanor stood by the window, her hands clasped to still their shaking. She knew the gravity of her offense: tardiness compounded by a failure that humiliated the firm. The thought of a bare-bottom caning loomed in her mind, a punishment she’d heard once, years ago, when a senior clerk had falsified a ledger. The girl’s cries had echoed throughout the office.

The door opened, and Mr. Cumberland entered, his face a mask of controlled fury. He closed the door with a deliberate click. “Miss Price,” he began, seating himself behind his desk, “your actions today were inexcusable. Lord Haverford is not a man to forgive slights. Explain yourself.”

Eleanor’s voice wavered as she recounted her lapse, the boutique’s allure, her failure to watch the clock. She apologized profusely, her cheeks burning, but Mr. Cumberland’s expression did not soften. “You are not a child, Miss Price,” he said. “You are a representative of this firm. Your negligence demands correction.”

He rose and took the cane from the wall, its swish through the air a sickening prelude. “For your tardiness, six strokes. For the disruption to our business, six more. And because your failure reflected on my name, they will be on the bare. Step to the desk.”

Eleanor’s breath caught, but she knew protest was futile. With trembling hands, she lifted her skirts, the fabric rustling as she draped it high over her waist, and bent over the desk, the cold wood biting into her palms. Her heart pounded, but she froze, her fingers hovering at the waistband of her drawers, unable to move further. The silence in the room was oppressive, broken only by Mr. Cumberland’s sharp voice.

“Miss Price,” he said, his tone edged with impatience, “your undergarments. Lower them at once.”

Eleanor’s face burned, her hands trembling, paralyzed by shame. The thought of exposing herself so utterly was unbearable, a violation of every instinct. She shook her head slightly, a mute plea, her voice lost in her throat.

Mr. Cumberland’s eyes narrowed. “Your disobedience compounds your fault,” he said coldly. “For this defiance, I add six strokes to your count, making eighteen in total. Now, lower them at once unless you wish me to add six more.”

Eleanor’s breath hitched, her mind reeling at the increased punishment, but her hands remained frozen, her body betraying her will. The prospect of such exposure was too much, her virginal modesty a barrier she could not breach. Mr. Cumberland stepped closer, the cane in his hand a menacing presence. “Miss Price,” he said, his voice low and unyielding, “I will give you to the count of three to comply. If I am forced to call in a pair of strapping young lads to assist you, I will add another six strokes, and they shall watch them all. One… two…”

Panic surged through her, but she regained control of her senses. With a stifled sob, she fumbled at the waistband, her fingers clumsy as she pushed her drawers down to her thighs. Her face blazed with mortification, her compact bare bottom exposed to the cool air. Instinctively, she clamped her legs together, but the effort was futile—her sex, framed by the tight press of her thighs, was still visible, a humiliating betrayal of her body.

Mr. Cumberland’s voice cut through her haze. “Step out of your drawers. Spread your legs, Miss Price,” he ordered. “Do not test me further, or I may yet add another six.”

Eleanor’s stomach twisted, but she obeyed, shedding her fallen undergarment and shifting her feet apart, her legs trembling as she exposed herself fully. Her sex now more fully on display, the vulnerability excruciating. She bit her lip, tears prickling her eyes, as Mr. Cumberland stepped forward, the cane tapping lightly against her bare bottom. “Arch your back, Miss Price,” he commanded, “and stick that naughty bum up in the air for your correction.”

Utterly humiliated, Eleanor complied, her body shaking as she curved her spine, lifting her bottom as ordered, her anal entrance now brazenly on display as well. The position felt obscene, every inch of her exposed and vulnerable, her shame a weight as heavy as the cane itself. Her legs were spread, her modesty stripped away, and her face burned with shame. The air in the oak-paneled office was thick with the weight of her impending punishment.

Mr. Cumberland’s voice cut through the silence, cold and venomous. “Miss Price, your willful nature and lack of discipline disgrace this firm. I trust this correction will teach you obedience, though I doubt it will tame your spirit. One day, with any luck…” He paused, the cane shifting, its tip tapping lightly but deliberately against her exposed sex, “…you will present yourself thus—shameless and wanton—to some unfortunate husband for coitus, though not unless you can control yourself better.”

Eleanor’s body froze, the intimate contact sending a jolt of horror through her. As a virgin, the touch was an unthinkable violation, the word itself a scandalous assault on her innocence. Her heart pounded, shame flooding her core, her cheeks blazing as she shrank inward, her hips instinctively pulling away from the cane’s profane touch.

Mr. Cumberland’s eyes narrowed. “Do not recoil, Miss Price,” he snapped. The cane moved again, its tip delivering a sharper tap to her sex, a stinging rebuke that made her gasp. “Present yourself properly. Raise that naughty bottom high and imagine this cane of correction as your future husband’s rod, claiming what you so brazenly offer.”

The words seared her, each syllable a fresh wound to her dignity. Tears welled in her eyes, her body trembling with mortification, but fear of further punishment forced her compliance. She arched her back again, lifting her bottom as ordered, the position exposing her fully once more. The shame was unbearable, her virgin sensibilities screaming at the obscene imagery his words conjured.

The cane shifted, its tip now brushing lightly against the tight, forbidden ring of her anus. The sensation was alien, shocking, and her body tensed, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

“Your carelessness today suggests a certain… waywardness,” he said, his voice a low, mocking drawl, the cane pressing slightly on her hole, not breaching but lingering with deliberate intent, “…that a future husband will find himself tasked with taming. Perhaps he’ll have cause to direct his husbandly rod elsewhere, Ms. Price, to curb that reckless nature.” The cane tapped her anus lightly, a teasing gesture that sent a shiver of dread through her.

Eleanor’s face burned, her tears spilling silently onto the desk. The jest, cloaked in the scandalous suggestion of perverse marital intimacy, was a cruel mockery of her virtue. Her virginity, her modesty—all she had been taught to guard—felt sullied by his words and the cane’s profane touch. She wanted to protest, but fear and shame silenced her, her body frozen in its humiliating arch.

“Consider this a lesson in humility,” he continued, the cane tapping her bum hole once more before withdrawing slightly. “A woman of your station must learn obedience, lest she provoke her husband to… unconventional corrections.” His tone carried a twisted amusement, as if the idea of her future domestic life was a jest to be shared at her expense. The cane’s tip returned, grazing her hole then her sex, amplifying her mortification.

Her heart pounded, her mind a whirlwind of disgust and terror. The suggestion, even framed as a crude joke about her future marriage, was an unthinkable violation of her sheltered world. Yet her trembling, exposed body could not retreat. She bit her lip, stifling a sob, as the cane lingered, its touch a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

“Enough,” Mr. Cumberland said abruptly, stepping back. “Your correction begins now. Eighteen strokes, as promised. You will count each one aloud. Fail, and we start anew.”

He measured his distance with the precision of a craftsman. The cane hung poised in the air, its thin shadow a prelude to pain. The first stroke came quickly, deliberately, the cane slicing through the air with a faint whistle before landing across the fullest part of Eleanor’s bottom. The impact was a white-hot line, searing her skin with agonizing clarity. But as bad as that initial sensation was, the building burn was worse—a relentless, searing crescendo that blossomed outward, as if the cane had set her flesh ablaze. The pain deepened, throbbing in time with her racing heart, each pulse a fresh wave of agony. She gripped the desk, knuckles white, her breath catching in ragged gasps as she awaited the subsiding of the writhing torment. Her legs trembled, the humiliating exposure of her position amplifying her shame as the fire consumed her.

Mr. Cumberland stood there, his gaze steady and unyielding, as if he knew precisely what she was feeling, the exact moment the burn peaked. His silence was a weight, his presence a reminder of her vulnerability. Eleanor’s voice wavered as she forced out, “One, Sir,” her words trembling, tears prickling her eyes.

Mr. Cumberland adjusted his stance, raising the cane for the second strike, but Eleanor’s body sagged slightly, her hips dipping under the weight of the pain. “Miss Price,” he said sharply, “raise your buttocks properly for the next stroke. Arch your back and present yourself as instructed or your stripes will increase.”

Eleanor whimpered, her face flushing anew, but she obeyed, forcing her trembling body to comply, lifting her bottom higher, the welt stinging with the movement. The second stroke landed just below the first, perfectly parallel, the spacing meticulous. The pain was sharper, building on the first, and Eleanor’s fingers dug into the desk. “Two, Sir,” she choked, tears welling.

The third stroke landed, another flawless line, the cane biting into the tender skin just above the crease of Eleanor’s thighs. She cried out, her voice breaking on “Th…Th…Three, Sir,” her legs trembling as the pain radiated. Each stroke was a study in precision, the stripes forming a ladder of evenly spaced, parallel welts, crimson against her pale skin, covering both cheeks from the upper curve to the sensitive lower flesh. He paused after each blow, allowing the sting to peak, ensuring Eleanor felt the full weight of her correction.

“Hold it up, Miss Price,” he said tapping the cane lightly on her bottom. She jutted her bottom up higher for the next stroke. “Do not make me have to tell you again.”

Outside the office, in the narrow corridor, a cluster of clerks and typists hovered near the door, their work forgotten. The faint whistle of the cane, Mr. Cumberland’s stern commands, and Eleanor’s cries and stifled counts carried through the thick oak, each sound a jolt to their nerves. Clara, a mousy girl who shared Eleanor’s desk row, clutched her apron, her eyes wide. “Eighteen strokes,” she whispered to another clerk, her voice barely audible. “And he’s making her raise her bare arse for it.” The others nodded, their faces a mix of pity and dread, but none dared speak louder, lest they draw Mr. Cumberland’s attention. The rhythmic swish and crack from within held them captive, a grim reminder of the office’s unforgiving order.

By the twelfth stroke, Eleanor’s resolve wavered, her body slumping slightly again, her bottom lowering as the pain overwhelmed her. Mr. Cumberland’s voice cut through the air, cold and unyielding. “Miss Price, you will raise your naughty bum properly, or I shall add further strokes. Arch your back and present yourself for your correction.” Sobbing, Eleanor struggled to comply, her muscles quivering as she forced her hips higher, the welts throbbing with each movement. The twelfth stroke landed, precise and searing, and she gasped, “Twelve! S…s…sir,” her tears dripping onto the desk.

The punishment continued, each stripe a testament to Mr. Cumberland’s relentless precision. By the fifteenth stroke, Eleanor’s composure had shattered, her “Fifteen Sir!” a strangled scream as the cane bit into the lowest part of her bottom, the welts now overlapping slightly, intensifying the agony. Her legs wavered, but she clung to the desk, her back arched as ordered, her bottom raised in absolute submission. The final three strokes were the hardest, each one a deliberate crescendo. The sixteenth and seventeenth landed with excruciating care, perfectly aligned, and at the eighteenth, the cane delivered its final, resounding crack, Eleanor’s “Eighteen!! Sir!!” a broken whispered scream as her body slumped against the desk, sobs wracking her.

Mr. Cumberland returned the cane to its hook, its work done. “Stand, Miss Price, pull yourself together,” he said, his tone clipped. “You will work late to complete the reports. Any further lapses, and you will be dismissed without references. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” Eleanor whispered, retrieving her discarded drawers, pulling them on under his stern gaze, and adjusting her clothing with shaking hands, the movements agonizing against her raw, welted skin. She curtsied, her face flushed with humiliation and pain and left the office. The other clerks averted their eyes as she returned to her desk, the sting of the cane lingering as sharply as the lesson it imparted.

Mr. Cumberland watched her go, his expression unreadable, then straightened his waistcoat with a brisk tug. His step was light, almost buoyant, as he retrieved his hat, coat, and walking cane from the coat-stand near the door. With a nod to the senior clerk, he exited the office, the door closing softly behind him. The autumn air was crisp, the streets of Cheapside alive with the clatter of hooves and the calls of vendors. He walked a block west, his cane tapping the pavement, until he reached the imposing facade of the St. Edmund’s Club, a haven of leather armchairs and hushed privilege where London’s gentlemen conducted their affairs over whisky and cigars.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of tobacco and polished wood. Mr. Cumberland handed his hat, coat, and cane to the porter and made his way to the lounge, where Lord Haverford sat by a roaring fire, a glass of amber liquid in hand. The older man, his muttonchops flecked with grey, looked up with a wry smile, still smarting from the morning’s canceled meeting. “Cumberland,” he greeted, gesturing to the chair opposite. “I trust your day’s improved since our little debacle?”

Mr. Cumberland signaled for a whisky, settling into the chair with a satisfied air. “Vastly, my lord,” he replied, his voice low and conspiratorial. The waiter delivered his drink, and he took a slow sip, savoring the burn. “You’ll be pleased to know the matter of this morning’s failure has been… thoroughly addressed.”

Lord Haverford raised an eyebrow, leaning forward. “Do tell, man. I could use some cheer after having been sent packing like a tradesman.”

Cumberland’s lips curled into a smirk, his eyes glinting with a crude relish. “The culprit was one young Miss Price, a typist with a head for figures but, it seems, a weakness for boutiques. She dawdled at some French shop, left her reports unfinished, and cost us your esteemed presence.” He paused, swirling his glass. “I had her in my office, bent over my desk, skirts up, drawers off, her pert little arse bared for the cane. A fine sight, Haverford—compact, pale as milk, quivering like a doe’s before the hunt.”

Lord Haverford chuckled, his interest piqued. “Go on, Cumberland. Spare no detail.”

“She fought it, mind you,” Cumberland continued, his tone dripping with lewd delight. “Clutched her drawers like a nun’s virtue until I threatened her with worse. When she finally removed them, blushing fit to burst, her cunny and arsehole were on full display, peeking out despite her efforts to hide. I made her spread her legs—wide, mind you—lest I add more. And then, Haverford, I had her arch that back, stick her naughty bum up high, every inch of her spread and trembling. Fit to fornicate. Eighteen strokes, slow and deliberate, each one laid on with care. The stripes, perfect as a painter’s lines, crisscrossed her cheeks from top to tender bottom, red as a whore’s rouge by the end. She sobbed and counted, her voice breaking, her arse jerking lewd with each crack. A proper lesson, I assure you.”

Lord Haverford let out a low, appreciative laugh, raising his glass. “By God, Cumberland, you’ve a flair for words, and discipline. I almost forgive the morning’s slight, picturing that scene.” He leaned back, his eyes gleaming. “You’ll have her back at her desk, I presume?”

“Oh, she’s there now,” Cumberland said, draining his whisky. “Wincing with every shift, no doubt, but finishing your reports as we speak. She’ll not stray again, I wager.”

Lord Haverford’s eyes twinkled with a mix of amusement and curiosity, his fingers drumming lightly on the arm of his chair. “This Miss Price,” he mused, swirling the whisky in his glass, “she sounds a spirited one. A pity I didn’t catch a glimpse of her before I was sent off. You’ll have to point her out to me when I return to your offices. I’d like to see the face of the girl who caused such a stir—and paid so dearly for it.”

Cumberland leaned back, his smirk widening, relishing the shared confidence of the moment. “Oh, I’ll do better than that, my lord,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “When you next grace us with your presence, tomorrow I hope, I’ll have Miss Price serve tea in my office—properly contrite, of course. She’ll apologize to you directly, head bowed, and admit the precise manner of her correction, no detail spared. Let her blush and stammer as she recounts her lesson. And you shall feel free to question her, my lord. It’ll do her good to face the consequences of her folly in person.”

Haverford’s laugh was a deep, rumbling sound, echoing softly in the plush confines of the lounge. “Capital idea, Cumberland! Tomorrow it is. I’ll hold you to it. A bit of humility will suit her, and I confess, I’m curious to see how she carries herself after such a… thorough chastisement.”

“Thorough indeed, my lord. Very well striped, I assure you,” said Cumberland.

Lord Haverford swirled his whisky, his tone casual and teasing, a glint of mischief in his eyes. “And I should take you at your word, Cumberland? Perhaps you should have her show them off.”

Cumberland’s smirk was immediate, his voice smooth with assurance. “With the honor of my firm and my word at stake, I could not possibly deny your lordship’s request. I’ll wager the stripes on Miss Price’s pert little arse will have ripened nicely overnight. I’ll have her show them in my office, bent well over with legs spread, only to affirm our firm’s discipline to such a valued client, of course.”

Haverford’s eyebrows lifted, a surprised chuckle escaping him. “Well, now! I half-expected a polite refusal. Splendid, Cumberland—tomorrow, then. Tea, her apology, and a glimpse of those lines you’re so proud of.”

Cumberland raised his glass, his expression smug. “To lessons well-taught, my lord, and tomorrow’s satisfaction.” They toasted and drained their glasses. “Another round, my lord?”

Lord Haverford nodded, and the two men settled deeper into their chairs, the fire crackling as their conversation turned to other matters, the image of Eleanor’s chastisement and the anticipation of the morrow lingering like the aftertaste of fine whisky.


Maintenance

[This story is inspired by Dan’s blog, The Disciplinary Couples Club, and the notion of maintenance spankings.]

Thomas passed through his living room, the heavy Vermont brush on the mantle of the fireplace a stark symbol of his submission. Eleanor, his wife, wielded it with quiet authority, delivering hard, bare-bottomed spankings across her knee to correct his missteps. Near the center of the room, an armless chair sits prominently, its plain wood polished smooth, kept right there for one and only one purpose: spanking. The front left corner of the room is kept bare and stark, a place for tearful pants-down reflection after a thorough disciplining.

The weekly maintenance spanking, conducted each Saturday evening, was sacred—a pants-down, over-the-knee ritual that left his backside welted and bruised, his sobs echoing before Eleanor was halfway done. She never counted the strokes, perhaps a hundred, stopping when it felt right. Before his spanking he confesses any undiscovered sins, no matter how minor. Afterwards, he stands in the corner, bare bottomed as if a naughty child, tears falling until he calms.

This week, over breakfast, Eleanor upended his world. “I’m away on business this Saturday,” she said, sipping her coffee. Thomas’s heart lifted briefly—no maintenance? Then her eyes met his, a glint of amusement in them. “Don’t get ideas. I’ve asked Claire to stop by and apply the brush.”

Thomas froze, his fork clattering to the plate. “Claire? Your sister?” Horror surged through him. “She… she knows?” He’d thought their disciplinary arrangement was a private pact, locked tightly between them. The idea of Claire—vivacious, bold, a decade younger—knowing about his spankings made his face burn with shame.

Eleanor laughed, a light, melodic sound. “Of course she knows, Thomas. It’s not the kind of thing you keep from your sister.” She leaned forward, her smile widening. “In fact, Claire’s quite adept herself. You’ll be in good hands.”

His mouth opened, but no words came. Claire, adept? The thought of her wielding the brush, knowing every detail of his humiliation, sent a chill down his spine. “Eleanor, please,” he managed, but her raised eyebrow silenced him. “It’s settled,” she said. “Behave for her.”

Saturday evening arrived, and Thomas paced nervously, the brush looming like a sentinel. At 6:45, Claire let herself in using her own house key, her perfume sharp, her dress ready for a night out. “Let’s move, Thomas,” she said, tossing her purse on the couch. “I’ve got a date in an hour.” Her eyes flicked to the brush, then to him, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. “Strip. Completely.”

His stomach lurched. “Completely?” Eleanor always spared him his shirt and allowed him to just lower his pants for the spanking. Claire’s smile was razor-sharp. “You heard me. Now.” Trembling, he obeyed, shedding every stitch until he stood naked, his hands covering his groin. She sat in the spanking chair, crossing her legs, and pointed to the floor. “Here. Hands at your sides. Look at me.”

He shuffled forward, mortified under her unflinching gaze as he pulled his hands to his sides, his fists clenched tightly against his bare hips. “Confess,” she said. “Any misbehavior this week. Don’t leave anything out.” His voice shook as he admitted to forgetting the trash and snapping at Eleanor. Claire’s brow arched. “That’s it?” He nodded, though her skeptical hum made him squirm.

“Fine,” she said, patting her lap. “Over.” He draped himself across her thighs, her dress cool against his skin. She grabbed the brush, its weight terrifying in her hand. “Eleanor says you cry halfway through. Let’s see how fast I can get you there.”

The first stroke cracked, a searing sting that stole his breath. Claire spanked deliberately, each swing biting deep, rivaling Eleanor’s precision. By the tenth, his legs twitched; by the twentieth, tears welled. She targeted the tender crease of his thighs, building a fire that consumed him. “Please,” he gasped, but Claire only tsked. “Not done yet.”

She worked methodically, pausing only to inspect the swollen, crimson skin. “I’m sure Eleanor’s thorough, but I’m not bad myself,” she said, then resumed, the brush falling relentlessly. Thomas’s sobs broke free, loud and ragged, his body trembling as the pain overwhelmed him. She continued until his cries softened to whimpers, his fight gone.

“Up,” she said, nudging him off. His legs wobbled, his backside a throbbing agony. Claire stood, smoothing her dress. “Corner,” she ordered. “Stay until you’re calm. I’m late.” She grabbed her purse and left, the door clicking shut.

With her gone there was no reason to do it, he nevertheless shuffled to the corner, forehead against the wall, the cool plaster grounding him as his tears slowed. His backside pulsed, Claire’s skill a brutal revelation. She had spanked him, and she’d forced him to do it completely naked. The words tangled in his mind, each vying for dominance in his disbelief. The heavy Vermont brush, that stark symbol of his submission, had bitten deep in Claire’s hands, but the raw exposure—denied even the small dignity of cupped hands—left him equally unmoored. She saw everything, he thought, the humiliation as raw as the welts on his skin.

This was supposed to be sacred, a secret world between him and Eleanor. That she’d shared it with her sister, that Claire had not only known but stepped into the role with such ease, rocked him to his core. The idea that she was “adept,” as Eleanor had put it, gnawed at him. Did Claire have her own rituals, her own subjects bared and disciplined? The thought twisted his stomach, his mind recoiling from both her skill with the brush and the power she’d held over his nakedness.

As he was still processing in the corner, his phone rang. He recognized Eleanor’s ring tone. Wincing, he released himself from his corner and limped toward his phone and answered, his voice hoarse. “Hello?”

“Thomas,” Eleanor said, her tone warm and gentle. “Claire texted me she’s done. So, how was it?”

He swallowed, his backside throbbing. “It… it was intense, Eleanor. Claire’s thorough, like you.”

She hummed, a soft, curious sound. “Oh? How did it compare to mine?” Her voice carried a hint of playfulness, coaxing him to share.

“She… she made me strip completely for confession,” he admitted, cheeks burning. “You always let me keep my pants up for that.”

Eleanor giggled, light and teasing. “Completely bare? Oh, Thomas, you poor dear. Standing there in front of Claire, in your all-together? You must have been mortified.” She paused, her tone lilting. “I bet she didn’t let you cover, did she?”

“No,” he mumbled, the shame flooding back. “Hands at my sides, the whole time.”

Her laugh was softer now, warm with amusement. “Claire does have her own flair. Tell me about the spanking itself. Did she use the brush properly?”

“Yes,” he said, wincing at the memory. “It was… just as hard as yours. She took her time, made sure every stroke counted.”

“And the state of your bum?” she asked, a touch of curiosity in her voice. “Is it its usual mess?”

He shifted, the pain flaring. “Yes. It’s… swollen, red, probably bruised. It hurts to move.”

She made a sympathetic sound, though he could hear the smile in it. “Sounds like Claire did her job. Did you cry? Be honest.”

His face heated. “Yes,” he admitted quietly. “I was sobbing before she was halfway done.”

“Oh, Thomas,” she said, her tone a mix of tenderness and amusement. “You always do. Now, tell me, did you confess everything? Like that little tantrum in the produce section on Wednesday?”

His stomach dropped. He’d forgotten. He considered lying, but a quick text between the sisters would reveal it. “I… no,” he admitted, voice small. “I forgot to mention that.”

Eleanor’s tone sharpened slightly, though still laced with warmth. “You forgot? Oh, Thomas. Well, that won’t do. I’ll text Claire and arrange for a touch-up in the morning to address that oversight.”

He swallowed hard, his heart beating strongly, the thought of facing Claire again so soon making his heart race. “Eleanor, please—”

“No arguments,” she said firmly. “You know better. Stay in the corner until you’re calm, then get to bed. I’m home Tuesday.” Her voice softened. “I love you, Thomas.”

“I love you too,” he whispered, the words grounding him despite the dread. The call ended, and he returned to the corner, the brush on the mantle a silent promise of tomorrow’s reckoning.

Sunday morning, the sun cast long shadows as Thomas knelt at the lawn’s edge, trimming grass with careful snips. His backside still throbbed from Claire’s maintenance the previous evening, the Vermont brush’s work leaving his skin swollen, bruised, a patchwork of red and purple that made every move agony. He’d barely slept, dreading Eleanor’s promise of a “touch-up” for forgetting to confess his snappiness in the produce section. Facing Claire again, so soon, knotted his gut.

The hum of bicycle tires broke his focus. Claire pulled into the driveway on her sleek road bike, flanked by two young women, Lila and Sophie, mid-20s, in vibrant spandex bike gear—blues and pinks, helmets perched jauntily. Claire dismounted, propping her bike against the garage, the others following. Their eyes locked on Thomas, curiosity flickering.

“Morning, Thomas,” Claire called, her voice bright but firm, unclipping her helmet. “Out for a ride with my friends, and I figured I’d fit you in for that touch-up Eleanor wanted.” She grinned, a glint in her eye. “The girls are going to watch.”

Thomas’s heart sank. His clippers slipped into the grass. “Watch?” he stammered, face flushing. “Claire, please—”

“Nope,” she cut him off, striding over. “Eleanor was clear. You forgot to mention a produce section tantrum? Inside.” She gestured to the house, Lila and Sophie trailing, smirking, their bikes left by the drive.

Thomas stood, legs shaky, the thought of complete strangers witnessing his humiliation unbearable. Claire’s raised eyebrow, like Eleanor’s, silenced him. She took his arm, steering him inside, the girls’ giggles trailing.

In the living room, the Vermont brush gleamed on the mantle. Claire strode to it, lifting it with a practiced hand, its weight familiar in her grip. “Strip. Completely.” She said. “You know the drill.”

“In front of… them?” Thomas whispered, voice cracking.

“They’re here to learn,” she said, her smile sharp. “Everything off.” His hands shook as he removed his shoes and socks, then undid his belt, shedding his pants, shirt, and finally his underwear, until he was naked. Thomas’s cheeks burned, and instinctively, his hands crept toward his genitals, a desperate attempt to shield himself from the girls’ gazes.

“You know better,” Claire said, her voice low and cutting.

His hands snapped to his sides, the reprimand stinging as much as any stroke. His penis and testicles dangled exposed, swaying slightly with his trembling, the humiliation searing as Lila’s smirk widened and Sophie’s gaze lingered, unblinking. The weight of their attention pinned him, his vulnerability absolute before the young women.

“Turn around,” Claire ordered. “Bend over. Let’s see the state of that bottom.” He obeyed, the motion only deepening his shame, exposing his bruised backside to the room. The girls’ soft gasps were audible. Claire leaned in, inspecting the swollen, purpled skin. She gave his cheek a firm squeeze, testing its resiliency. Thomas flinched, hissing.

“Still tender,” she mused. “This’ll hurt on that bruised butt, Thomas, but you brought this on yourself—you shouldn’t have left anything out.” She released him. “Stand. Face us. Confess.”

He straightened, trembling, the girls’ eyes boring in. “I was snippy in the produce section,” he mumbled. “I was rude to Eleanor, impatient. I forgot to confess it yesterday.”

Claire tilted her head, her expression skeptical. “Snippy? I understood from Eleanor it was more like a toddler’s tantrum.”

Thomas’s face burned, resentment flaring. “It wasn’t,” he said, his voice tight, almost defiant. “It was just… impatience. Not a tantrum.”

Claire’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. “Never mind,” she said lightly, waving a hand. “I believe my sister. She doesn’t exaggerate.” Her tone carried a finality that made his stomach twist.

Lila and Sophie exchanged glances, their smirks barely concealed. Claire sat on the spanking chair, the Vermont brush still in hand. “Over my knee,” she instructed, patting her lap with the brush. “This touch-up’s for your omission—and that attitude just now.”

He hesitated, voice breaking. “Claire, please, have mercy. It’s already so sore, I’m sorry, I swear—”

She cut him off, impatient. “Save it, Thomas. I’ve got a ride to finish. You’ll get what you deserve.” Her tone was clipped, eager to move on. Lila and Sophie watched, silent but intent. “Over. Now.”

Thomas shuffled over and draped himself across her lap, her spandex cool against his skin.

Claire tapped the brush against his bruised backside, making him wince. “This is for your tantrum, for conveniently omitting it last night, and for your attempt to minimize it just now,” she said, and brought it down with a crack.

The pain was excruciating, reigniting yesterday’s agony. Thomas gasped, jerking. Claire’s strokes were deliberate, each biting into tender, swollen flesh. By the fifth, his eyes watered; by the tenth, he was blubbering, tears spilling as the brush seared. The girls’ presence amplified every sob, his humiliation absolute.

Claire spanked without counting, her rhythm steady, unmoved by his cries. She didn’t pause, didn’t adjust, her focus on his voice, waiting for the shift from pain to true remorse. Thomas’s pleas turned to broken apologies, his sobs raw. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” he choked, voice thick with regret.

“Not sorry enough,” Claire said sharply, her voice cutting through his sobs. Thomas’s body writhed, his arms and legs flailing in a desperate bid to cope with the pain. His feet kicked out in a frantic, frog-like motion, his genitals and anus fully exposed as he squirmed wildly across her lap. The sight drew stifled giggles from Lila and Sophie, their eyes wide with a mix of shock and amusement at his complete vulnerability.

Fed up with his thrashing, Claire clamped her leg over the backs of both of his then seized his right arm, twisting it into a hammerlock, pressing it high against his back until he gasped from the strain. “Settle down,” she snapped, her tone brooking no argument. “You’re not going anywhere until I hear real remorse.” The brush cracked down again, each stroke a blazing reprimand on his already bruised and swollen backside.

Thomas’s sobs grew louder, his body trembling under her iron grip. “Admit it,” Claire demanded, punctuating each word with a searing swat. “It was a tantrum in the produce section. Say it.”

“I’m sorry!” he wailed, tears streaming down his face. “It—it was a tantrum! I was wrong, I was rude to Eleanor, I shouldn’t have—” His voice broke, the words spilling out in a rush of shame and pain.

Claire didn’t relent, the brush falling relentlessly as she pressed, “Louder, Thomas. Convince us you mean it. Say you behaved just like a naughty toddler.”

“It was a tantrum!” he cried, his voice raw, echoing in the room. “I was awful! I behaved like a… like a naughty toddler! I’m so sorry, please, Claire!”

She paused, the brush hovering, and glanced at Lila and Sophie, who sat perched on the couch, their expressions a mix of fascination and judgment. “Girls,” Claire said, her tone calm but pointed, “does he sound remorseful enough to you?”

Lila tilted her head, her smirk fading into a thoughtful frown. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. “He’s crying a lot, but… it still feels like he’s just saying what you want to hear, you know?”

Sophie nodded, crossing her arms. “Yeah, he’s sorry now, but only because it hurts. I don’t think he’s really sorry yet.”

Thomas’s heart sank, fresh tears spilling at their words. He wanted to protest, to beg, but Claire’s grip on his arm tightened, silencing him. She sighed, almost theatrically. “Well, Thomas, it seems the jury’s not convinced.” The brush began descending again, no less fierce, each stroke reigniting the fire in his tender flesh. “Let’s try this again.”

His sobs renewed, louder, more desperate, as he poured out apologies, his voice hoarse. “I’m sorry, I swear, it was a tantrum, a toddler tantrum, I was wrong, I was a bad boy, I’ll never do it again, please, Claire, please!” The words tumbled out, raw and unfiltered, his shame laid bare before the three women.

After a dozen more strokes, Claire stopped, resting the brush on his scorching backside. She looked to the girls again, her brow arched. “Well? What’s the verdict now?”

Lila leaned forward, studying Thomas’s tear-streaked face. “Better,” she said grudgingly. “He sounds like he means it this time.”

Sophie shrugged, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Yeah, I’d say he’s learned his lesson. For now, at least.”

Claire hummed, considering, then gave Thomas’s backside a final, firm pat with the brush, making him flinch. “Alright,” she said, releasing his arm and legs. “Up you go.”

Thomas slid off her lap, his legs barely holding him as he stood, trembling, his hands twitching with the urge to either rub his flaming cheeks or cover himself, but ultimately staying rigidly at his sides under Claire’s watchful eye. His backside throbbed, a pulsing agony, and his face burned with humiliation as he faced the girls’ lingering gazes.

“Corner,” Claire ordered, pointing to the spot. “No rubbing. Stay there until you calm down.”

Thomas shuffled over and pressed his forehead against the cool plaster of the corner, his backside a throbbing inferno from Claire’s relentless brush. Tears streaked his face, his body trembling as he fought to steady his breathing.

“Aw, look at him,” Lila said, her voice laced with mock pity. “The naughty little toddler in the corner with his sore bum, all sniffly and sad.” Her tone was teasing, almost sing-song, and Thomas’s cheeks burned anew, the shame coiling tighter in his gut.

Sophie snorted, her voice closer as she joined in. “Poor little Thomas, standing there with his red tushy on display. Bet he won’t forget his manners in the produce section again, will he?” Her words dripped with amusement, and he could practically feel her smirk boring into his back.

Claire rose from the spanking chair, stretching, and turned to the girls. “Let’s roll, ladies. Miles to cover.” Claire placed the brush back on the mantle with a clack. “See you, Thomas,” she said, breezy, as if she’d just run an errand. The three breezed out, their laughter echoing as the door shut.

Thomas stood frozen in the corner, his forehead pressed against the cool plaster, too shocked by the whirlwind of events to even consider moving. His backside throbbed, a deep, pulsing agony from Claire’s merciless brush, but it was the sting of humiliation that paralyzed him. The echo of Lila and Sophie’s mocking voices—naughty little toddler, sore bum—looped in his mind, each taunt a fresh wound. His nakedness, his flailing, his tear-soaked confession, all laid bare before strangers, churned in his gut.

He couldn’t shake the certainty that Eleanor had cooked this all up together with her sister—it felt deliberate, a lesson in exposure to ensure he’d never dare omit a misstep again. The thought of his wife’s amusement, her approval of Claire’s methods, deepened his shame but also hardened his resolve.

Never again, he vowed silently, his breath steadying. No matter how small the infraction, no matter how tempting it might be to downplay or forget, he’d confess everything at maintenance. The Vermont brush, Claire’s unyielding hand, the girls’ cruel giggles—they were a price too steep to risk repeating. The mantle’s silent sentinel loomed in his mind, a reminder of the discipline that awaited any lapse.

Tears dried on his cheeks as he stood, still and obedient, the corner holding him until calm returned, his promise etched deep: full confession, always, no matter the cost.


Taking Her in Hand

[This story is inspired by my own little fetishes!]

The clink of teacups on saucers filled the small, sunlit kitchen. Tom sat at the worn oak table in his in-laws’ modest home, his hands clasped tightly around a steaming mug. Across from him, Nancy, his wife’s mother, poured more tea, her face soft but unreadable. Her father, Bill, leaned back in his chair, arms crossed, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. Tom had come unannounced, slipping out during his lunch break, desperate for advice. His new wife, Sarah, was unraveling, and he didn’t know how to fix it.

“It’s the screaming,” Tom said, his voice low, almost embarrassed. “She’ll be fine one minute, laughing, planning our weekend. Then something—God, it could be anything, a misplaced sock, a late delivery—and she’s a hurricane. Yelling, slamming doors, calling me names I didn’t even know she knew. I love her, but I’m walking on eggshells.”

Nancy nodded, stirring sugar into her tea with a slow, deliberate motion. Bill let out a grunt, like he’d heard this story before. Tom pressed on, recounting the past month: Sarah’s moods swinging like a pendulum, her tantrums leaving him exhausted and humiliated. They’d only been married three months, and the honeymoon glow was long gone.

“I just don’t get it,” Tom said, running a hand through his hair. “She wasn’t like this when we were dating. Or at least, not this bad. I thought maybe you’d know what’s going on, what I should do.”

Bill leaned forward, his smirk fading into something more serious. “Son, it’s simple. You need to spank her.”

Tom froze, his teacup halfway to his lips. He blinked, certain he’d misheard. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Spank her,” Bill repeated, as if he were suggesting Tom mow the lawn. “A good, firm spanking. It’s what she needs.”

Nancy, to Tom’s shock, nodded in agreement, her expression calm as she sipped her tea. “It’s true, Tom. Sarah’s always been… spirited. When she was growing up, she’d get like this—screaming, stomping, making everyone miserable. A trip over her father’s knee usually set her straight for a month or so.”

Tom set his cup down, his mind reeling. “You’re serious? You spanked her? As a kid?”

“Oh, not just as a kid,” Bill said, chuckling now. “Last one was, what, a week before your wedding? Remember, Nance? She went full Bridezilla, yelling at the florist, snapping at you over the table settings. I took her out to the garage, bent her over, and gave her a good dose of the big paddle. Calmed her right down.”

Tom’s jaw dropped. “A week before our wedding?” His voice cracked. “She never told me.”

Nancy gave a small, knowing smile. “She wouldn’t. Sarah’s proud, always has been. But trust me, Tom, she knows it works. It’s been too long since her last one, that’s all. She’s testing you, whether she means to or not.”

Tom shook his head, incredulous. “She’s not a child. I can’t just… spank her. That’s insane. She’s my wife.”

Bill raised an eyebrow, his tone gruff but not unkind. “And you’re her husband. You think I enjoyed paddling my grown daughter? It’s not about enjoyment. It’s about keeping things in line. Sarah’s got a fire in her, always has. Without a firm hand, she’ll burn the house down—figuratively, and maybe literally.”

Nancy reached across the table, patting Tom’s hand. “It’s not cruel, dear. It’s discipline. She’ll respect you for it, even if she doesn’t say so. You’ll see a change.”

Tom stared at the table, his thoughts a jumbled mess. The idea of raising a hand to Sarah felt wrong, alien. He pictured her tear-streaked face, her fiery defiance, and couldn’t imagine bending her over his knee like some misbehaving kid. Yet her parents sat there, calm and certain, as if this were the most natural solution in the world. And the revelation about the pre-wedding spanking gnawed at him. Why hadn’t she told him? What else was she keeping?

Bill broke the silence. “Look, son, you don’t have to do it. But you came here because what you’re doing now ain’t working. You’re miserable, she’s miserable. Something’s ‘gotta give.”

Tom nodded slowly, though he wasn’t agreeing to anything. “I… I need to think about this.”

Nancy stood, clearing the cups. “Take your time, Tom. But don’t wait too long. Sarah’s a good girl, but she needs someone strong enough to match her.”

As Tom drove home, deciding to skip work for the rest of the day, the conversation replayed in his head. He imagined confronting Sarah, asking about the spanking before their wedding. Would she laugh it off? Get angry? Or would she look at him with those big, guilty eyes, knowing exactly what he meant? He didn’t know if he could follow her parents’ advice, but one thing was clear: something had to change, and soon. The weight of it settled in his chest as he pulled into their driveway, bracing for whatever mood awaited him inside.

Tom stepped through the front door, the weight of his in-laws’ advice still heavy on his shoulders. The house was quiet, save for the soft hum of a song drifting from the kitchen. Sarah was there, swaying gently as she chopped vegetables, a rare smile on her face. Her auburn hair was tied back loosely, and she looked… peaceful. It was one of those moments that had drawn him to her—her warmth, her lightness when the storm clouds parted. His resolve wavered, but he knew he couldn’t keep dodging this. If they were going to fix things, it had to be now.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said, setting his keys on the counter.

She turned, her smile widening. “Hey! You’re home early. I’m making that stir-fry you like.” She leaned in, kissing his cheek, her hand lingering on his arm.

Tom’s chest tightened. This was the Sarah he loved, but it made what he had to do harder. “Can we talk for a minute? In the living room?”

Her brow furrowed, but she nodded, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Sure. Everything okay?”

He didn’t answer, just led her to the couch. They sat side by side, the late afternoon light filtering through the blinds, casting soft stripes across the room. Tom took her hands in his, her fingers small and warm against his calloused palms. Her eyes searched his, a flicker of worry creeping in.

“Sarah,” he started, his voice steady but gentle, “I need to be honest. I’m struggling. Your moods, the yelling, the tantrums—it’s been rough. I feel like I’m losing you, or maybe losing us. I don’t know how to handle it anymore.”

Her gaze dropped to their joined hands, and a flush crept up her cheeks. She didn’t pull away, but her shoulders tensed, like she was bracing for a blow. “I… I know I’ve been awful sometimes,” she murmured. “I don’t mean to be. It just… happens.”

Tom squeezed her hands, keeping his tone calm. “I get that. But it’s more than sometimes, and it’s wearing me down. I want us to work, so I did something today. I went to see your parents.”

Her eyes snapped up, wide with surprise. “My parents? Why?”

“Because I’m committed to you, to our marriage,” he said firmly. “I needed advice, perspective. I thought they might know what’s going on, since they raised you.”

Sarah’s face reddened further, and she shifted uncomfortably. “What did they say?”

Tom hesitated, choosing his words carefully. “They told me about your upbringing, how they handled your… spirited side. And they mentioned something you never told me. Something that might be relevant to what’s happening now…”

Her breath hitched, and she tried to pull her hands back, but he held them gently, not letting go. “What… what do you mean?” she stammered, her eyes darting away.

Tom leaned in slightly, his voice low and even. “I think you know what I mean.”

Sarah’s face went crimson, and she gave a small, hesitant nod, her eyes fixed on their hands. Tom’s heart thudded. He hadn’t expected her to admit it so quickly, but her reaction confirmed everything her parents had said.

“Say it,” he said, his tone firm but not harsh.

Sarah bit her lip, her voice barely above a whisper. “They… Daddy… he spanked me when I got like that…”

Tom nodded, his grip on her hands steady. “Yeah. And they said the last one was a week before we got married? You never told me.”

“I was embarrassed,” she admitted, her eyes glistening. “I thought I’d left that behind, that being with you would change things. But… I hate how I get. The screaming, the anger—it’s like I’m someone else. When Daddy spanked me, it… it reset me. Made me feel calm, loved. I know it sounds crazy, but it worked.” She finally met his gaze, vulnerable and raw. “I think I need that. A firm hand.”

Tom’s mind spun. Her admission was so open, so unexpected, yet it matched her parents’ words perfectly. He took a deep breath, his thumb brushing lightly over Sarah’s knuckles as he processed her words. The vulnerability in her eyes, the way her voice trembled with honesty—it stirred something in him, a mix of protectiveness and resolve. Far from being taken aback, he was pretty delighted they seemed to have a way forward, a way for him to deal with her tantrums. He leaned closer, his voice gentle but steady, seeking a crystal-clear confirmation. “Sarah, do you need me to take you in hand that way?”

Her breath caught, and for a moment, she seemed to freeze, her eyes searching his face. Then, slowly, she nodded, a single tear slipping down her cheek. “I think… I think I do,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I don’t want to keep hurting you, Tom. I don’t want to be this way.”

The weight of her trust settled over him, both humbling and daunting. He squeezed her hands, then let go, sitting back slightly to give her space. “Okay,” he said, his tone calm but firm. “If this is what you need, we’ll figure it out together, but you’ll have to be patient with me—I don’t know the first thing about how to do this.”

Sarah’s lips twitched, a spark of her usual mischief breaking through her tears. She wiped her cheek and gave a small, teasing laugh. “Well, you could always ask my dad. He sure knows how to swing a paddle.”

Tom blinked, then chuckled, the tension in the room easing slightly. “Yeah, I bet he does. But I’m not sure I’m ready for a masterclass from Bill just yet.” He squeezed her hands, his tone growing serious again. “How about you coach me up for the first one. We can do it right now. It’s not like you haven’t earned it over the last three months…”

Sarah’s eyes widened, a mix of surprise and nervousness flickering across her face. The playful spark from moments ago faded as she registered his words. “Right… right now?” she stammered, her voice small, her hands fidgeting in her lap.

Tom nodded, his expression steady but kind. “Yeah, Sarah. If we’re going to do this, we’re not waiting for another blow-up. I need to know how this works.” His tone left no room for argument but was softened by the warmth in his eyes.

She swallowed hard, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink. For a moment, she looked like she might protest, but then her shoulders slumped, and she gave a tiny nod. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of apprehension and trust.

Tom took a deep breath, steadying himself. He’d never imagined himself in this position, and the reality of it—his wife looking to him for this kind of guidance—felt surreal. But her vulnerability, her willingness to trust him, anchored him. He reached for her hand again, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “First, tell me how it worked with your dad. What did he do, exactly? I want to get this right for you.”

Sarah bit her lip, her eyes darting to the floor. “It’s… embarrassing to talk about,” she mumbled, but when Tom raised an eyebrow, she sighed and continued. “He’d usually take me to the garage or my room, somewhere private. He’d tell me why I was in trouble, make me say it back so I understood. Then he’d… you know, put me over his knee or have me bend over something. He used his hand mostly, but sometimes a paddle if I’d been really bad. It hurt, but it wasn’t cruel. Afterward, he’d hug me, tell me it was over, and I’d feel… lighter. Like the storm inside me was gone.”

Tom listened carefully, nodding as she spoke. The image of Sarah, his fiery, independent wife, submitting to something so humbling was jarring, but her honesty made it real. He could see how much it meant to her, how it had shaped her. “Alright,” he said, his voice calm but resolute. “We’ll keep it simple this time. No paddle, just my hand. Let’s take it to the bedroom.”

Sarah’s eyes flickered with nervous anticipation as she stood, her hand still clasped in Tom’s. He led her down the hallway, the soft creak of the floorboards echoing in the quiet house. The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, the space feeling intimate, charged with the weight of what was about to happen. Afternoon light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the neatly made bed, the photo of their wedding day on the dresser, Sarah’s scarf draped over a chair.

Tom turned to face her, his expression steady but kind. “Okay, Sarah,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “Let’s start like you said. Tell me why we’re here.”

Her breath hitched, and she twisted her fingers together, her cheeks already pink. “Because… because I’ve been out of control,” she said quietly, eyes on the floor. “I’ve been yelling, throwing tantrums, making you miserable. I haven’t been fair to you.”

Tom nodded, his gaze unwavering. “That’s right. And we’re doing this because we both want things to change. Because I love you, and I want us to be better.” He paused, letting the words settle, then sat on the edge of the bed, pulling her over his knee. “Over my lap, Sarah.”

Her face went crimson, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks as she fell awkwardly draped over his lap, her jeans still snug, her hands gripping the bedspread. Tom rested a hand on her lower back, steadying her, the warmth of her body grounding him despite the surreal moment.

“Relax,” he said softly, his voice calm. “We’re in this together.”

Sarah let out a shaky breath, her body tensing slightly. “Um… Tom?” she mumbled, her voice small, muffled against the bed. “There’s… there’s something I need to tell you.”

He raised an eyebrow, his hand still on her back. “What’s that?”

She squirmed slightly, her blush deepening. “Daddy… he always did it bare bottom.”

Tom’s hand froze, his shock giving way to amusement, a small grin tugging at his lips. “Bare bottom?” he repeated, chuckling. “You’re serious?”

Sarah nodded, her face buried in the bedspread, her voice barely audible. “Yeah… always.”

He laughed softly, shaking his head. “Alright, let me get this straight. That Bridezilla spanking, a week before our wedding—that was bare bottom too?”

“Y-yeah,” she stammered, her voice trembling with embarrassment. “Over the workbench in the garage.”

Tom’s grin widened, a mix of disbelief and intrigue in his eyes. “Well, damn, Sarah. You really kept that one quiet.” He paused, his tone teasing but gentle. “So, you’re saying that’s how it’s gotta be? Bare bottom?”

She nodded again, her voice soft but earnest. “It’s… it’s how it worked. So you can see that it’s working. You know. How red and everything… It’s how it has to be.”

Tom let out a low whistle, his amusement tinged with incredulity. “Red, huh?” he said, his voice light but carrying a hint of curiosity. “How red are we talking here, Sarah?”

She squirmed over his lap, her face buried in the bedspread, her voice muffled and shy. “Really red,” she admitted, the words barely audible. “I know ‘cause I always looked in the mirror after. To see.”

Tom leaned back slightly, still chuckling. “Alright, fair enough. You’re full of surprises, you know that?” He gave her back a gentle pat. “Come on, up you go.”

Sarah slid off his lap, standing in front of him, her cheeks glowing red, her eyes darting to the floor. Tom crossed his arms over his chest, his expression warm but firm. “Drop ‘em,” he said, nodding toward her jeans. “If that’s how it’s gotta be, let’s do it right.”

Sarah swallowed hard, her hands trembling as she reached for the button of her jeans. She hesitated, then slowly unfastened them, tugging them down to her knees, revealing her simple cotton panties. She glanced at Tom, her eyes pleading, but he just raised an eyebrow, waiting. With a small, embarrassed whimper, she hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties and eased them down too, baring herself completely.

Tom sat back down on the bed, guiding her gently back over his lap. The sight of her beautiful bare bottom, perfectly rounded and jutting up over his knee, hit him like a jolt. His breath caught, a rush of arousal coursing through him, unexpected but undeniable. Well, hell, he thought to himself, a wry smile flickering in his mind. I could get into this wife-spanking thing.

Her skin was soft, warm under his hand as he ran it across her bare bum, steadying her. He rested his hand on her lower back, steadying her, then paused, his tone gentle but curious. “Before we start, Sarah, which parts get the reddest? Show me.”

Sarah’s blush deepened, her body tensing slightly. She hesitated, then reached back, taking his hand and guiding it gently to her low butt cheeks, her fingers trembling slightly. “There,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, her face still buried in the bedspread. “That’s where it always got the reddest.”

Tom’s fingers lingered for a moment, feeling the soft skin under his touch, a small grin tugging at his lips. “Got it.” He steadied her again, his voice low and reassuring. “Okay, let’s get this done.”

Sarah was tense, her hands gripping the bedspread, her breathing quick and shallow. “Okay to start?” he asked, noticing her reaction, his voice calm despite it all.

“Okay,” she whispered, her body loosening slightly.

Tom took a moment to center himself, the responsibility of the moment grounding him. He raised his hand and brought it down on her bare bottom, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Sarah gasped, her body jolting slightly, but she didn’t protest. He delivered two more measured spanks, each one leaving a faint pink mark on her skin, his movements controlled but deliberate.

He paused, his hand resting on her warm skin, and cleared his throat. “Hey, Sarah, how’s this? Am I… doing it right?”

Sarah shifted slightly, her voice small but steady. “It’s… it’s ‘gotta be harder, Tom. Much harder. You ‘gotta make it really, really red. Like a tomato. And it needs to be to tears.”

Tom’s hand froze, his eyes widening in disbelief. “To tears?” he repeated, incredulous. “You’re serious?”

She nodded, her face still turned toward the bed, her voice firm despite her embarrassment. “Yes. It won’t work otherwise. It won’t… reset me unless it’s real. You have to make it real. I need it, Tom. Please.”

“This is what your dad did? To tears?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she answered breathlessly.

He stared at the back of her head, his mind reeling. The idea of pushing her to tears felt daunting, yet her conviction was undeniable. She was trusting him to give her what she needed. He swallowed hard, his arousal now tangled with a deeper sense of responsibility. “Alright,” he said, his voice low, resolute. “If that’s what you need, I’ll do it. But you tell me if it’s too much, okay?”

“Okay,” she whispered, her body tensing in anticipation.

Tom took a deep breath, steadying himself. He raised his hand again, this time bringing it down with much more force, the smack echoing sharply. Sarah let out a small yelp, her body jerking, but she stayed in place. He continued, each spank harder than the last, the pink flush on her bare bottom deepening to a warm red. Her breathing grew ragged, and after several firm strikes, soft whimpers turned into quiet sobs, her hands clutching the bedspread tightly.

He paused again, his hand hovering, his voice gentle but concerned. “Sarah, you still okay? Need me to stop?”

Through her tears, she shook her head, her voice trembling but determined. “No… more. It’s not enough yet. Please, Tom.”

Tom’s heart thudded, her resolve both humbling and overwhelming. He nodded to himself, bracing for what she was asking. “Alright,” he murmured, and resumed, his hand falling with steady, forceful smacks, each one drawing a sharper sob from her. Her bottom was now a deep red, the heat radiating under his palm, but she didn’t pull away. He paused, waiting for her to say something. When she didn’t, he pressed on.

The spanking stretched longer, each smack deliberate and firm, her sobs growing louder, her body trembling over his lap. The sight of her now crimson bottom, bare and vulnerable, was intense, a mix of intimacy and power that stirred him, but her tears kept him focused on her need. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, her bottom a vivid, glowing red and her sobs wracking her small frame, Tom stopped. He rested his hand gently on her back, feeling her shudder beneath his touch.

“That’s enough,” he said softly, his voice thick with emotion. “Your butt does look like a ripe red tomato. Come here, sweetheart.”

Sarah slid off his lap, slowly sitting up, her face streaked with tears, her jeans and panties still tangled at her knees. She looked raw, exhausted, but there was a clarity in her red-rimmed eyes, a lightness that hadn’t been there before. She curled into his chest, her arms wrapping around him tightly, her sobs quieting as he held her close. Tom stroked her hair, his other hand resting on her back, the intimacy of the moment grounding them both.

“I’m so sorry,” she murmured into his shirt, her voice shaky but sincere. “For putting you through this. For… for needing it.”

Tom pulled back slightly, cupping her face gently, his thumb brushing away a tear. “Don’t apologize, Sarah. You were honest with me. That’s what matters. I’m here for you, okay?” He paused, his tone softening further. “So… now what?”

Sarah gulped, her eyes darting away, a fresh flush creeping up her tear-streaked cheeks. In a tiny, hesitant voice, she said, “Corner time… bare butt.”

Tom blinked, then let out a surprised laugh, the sound breaking the heavy air. “Corner time? Like a toddler? And bare butt? You’re kidding.”

She shook her head, her voice small but earnest. “No… it’s part of it. I need that time to… to settle. To stop crying. It helps.”

He chuckled again, shaking his head in amused disbelief, but his expression softened. “Alright, if that’s what you need, we’ll do it. How long?”

“Till I stop crying,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his, vulnerable but trusting. “I need that time, Tom.”

“Okay,” he said, his tone warm but firm. “Let’s get you up.” He helped her stand, her jeans and panties still bunched at her knees, and guided her to the corner of the room, near the dresser. Her crimson bottom was stark against the soft light, and she stood there, hands clasped in front of her, head slightly bowed. Tom leaned against the bed, watching her with a mix of tenderness and awe, the surreal weight of the moment settling over him.

“Take your time,” he said gently, crossing his arms. “I’m right here.”

Sarah nodded, her shoulders shaking with the last of her sobs, the quiet sniffles gradually slowing. Tom stayed silent, giving her the space she needed, his mind replaying the intensity of the spanking, her trust, her tears.

After several minutes, Sarah’s crying stopped, her breathing steadying. She turned her head slightly, her voice soft. “I’m okay now.”

Tom smiled, stepping forward and pulling her into his arms. She melted into him, her warmth against his chest a quiet promise. “So… how did I do?” he asked.

Sarah nestled closer into Tom’s embrace, her cheek pressed against his chest, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat grounding her. She let out a small, shaky laugh, the sound muffled by his shirt. “You did… really great,” she murmured, her voice still thick from crying. She shifted slightly, wincing as she rubbed her tender, still-bare bottom with one hand. “My bum’s gonna be sore for a week, Tom. That’s… that’s exactly what I needed.”

Tom’s eyebrows shot up, a mix of pride and incredulity flickering across his face. He tightened his arms around her, his hand gently stroking her hair. “A week, huh?” he said, his tone teasing but warm. “I guess I didn’t hold back as much as I thought.” He tilted his head, trying to catch her gaze. “You sure you’re okay? I mean… that was intense.”

Sarah nodded, pulling back just enough to meet his eyes. Her face was still flushed, her eyes red-rimmed but clear, a softness in them that hadn’t been there during her storms. “I’m more than okay,” she said softly, her lips curving into a shy smile. “It’s hard to explain, but… there’s something else I’m feeling now. Something that… that never happened after Daddy’s spankings.”

Tom’s brow furrowed, curiosity and a hint of concern creeping into his expression. “What do you mean?” he asked, his voice low, searching her face for clues.

Sarah’s eyes flickered away, her fingers twisting nervously in the hem of his shirt. She hesitated, the air between them thickening with her unspoken words. Finally, she took a deep breath, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s… different with you,” she admitted, her cheeks burning. “When Daddy spanked me, it was just… discipline. It hurt, it reset me, and that was it. But with you…” She swallowed hard, forcing herself to meet his gaze. “It’s not just about the discipline. It’s… it’s you. Being over your lap, your hand, the way you held me after… it’s doing something to me.”

Tom’s breath caught, a spark of understanding dawning in his eyes. He reached out, gently cupping her chin, his thumb brushing across her lower lip. “Sarah,” he said, his voice soft but laced with curiosity, “are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Her blush deepened, but she didn’t look away this time. Instead, she leaned into his touch, her voice trembling with vulnerability. “I’m saying… it’s turning me on,” she confessed, bouncing slightly, the words rushing out like a dam breaking. “I didn’t expect it, Tom. I thought it would just be like before, but it’s not. It’s you, and it’s us, and… God, I want you so much right now.”

Tom’s eyes widened, a slow grin spreading across his face as her words sank in. The air in the room shifted, charged with a new kind of tension, intimate and electric. He let out a low chuckle, shaking his head in amused disbelief. “Well, damn, Sarah,” he said, his voice warm and teasing. “You’re just full of surprises today, aren’t you?”

Sarah let out a nervous laugh, her hands gripping his shirt tighter. “Don’t make fun of me,” she mumbled, though her lips twitched with a smile. “I’m embarrassed enough as it is.”

“I’m not making fun,” Tom said, his tone softening as he pulled her closer, his hands sliding down to rest on her sore ass. “I’m just… processing. You’re telling me I just spanked you to tears, and now you’re feeling this? I gotta say, I didn’t see that coming.” He paused, his grin turning playful. “But I’m not complaining.”

Sarah’s smile grew, a mix of shy and bold as she pressed herself closer, her bare skin brushing against him. “Good,” she whispered, her voice taking on a teasing edge. “Because… well damn… I’m not sure I can wait much longer.”

Tom’s laughter faded into a low hum of desire, his hands tightening on her ass, making her wince. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a slow, deep kiss, the kind that spoke of love and hunger all at once. Sarah melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body responding with a fervor that surprised them both. The sting of her sore bottom only seemed to heighten her need, each squeeze of his hands sending sparks through her.

With a soft growl, Tom scooped her up, her jeans and panties still tangled at her knees, and carried her to the bed. He laid her down gently, mindful of her tender bottom, and kissed her again, deeper this time, his hands roaming with a mix of tenderness and urgency as they undressed one another and did what came naturally to any newlywed couple.

A week later, the dining room of Sarah’s parents’ home glowed with warmth, the scent of roast chicken and rosemary wafting through the air. Tom sat beside Sarah with her parents at either end. Sarah was radiant, her auburn hair catching the light, her laughter bright and easy. Her eyes sparkled with a calm joy Tom hadn’t seen in months, and he felt a quiet pride, their shared secret humming beneath the surface.

Nancy set her fork down, her smile warm as she studied her daughter. “Sarah, you’re absolutely glowing tonight,” she said, her tone curious but affectionate. “What’s got you in such high spirits, sweetheart?”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed, and she shot Tom a quick, knowing glance, her lips twitching. “Just… things are really good with us, Mom,” she said lightly, her hand finding Tom’s under the table, fingers squeezing with a private spark.

Bill leaned back, his eyes narrowing with a sly grin as he looked at Tom. “Well, hell, Tom,” he said, gruff but approving, “looks like you took our advice to heart. Got my girl settled down, huh?”

Tom met Bill’s gaze with a steady smile, confidence in his eyes. “Seems that way, Bill,” he said, his voice calm, unwilling to admit more.

Sarah leaned forward, her blush deepening but her tone playful. “Yeah, well Dad, I guess the cat’s out of the bag anyway. Spankings are back on the table for me,” she said, half-teasing, half-admitting. She glanced at Tom, mischief in her eyes. “Tom’s got a firm hand, apparently.”

Nancy laughed, hand to her mouth, while Bill chuckled, shaking his head. “Well, damn, Sarah,” he said, grinning wide, “out of the frying pan and into the fire, huh? Thought you’d dodged that paddle when you left home.”

Nancy leaned in, eyes twinkling with teasing warmth. “Oh, poor Sarah,” she said, mock sympathy in her voice. “From your father’s knee to your husband’s lap. No escape for you, is there?”

Sarah’s face went crimson, but she laughed, swatting the air. “You two are awful, ganging up on me!” She shot Tom a look, her smile warm despite her embarrassment. “You’re no help.”

Tom grinned, squeezing. “Hey, I tried to avoid it. You brought it up, sweetheart.”

The table burst into laughter, the tension easing into warmth. As Nancy cleared the plates, still chuckling, she paused, her eyes softening as she looked at Sarah and Tom. “So,” she said, her voice gentle but pointed, “with you all settled down now, any chance of a baby on the horizon? I’m not getting any younger, you know.”

Sarah’s eyes widened, her blush flaring anew, and she choked on her sip of water. Tom coughed, caught off guard, but a grin tugged at his lips. “Mom!” Sarah spluttered, half-laughing, half-mortified. “We’re… we’re working on things, okay? One step at a time.”

Bill snorted, raising an eyebrow at Tom. “Better get a move on, son. Nancy’s got her heart set on grandkids.”

Tom chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck, his hand still holding Sarah’s. “Oh, we talked about it, it’s definitely on the table,” he said, his tone light but sincere, glancing at Sarah with warmth. “Just… enjoying where we’re at right now.”

Nancy smiled, satisfied for the moment, and the conversation shifted to Bill’s fishing tales and Nancy’s garden plans. Sarah’s hand stayed in Tom’s, her thumb tracing soft circles, a silent thank you. Her calm, her lightness—it was real, rooted in the trust they’d built that afternoon in their bedroom, her bare bottom over his lap, tears giving way to passion. The tantrums hadn’t returned, and their new dynamic had only deepened their bond.





The B-Word

[This story borrowed its concept from an old internet spanking story entitled ‘THE ‘B’ WORD’ published August 1975 by an unknown author.]

“Brittie, Sasha, and I already have plans for tonight,” Kimberley informed her boyfriend, David, as they cleaned up the dishes after dinner, “which we’ll need the car for.”

“But I was going out tonight, and I needed the car!” whined David.

“Sorry sweety, you can’t have it tonight.” answered Kim.

“Oh well. No problem. Never mind me.” said David sarcastically, “I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you... ladies.”

Kimberley’s face took on an irritated expression. “Don’t pout like a toddler, David, especially after I warned you that my friends and I might be going out to the movies tonight.” Her visage softened. “You’re welcome to join us, we wouldn’t mind your company.”

David shrugged. “No thanks—but thanks a lot for nothing, Kimberley.” He turned and walked away, muttering one curt, fateful, hurtful, word in a low voice.

Two seconds later, Kimberley stormed into the room behind him. “What did you just call me, David?” she demanded. “Did you say what I think I heard?”

He turned around to face her, looking both startled and sheepish. “Ahhhh, nothing...Just forget it. I was a little upset, but I didn’t mean anything.”

Kimberley’s eyes flashed angrily as she stepped forward, standing toe-to-toe with her boyfriend. Although he was six inches taller than her, David seemed intimidated by the furious female.

“That was the ‘B’ word, wasn’t it?” Her right pointer finger touched the tip of his nose. “Admit it, David, you called me the ‘B’ word, didn’t you?”

“Ummmm...Possibly, but it just sort of came out...on its own, pretty much.” His pale green eyes were wide with anxiety.

“How dare you, David?” asked Kimberley as she slapped the boy across his face. Kimberley’s tone was shocked and hurt, but then it changed to one of firm resolve. “You’re going to pay for that, and I mean big-time payment.”

“Puh-Payment?” he asked anxiously.

She nodded grimly. “As in punishment, David, as in a pants-down paddling you’re NEVER going to forget.”

David was no stranger to his girlfriend’s paddle. His hands unconsciously reached back to cover his rear. “But I didn’t mean it…”

She cut him off with a snort. “You said it, didn’t you? If you didn’t truly mean it, you’d have kept your mouth shut.” Her head shook slowly. “No, you’re not getting out of your deserved discipline this time, sweetie, I swear to God I’m going to blister that ass until there’s a bonfire burning back there.”

Apprehension surged through the young man’s psyche, “Please, Kimberley, there’s no need.”

“Oh yes. There is a need. And if you don’t obey me, it’s over between us. Do you want that?”

“No.”

“Then you’re getting your bare butt paddled and that’s an end to it.”

“One little word...” David muttered.

“A word which shows a whole lot about your attitude towards me.” The young woman’s expression was grim. “What did I do to you to deserve such contempt?”

He gulped. “Nothing, Kim, nothing at all. You’re a wonderful person and I love you, I really do.” Remorse deepened on his facial features. “Believe me, I’m sorry.”

Kimberley’s face brightened. “Well, I do believe you, David honey, but I’m still going to make you feel much, much sorrier than you do at the moment. The ‘B’ word is patently offensive to any woman. It shows contempt for the entire female gender as well as being a hurtful personal insult. It’s a totally demeaning and contemptuous term, and you know it, and you’ll pay for it. Be here when I get back from the movies with my girlfriends ready to receive a red-assed shellacking that you’ll NEVER forget...Understood?”

David’s face flushed with a mix of shame and panic as Kimberley’s words sank in. His hands fidgeted nervously at his sides, and his voice dropped to a desperate whisper. “Kim, please, I’m begging you—don’t do this in front of Brittney and Sasha. I’ll take the paddling, I swear, but please, just… after they leave. Not with them here.”

Kimberley crossed her arms, her expression unyielding. “Oh, now you’re making demands? After using that word, you think you get to dictate the terms of your punishment?”

“I’m not demanding, I’m pleading,” David said, his voice cracking. He took a step closer, lowering his head as if to shrink himself. “Kim, I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything to make it right, but please, don’t humiliate me in front of your friends. I can’t— I just can’t handle that.”

Kimberley raised an eyebrow, her lips tightening. “You should’ve thought about that before you let that word slip out of your mouth, David. You didn’t care about humiliating me when you muttered it, did you?”

“I didn’t mean it!” he insisted, his voice rising with desperation. “I was upset, and it just… came out. Please, Kim, I’m begging you—paddle me, punish me, whatever you want, double the paddling, but don’t do it in front of them. I’ll be good, I swear. Just you and me, like the other times, please!”

Kimberley’s expression softened for a moment, as if weighing his plea, but then her resolve hardened. She straightened, her voice steady but tinged with a quiet conviction, as if persuading herself as much as him. “No, David, it’s perfectly fitting that Brittney and Sasha are here to witness this. As I said before, that word you used, it’s not just an insult to me, it’s offensive to every woman, to the entire female gender. It’s a disgusting, demeaning term, and having other women see the consequences of your actions… it’s right. It’s just. You’ll take your punishment in front of them, and maybe then you’ll understand the weight of what you’ve done.”

David’s dropped to his knees, his hands clasped together, almost as if in prayer. “Kim, I’m on my knees here, okay? I’ll do anything, take anything. Just don’t make me go through that with Brittney and Sasha watching. It’s too much. Please, I’m begging you.”

“Enough!” Kimberley snapped, her voice cutting through the room like a whip. She stepped forward, her finger jabbing the air inches from his face. “You listen to me, David, and you listen good. I’ve had it with your pathetic whining and your endless groveling. You think you can just beg your way out of the consequences? You think you can insult me, call me that disgusting word, insult the entire female sex, and then cry about how you don’t want to be embarrassed? Grow up!”

David flinched, his eyes wide, but Kimberley wasn’t done. Her voice grew colder, each word dripping with scorn. “You’re not the victim here, so stop acting like it. You disrespected me in the worst way imaginable, and now you have the nerve, the very nerve, to kneel there and beg for privacy like you’re entitled to it? You’re lucky I’m even giving you a chance to make this right. Brittney and Sasha are my best friends, and they’re going to see exactly what happens when you use that word. Maybe then you’ll learn to keep that mouth of yours in check.”

David opened his mouth to speak, but Kimberley cut him off with a sharp gesture. “Not another word, David. Not one. You’re going to be here when we get back, and you’re going to take your punishment exactly as I decide. If I hear one more peep about ‘private’ or ‘please,’ I swear I’ll have a padding party and invite everybody. Do you understand me?”

David’s shoulders slumped, his face pale. He nodded silently, his eyes fixed on the floor.

“Good,” Kimberley said, her voice still icy. “Now get out of my sight until tonight. And don’t you dare think about skipping out, because if you do, we’re done. Completely.”

David quickly rose from his knees, his face crumpling as tears began to form in his pale green eyes. He scurried out of the room, his footsteps uneven, a choked sob escaping as he wailed, “Oh, Kim!” The sound of his distress faded down the hallway, leaving a tense silence in its wake.

Kimberley stood still for a moment, her arms crossed, a smirk curling her lips. The fire in her eyes softened into something colder, more satisfied. With a slow, deliberate breath, she straightened her posture, brushing a strand of hair from her face. The smirk widened into a faint, triumphant smile as she grabbed her purse and the car keys from the counter.

“Time to get the girls,” she muttered to herself, her voice light but laced with authority. She slung the purse over her shoulder, her movements confident as she headed for the door. Without a backward glance, Kimberley stepped outside, the click of her heels sharp against the pavement. She unlocked the car, slid into the driver’s seat, and started the engine, the low hum filling the quiet evening. With a final glance at the house, she pulled out of the driveway, heading off to pick up Brittney and Sasha for the movies, leaving the weight of David’s impending punishment hanging in the air behind her.

As the rumble of the car faded into the distance, David stood frozen in their room, his heart pounding. The house felt suffocatingly quiet, the weight of Kimberley’s words pressing down on him. He wiped at his tear-streaked face, his hands trembling, and returned to the living room window. Peering through the blinds, he saw the empty driveway, the taillights of the car long gone. A sickening knot tightened in his stomach.

“Oh, God, what have I done?” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. His fingers twisted together as he began to fret, his mind racing with images of what awaited him. The paddle. Brittney and Sasha’s mocking stares. The humiliation. He could already feel the sting, the burning shame of being exposed in front of Kimberley’s friends. His knees buckled slightly, and he leaned against the wall for support, his breaths shallow and uneven.

“I didn’t mean it,” he said to the empty room, as if pleading with the air could change his fate. He ran a hand through his hair, tugging at it in frustration. “One stupid word… one stupid moment…” His voice cracked, and he sank onto the couch, burying his face in his hands. Every tick of the clock seemed to mock him, counting down to the moment Kimberley would return with her friends, ready to make good on her promise.

David’s mind spiraled. Maybe he could talk her out of it when she got back. Maybe he could apologize again, beg harder. But the memory of her icy resolve, her finger jabbing the air, made his hope flicker. “She’s serious this time,” he whispered, dread pooling in his chest. “She’s really going to do it… in front of them.” His eyes darted to the door, half-expecting her to burst back in, and he flinched at the thought. All he could do was wait, trapped in the growing storm of his own anxiety, as the hours until her return stretched endlessly before him.

David tried to distract himself with a book, then his phone, but his mind kept replaying Kimberley’s furious expression and the promise of punishment. By the time the car pulled into the driveway, his nerves were frayed to the breaking point. Laughter—Kimberley’s, Brittie’s, and Sasha’s—floated through the open window, light and carefree, a cruel contrast to the ordeal awaiting him.

The front door swung open, and Kimberley strode in, flanked by her friends. Their giggles faded as Kimberley’s eyes locked onto David, who stood awkwardly in the living room, hands twitching by his sides. Brittie and Sasha exchanged smirks, obviously having been told, and settling against the couch to watch the show.

“Well, David,” Kimberley said, her voice icy with authority, “ready to face the consequences of that filthy word you thought you could throw at me, at all women?”

David’s throat tightened. “Yes, Kim.” His eyes flicked to Brittie and Sasha, who were already stifling laughter.

Kimberley’s smile was sharp and unyielding. “You disrespected me in private, but you’ll be punished in public. My friends were pretty disgusted when they heard. They deserve to see justice done.” She turned to Brittie and Sasha, who nodded eagerly, their eyes glinting with mischief.

“Totally,” Brittie said, twirling her hair. “That word? Major no-no, David. You’re in for it.”

Sasha giggled. “I’ve never seen a guy get what’s coming like this. Don’t go easy, Kim!”

David’s face burned, his cheeks already rivaling the red he feared his backside would soon become. “Kim, I’m sorry,” he tried, his voice barely audible. “I didn’t mean it.”

“Sorry isn’t enough,” Kimberley snapped, stepping closer. “You need a lesson that sticks. First, we’re going to clean that dirty mouth of yours.”

David’s face flushed a deep scarlet, his eyes darting to Brittney and Sasha, who watched with barely concealed glee. “Kim, please—” he started, his voice trembling.

“Silence!” Kimberley barked, stepping closer, her gaze piercing. “You’ve lost the right to beg. Strip, or I’ll rip those clothes off myself, and you’ll regret testing me.”

David’s eyes widened, his mouth opening in protest. “Strip? Kim, come on, why do I have to take my clothes off? This is already humiliating enough!” His voice was a mix of panic and exasperation, his hands gesturing wildly as if to ward off the command.

Kimberley’s expression didn’t soften; if anything, it grew colder, her lips curling into a tight, unamused smile. She crossed her arms and leaned forward slightly, her voice low and deliberate. “Because, David, you’re going to be mouth-soaped bare. That’s why,” she said, as if that was any explanation at all. It hung in the air like a cryptic decree, leaving David blinking in confusion, his face a mixture of dread and disbelief.

His hands shook as he fumbled with his socks, then his shirt, then his pants, each piece hitting the floor until he stood in his boxers, his cheeks burning under the weight of their stares. He hesitated, glancing at Kimberley, but her raised eyebrow and the impatient tap of her foot crushed any hope of mercy.

“Everything,” she snapped, her tone icy.

With a shaky breath, David slid off his boxers, letting them crumple at his feet. He stood completely naked, his hands instinctively covering himself, his face a portrait of abject shame as Brittney whispered something to Sasha, both stifling giggles. The air felt heavy with his humiliation, every second under their scrutiny stripping away more of his dignity.

Kimberley stepped forward, her heels clicking ominously. Without warning, she seized David’s ear, twisting it hard enough to make him yelp. “Move,” she ordered, yanking him toward the bathroom. He stumbled, his bare feet slapping the floor, his hands flailing to maintain balance as she dragged him like a naughty child, his nakedness fully exposed. Brittney and Sasha’s laughter followed, a cruel soundtrack to his mortification.

In the bathroom, Kimberley shoved him down. “Kneel,” she commanded, pointing to the cold tile floor. David’s knees hit the ground, the chill biting into his skin, his vulnerability unbearable as he knelt naked in front of the basin. Kimberley grabbed a fresh bar of Ivory soap from the cabinet, unwrapped it, and ran it under the faucet, rubbing it between her hands until it glistened with a foamy lather.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered, holding the bar up.

“Kim, please—” David started, but her glare silenced him. Reluctantly, he opened his mouth, and Kimberley shoved the soap in, scrubbing it vigorously against his tongue and teeth. The bitter, acrid taste flooded his senses, making him gag and sputter.

“That’s for letting such a vile word come out of your mouth,” Kimberley scolded as she worked the soap, ignoring his muffled protests. “You’re going to learn to keep your language clean, David, one way or another.”

Brittie and Sasha stood in the doorway, barely containing their laughter. “Oh my gosh, look at his face!” Sasha whispered, clutching Brittie’s arm.

After a full minute of scrubbing, Kimberley left the soap halfway in, leaving David coughing and grimacing around the bar. “Don’t you dare spit,” she warned. “You’re holding that bar in your mouth until I say otherwise. Now, back to the living room. You’ve got a paddling coming.”

David, his mouth filled with the bar and the soapy taste, shuffled back to the living room, completely nude, the girls’ giggles ringing in his ears. Kimberley retrieved the wooden paddle from the kitchen drawer—a sturdy, thrift-store find that had once been a joke but had since become a very real threat. She slapped it against her palm, the sound making David flinch.

“Bend over the arm of the couch,” she commanded.

David glanced at Brittie and Sasha, hoping for mercy, but their amused expressions offered none. With a heavy heart, he bent over the arm of the couch, the soap bar still wedged in his mouth.

Sasha suddenly bolted from her spot by the doorway. “Hold on, Kim!” she called, her voice laced with a mix of urgency. She dashed into the kitchen, her sneakers squeaking on the linoleum, and yanked open a drawer. After a brief rummage, she grabbed a checkered dish towel and sprinted back to the living room.

Sasha draped the towel over the couch seat, positioning it carefully under David’s chin. “There,” she said, stepping back with a satisfied grin. “No need for him to drool soap all over your new couch, Kim.”

Kimberley’s stern expression softened for a split second, a flicker of amusement crossing her face. “Good thinking, Sash. Thanks,” she said, her tone warm but still edged with authority. She turned her attention back to David, who was trembling slightly, his eyes watering from the soap and the sheer embarrassment of it all.

She stepped behind him, paddle in hand, her voice taking on a scolding edge. “David, you thought you could call me that disgusting word and walk away. You thought you could disrespect me—disrespect all women—with that kind of language. Well, like I told you, this paddling is going to teach you a lesson you’ll never forget.”

She raised the paddle and brought it down with a thunderous CRACK across his bare buttocks. David grunted around the soap, the sharp sting searing through him. Another blow followed, then another, each one delivered with unrelenting force. The pain was immediate and intense, his backside burning hotter with every swat.

“Mmph!” he cried through the soap, his eyes watering from both the taste and the pain. The paddle kept coming, Kimberley’s arm steady and precise.

“Don’t you dare complain,” she scolded, landing another hard SMACK. “This is what you get for that attitude, David. SMACK! For that disrespect. SMACK! For thinking you could speak to me like that in my own home. SMACK!”

Brittie and Sasha were openly laughing now, their voices cutting through the haze of pain and humiliation. “Look at that wiggle!” Sasha said, clapping her hands. “His butt’s like a tomato already!”

“Oh, Kim, you’re a pro!” Brittie added, her giggles bubbling over. “He’s never gonna forget this!”

Kimberley ignored them, her focus locked on delivering the punishment. The paddle rose and fell in a relentless rhythm, each swat punctuated by a scolding remark. “You’ll think twice before letting that word slip again, won’t you? SMACK! You’ll learn to respect me, David, or this paddle will be waiting. SMACK!”

As Kimberley’s paddle continued to connect with David’s bare backside, his face became a comical, albeit pitiful, spectacle of distress. His eyes scrunched tightly shut, squeezing out a few involuntary tears that glistened at the corners, his brows furrowed so deeply they nearly met in the middle. The bar of Ivory soap, still wedged firmly in his mouth, protruded awkwardly, forcing his lips to stretch wide in a desperate attempt to avoid its bitter lather. His teeth clamped down on the bar, biting into its slick surface, which only intensified the flood of acrid soap taste across his tongue.

Each swat from the paddle triggered a muffled gag, his throat convulsing as he fought the urge to retch. Thick, frothy soap bubbles mixed with saliva, bubbling up at the corners of his mouth and dribbling in a steady, foamy stream down his chin. The bubbles popped softly, leaving a slick trail that soaked into the checkered dish towel Sasha had thoughtfully placed beneath him. The towel grew damp, clinging to the couch, as David’s head jerked slightly with each stinging blow, his face a vivid portrait of misery—equal parts cartoonish and pitiable, with the soap bar as the absurd centerpiece of his punishment. Brittney and Sasha’s stifled giggles only added to the surreal scene, their amusement a sharp contrast to David’s soap-sudded suffering.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Kimberley paused, resting the paddle against his blazing backside. “Have you learned your lesson, David, or do I need to continue?” she asked, her voice stern but with a trace of softness.

“Mmph… yesh, i’ve learned, Kim,” he managed around the soap, his voice thick with tears and remorse. “I’m shorry. Never again.”

She tapped the paddle lightly against his sore cheeks, making him flinch. “You’d better mean that, because if I hear that word again, what you just went through will feel like a gentle pat on the ass by comparison. Understood?”

“Yesh, ma’am,” he mumbled, his head bowed.

Kimberley set the paddle on the coffee table. “Good. Now, you’re going to stand in the corner for ten minutes, still holding that soap, and think about what you’ve done. Don’t you dare take it out or spit. Now stand up and get moving.”

David hesitated, his hands gripping the couch cushions for support. Slowly, he pushed himself upright, wincing as the movement sent fresh waves of pain through his scorched buttocks. As he stood, his hands moved forward to cover his groin, shielding himself from the prying eyes of Brittie and Sasha, who were still perched on the couch, their smirks barely concealed.

“Hands on your head, David!” Kimberley snapped, her tone sharp enough to make him flinch. “You don’t get to hide anything after that stunt you pulled. Now, move!”

His face burned with humiliation, but he obeyed, reluctantly raising his hands and lacing his fingers atop his head. The position left him utterly vulnerable, his deflated genitals exposed as he stood there, the cool air of the room only amplifying his discomfort. Brittie and Sasha erupted into fresh giggles, their laughter slicing through what remained of his pride.

“Oh my gosh, look at that!” Sasha whispered loudly, nudging Brittie. “It’s like a little mushroom cap down there!”

Brittie snorted, covering her mouth to stifle her laughter. “Totally! Poor guy’s not exactly putting on a show, is he?”

David’s cheeks flushed hotter, the comparison stinging as much as the paddle had. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor, but Kimberley’s next command kept him tethered to the moment. “Corner, David. Ten minutes, soap stays in your mouth. Go.”

With his hands still on his head, David shuffled toward the corner of the room, his movements awkward, each step making his sore backside scream. His genitals swayed slightly with the motion, prompting another round of stifled giggles from the girls. The soap bar made it hard to swallow, the bitter taste mingling with his shame as he reached the corner and faced the wall, his back to the room.

“Did you see how he waddled?” Sasha asked, her voice bubbling with amusement. “That mushroom’s just flopping around. Kim, you’ve got him trained perfectly!”

Kim’s voice then sliced through the air, sharp and commanding. “Spread your legs, David.” Her tone brooked no argument. He froze, his heart hammering, praying he’d misheard. But her heels clicked closer, and he felt her hand on his shoulder, firm and unrelenting. “Now.”

David’s face burned hotter than his paddled backside as he reluctantly shuffled his feet apart. Before he could brace himself, Kim reached between his legs from behind, her grip rough and deliberate as she seized his cock and balls, yanking them back with a merciless tug. A muffled yelp escaped around the soap bar, his body tensing as she stretched his sensitive flesh taut, the pain sharp and immediate.

“Legs together,” she ordered, her voice cold. David obeyed instantly, clamping his thighs shut, trapping his genitals in a humiliating vise behind his legs. The position was excruciating, both physically and mentally, forcing him to bend forward, his most vulnerable parts now pinned back in full view of Brittie and Sasha. Their laughter erupted, louder and more unrestrained, as they took in the sight of his predicament.

“Oh my God, Kim, you’re brutal!” Brittie squealed, clapping her hands. “He’s, like, totally humbled now!”

David’s eyes stung with fresh tears, the soap’s acrid taste mingling with the raw humiliation that consumed him. He stood bent, facing the corner, his trapped genitals aching, his buttocks still burning from the paddle, and the girls’ relentless giggles carving deeper into his psyche.

Kim stepped back, her voice calm but laced with authority. “That’s better. Maybe now you’ll think twice before letting filth like the ‘B’ word come out of your mouth. Ten minutes, David. Not a sound, not a move.”

The room settled into an oppressive silence, broken only by the occasional snicker from Brittie or Sasha. David’s mind raced, each second in the corner stretching into an eternity. The soap bar made his jaw ache, the bitter foam pooling in his mouth, threatening to choke him if he didn’t focus on breathing through his nose. His thighs trembled from the effort of keeping his legs pressed together, the unnatural position amplifying the dull throb between them. Worst of all was the knowledge that Brittie and Sasha were watching, their amusement a constant reminder of his utter degradation.

“Kim, you lit him up,” Brittney said, stepping to David’s left, her voice thick with morbid curiosity. She leaned closer, eyes narrowing at his punished backside. “It’s like a stop sign back there—crimson red with those purply splotches. And I’m pretty sure I see some blistering starting. How’s he even standing? Serious damage.”

Kimberley, standing directly behind David with arms crossed, nodded curtly, a flicker of satisfaction in her eyes. “I made sure he’d feel it.”

Sasha, positioned to David’s right, smirked as she tilted her head for a better angle. “But what’s with those pale patches in the middle of his cheeks?”

Kimberley’s gaze locked on David’s backside, her tone cold and analytical. “The white centers are where the paddle hit hardest—skin’s raw, drained of color. And yeah, a few blisters are forming, but it’s mostly just bruised to hell. He’s in for a long, painful week.” She shot a sharp glance at David. “Right, David? Learning your lesson?”

“Mmph,” David mumbled around the soap, nodding slightly, his eyes fixed on the wall. Tears spilled over, mixing with the soapy mess, his humiliation sharpened by their detached scrutiny of his ravaged backside.

Brittney shifted for a side angle. “No way he’s sitting anytime soon with that going on. You think he’ll even try with it looking like that?”

Kimberley shrugged, her voice devoid of warmth. “He won’t. No chairs, no couches, sleeping on his tummy—probably won’t even think about sitting for days, maybe a week. That’s the ‘B’ word’s price.”

The girls’ attention then shifted lower, their clinical tone giving way to mocking amusement as they focused on David’s trapped genitals, yanked back and painfully constricted between his clamped thighs. Brittney snorted, pointing. “Oh my God, look at his balls—tight as drumskins and ballooned out like they’re about to pop. That’s gotta be agony.”

Sasha burst into giggles, leaning in for a closer look. “And his penis? Pathetic! So tiny, just pointing straight back at us like a sad little arrow. The whole package is ridiculous—bet he’s dying inside.”

Kimberley’s lips curled into a smirk as she stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously. She reached down, delivering a firm, deliberate pat to David’s painfully tight, ballooned balls, making him flinch and emit a muffled yelp around the soap. “You’re right, girls,” she said, her voice dripping with scorn. “This is what you get, David, for disrespecting us with that word. Your sad, squished little package on display for us to laugh at.” She gave another light pat, eliciting another wince, before stepping back.

The girls then went silent, admiring the masterpiece of discipline before them. David only whimpered.

Behind him, Kim’s voice broke the silence, addressing her friends. “So, what’d you think of the movie? Worth the hype?”

Brittie laughed, her tone casual as if David’s humiliation was just background noise. “Oh, totally! That twist at the end? I did not see it coming.”

Sasha chimed in, her voice bubbly. “Right? But the popcorn was so fucking expensive! I couldn’t believe it. Next time, we’re sneaking in our own snacks.”

Their conversation flowed effortlessly, ignoring David’s presence, which somehow made his shame burn deeper. He was nothing more than a spectacle, a lesson in-progress, his naked, punished body reduced to an afterthought in their evening. His mind churned with regret—not just for the word he’d muttered but for the arrogance that had led him to think he could get away with it.

The ten minutes crawled by, each second marked by the ache in his jaw, the sting in his backside, and the relentless pressure between his legs. Finally, Kim’s voice rang out. “Time’s up, David. Turn around. Face us. Keeps those legs pinned together.”

David’s heart sank, dread pooling in his stomach. He hesitated, the thought of turning to face almost unbearable. But Kim’s impatient “Now!” spurred him into action. Slowly, he pivoted, keeping his knees and thighs tightly pressed together as ordered, his hands still laced atop his head. The movement made his sore buttocks throb, but it was the sight he presented that sent a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him.

With his cock and balls pulled back and his thighs squeezed shut, his well-shaven groin appeared smooth and almost featureless save for the slightly folded skin mimicking the appearance of a vagina. The illusion was stark and mortifying, his masculinity erased in a way that left him utterly exposed. Brittie and Sasha’s eyes widened, their laughter exploding into near-hysterical cackles.

“Oh my God!” Sasha gasped, clutching Brittie’s arm. “Look at that! It’s like he’s got nothing down there! He looks like… like a girl!”

Brittie doubled over, tears of laughter streaming down her face. “No way! Kim, you’ve turned him into a total Barbie doll! No mushroom cap, just… poof! Gone!”

David’s face burned crimson, the comparison searing into his psyche. The soap bar still wedged in his mouth made it impossible to respond, his muffled whimpers only fueling their amusement. He stood there, hands on head, legs clamped, the cool air of the room highlighting his vulnerability as the girls’ laughter echoed around him.

Suddenly, Brit’s eyes lit up with a mischievous glint. “Oh, I’ve got it!” she exclaimed, darting to her purse without a word. She rummaged through it, pulling out a black marker with a triumphant grin. Before anyone could react, she knelt in front of David, her movements quick and bold. “Hold still, Barbie doll,” she said, her voice dripping with glee. “Let’s make you ‘anatomically correct’.”

David’s eyes widened in horror, his muffled protests unintelligible around the soap as Britney, an artist by trade, began to draw directly on his smooth, hairless pelvis. With swift, deliberate strokes, she sketched the outline of a vagina around his skin fold, adding exaggerated details for maximum effect. The marker’s tip was cool against his skin, each line a fresh assault on his dignity. Sasha clapped her hands, practically bouncing in excitement.

“Brittie, you’re a genius!” Sasha crowed, peering over Britney’s shoulder. “Look at that! It’s so realistic!”

Kim watched, a mix of surprise and amusement crossing her face as Britney worked. She didn’t intervene, her silence a tacit approval of the impromptu addition to David’s punishment. Brit finished with a flourish, stepping back to admire her handiwork. The drawing was bold and unmistakable, a crude but effective caricature that cemented the illusion of his emasculation.

Kim stepped forward, inspecting the drawing with a raised eyebrow. “Brittie, will that wash off?” she asked, her tone curious.

Britney glanced at the marker in her hand, her eyes widening as she read the label. “Oops,” she said, a sheepish grin spreading across her face. “Uh, Kim, it’s a permanent marker. My bad!” She giggled, clearly unbothered by the mistake.

Sasha burst into fresh laughter, clutching her stomach. “Oh my God, Brit! Permanent? He’s ‘gonna be rocking that vag for weeks! Who's the bitch now, David?”

David’s face flushed an even deeper shade of crimson, his heart sinking at the revelation. The idea of the drawing lingering on his skin, a constant reminder of this night, was almost too much to bear. His muffled whimpers grew more desperate, but the soap bar silenced any coherent plea.

Kim’s lips twitched, a faint smirk betraying her amusement before her expression hardened again. “Well, David,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “looks like you’re stuck with Brittie’s artwork for a while. You wanted to throw around words that demean women? Now you’re marked with exactly what you thought you could insult—for weeks, it seems. Maybe this’ll teach you to watch that mouth.”

Britney twirled the marker, still grinning. “Sorry, not sorry, Barbie doll. It suits you.”

Kim stepped closer, her eyes locking onto David’s. “Spit out the soap,” she ordered, picking up a small trash can and holding it before him.

David gagged, eyes streaming as he tried to push it out with his tongue, but the bar was stuck, his teeth sunk deep into its slick surface from clenching during the paddling. Panic flared in his chest as he glanced at Kimberley, his muffled whimpers pleading for relief.

A glint of impatience flickered through Kimberley’s eyes. “Really, David?” she said, setting the trash can down with a sharp clank. “Hold still,” she ordered, her voice clipped.

David tried to comply, but as Kim yanked, the bar didn’t budge, lodged tight by his bite. She frowned, adjusting her grip, and pulled harder, her knuckles whitening with effort. David’s head twisted sharply to the side, a muffled yelp escaping as the force jerked his neck, his eyes squeezing shut in pain. Kim braced her other hand against his forehead, steadying him as she tugged and twisted, her movements relentless. The soap resisted, the deep grooves from his teeth acting like anchors, but with a final, forceful wrench, it popped free with a wet, sucking sound, leaving David gasping and coughing, his face contorted in agony.

He doubled over slightly, his hands twitching atop his head, desperate to clutch his aching jaw but too scared to defy Kim’s rules. The soap bar, slick with saliva and marred by deep jagged teeth marks, dangled from Kim’s fingers as she held it up for Brittney and Sasha to see. The indentations were stark, almost gouged, a vivid testament to the intensity of David’s ordeal. The girls’ eyes widened, their laughter erupting in a fresh wave.

“Look at that!” Sasha exclaimed, pointing at the bar. “He practically bit it in two! Kim, you really put him through it.”

Brittney smirked, leaning forward for a better view. “Those are some serious chomp marks. Guess he learned his lesson the hard way.”

Kim turned the soap over in her hand, inspecting the damage with a nod. “This,” she said, her voice sharp as she addressed David, “is what happens when you let filth come out of your mouth. You bite down on the consequences—literally.” With a flick of her wrist, she tossed the mangled bar into the trash can, where it landed with a soft thud. “And don’t think you’re rinsing that mouth out yet. You’re going to taste that lesson a while longer.”

David’s shoulders slumped, his face a mask of misery as he stood there, the acrid aftertaste still burning his tongue. The permanent marker drawing on his pelvis felt like a brand, its presence a constant humiliation, especially with Brittney and Sasha’s eyes still darting to it, their giggles barely contained. His thighs ached from keeping his legs pressed together, the unnatural position making his trapped genitals throb, but he didn’t dare move, not with Kim’s gaze fixed on him.

Kim studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. “Have you learned your lesson, David? Or do we need to go another round?”

He swallowed hard, the taste of soap lingering. “I’ve learned, Kim,” he said, his voice hoarse and subdued. “I’m so sorry. It won’t happen again, I swear.”

She nodded, her eyes flicking to the marker drawing on his pelvis. “Good. Because next time, I won’t be so gentle.” She turned to Brittie and Sasha, who were still giggling. “Show’s over, girls. Let’s go out for some ice cream.”

Brittie stretched, grinning. “Hell yeah, I’m in.”

Sasha laughed, standing up. “Totally.”

David’s face flushed again, but he said nothing, his eyes fixed on the floor, his legs still clamped together as Kim had ordered. Kim grabbed her purse, then paused, looking back at him. “You can relax your legs, rinse, and get dressed now, David. I’ll be back in an hour. Be good.”

As the girls headed for the door, their laughter echoing behind them, David finally unclenched his thighs, wincing as his genitals shifted forward, the relief tinged with lingering shame. He rinsed his mouth thoroughly, then showered—the pussy lines not fading at all despite some hard scrubbing—then dressed slowly. The ‘B’ word would never cross his lips again—not if he could help it. But the memory of this night—the laughter, the soap, the paddle, the corner, and Brittie’s permanent marker lines—would stay with him, a lesson burned into both his body and his soul.


Disobedience Not Tolerated

[Not sure where the inspiration for this one came from. It’s more my archetypical Daddy fantasy, I guess.]

In the tranquil expanse of a 1950s rural American town, where summer nights hummed with cicadas and the air carried the sweet scent of honeysuckle, eighteen-year-old Clara lived on their modest farm with her devoted parents. Known throughout the community as a model daughter, Clara was a beacon of virtue—obedient, hardworking, and kind. Her parents’ strict household, rooted in faith and discipline, had shaped her into a young woman of impeccable character. She hadn’t faced any serious punishment in over six years, her good behavior a source of pride for her family. Yet, beneath her gentle demeanor, a flicker of youthful rebellion stirred when she heard about a barn dance across town—alive with music, laughter, and the allure of boys her age. Though her parents forbade her attendance, calling it a “breeding ground for trouble,” Clara’s curiosity ignited a shocking impulse to defy them.

On that one, fateful, humid evening, as fireflies danced in the fields, Clara waited until the soft glow of her parents’ bedroom lamp faded. She slipped into a blue cotton dress, its hem brushing just above her knees, and tucked her shoes under her arm. Her heart raced with disbelief at her own actions as she tiptoed down the creaky staircase, avoiding the third step that always groaned. The back door beckoned as her escape, and she eased it open, wincing at the faint click of the latch. The cool night air promised freedom, a thrill she hadn’t felt in years. She was nearly to the yard’s edge when the porch light blazed, casting a stark yellow glow over the grass.

“Clara May, where do you think you’re goin’?” Her father’s voice, low and resolute, cut through the darkness. He stood in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space, arms crossed over his weathered flannel shirt. Clara froze, her pulse thundering, the shoes slipping from her trembling hands to the dew-damp grass. Shock washed over her—how could she, the girl who always followed the rules, be caught in such an act?

“I—I was just…” Her voice faltered, the lie dissolving under her father’s steady gaze. He stepped forward, his work boots thudding heavily on the porch.

“Inside. Now.” The words were a command, brooking no dissent.

Clara’s shoulders slumped as she picked up her shoes and trudged back, her mind reeling with self-reproach. In the kitchen, her mother sat at the scarred oak table, her face a mixture of disappointment and concern, her hands clasped tightly. “Clara, you were told no,” she said softly, her tone laced with disbelief. “You’ve always been our good girl. What’s come over you?”

Her father pulled a straight-backed chair from the corner, its legs scraping the linoleum floor. He sat, his calloused hands resting on his knees, his eyes fixed on Clara with a blend of sorrow and resolve. “You’ve been a blessing, Clara—years without a lick of trouble. But you’re not too old to learn respect when you step out of line. Over my knee.”

Clara’s face flushed with shame. At eighteen, she felt a woman grown, her record of obedience a shield she’d worn proudly. The thought of punishment now, after so long, horrified her. “Daddy, please,” she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. “I’m too old for this. I’ve been good—I don’t deserve it. Please!”

His gaze remained unyielding. “You chose to disobey, Clara. Good girls don’t sneak out against their parents’ will. Come here.”

Her mother’s eyes softened, but she nodded silently, reinforcing her husband’s stance. Clara’s stomach churned, her pride and disbelief warring with the inevitability of her fate. Slowly, she stepped forward, her bare feet cold against the floor, her mind still grappling with her own audacity. Her father guided her gently but firmly across his lap. She balanced awkwardly, her hands gripping the chair’s edge, her toes brushing the floor. The fabric of her dress was lifted, revealing the white cotton panties she wore—simple, modest, a symbol of her usual innocence.

Clara’s breath hitched as her father’s rough fingers hooked the waistband of her panties. “No, Daddy, please!” she cried, her voice rising in a frantic plea. “I’m eighteen—I’m too old!” She squirmed, her legs kicking faintly, but his strong hand pressed against her lower back, holding her steady.

“You made this choice, Clara,” he said, his voice calm but firm. With a slow, deliberate motion, he tugged the panties down, the fabric sliding over her hips and settling in a soft heap at her knees.

Clara’s breath came in short, frantic gasps, her chest fluttering. The stark reality that her father—her strong, protective daddy—was now seeing his grown daughter’s bare bum sent a scorching wave of embarrassment through her, searing her cheeks with a blush that felt like fire. Her mother’s presence at the oak table, just a few feet away, only deepened the crushing shame, her steady gaze a silent witness to Clara’s humiliation.

Clara’s small hands clutched the chair’s edge, her fingers barely encircling the wood, her knuckles white from the strain. Her toes, just grazing the linoleum, curled tightly, as if she could shrink away from the unbearable reality of her father’s eyes on her bare bum. Each rapid breath came faster, her chest tight and fluttery, her vision blurring as panic and embarrassment made her feel even smaller. “Please, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice high and quavery, like a little girl pleading for mercy. “I’m so sorry… I didn’t mean to be bad…” The childish words spilled out, desperate but futile against the weight of her disobedience and the acute shame of her exposure.

Her father’s hand rested gently but firmly on her lower back, its size and strength making her feel dwarfed, pinned in place despite her slight squirming. “Hush now, Clara,” he said, his voice deep and steady, though tinged with a reluctance that only heightened her embarrassment. “You know why this is happenin’. You broke our rules. You lied to us.” His calm tone made her feel smaller still, as if she’d forced this towering figure—who’d always praised her virtue—to confront her in this humiliating, childish state.

Clara’s eyes flicked toward her mother, seeking a flicker of reprieve, but her mother’s lips were pressed tight, her hands folded neatly on the table. The soft glint of her wedding ring caught the light as she shifted, her face a mix of sorrow and resolve. “You were told, Clara,” she said softly, her voice gentle but firm, like she was soothing a child who’d misbehaved. “We trusted you to be our good girl.” The words stung, amplifying Clara’s sense of being a foolish little girl, her bare bum a shameful display her father could not unsee.

Her father shifted, his hand lifting, and Clara tensed, her breath catching in a sharp, panicked whimper. The first swat landed with a sharp, resounding crack, the sting exploding across her bare bottom. Clara gasped, her body jerking forward, her fingers digging into the chair. Her father’s hand was broad and unyielding, the spank delivered with measured force, a lesson carved from love rather than anger. The second swat followed swiftly, then the third, each one igniting a searing heat that spread across her skin. The sound of each strike reverberated in the quiet kitchen, mingling with the steady ticking of the wall clock.

“Daddy, please, I’m sorry!” Clara sobbed, her voice already breaking into desperate cries. Her legs kicked involuntarily, her panties slipping further down her calves. The pain was sharp, but the shame cut deeper—she was eighteen, a model daughter, yet here she was, bare and helpless, disciplined after years of flawless behavior. Her father didn’t falter, his hand falling in a steady rhythm, each spank overlapping the last, turning her skin from pink to a deep, throbbing red.

“I didn’t mean it! I’ll never do it again!” she pleaded, tears streaming down her face, dripping onto the floor. Her body writhed, but his grip held firm, the spanking relentless. He covered every inch of her bottom, from the tops of her thighs to the fullest curve of her cheeks, each swat a fresh wave of fire. The heat built steadily, her skin tender and stinging, the punishment stretching on in a blur of pain and regret.

“Daddy, please!” she wailed, her voice high and frantic, no longer the poised tone of a young woman but the desperate plea of a little girl. “I’ll be good, I swear! I’ll be your good girl again!” Her hands flailed, grasping at the air, then clutching the chair’s legs as if to anchor herself against the storm of her punishment. Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks, pooling on the linoleum floor beneath her.

Her mother, seated at the scarred oak table, fixed her with a stern look, her hands clasped tightly. “Clara May, hush that fussing,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through Clara’s cries. “You take your medicine like you’re told. A sore backside’s better than losin’ your virtue to some boy at that barn dance.” Her tone held no room for argument, her eyes glinting with conviction.

Clara’s father didn’t pause, his broad hand continuing the spanking, the sounds of the swats echoing in the quiet kitchen. Clara gasped, her body jerking forward, her fingers digging into the chair. “I’m so sorry, Daddy!” she sobbed, her words tumbling out between gasps. “I won’t disobey again! I’ll never sneak out again! Please!”

Her father’s rhythm remained steady, each spank overlapping the last, turning her to a deep, throbbing red. “You know why this has to be, Clara,” he said, his voice calm but resolute. “Disobedience and lyin’ ain’t tolerated in this house. I don’t care if you’re eight or eighteen.”

Her legs kicked feebly, the white cotton panties now tangled around her ankles, a humiliating reminder of her vulnerability. “But Daddy, I’m grown!” she wailed, her voice cracking with desperation, the words spilling out before she could stop them. “I’m not a baby! Please, stop!” The plea was childish, frantic, and it only deepened her embarrassment as she heard her own voice—so high, so small—betraying the maturity she clung to.

Her father’s hand paused, just for a moment, resting heavily on her scorching skin. The brief reprieve made Clara’s breath hitch, hope flaring that he might show mercy. But his voice, when he spoke, was as firm as ever. “Grown, Clara? Grown women don’t sneak out like thieves in the night. Grown women don’t fib. Grown women respect their parents’ rules.” His tone was calm, measured, but it carried a weight that made her feel smaller than ever. “You’re not too grown for a spankin’ when you act like a foolish child.”

The words stung almost as much as the spanking itself, and Clara’s face burned with fresh shame. She wanted to argue, to insist she was a woman now, capable of making her own choices, but the reality of her position—draped over his lap, her bare bottom red and throbbing—silenced her. Her mother’s soft sigh from the table only added to the weight, a quiet reminder that both parents saw her as their little girl, no matter her age.

The spanking resumed, no less firm, each swat landing with deliberate precision. Clara’s cries softened into broken whimpers, her energy sapped by the pain and the crushing humiliation. Her hands, once clutching the chair in defiance, now hung limply, her fingers brushing the cool linoleum. Her toes no longer reached the floor; she felt weightless, helpless, reduced to nothing but a trembling, tearful child under her father’s unwavering discipline.

Finally, her father stopped, his hand resting lightly on her scorched skin, signaling the end. He helped her stand, her panties now tangled at her ankles, her dress falling back but offering little relief from the throbbing. Clara’s face was flushed, her eyes swollen with tears, her breath hitching as she wiped her cheeks. Her father stood, his expression softening. “You’re grounded for a month, Clara. No arguments. We’re proud of the girl you are, but you’ll follow our rules.”

Clara nodded, her throat tight with emotion. She stood before her parents, her blue cotton dress wrinkled, her panties still at her ankles, her pride in tatters, the weight of her disobedience crushing the image she’d cultivated as their trusted daughter.

Her mother rose, stepping forward to envelop Clara in a tender hug, her arms a quiet comfort. “Now pull up those underwear and go to bed, sweetheart,” she murmured. “You’ll find your way back to being our good girl.”

Clara’s hands trembled as she bent forward, her fingers fumbling toward the crumpled cotton panties bunched at her ankles and pulled them upward. This simple act felt like a descent into a deeper layer of humiliation, her body exposed and vulnerable under the weight of her parents’ gazes. While the sting pulsed relentlessly, a fiery reminder of her punishment, it was the shame that burned hotter—shame at having to perform this intimate task in the open kitchen, shame at being reduced from her proud status as a model daughter to a chastised girl, shame at the childish panties themselves, plain and unadorned, now a symbol of her disgrace.

Her father’s voice broke the heavy silence, steady but laced with a lingering disappointment that cut deeper than his hand ever could. “You understand why this happened, Clara. You’re our daughter, and we love you, but you don’t get to pick and choose which rules to follow. Not in this house.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she mumbled, her voice small and choked. She turned toward the staircase, her bare feet heavy against the cold floor, each step sending a fresh pulse of pain through her tender bottom. As she climbed the stairs, the creak of the third step—avoided so carefully in her escape—seemed to mock her failure. Her parents’ voices faded into a low murmur below, their disappointment lingering in the air like the scent of honeysuckle outside.


Dear Abby

[This story is inspired by an old (fake!) Dear Abby column that makes the rounds to us spanking fetishists.]

DEAR ABBY:

THIS COUNTRY NEEDS MORE WIFE-SPANKING

DEAR ABBY: If you read the papers as well as write for them, you saw the article about the judge who gave a husband permission to spank his wife when she needed it. All I can say is, “It’s about time.” I was beginning to think the women were taking over the country. If more men turned their wives over their knees and showed them who was boss, society would be in better shape. Spanking should be legalized everywhere.

ONE MAN’S OPINION

The living room of the Harper residence in a quiet Cleveland suburb was bathed in the glow of the sun through the window, its light reflecting off the polished mahogany sideboard. It was a warm Saturday afternoon in June of 1962, and the faint sound of a radio playing a Perry Como tune hummed from the corner. Robert Harper, a 53-year-old accountant with graying temples and a refined manner, sat in a well-worn armchair, the newspaper spread across his lap. His wire-rimmed glasses rested on the bridge of his nose as he scanned the “Dear Abby” column, pausing at the bold headline: THIS COUNTRY NEEDS MORE WIFE-SPANKING.

He adjusted his glasses, a thoughtful frown creasing his brow, read the letter, and called out in his clear, articulate voice, “Evelyn, dear, have you seen this letter to Abby?” He held up the paper, the headline stark against the newsprint.

Evelyn, a 49-year-old homemaker with a nurturing spirit and a sharp mind, stepped out of the kitchen, drying her hands on a monogrammed apron. Her auburn hair, now streaked with strands of silver, was neatly pinned, though a few wisps framed her face after rolling out the dough. The Harpers were a middle-class couple, Robert’s steady job at a local accounting firm having provided a comfortable life—a modest home with a manicured lawn, a reliable Buick in the driveway, and enough savings to see their two grown children, now in their late 20s, through college and into lives of their own. These days, Evelyn spent much of her time on neighborhood committees and caring for Robert’s elderly mother, Margaret, who was in a nearby nursing home battling frail health and early dementia.

Her green eyes darkened as she spotted the headline. She’d read it earlier that morning while waiting for Margaret to finish her physical therapy, and it had left her seething. “Yes, I’ve seen it,” she replied, her tone sharp as she crossed her arms. “And I found it absolutely deplorable.”

Robert tilted his head, setting the paper on the side table. “Deplorable? I’ll concede it’s a bold stance, but the gentleman raises an interesting point. He argues that if men asserted their authority—perhaps with a touch of discipline—society might benefit. It’s a rather traditional view, of course, but there’s something to be said for a man maintaining order in his home, don’t you think?”

Evelyn’s face flushed, her hands dropping to her sides as she stared at him, incredulous. “Maintaining order? Robert, are you truly suggesting that I need to be disciplined? That you’d lay a hand on me to ‘keep me in line’?” Her voice trembled with a mix of shock and anger as she stepped closer, grabbing the paper to reread the article, as if hoping she’d misread it.

Robert’s expression a mix of defensiveness and surprise at her reaction. “Now, Evelyn, I didn’t mean you specifically,” he said, his diction precise even as his tone grew firm. “But you must admit, some women today are becoming overly assertive—too independent, perhaps. All this talk of women’s rights is causing quite a stir. In our parents’ time, a man was the head of the household, and there was a certain clarity to that arrangement. Perhaps this fellow has a point.”

Evelyn tossed the paper onto the sideboard, her hands shaking. “Clarity? You think striking me would bring clarity? I’m your wife, Robert—not your slave! I’ve stood by you for thirty years. I raised our children, I kept this house running, and now I spend my days looking after your mother—making sure she’s fed, bathed, and cared for at that nursing home, even when she barely recognizes me anymore. And you’re standing there saying I need to be spanked like a child to behave properly?”

Robert’s jaw tightened, his own frustration rising. “I’m not saying that, Evelyn, and you know it,” he replied, his voice growing louder despite his usual composure. He believed Evelyn was unable to grasp the more abstract point he was making, instead personalizing it. “I’m merely echoing the article’s perspective—that a man’s authority in the home has its merits. You’re taking this far too personally. I only meant that a little discipline might not be the worst idea for some households.”

The air in the room grew thick, the crooning from the radio a jarring contrast to the tension between them. Evelyn’s eyes blazed as she stepped back, her voice low and trembling. “If that’s truly what you think of me—if you believe I’m someone who needs ‘discipline’ to know her place—then I don’t belong here. I won’t stay in a marriage where my own husband respects me so little.”

Robert’s face reddened, his composure fraying as he stood and raised a hand, not in threat but in exasperation. “Evelyn, you’re blowing this out of proportion! Maybe you do need a trip over my knee to settle you down!” The words tumbled out before he could stop them, and he froze, realizing the line he’d crossed.

Evelyn’s eyes widened, her breath catching as if she’d been slapped. For a moment, the room was silent save for Perry Como’s voice drifting through the air. Then her expression hardened, and she pointed a trembling finger at him. “How dare you, Robert Harper? Thirty years of marriage, and this is what you think of me? That I’m some child to be disciplined? I’ve given you everything—my youth, my love, my loyalty—and you stand there threatening to beat me?” She turned sharply, heading for the hall closet.

Robert followed her, his voice tinged with panic as he realized the depth of her anger. “Evelyn, wait! I didn’t mean it like that. I was frustrated, that’s all. Come back and let’s talk this through like adults.”

She pulled her light jacket from the hanger and grabbed her handbag, her movements jerky with emotion. Robert’s heart sank as he realized her intent. “Evelyn, where are you going?” he asked, his voice tinged with alarm.

“I’m leaving,” she said. “I’ll go to my sister’s in Akron. You can figure out how to manage your mother’s care on your own.”

The weight of her words hit Robert like a freight train. He stood frozen for a moment, watching as she buttoned her coat with trembling hands. He hadn’t meant to hurt her—not like this. He’d only been considering the article’s idea, not thinking about what it implied about their marriage, about her. The thought of Evelyn leaving, of facing his mother’s care alone, of losing the woman who’d been his partner through decades of life’s ups and downs, of managing the household duties himself, filled him with dread.

“Evelyn, please, wait!” he called, rushing to her side and gently grasping her arm. She pulled away, but he stepped in front of her, his hands raised in surrender. “Don’t go. I didn’t mean it—I swear I didn’t mean it.”

She glared at him, her face livid with anger. “You said it, Robert. How am I supposed to trust you now?”

Robert’s polished demeanor crumbling as his voice broke with desperation. “I’m so sorry, Evelyn. I was a fool—an utter fool. I don’t think that way about you, not for a moment. You’re my partner, my rock, the heart of this home. I don’t want to ‘discipline’ you—I can’t believe I even entertained the idea. That article clouded my judgment, and I spoke without thinking. I love you, darling. I need you.”

Evelyn paused, her hand on the doorknob, her green eyes blazing. She turned to face him, her expression a mix of hurt and resolve. “I’ll stay, Robert,” she said, her voice steady despite the tremor in it. “But on one condition. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. If you think spanking is such a fine way to ‘maintain order,’ then I’ll be the one maintaining order regarding this fool idea, and you’ll go across my knee for a good spanking—right now.”

Robert blinked, his mouth opening and closing as he processed her words. The idea of Evelyn—his poised, nurturing wife—spanking him like a misbehaving child was so absurd, so utterly humiliating, that he almost laughed. But the look in her eyes told him she was deadly serious. He adjusted his glasses, his face flushing a deep red. “Evelyn, you c…can’t be serious,” he stammered, his usual eloquence faltering. “I’m a grown man. You can’t possibly—”

“Oh, I can, and I will,” she interrupted, wagging her finger at him, her tone firm. She crossed her arms as she stared him down. “You thought it was perfectly reasonable for a husband to spank his wife to ‘keep her in line.’ So why shouldn’t I do the same to you? You’ve behaved abysmally today, Robert Harper, and if that’s how you want to speak to me, then you’ll take your medicine. The full dose, mind you, before we put this behind us.”

Robert’s mind raced. He could see the hurt in her eyes, the betrayal she felt at his careless words. He’d brought this on himself, hadn’t he? By entertaining that ridiculous article, by implying she needed discipline, he’d undermined the partnership they’d built over thirty years. And now, here she was, turning the tables on him—not out of cruelty, but to make a point. He swallowed hard, his pride warring with his love for her. If keeping her from walking out that door meant enduring this, he’d do it.

“Alright,” he said finally, his voice barely above a whisper, trying to muster some dignity as he met her gaze. “If this is what you need to forgive me, Evelyn, then I’ll do it.”

Evelyn slipped off her jacket and tossed it onto the hall rack, then walked back into the living room, pulling a straight-backed chair from the dining set into the center of the room. Sitting down, she smoothed her skirt and looked at him with a steely determination. “Lower your trousers, Robert,” she said, her voice calm but unyielding. “If we’re doing this, we’re doing it properly.”

Robert’s face turned an even deeper shade of red, his hands hesitating at his belt. “Evelyn, really—this is too much,” he grumbled, his voice low and gruff with embarrassment. But her unwavering gaze left no room for argument. With a sigh, he unbuckled his belt, clasp, and zipper; and let his trousers drop to his ankles, revealing his white cotton undershorts. He felt utterly ridiculous, standing there in his underpants, shirt and socks, his dignity in tatters.

“Now, over my knee,” Evelyn said, patting her lap. Robert shuffled forward, his trousers hobbling him as he approached. Evelyn took his glasses off and set them aside. Awkwardly, he lowered himself across her lap, his long legs dangling, his hands braced against the floor. The position was absurd, and he felt like a fool—a grown man, an accountant of all things, bent over his wife’s knee like a naughty schoolboy.

Evelyn adjusted her position, placing one hand on his back to steady him. Then, with a swift motion, she raised his shirttails and tugged his undershorts down to his thighs, exposing his bare skin to the cool air of the room. Robert’s breath hitched, a wave of humiliation washing over him. He felt completely foolish now, vulnerable in a way he hadn’t since he was a child himself. “Evelyn, please,” he muttered, his voice muffled against the arm of the chair.

“No, Robert,” she said firmly, her hand resting on his bare bottom for a moment before delivering the first sharp swat. The sting was immediate, and he flinched, his pride smarting as much as his backside. Evelyn didn’t hold back, her hand coming down harder with each strike, the sound echoing in the quiet room. Evelyn knew her way around a naughty bottom. She had always been the disciplinarian, her skilled hand correcting their children’s tantrums and disobedience as they grew up. Now, as her practiced hand stung his rear, Robert understood the humbling weight of her authority. What a fool he’d been to suggest he should be her disciplinarian. She continued relentlessly, her pace steady and punishing, each smack a testament to her anger and resolve.

Evelyn’s voice cut through the rhythmic smacks, sharp and scolding. “Robert Harper,” smack, “you thought husbands should spank their wives to ‘keep them in line,’?” she said, her words laced with indignation as her hand came down again. “You stood there,” smack, “quoting that ridiculous article, thinking such a thing? Well, how do you like it the other way around, hmm?” Smack.

Robert flinched with each swat, his long legs dangling helplessly, toes barely brushing the floor, the pain and her words intertwining to drive home his error. His face grew hotter, his pride crumbling under her skilled hand and biting scolding. “I… I was wrong, Evelyn,” he stammered, his voice hoarse, the vulnerability of his position, bare, chastened, making his admission raw.

But Evelyn wasn’t done. Her hand kept its steady rhythm, each smack punctuating her point. “Wrong? Oh, you were more than wrong,” smack. “You thought I needed ‘discipline’ to know my place. So tell me, Robert,” smack, “who’s the little wife now, bent over a knee, learning a lesson?” Smack. “Is it me, the one you thought needed ‘discipline’? Or is it you, bent over my knee, doing as you’re told like an obedient little wife?” She punctuated her words with another series of sharp smacks, her hand unrelenting as his skin turned a deep pink. “You thought I should be the one to behave, didn’t you? To know my place, to do as I’m told? Well, how does it feel now, hmm? To be the little lady who’s learning her lesson?”

The questions hit like a blow, and Robert’s breath caught, his embarrassment surging. The image she painted—him as the “little wife,” stripped of authority, disciplined as he’d foolishly suggested she should be—was mortifying. Before he could respond, Evelyn’s tone hardened, her hand pausing briefly. “You need to feel the weight of your foolishness, Robert.” With that, she intensified the spanking, her swats coming faster and harder, each one landing with a sharper sting that made him gasp and squirm, his dangling legs kicking involuntarily.

Robert clenched his jaw, the humiliation burning hotter than the spanking itself. His face was flushed, and he felt utterly emasculated, stripped of every ounce of the authority he’d once thought was his by right. “Evelyn, I’m sorry,” he managed, his voice thick with emotion as he gripped the chair leg for support, the sting intensifying with each strike. “I was wrong—I see that now.”

But Evelyn still wasn’t done. She continued the spanking, her hand coming down harder still, if that was even possible, her teasing relentless. “Oh, you’ll see, alright,” she said, her voice sharp as she delivered another barrage of swats. “You’ll see what it’s like to be the ‘obedient wife’ you wanted me to be. How does it feel, Robert, to be the little lady who needs to be kept in line? To do as she’s told without a peep?” She kept going, her hand a blur as the spanking stretched on, each smack a pointed reminder of the hurt he’d caused her.

By the time she finally stopped, Robert was breathless, his backside a fiery red, his pride in tatters. The physical pain was equal to the shame he felt—not just from the spanking, but from the realization of how deeply he’d wounded her. “I’m so sorry, Evelyn,” he said, his voice raw as she helped him up. He stood, hastily pulling up his undershorts and trousers, his face red, his entire sense of self shaken to its core.

Evelyn wiped the sweat from her brow with the back of her hand, her expression a mix of satisfaction and lingering hurt. “I hope you’re beginning to understand now,” she said quietly. “I’m not your subordinate, Robert. I’m your wife. We’re equals in this marriage, and I won’t be treated otherwise.”

She pointed to the corner of the living room, near the radio, her voice firm. “Go stand in the corner, Robert. Nose to the wall, hands on your head. I’m going to my library committee meeting—I’ll be back in about two hours, maybe sooner. And when I walk through that door, you’d better be right here, just as you are, or you’ll get a good leathering. Do you understand?”

Robert’s stomach dropped, his humiliation complete. She had always put the children in the corner after their spankings. He should have expected no less. He nodded mutely, shuffling to the corner like a chastised child, his dignity nonexistent. He pressed his nose to the wall, his hands trembling as they rose to his head, the reality of his situation sinking in.

Evelyn considered him for a moment, her green eyes narrowing, then strode over with purpose, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood floor. Robert flinched at the sound but didn’t turn, his breath catching as she stopped behind him.

Without a word, Evelyn again unfastened his pants and tugged them down to his ankles, revealing his white cotton undershorts. Before he could protest, she hooked her fingers into the waistband and yanked them down too, leaving his bare, still-reddened skin exposed to the cool air. Robert gasped, his hands twitching as if to cover himself, but he froze when she spoke, her voice low and edged with irony.

“I think this little lady needs some humbling quiet time to adjust her attitude,” she said, grabbing his shirttails and tucking them neatly into its collar, ensuring he was fully exposed from ankles to shoulder blades. The humiliation was palpable. The children had never been subjected to this! He, a 53-year-old accountant, standing in the corner like some misbehaved wife of yore, his entire backside bare, his dignity in tatters.

“Evelyn, please,” he muttered, his voice muffled against the wall, his face burning with shame.

“Not a word,” she snapped, stepping back to survey her work. “You’ll stand there just like that until I’m back. I’ll have decided by then if you need more, or if we can put this behind us. I’m leaning towards more, just so you know.”

Robert nodded mutely, his entire body trembling with the weight of his predicament. Satisfied, Evelyn went back to the front hall, pulling her jacket from the rack and grabbing her handbag. She glanced back at him one last time. She was still outraged and angry. He needed to feel this, to understand the depth of her hurt.

“Don’t you dare move an inch while I’m gone, for any reason whatsoever, or you will be leathered.” With that, she stepped out into the warm afternoon air, the screen door creaking shut behind her.

With Evelyn gone, he felt especially foolish. Preposterous, even. Every instinct urged him to pull up his pants, to reclaim some shred of dignity and go about his day. He could retreat to his armchair, flip through the paper, relax before Evelyn returned. The idea was almost irresistible. But what if she came back early? Evelyn had said two hours, but she’d been known to cut meetings short if the committee wrapped up quickly or if she forgot something at home.

His mind churned with compromises. Maybe he could pull his trousers up for an hour, stretch his legs, then return to the corner before she got back? He glanced at the mantel clock: 3:05 PM. If she was gone until five, he had time. But the thought of her catching him out of position made his stomach knot. No, he’d stay put, humiliating as it was.

Her voice echoed in his mind—“You’d better be right here, just as you are, or you’ll get a good leathering.”—and it sent a chill through him.

He knew her threat of a leathering was not idle. They both knew exactly where the strap was stored: a dusty box in their basement, a relic from Evelyn’s childhood home, kept after her parents had passed on. He’d seen it years ago when they’d packed it: a thick, worn piece of leather, dark and heavy, its surface marked by years of use. His mind fixated on it, conjuring a vivid, humiliating scene: himself, bent over the back of the living room sofa, trousers and undershorts at his ankles, his bare buttocks raised high, exposed and vulnerable to the strap’s searing bite. Evelyn had been on the receiving end many times during her childhood but had never produced the strap for their children. Yet he did not doubt her capacity to produce it now.

He couldn’t risk moving out of position. Despite not yet having cause to use it, Evelyn knew very well how to leather due to her own bitter childhood experiences. And that’s when it came to him. Knowing Evelyn’s own history with domestic discipline—her strict father’s unyielding strap—he’d been a fool to even bring up that damned letter to Abby. It’s no wonder she’d personalized it so and reacted as strongly as she did.

The clock on the mantel ticked on, marking nearly an hour since Evelyn had left. His arms were tired, his fingers tingling, but the fear of that leathering kept him rooted in place. His legs ached, and the wallpaper’s delicate pattern blurred as he tried to distract himself. He thought of Evelyn—the way she’d always managed their home with quiet strength, supported him through lean years, and cared for his ailing mother without complaint. He’d taken her for granted. Today’s argument, sparked by that idiotic “Dear Abby” article, had laid bare his folly. He’d underestimated her, and now he was paying dearly.

Evelyn’s parting words that she was “leaning towards more” also echoed in his head, gnawing at him. More? What could she mean? Surely not a leathering. Not if he stayed right here, nose to the wall, hands on his head, bare, as she’d ordered. He’d complied, hadn’t he? Every humiliating second of standing here, exposed and chastened, was proof of his obedience. What else could “more” entail?

Might “more” mean something else entirely—something to drive her point deeper, to ensure he never forgot this day? His stomach twisted at the thought. Was she planning to impose some new rule or ritual to “maintain order” in their home, as he’d so foolishly suggested? Or—his face flushed hotter—could she mean something even more humbling, something to cement his role as the “little lady” she’d mocked him as? Was she planning to push this further? To make him wear his shame in some tangible way? He recalled a story from her childhood. Her mother, after a particularly defiant act, had made Evelyn wear a frilly apron for a week, a constant reminder to “know her place.” Could Evelyn be plotting something similar? Forcing him to don one of her aprons, to perform “wifely” duties while she watched, spanking him if he faltered, her point made crystal clear? The thought made his face burn. He’d never live it down.

The sudden bang of the screen door shattered his thoughts. Evelyn must have returned early! Thank the Gods he had maintained position! Footsteps clattered in the hall, and a familiar voice called out. Horrifyingly it was not Evelyn’s!

“Evelyn! It’s Betty! I just need to borrow your blender for the cake batter—my old one’s acting up again!”

Robert’s heart pounded so hard he thought it might burst. His bare backside, still stinging from Evelyn’s hand, felt like a beacon of shame in the sunlit room. He pressed his nose harder into the corner, hands trembling on his head. He contemplated quickly pulling his pants up and moving from the corner, but then he thought better of it. Betty would recount finding him out of position to Evelyn, and Betty or no Betty, he’d be leathered for sure! So, he stood there whimpering, every muscle taut, just praying Betty wouldn’t notice him.

The footsteps stopped dead in the living room doorway, followed by a sharp gasp. “Well, good gracious, Robert Harper!” Betty’s voice was equal parts shock and delight. Robert squeezed his eyes shut, praying he could vanish, but her next words dashed that hope. “What in the world’s got you parked in the corner with that little red caboose out for all to see? And where’s Evelyn got to?”

His face burned hotter than his backside, and he pressed his nose harder against the wall, as if it could shield him from her gaze. Betty’s smirk was practically audible, her tone dripping with mischief. He could imagine her standing there, gray curls bobbing, one hand on her hip, her eyes twinkling as she took in the scene—his shirttails tucked up, trousers and undershorts at his ankles. The humiliation was excruciating.

“Betty, please,” he croaked, his voice barely audible, muffled against the wallpaper. “Evelyn’s out at library committee. She left me like this. It’s… private. Just go.”

“Private?” Betty laughed, a warm, teasing sound that made his stomach twist. He heard her step into the room, her heels clicking as she moved closer. “Honey, the front door’s open like an invitation, you’re standing in your living room with your britches down, and your behind is as red as a ripe tomato. That’s about as public as it gets!” She paused, and he could feel her eyes on him, appraising. “Evelyn must’ve been fit to be tied. That’s a fine spanking she gave you. What’d you do, Robert? Smart off one too many times?”

He clenched his jaw, his hands trembling on his head. Admitting the truth—that he’d foolishly backed a newspaper article about wife-spanking, igniting Evelyn’s fury—was unthinkable, especially to Betty, whose love of gossip was matched only by her knack for storytelling. “It’s between us,” he muttered, his voice tight. “Please, just take the blender and go.”

“Oh, I’ll get it,” Betty said, her voice singsong as she crossed into the kitchen. He heard the cabinet door creak open, the clink of appliances being shifted, and then her triumphant, “Aha, there it is!” But she didn’t leave. Instead, her footsteps returned to the living room, and he sensed her lingering, the blender in hand. “You know, Robert,” she said, her tone sly, “I’m not one to spread tales… but this? This is just too good. I might have to share it with a few close friends. You know, just the girls who’d appreciate a good laugh.”

Robert’s heart sank, his humiliation now laced with panic. Betty’s “close friends” were the heart of the neighborhood grapevine; a story like this would be all over the suburb by Sunday brunch. “Betty, no,” he said, his voice cracking with desperation. “Please. It’s… it’s not what you think. Don’t say anything.”

She chuckled again, softer this time, but no less mischievous. “We’ll see...” She paused, letting the threat hang in the air. But then she tilted her head, a new thought coming to her. “But do tell, Robert, what exactly did Evelyn threaten to keep you standing there like a naughty schoolboy, even with me barging in?” Her voice was thick with delight. “Come on, spill it. What’s got you so scared you didn’t even twitch when I walked in? Evelyn lay down the law, didn’t she?”

He swallowed hard, the word leathering flashing through his mind like a warning siren. “She said… if I move from this spot before she’s back, she’ll leather me with the strap,” he admitted, voice barely audible. “The one from her childhood. And I believe her.”

Betty’s laughter erupted, loud and unrestrained. “Oh, Robert, you’re in deep! That strap? I saw it last summer when Evelyn was sorting her papa’s things—long, thick, mean, and just waiting for trouble. She showed it to me, all dusty in that basement box, and I told her I’d have run screaming if my mama or papa ever held that over me!” She slapped her thigh, the blender wobbling. “No wonder you’re glued to that corner. I’d be standing there bare as a jaybird too if Evelyn threatened me with a leathering with that beast of a strap!”

“Betty, for God’s sake,” Robert muttered, pressing his face harder into the wall, the faint must of old paint filling his nose.

“So come on, Robert, you have no secrets now. You said something to set her off, didn’t you? What was it? Come on, fess up. What’d you do to land yourself in this pickle?”

His jaw clenched, the truth too mortifying to share, but Betty’s relentless teasing and the threat of her gossip forced his hand. “It was that ‘Dear Abby’ column,” he said, voice tight. “The one about wife-spanking. I… brought it up. Said something stupid. She thought I meant her.”

Betty’s gasp was pure delight, followed by another peal of laughter. “Oh, Robert, you didn’t! To Evelyn? With her childhood history? No wonder she’s got you parked here with your pants down! I’d have tanned your hide myself for that nonsense!” She paused, her voice turning conspiratorial. “And let me guess—she flipped it on you, said if anyone’s getting spanked, it’s the fool who thought that article made sense?”

“Something like that,” Robert said, his pride in tatters.

“Well, you’d best mind your manners with Evelyn from now on. Looks like she’s got you well under her thumb by the looks of it.” With a final laugh, she headed for the door, the blender tucked under her arm. “Tell Evelyn I’ll return this later today. And you stay out of trouble in your corner, you hear? You obey your wife.” The screen door banged shut, and the sound of her walking away was a merciful reprieve.

The humiliation was excruciating. The thought of all the neighborhood gossips chuckling over his “little red caboose” at their next coffee klatch was a nightmare he couldn’t escape. Robert Harper, a respected accountant, a man of dignity, reduced to a spectacle. All because of that damned “Dear Abby” article and his own careless words.

His body screamed for relief. He wanted to pull up his pants, to restore some shred of dignity and collapse into his armchair. But defiance was unthinkable. The mantel clock ticked mercilessly, its hands crawling past 4:30, then 4:45, then 5:00. His legs burned; his lower back cramped. How could Evelyn have left him so vulnerable?

By 5:15 PM, well past the two hours Evelyn had promised, Robert’s patience was fraying. His anger simmered, fueled by the ache in his body and the sting of his wounded pride. She’d stripped him of his dignity, left him exposed for their neighbor to see, and now she was late, letting him stew in his shame. The faint sound of the Buick pulling into the driveway snapped him out of his thoughts, and his heart leapt—relief, but also a growing fury. Evelyn’s heels clicked up the porch steps, and the screen door creaked open.

She stepped into the front hallway, setting her purse on the sideboard with a soft thud. The rustle of her jacket being hung up followed, and then Robert felt her eyes on him as she entered the living room: nose to the wall, trousers and undershorts at his ankles, shirttails tucked up, his bare bottom a testament to his obedience. He dared not turn, not without her permission, but his shoulders tensed, his hands clenching on his head.

“Well, Robert,” Evelyn said, her voice calm but tinged with amusement, “you’ve been a good boy, staying put. Not wanting to risk that leathering, I suppose? Wise of you. I trust you’ve had time to think.”

His anger boiled over, her casual tone like a match to kindling. Still facing the corner, not daring to release himself, he snapped, “Evelyn, do you have any idea what you’ve done?” His voice trembled with fury, muffled against the wallpaper. “Betty Thompson saw me like this! She barged in to borrow your blasted blender and caught me here, half-naked, like some fool! She’s probably telling the whole neighborhood by now!”

Evelyn let out a soft laugh, unfazed, which only stoked his rage. “Oh, I know,” she said, her tone sanguine, almost breezy. “I ran into Betty as I was leaving the library. She told me she’d stopped by and… well, she found the situation quite entertaining. And, yes, she is quite the town gossip,” Evelyn confirmed with a lilt.

Still facing the corner, his body rigid with anger, he stomped his foot hard against the hardwood floor, the sound sharp and petulant, like a child throwing a tantrum. His trousers, tangled at his ankles, shifted slightly, adding to his indignity. He stomped again, his voice rising. “This isn’t fair! You’ve humiliated me, Evelyn! You’ve turned me into a joke, and you don’t even care!”

Evelyn’s amusement faded, her green eyes narrowing as she crossed the living room, her heels clicking with purpose. She stopped behind Robert. His petulant stomping and raised voice had shifted the air, and her tone, when she spoke, was steel wrapped in velvet.

“Robert Harper,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “if you didn’t like Betty seeing you like this, you’re certainly not going to like what’s about to happen.”

Robert froze, his hands trembling on his head. “What?” he croaked, his voice muffled, dread creeping into his chest.

“I was ready to let this go, Robert. I truly was. I thought that one private spanking and this corner time would settle things between us. But then I went to my library committee meeting, and the ladies brought up that ‘Dear Abby’ letter, quite spontaneously. They were appalled by it, tearing into the idea that any man could think spanking his wife was acceptable. Now, I didn’t say a word at first. I just listened as they talked, my face burning with shame because I knew what you’d said about it. They went on about how disgusting the idea was, and then they mentioned their husbands. Each one was just as horrified by that letter, calling it a disgrace to any man who respects his wife.”

“Evelyn… you didn’t…”

“Oh, I did,” she replied, her voice cold. “I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I was so ashamed, Robert, recounting how you’d brought up that letter, how you’d defended it. The words stuck in my throat, but I told them everything—how you’d implied I might need ‘discipline,’ how I’d turned the tables and spanked you, and how you’re standing here now, bare-bottomed in the corner under penalty of papa’s strap. Their jaws dropped, but their eyes lit up with something else—agreement. They thought you deserved every bit of it.”

Robert’s breath caught, his hands twitching on his head. “You told them… all of it?” he croaked, the humiliation so acute he could barely think.

“Every word,” she said, unyielding. “And that’s when I made up my mind, Robert. You’re not just going to stand there and feel sorry for yourself. You need to really learn what it means to respect your wife, to treat her as an equal. Since you thought spanking was such a fine idea, you’ll get a proper lesson—not just from me, but from the ladies who agree you’ve earned it.”

His knees nearly buckled, the room spinning as her words sank in. “The ladies?” he whispered, voice breaking. “Evelyn, you can’t—”

“I can,” she interrupted, her tone like iron. “I asked Doris, Marge, and Clara if they’d help with a second round, and they were positively enthusiastic about putting you across their knees. And then, as we were leaving the library, we ran into Betty on the street. She mentioned stopping by earlier, catching you… well, as you are. I told her what was happening, and she offered to join us. They’ve all gone home to fetch a few… necessaries, and they’ll be here any moment.”

Robert’s heart pounded, his breath shallow against the wallpaper as Evelyn’s words sank in. Doris, Marge, Clara, and Betty—four neighborhood women, each a fixture in their quiet Cleveland suburb—were coming to their home to join in his punishment? To spank him? The humiliation of Betty’s earlier visit paled beside this nightmare. His mind spun with images of their stern faces, their laughter, their judgment, and a desperate, primal urge to escape surged through him.

He shifted, his hands twitching on his head, and took a tentative step from the corner, his trousers and undershorts still tangled at his ankles. Evelyn’s head snapped toward him, her green eyes blazing with unyielding resolve.

“Robert Harper,” she said, her voice low and sharp as a whip, “get your nose back to that wall this instant, hands on your head, unless you’d like a leathering with that strap on top of everything else.” She pointed to the corner, her posture rigid, her tone leaving no room for defiance. “Do not test me. I told you there would likely be more, and now there is.”

Robert froze, his face flushing hotter than his stinging skin. He turned back to the corner, pressing his nose hard against the wallpaper, his hands trembling as they returned to his head. His legs ached, his pride in tatters, but the fear of that leathering rooted him in place.

“Evelyn, please,” he whimpered, his voice muffled, cracking with desperation. “Don’t do this. I’m begging you—don’t let them come here. I’ll do anything, anything you want! Call it off, please!” His words spilled out, raw and frantic, as he stood rigid, not daring to move again. “I’m sorry, so sorry. I was wrong—completely wrong. I’ll never mention that article again, never! I can’t face them, Evelyn, not like this. I’m begging, as your husband. I love you. I’ll do anything—clean the house, take over your duties, wear an apron, anything! Just don’t let them see me like this.”

Evelyn’s eyes flickered, a fleeting trace of pity crossing her face, but it vanished, replaced by steely resolve. “You don’t get to decide the consequences,” she said quietly.

Before Robert could respond, the crunch of tires on gravel cut through the air, followed by the hum of engines. Robert’s breath caught, his hands shaking on his head as car doors slammed, each a hammer to his chest. Voices followed: Doris’s clipped tone, Marge’s hearty laugh, Clara’s soft murmur, and Betty’s cackle. They were here. His nightmare was real.

“No, no, no!” Robert wailed, his voice a desperate plea from the corner, his nose pressed so hard against the wall it hurt. “Evelyn, please! Call them off! Tell them to go! I’m sorry, so sorry! I’ll do anything—please, don’t let them in!” His words tumbled over each other, frantic, as he shook, his trousers a humiliating shackle at his ankles.

The doorbell chimed, a cheerful ding like a death knell. “Stay where you are,” Evelyn said, her voice steady. “You’ll face this, Robert, and maybe then you’ll understand what it means to respect your wife.”

The screen door creaked, followed by the murmur of voices. Robert’s head swivelled to the door. His heart plummeted as Betty appeared back in the doorway, a smirk on her lips. Behind her came the three women from Evelyn’s library committee, their faces a mix of amusement, curiosity, and stern resolve. Robert’s hands twitched on his head, desperate to cover his spanked buns, but Evelyn’s sharp voice stopped him.

“You stay right there and keep those hands right on that head, Robert Harper,” she commanded, her tone unyielding.

Mortified, he obeyed, his face burning as the women filed in, their eyes taking in his disheveled state—shirttails tucked up, trousers and undershorts at his ankles, his red backside on display. Betty chuckled, nudging Doris, who stifled a laugh. The others maintained composure, but their gazes were piercing.

“Please, Evelyn,” he whimpered, his voice a raw, broken whisper muffled against the wallpaper. “Oh, please. Don’t do this. I’m begging you—send them away.” His knees buckled slightly, and he squirmed, his red cheeks clenching as he tried to make himself smaller, less of a spectacle. The humiliation was a living thing, consuming him, gnawing at the core of his dignity. His feet, still hobbled by the trousers and undershorts pooled at his ankles, shuffled in a frantic, futile dance—left to right, right to left—each movement a clumsy plea for relief from the women’s gazes boring into his exposed backside.

Betty let out a delighted cackle. “My, my, Robert, you’re squirming like a worm on a hook! Look at that little dance of shame you’re doing!” She clapped her hands, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

Marge, a tall woman with a no-nonsense demeanor and a reputation for running her household with military precision, stepped forward, her arms crossed. Her dark hair was pulled into a tight bun, and her eyes glinted with a mix of amusement and authority. “Well, Robert,” she said, her voice rich with irony, “it seems Evelyn’s done quite the job on that backside of yours already. Red as a summer sunset, isn’t it? But from what she told us at the library, I’d say you’ve earned quite a bit more than that.” She tilted her head, appraising his exposed, stinging skin with a critical eye. “What do you think, ladies? Looks like there’s still plenty of room for a proper lesson.”

Clara, the quietest of the group, nodded slowly, her eyes narrowing as she studied Robert’s predicament. “That’s a well-spanked bottom, no question. But it’s not nearly contrite enough for my taste. A man who thinks his wife needs ‘discipline’ ought to know what it feels like to be on the receiving end—thoroughly.”

Doris, the youngest of the four at forty-five, with a sharp wit and a penchant for bold lipstick, let out a low whistle as she circled Robert, her heels clicking on the hardwood. “Would you look at that glow!” she said, her voice dripping with mock admiration. “But, honey, you’re not out of the woods yet. Not by a long shot. You’ve got four more of us to answer to, and we’re not here to knit doilies.”

Robert’s face burned hotter than ever, his breath shallow and ragged against the wallpaper. The women’s voices swirled around him, each comment a fresh stab at his already shattered pride. He pressed his nose harder into the corner, his hands trembling on his head, his trousers and undershorts a humiliating shackle at his ankles. “Please,” he whimpered, his voice barely audible, cracking with desperation. “Evelyn, I’m sorry. I’ve learned my lesson—truly. Don’t let them… don’t let them do this. I can’t take it.”

Evelyn, standing near the sideboard with her arms crossed, watched him with a mix of resolve and quiet satisfaction. “You thought spanking was a fine way to ‘maintain order,’ Robert,” she said, her tone calm but unyielding. “You brought this on yourself with that foolish article and your even more foolish words. These ladies are here because they agree you need to understand—really understand—what it means to respect your wife. And I’ve decided to let them help teach you that lesson, once and for all.”

Robert’s face burned hotter, his breath hitching as he wriggled again, his feet stuttering in their awkward shuffle. “Evelyn, please,” he begged, his voice cracking, barely audible over Betty’s laughter. “I’ve learned my lesson. I swear it. Don’t let them stay—don’t let them see me like this. Don’t let them… spank me.” His hips twisted, his body swaying as he tried to angle himself away from the women’s eyes, but the corner offered no escape. His bare skin, still red from Evelyn’s hand, felt like it glowed under their scrutiny.

Evelyn’s voice cut through the air, sharp and unyielding, halting Robert’s desperate pleas. “Stop that whining and squirming, Robert.” Before he could brace himself, she stepped over and delivered two resounding spanks—one to each cheek, the sharp cracks echoing in the room. The sting reignited the fire in his already tender skin, and he gasped, his body jerking forward on his toes, nose pressed harder against the wallpaper.

The women erupted in a mix of gasps and stifled laughter. Betty clapped her hands again, her voice gleeful. “Oh, Evelyn, you’ve got him singing a different tune now!” Doris’s giggle broke free, and Clara let out a soft chuckle. Marge’s stern nod suggested approval, her eyes glinting with satisfaction at the spectacle.

Robert’s humiliation reached a new depth, the fresh spanks amplifying his mortification. His bare cheeks burned, not just from the blows but from the knowledge that these women—neighbors, friends, pillars of their suburban community—were witnessing his utter degradation and would be contributing to his lesson.

Evelyn gestured to the coffee table. “I believe you each brought something useful?” The women smirked and began placing their items, each with a pointed remark.

Betty set down a handheld spanking paddle, her voice mischievous. “For the man who thinks wives need a firm hand—let’s see how he likes it turned on him. This paddle has polished many a backside, and it’ll do fine for him.”

Doris placed a short leather strap, her tone dry. “Supporting wife-beating, Robert? You’ve earned a taste of your own medicine. A nice stout, short strap, perfect for naughty big boys’ backsides.”

Marge deposited a large wooden spoon. “A nice stout wooden spoon for the domestic abuser wannabe. Very wifely, don’t you think?”

Clara, with a sly smile, dropped pink satin panties and a matching bra on the table. “Since you think wives should be obedient little ladies, maybe you need a reminder of that role dressed in a pretty bra and panty set.”

Robert’s stomach churned, his head twisted as he looked at the coffee table in disbelief, his humiliation deepening as the items and words painted a vivid picture. Evelyn stepped forward, her voice clear. “Robert, the ladies and I discussed that deplorable letter at the meeting. Every husband read it—all thought it was nonsense, a relic of a bygone era, except you. You found it ‘interesting.’ You thought it had ‘merit.’ So, Robert, do you think we should be beaten? Should we, as wives, be spanked by our husbands to keep us in line?”

Silence fell, the question heavy. Robert’s throat tightened, knowing no answer would spare him. “No, Evelyn,” he whispered. “I was wrong—terribly wrong.”

Evelyn’s lips pursed. “A start. But you’ll prove you understand. Step out of those clothes, Robert. We all agree with Clara that you’re going to dress properly for this lesson.”

His face burned, but her tone brooked no argument. He stepped out of the trousers and undershorts as Evelyn guided them away. She picked up the pink satin panties from the table, the fabric gleaming in the sunlight. “Step into these,” she said, crouching and holding them open for him.

Robert shook as he stepped into them, his back still to the room, the women’s eyes boring into him, the cool satin sliding over his stinging skin, the sensation both foreign and humiliating. Evelyn pulled them up his legs, pulling them up over his red bottom and crotch. She then reached for his shirt, restoring it then unbuttoning it swiftly and pulling it off his arms and shoulders, leaving him in just the panties. She retrieved the bra, slipping it over his arms and fastening it with deft fingers, adjusting the straps as the women watched, some smirking, others nodding approvingly.

Robert’s face burned hotter than his backside, the feeling of the bra pulling at his shoulders, the satin panties clinging to his skin. He pressed his nose harder against the wallpaper, wishing he could disappear, but Evelyn’s voice brought him back.

“Turn around, Robert,” she said, her tone calm but unyielding. “Face the ladies.”

His heart pounded. He turned slowly, the bra and panties gleaming in the sunlight. The coffee table stood before him, the paddle, strap, and spoon laid out like a tribunal’s tools. The women’s gazes were unrelenting, their expressions a mix of amusement and sternness, their laughter subsiding into eager anticipation.

Evelyn spoke, her presence commanding as she addressed Robert, her voice calm but unyielding. “Robert, these ladies are here because they’re as outraged as I am. That letter you found so ‘interesting’—it wasn’t just an attack on me, it was an attack on all of us. On every wife who’s ever worked tirelessly for her family, only to be told she needs a beating to ‘know her place.’ So today, you’re going to be the little wife you thought we should be. You’ll take your discipline, and you’ll do it with the humility you expected of us. You’ll learn what it feels like to be the little lady subject to that sort of discipline. Let’s see if that doesn’t cure you of your silly notions.”

As he was lectured, Robert stood there, his eyes fixed on the floor, his knees trembling so violently they threatened to give way. Tears welled in his eyes, blurring the hardwood beneath his feet, as the weight of his humiliation pressed down like a physical force. The women’s gazes bore into him, stripping away the last vestiges of his pride.

He swallowed hard, his throat tight, and forced the words out, his voice barely above a whisper, quivering with shame. “Evelyn… I’m so humiliated,” he said, his head bowing lower, the tears threatening to spill. “I—I didn’t mean for this… I never thought… Please, I can’t bear this.”

Evelyn tilted her head, her green eyes unyielding. “Yes, Robert,” she said, her voice low and deliberate. “A naughty little wife in her bra and panties, about to be disciplined, should feel humiliated. That’s the point, isn’t it? You wanted discipline in this house. You’re getting it.”

The tears Robert had been fighting broke free, a single drop escaping to trail down his cheek, hot against his flushed skin. His lips trembled, and he squeezed his eyes shut, as if he could block out the women’s stares, their soft chuckles, the weight of their judgment.

Clara, seated on the sofa with her hands folded neatly in her lap, leaned forward, her soft voice cutting through the tension with a deceptively gentle tone. “Oh, my,” she said, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile. “Are we going to see the waterworks now, Robert? A proper little lady, crying her eyes out before her discipline even begins?” Her words, though soft, carried a sting, and the other women murmured in agreement, their amusement palpable.

Robert’s breath hitched, and the dam broke. A sob escaped him, raw and ragged, his shoulders shaking as the tears flowed freely now. He covered his face with his hands, the gesture futile against the women’s scrutiny, his sobs muffled but unmistakable. “Please,” he gasped between cries, his voice thick with desperation. “I’m sorry… I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean it…” His words dissolved into another sob, his body trembling as he stood there, utterly broken.

Marge, ever the disciplinarian, shook her head, her voice firm but not unkind. “Tears won’t get you out of this, Robert. You’ve got a lesson to learn, and we’re here to make sure it sticks. Crying’s a start—it shows you’re feeling the weight of your foolishness—but it’s not enough. Not nearly enough.” She glanced at the coffee table, her eyes lingering on the wooden spoon, and Robert’s stomach twisted at the implication.

“Who’s first, ladies?” Evelyn asked, her green eyes scanning the group.

Betty, picking up the spanking paddle stepped forward with a sly grin. “I’ll take the first go,” she said, her voice thick with mischief. She slapped the paddle lightly against her palm, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “And isn’t our little wife looking mighty fetching,” she teased, her voice dripping with mischief. “All dolled up in her pretty panties and that lacy bra—why, you’re the picture of obedience and contrition now, aren’t you, Roberta?” The deliberate feminization of his name drew snickers from the others, and Robert’s face burned hotter, his jaw clenching, as his tears kept flowing. He began to say something, plead, but before he could…

“Don’t you dare speak,” Betty warned, wagging the paddle at him as she circled to his side. “A proper little wife knows not to speak unless spoken to. Isn’t that what you thought, hmm? That us ladies need a firm hand to keep us quiet and compliant?” She paused behind him, tapping the paddle against his satin-covered backside, making him flinch. “Let’s see how well you take to that role, little lady.”

Evelyn arched an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on her lips. “How do you want him, Betty?”

Betty’s grin widened as she corrected her, her tone sharp with intent. “How do I want her? Across my knee, naturally. The only place for a naughty little wife who needs her manners minded.” She strode to the straight-backed chair in the center of the living room, the one Evelyn had used earlier, and sat with a flourish.

Evelyn nodded, her expression one of steely approval. She crossed to Robert, who stood trembling and crying. Grasping his ear with a firm tug, she pulled him from his spot. “Come along, Roberta,” she said, her voice laced with irony. “Time for your first lesson in wifely obedience.”

“No, please, Evelyn! Not Betty—not like this!” he wailed, his voice a high-pitched plea, tears streaming down his face. He yanked back, his hands flailing to clutch at her wrist, his body curling like a whipped puppy desperate to flee. “I’m begging you! Paddle me yourself—don’t let her!” The pink panties and bra amplified his shame.

Evelyn’s green eyes blazed, her grip tightening as she tugged harder, stretching his ear comically, like a cartoon character’s. “Enough of this nonsense, Roberta!” she snapped, the feminized name dripping with irony. “You wanted discipline? You’re getting it!” With a sharp yank, she pulled him forward, his bare feet slipping on the hardwood floor.

Robert stumbled, his ear leading the charge as his body followed in a clumsy, almost slapstick tumble as his arms windmilled wildly. “Nooo!” he howled, his voice a mix of panic and despair, as he lurched forward, practically flying across the room. The women—Doris, Marge, and Clara—burst into laughter, their voices a gleeful chorus at the absurd spectacle.

Marge, arms crossed, smirked. “What a show, Roberta! All those tears, and you’re not even spanked yet. Get over Betty’s knee and take your medicine!”

Robert’s ear stretched further, his head tilted at a ridiculous angle as Evelyn dragged him toward Betty, who sat grinning in the straight-backed chair, paddle in hand. His feet scrabbled, and with one final, exaggerated pull, Evelyn released his ear. Momentum carried him forward, and he toppled headlong, sprawling across Betty’s lap with a thud that sent the chair creaking. His satin-covered backside jutted up, the panties stretched tight, his long legs flopping like a ragdoll’s, toes barely grazing the floor.

The room erupted in laughter, the women clutching their sides as Robert’s sobs mingled with humiliated whimpers. “Oh, Roberta, what an entrance!” Betty crowed, slapping the paddle against her palm with a sharp crack that made him flinch. “Tumbling right into place like a proper little wife, and bawling already! Well, I’ll give you something to really cry about, little lady, don’t you worry!” Her gray curls bobbed as she adjusted him, his body sliding awkwardly, the bra straps slipping slightly as he squirmed.

“Please, Betty, no!” Robert sobbed, his voice muffled against the chair, his hands gripping its legs as if they could anchor him. “I’m sorry! I can’t take it—please, don’t!” His legs kicked feebly as his tears pooled on the floor.

Doris leaned forward, her lipstick-framed grin wide. “Listen to her beg! I’ll bet Betty’s gonna make those tears really flow now!”

Marge nodded, her stern demeanor cracking with a smirk. “Keep crying, Roberta. You’ve earned this, and then some.”

Betty adjusted him with firm hands, positioning his hips just right and rested the paddle on his pantied bum. Her sturdy thighs pressed against his stomach, her paddle poised menacingly on his upturned backside. Dressed in humiliating feminine finery, poised for a wife’s paddling at the hands of the neighborhood gossip, Robert’s shame enveloped him. He felt every ounce the demure, disciplined disgrace he’d once foolishly thought women should endure.

But rather than crack the paddle down, Betty looked up at Evelyn, her tone deferential but tinged with excitement. “Evelyn, dear, may I lower her panties? A disrespectful, disobedient wife like Roberta ought to have her discipline on the bare, don’t you think? It’s only proper.”

Evelyn’s lips curved into a sly smile, her green eyes glinting with authority. She crossed her arms, standing tall as she replied, “Betty, you’re the husband for now, so you should do as you see fit with your naughty little wife. If you think she needs her panties down to learn her lesson, then by all means, go ahead. I doubt he’d have done differently were the roles reversed.”

The women murmured their approval, Doris stifling a chuckle, Marge nodding with a smirk. Robert’s stomach dropped as Betty’s fingers hooked into the waistband of his pink satin panties.

Oh, no! No, please!” he begged.

With a slow, deliberate tug, Betty pulled his panties down to his thighs, exposing his already-reddened backside to the cool air and the eager gazes of the group. A ripple of amused titters filled the room.

Betty ran her hand lightly over Robert’s bare skin, her touch teasingly gentle before she lifted the paddle. “Now, Roberta,” she said, her tone mock-serious, “you thought wives needed a firm hand to keep them in line, didn’t you? Let’s see how you like being the little wife who needs her behavior corrected.” She raised the paddle, its wood gleaming, and brought it down with a sharp crack across his exposed backside.

Robert gasped, the sting sharp and immediate, far more intense than Evelyn’s hand. His body jerked, but Betty’s firm grip on his waist held him steady. “No squirming, young lady,” she scolded, landing another firm swat, the sound echoing in the sunlit room. “A proper wife takes her punishment quietly, with grace. Isn’t that what you believed?”

The paddle descended again and again, each strike precise and stinging, building on the heat Evelyn had kindled. Robert’s tears flowed freely, his hands gripping the chair legs for support. The humiliation burned as fiercely as the pain—draped over Betty’s knee, his bare bottom on display for the women’s amusement. Their soft laughter and comments—“Look at her wiggle!” “Such a naughty little wife!”—cut deeper than the paddle.

Clara, leaning against the sideboard with a sly smile, tilted her head, her eyes fixed on Betty’s precise, practiced swings. “Goodness, Betty,” she said, her voice laced with admiration, “you handle that paddle like a professional. One might think you do this every day!”

Betty paused, the paddle resting on Robert’s burning skin, and let out a hearty laugh. She glanced at Clara, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Well, with three teenage girls at home, I get plenty of practice, let me tell you! Those girls keep me on my toes, and this paddle’s seen more than its fair share of sassy female backsides.” She gave Robert’s exposed bottom a couple of playful pats with the paddle, making him flinch. “Roberta here’s just getting the benefit of my well-honed skills.”

The women erupted in laughter, Doris shaking her head with a grin, Marge clapping her hands in delight. Evelyn, standing with her arms crossed, allowed a small smile, her green eyes glinting with satisfaction. Robert’s face burned hotter than his backside, the thought of being disciplined by a woman who honed her craft on her own daughters adding a fresh layer of mortification. His pride, already in tatters, seemed to crumble further under the weight of Betty’s casual expertise.

“Now, Roberta,” Betty said, her tone mock-serious as she raised the paddle again, “since you’re getting my best work, let’s make this a paddling to remember. A naughty little wife like you, thinking wives need spanking to keep them in line—well, you’re going to learn your lesson properly.” She adjusted her grip, her posture steady, and brought the paddle down with a forceful crack that echoed like a gunshot.

Robert gasped, the sting searing, deeper than before, and his body jolted involuntarily. Betty didn’t relent, her swings now harder and faster, each strike landing with a rhythmic precision that spoke to her years of practice. The paddle bit into his tender skin, each crack building on the last, the heat spreading like wildfire. “This is for every foolish word you spoke about that article,” she declared, her voice rising with each swat. “For thinking Evelyn needed ‘discipline.’ For taking her for granted!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! The paddle fell relentlessly, Betty’s arm a blur as she delivered a barrage of swats that left Robert breathless, his yelps escaping despite his efforts to stay silent. His legs kicked slightly, his toes scraping the hardwood floor, but Betty’s firm hand on his waist kept him pinned. “No squirming, young lady,” she scolded, landing another blistering swat. “A proper wife takes her medicine without a fuss. Isn’t that what you believed?”

The women watched, their amusement giving way to a quiet intensity as Betty’s paddling reached its peak. Doris nodded approvingly, the leather strap now in her hand, eagerly awaiting her turn, while Marge gripped her wooden spoon tighter, as if inspired by Betty’s vigor. Clara’s sly grin widened, and she whispered to Evelyn, “She’s giving him a tanning even those girls of hers would respect!” Evelyn’s expression remained composed, but her eyes betrayed a flicker of pride in her friend’s thoroughness.

Betty slowed her pace, delivering a final series of deliberate, heavy swats, each one punctuated by a stern admonition. “You’ll think twice before endorsing wife-beating again, won’t you, Roberta?” Crack! “You’ll respect Evelyn’s work, her love, her strength.” Crack! “And you’ll never forget what it feels like to be the helpless little wife over a knee!” Crack! The last swat landed with such force that Robert let out a choked sob, his body trembling, his pride utterly shattered.

Betty rested the paddle on his scorched backside, letting the sting settle as she caught her breath. “There now,” she said, her tone softening but still tinged with mockery. “That’s a paddling to remember, isn’t it, Roberta? My girls would be proud of their mama’s work.” She gave his bottom one last pair of light taps, drawing a flinch, before looking to Evelyn. “I think our little wife’s starting to understand her place. Are you sorry, Roberta?”

Robert managed a shaky, “I’m sorry… I was wrong…” His voice was raw, barely audible, the tears unabated, but the sincerity was unmistakable. The pain was excruciating, but the humiliation—being paddled by Betty, a seasoned disciplinarian of teenage girls, in front of Evelyn and her friends—was a wound that cut deeper.

Betty, with a satisfied hum, set the paddle aside and placed her hands on Robert’s hips, steadying him as he trembled across her lap. “Alright, Roberta, let’s get you decent—well, as decent as a naughty little wife like you can be,” she said, her voice dripping with mischief. With deliberate slowness, she hooked her fingers into the pink satin panties bunched at his thighs, pulling them up over his beaten buns, the fabric gliding torturously over his tender, paddle-reddened skin. Robert winced, the satin clinging to his stinging backside, each inch of movement amplifying the burn. Betty took her time, ensuring the panties settled snugly, the elastic snapping lightly against his hips.

As she adjusted the waistband, Betty’s hand moved with a casual, almost maternal efficiency, reaching under him, her touch brisk but gentle, tucking his deflated genitalia back into their satin confines. “There we go,” she murmured, her tone matter-of-fact, as if sparing him the embarrassment of full-frontal exposure was a routine courtesy. “No need to show the ladies everything, Roberta. Let’s keep a little mystery for our proper little wife, hmm?” Her words drew a soft chuckle from Clara, while Doris and Marge exchanged amused glances.

Robert’s face burned hotter than his backside, the fleeting touch and Betty’s teasing comment adding a fresh layer of mortification. The act, meant to preserve a shred of his dignity, only underscored his vulnerability—draped over her lap, his body manipulated like a doll’s. Betty’s firm pat on his now-covered bottom signaled the end of her task. “Up you get, sweetheart,” she said, helping him to his feet with a gentle push.

Robert stood unsteadily, his hands trembling at his sides. The women’s eyes followed him, their laughter subsiding into eager anticipation for the next phase of his lesson.

“Well done, Betty,” Evelyn said, her voice calm but authoritative. “You’ve given Roberta quite the introduction to her new role. Now, who wants to take over? Our little wife needs to feel the full weight of our disapproval.”

Doris, Marge, and Clara each delivered their lessons with precision, their implements—leather strap, wooden spoon, and firm hand—searing Robert’s tender backside. Doris’s strap cracked with stern authority, Marge’s spoon snapped swiftly across his skin, and Clara’s playful smacks, laced with quips about his “wifely charm,” left him breathless and humbled. Each stroke hammered home the folly of his earlier words, their collective scorn a sharp rebuke to his misguided support of that deplorable letter. After each spanking, his panties were humiliatingly restored, just as Betty had done, their probing female fingers ensuring there would be no inadvertent exposure as he was stood up for the next round.

Evelyn stepped forward last, her green eyes resolute as she picked up Betty’s spanking paddle from the coffee table, its polished wood gleaming. She positioned Robert in the center of the living room, facing the seated women. With a firm tug, she pulled down his pink satin panties to his ankles, exposing him fully to the ladies, obviating all their diligent attempts to keep his dangling genitalia covered. His hands immediately shot to his genitals to hide them. “This is to remind you to whom you belong,” she said, her voice calm but unyielding. She then instructed him to bend slightly, hands on his knees.

He bent slightly, hesitating, his hands still shielding his groin. His eyes darted to Evelyn, his voice a desperate, quivering whisper. “Please, Evelyn, may I keep my hands where they are?”

Evelyn’s green eyes narrowed, her lips curling into a cold smile as she stepped closer, the paddle in her hand. “Oh, Robert,” she said, her voice dripping with irony, “you’re to have no dignity in this. You’ll do exactly as you’re told, or you’ll be oiling my strap in your birthday suit while the ladies watch, and then I’ll leather the skin right off your behind. Do you understand?”

The women gasped, their amusement spiking at the vivid threat. Robert’s stomach twisted, the image of himself stark naked, oiling the thick leather strap under their scrutiny, followed by a merciless leathering, searing his mind. His hands shook violently, his breath hitching as the weight of the threat pressed down on him. With a choked whimper, he shakily moved his hands to his knees, revealing his quivering genitals to the room.

A ripple of delighted laughter erupted from the women, their glee palpable. Betty’s cackle was the loudest. “Well, look at that, ladies! Our little Roberta’s putting on quite the show!” Doris covered her mouth, her giggle breaking free, while Marge’s smirk widened, her eyes twinkling with mischief. Clara let out a soft, “Oh my,” her sly smile growing as she leaned forward, taking in the spectacle. Robert’s face burned hotter than his stinging backside, the exposure amplifying his humiliation to an unbearable degree, his body trembling as he bent further, his red backside thrust out, fully vulnerable.

“You thought I needed discipline, Robert?” Evelyn scolded, her voice sharp as she raised the paddle. “You thought wives should be spanked to know their place?” Crack! The paddle landed with a searing sting across his tender skin, and Robert yelped, his body jerking forward on his toes. His genitals, exposed and quivering, danced and twirled in a humiliating display, drawing a stifled giggle from Betty.

Evelyn’s scolding didn’t relent. “This is for taking my love for granted!” Crack! Another blistering swat struck, the sound echoing in the sunlit room. Robert’s yelp was louder, his legs trembling, his penis and testicles swaying wildly, a mortifying spectacle that made Doris smirk. “And this is for every wife you insulted with that deplorable letter!” Crack! The paddle bit deeper, the pain white-hot, and Robert’s choked cry rang out as his body lurched, his genitals twirling in a frantic, shameful dance.

“Stand still, Roberta!” Evelyn snapped, her tone laced with irony. Crack! The final swat landed with ferocious precision, wrenching a sob from Robert as his backside burned, his genitals flailing in one last, humiliating pirouette as his hands left his knees and hovered over his backside. The women’s eyes gleamed, their approval silent but palpable, as Evelyn lowered the paddle, her point made.

“Go on, rub it,” Evelyn said with a playful tone.

Obeying, Robert sheepishly began rubbing his fiery backside as his penis continued to dangle.

Clara leaned forward, smirking. “That’s it, Roberta, give that tush a good rub! Show us how a proper little lady handles her discipline!” Her words drew chuckles from Marge, who nodded, twirling her wooden spoon.

The women gathered their things, their teasing words lingering like a playful sting. “Keep rubbing, Roberta,” Betty winked, paddle back in hand. “Stay proper, little lady,” Doris smirked, while Clara and Marge blew kisses, murmuring, “Mind yourself, sweetheart.” Their laughter faded as they exited, the screen door creaking shut, leaving the living room hushed, save for Robert’s soft sniffles.

Evelyn guided him to the sofa, easing him into her lap. She cradled him, his head against her shoulder, her arms enveloping him as his tears soaked her blouse. “I’m so sorry, Evelyn,” he whispered, voice raw. “I was a fool. I’ll never think that way again.”

She stroked his hair, her touch tender yet firm. “We’re equals, Robert,” she said softly, her voice steady. “You’re my partner, not my master, and I’m not yours to command. Today showed you what it feels like to be diminished, and I believe you’ve learned.” She tilted his chin, meeting his eyes. “To close this, you’ll write a letter to Dear Abby, reflecting on your experience, and you’re to spare no detail. Do this well, and that’s the end—no more talk of spanking, not for you, not for me, not in this house. We move forward together.”

Robert nodded, his sobs easing, her words a path to redemption. The pain, the women’s laughter, the humiliating exposure—all paled against her love, her strength. He clung to her, heart full, vowing never to undervalue her again. As the sun dipped low, casting a golden glow across the room, they sat in quiet unity, the day’s weight lifting, their bond restored, sealed by the promise of a future free of discipline’s shadow.

DEAR ABBY:

A HUSBAND LEARNS HIS LESSON

DEAR ABBY: I write to you with a humbled heart, reflecting on a grave mistake I made regarding your recent column, “This Country Needs More Wife-Spanking.” When I read the letter from “One Man’s Opinion,” I foolishly thought it raised points worth considering and told my wife that a man’s authority in the home might have merit. I was utterly wrong, and the lesson I’ve learned has reshaped my understanding.

My careless words hurt my wife, my partner of thirty years, who has stood by me through every challenge, raised our children, kept our home, and cared for my ailing mother with unwavering devotion. In my arrogance, I failed to honor the equality that defines our marriage. My wife, rightfully hurt, ensured I understood my error by making me take the role of a punished wife. Dressed in lingerie and soundly spanked, I was taught a stern lesson in empathy by her and several women from her library committee. Their discipline showed me what it feels like to be diminished, to be treated as less than an equal.

The experience was a bitter but necessary awakening. I now see that marriage is a partnership built on mutual respect, love, and appreciation—not control or dominance. My wife’s strength and wisdom have shown me the true meaning of a shared life, and I am forever grateful for her and the women who helped me see clearly.

I was wrong to entertain the ideas in that letter, Abby. They have no place in a modern marriage. To any man who shares my former folly: cherish your wife as your equal and value her contributions.

A CHASTENED HUSBAND

DEAR CHASTENED HUSBAND

Well, gracious me, you’ve certainly taken a wild ride from the high horse to the hot seat! Your letter had me grinning over my coffee, picturing you in BRA AND PANTY as the little wife learning ‘her’ lesson the hard way. Sounds like your wife and those library ladies gave you quite the masterclass in empathy!

You’ve landed on a truth that’s worth its weight in gold: marriage is about two equals sharing the load, not one lording over the other. I’m tickled you’re hanging up those old-fashioned ideas for good. Keep treasuring that remarkable woman of yours, and don’t be shocked if your tale stirs a few chuckles among my readers. Here’s to a future full of respect, love, and no more talk of spankings—unless it’s to remind you of your humdinger of a day.

With a wink and a giggle,

ABBY


Debbie’s Comeuppance

[This one was inspired by one of my favourite videos, a Shadow Lane production entitled “Heide and Elke”. If you want to see this story brought to life by a cast of spanking legends with super-high production values, I highly recommend you purchasing it!]

In the sleepy town of Willow Creek, Fred’s Diner was a cherished institution, its neon sign flickering like a beacon of comfort food and small-town gossip. The diner, with its checkered floors and vinyl booths, was run by Uncle Fred, a gruff but kind-hearted man who’d promised his sister he’d give her daughter, Debbie, a job. Debbie, a 19-year-old with a cascade of blonde curls and a permanent scowl, was the laziest waitress Fred had ever seen. She’d shuffle in late, snap at customers, and halfheartedly sling plates of eggs and hashbrowns, often mixing up orders or forgetting them entirely. Fred regretted his promise daily, but family was family—until one fateful Tuesday morning.

Debbie was in rare form that day. The breakfast rush was in full swing, the diner buzzing with regulars: farmers, truckers, and retirees who’d been coming for years. She rolled her eyes at Mr. Jenkins, a sweet old widower, when he asked for extra cream for his coffee. “It’s right there on the counter. Get it yourself,” she muttered, loud enough for the whole counter to hear. She delivered a plate of pancakes to Mrs. Callahan, who’d ordered scrambled eggs, and when the woman politely pointed it out, Debbie scoffed, “you ordered it, so eat it or don’t, I’m not your slave.” The orders kept piling up, wrong or late, and the regulars exchanged exasperated glances.

The final straw came when Debbie, balancing a coffee pot and her phone, tripped over her own untied shoelace. Hot coffee splashed across Mr. Thompson, an 80-year-old regular who always tipped generously despite her attitude. He gasped in shock, his white shirt now stained brown. Debbie, instead of apologizing, snapped, “Watch where you stick your feet, old man! You made me spill it!” The diner fell silent, forks pausing mid-air. Mr. Thompson, ever the gentleman, just dabbed at his shirt with a napkin, looking sad, but the regulars’ faces darkened.

Uncle Fred, who’d been watching from the grill, slammed his spatula down. He’d had enough. Debbie’s rudeness had been eroding his business for months, but this was unforgivable. He stormed out from behind the counter, his apron streaked with grease and faced the crowd. “Folks,” he boomed, his voice carrying over the stunned silence, “I’ve put up with this girl’s nonsense long enough. She’s my niece, but she has got to learn. Who here’d like to see me put her in her place with a good old-fashioned spanking, right here, right now?”

The diner erupted. Mr. Jenkins raised his coffee mug like a battle flag. “About time, Fred!” Mrs. Callahan clapped, her eyes gleaming. Even Mr. Thompson, still blotting his shirt, nodded grimly. “Do it, Fred,” called a trucker from the back, “and I’ll eat here every day for life!” The regulars, fed up with Debbie’s antics, were unanimous, their cheers a chorus of pent-up frustration. “Spank her, Fred! Teach her a lesson!” they chanted, echoing the trucker’s pledge of loyalty to the diner if he followed through.

Debbie’s face went from smug to pale. “You can’t be serious, Uncle Fred,” she stammered, backing toward the counter. But Fred’s eyes were steel. He grabbed a wooden chair, dragged it to the diner’s center, and seized Debbie’s arm. Ignoring her protests, he yanked her to the chair, sat down, and with one swift tug, sent her flying over his lap. Her pink waitress skirt flapped up as she landed over his broad lap, the crowd hooting.

As Fred prepared to begin, the regulars, eager for justice, rose from their seats. A dozen or so—Mr. Jenkins, Mrs. Callahan, the trucker, and others—formed a tight semicircle behind Debbie, standing just a few feet away, their eyes fixed downward on her upturned bottom. The positioning gave them a clear view of the impending punishment, their murmurs of anticipation mingling with Debbie’s nervous whimpers. Fred didn’t hesitate. His hand came down hard, smacking Debbie’s skirt-covered backside with a resounding crack. “That’s for Mr. Thompson’s coffee!” he declared. Another swat followed. “That’s for Mrs. Callahan’s oatmeal!” The crowd cheered with each blow, Debbie’s yelps mixing with their laughter. The rhythm felt right, the diner’s justice unfolding.

After a dozen smacks, Fred paused, sensing the moment needed more. He lifted Debbie’s skirt, revealing her white cotton panties, and the semicircle of onlookers leaned in closer, their chatter growing louder. The sharp sound of his hand on her thinly covered bottom echoed, and Debbie’s squirms intensified, her legs kicking slightly. “That’s for every wrong order!” Fred said, his hand falling steadily. The regulars, whipped into a frenzy, started a new chant: “Take ‘em down! Take ‘em down!” Meek Mr. Jenkins cupped his hands, leading the charge, while Mrs. Callahan clapped in rhythm.

Fred glanced at the crowd, a grin breaking through. “Well,” he said, loud enough for all to hear, “the customer’s always right…” With a flourish, he hooked his fingers in Debbie’s panties and tugged them down to her knees. A collective gasp rose from the semicircle as her bare bottom came into view, already lightly pinkened and compact under the diner’s fluorescent lights. Debbie’s face flushed crimson, her embarrassed distress palpable as she squirmed over Fred’s lap, acutely aware of the crowd’s eyes fixed on her exposed rear. Her small cheeks, now fully bared, jiggled with each frantic wiggle, and as her legs shifted in protest, the onlookers caught fleeting glimpses of her little pussy peeking out between her thighs—a detail that heightened her humiliation and drew stifled murmurs from the crowd.

Fred resumed the spanking with renewed vigor, his large, calloused hand delivering firm, stinging smacks that covered nearly the entirety of Debbie’s tiny bottom. Each crack of his palm turned her skin a brighter pink, the color spreading rapidly as she squirmed and yelped. The semicircle of regulars watched intently, some leaning forward, their faces a mix of amusement and vindication. Debbie’s pink bottom bounced under each blow, the deepening hue a vivid marker of her lesson. Her squirming grew more desperate, her legs kicking and shifting, inadvertently exposing her private area again and again to the crowd’s gaze. The sight of her little pussy, briefly visible with each twist, amplified her distress, her whimpers turning to soft sobs as the embarrassment burned as fiercely as her bottom.

The crowd’s chants of “Go! Go! Go!” grew louder, their enthusiasm unrelenting, and Fred, fueled by their support, settled into a steady rhythm. “That’s for snapping at me last week!” he said with a swat. “That’s for forgetting Mr. Jenkins’ toast!” came another. As the spanking stretched on, the bright pink darkened to a tomato red, then, as Fred continued, to a dusky dark red, the color of a summer sunset. Debbie’s protests dissolved into whimpers, her hands clutching the chair’s legs as her cheeks glowed hotter, the crowd’s eyes never leaving her squirming, reddened bottom or the occasional glimpse of her exposed intimacy.

Finally, Fred paused, his oversized hand resting on his knee. Debbie, sobbing softly, remained draped over his lap, her dusky dark red bottom a stark testament to her punishment, the onlookers' murmurs now a mix of satisfaction and mockery. Fred gave a nod to the crowd, then lifted Debbie to her feet. Her face was a mask of humiliation as she stood, her hands fumbling to tug her bunched-up skirt back down, though it did little to shield her from the crowd’s jeering laughter. Her cheeks were streaked with mascara, her eyes darting to the floor to avoid the taunting regulars. Trembling, she bent to pull her panties back up from her ankles where they had fallen, her skirt bunching again in the process, exposing her glowing red bottom and a final fleeting glimpse of her little pink pussy to the semicircle’s delight. She hastily re-tugged her tight skirt back down, squirming side to side as he did so. With her head bowed and her bottom throbbing, Debbie waddled stiffly toward the kitchen, each step a painful reminder of her lesson, the regulars’ hoots and jeers chasing her through the swinging door.

Fred remained seated in the chair, arms crossed, a smug grin spreading across his face as he surveyed the cheering crowd, their loyalty to his diner now ironclad. The semicircle dispersed back to their seats, buzzing with excitement.

From then on, the diner thrived, packed daily with loyal customers who retold the tale of Debbie’s bare-bottomed lesson like Willow Creek folklore. Fred, though he never explicitly mentioned the incident, did add “Warm Buns” to the menu to mark the occasion, much to Debbie’s embarrassed chagrin.

Many regulars now returned daily, not just for Fred’s fine cooking or the fresh coffee, but for the sheer pleasure of seeing Debbie’s blushing face as they walked through the diner’s door. Her cheeks would flush a deep red the moment she spotted any of them, her eyes dropping to the floor, knowing full well they had seen her everything—her squirming, red bottom and the intimate glimpses revealed in her distress.

One morning, the trucker, Hank, sat at the counter next to a burly newcomer, a fellow driver passing through Willow Creek for the first time. As Debbie approached with the coffee pot, her face already blooming with a deep blush under their gazes, he leaned toward his new buddy and muttered with a grin, “That’s the waitress I told you about—got her bare buns toasted by the owner right in the middle of the diner. Whole place saw everything.” The new trucker’s eyebrows shot up, his interest piqued. As Debbie leaned slightly to pour coffee into their mugs, the new trucker leaned back and tilted his head, catching a good glimpse of her tightly skirted backside, the fabric clinging to her rounded cheeks. He smirked, flashing Hank an A-OK sign with a low chuckle, clearly impressed by the tale and the view. Debbie’s blush deepened, her hands shaking as she finished pouring, fully aware of their scrutiny and the story being shared.

As Debbie finished pouring, Hank leaned back with a mischievous grin and called out, “Hey, ‘darlin, how ‘bout you bring us a couple of those nice warm buns? Nice and toasty, just the way Fred makes ‘em.” The new trucker roared with laughter, slapping the counter, while Debbie’s face turned a deeper shade of scarlet, her eyes fixed on her notepad as if it could shield her from the humiliation. The double entendre hung in the air, and a few nearby regulars snickered, catching the reference to her glowing, spanked bottom. Debbie wrote the order on her pad and hurried toward the kitchen, her tight pink skirt swaying with each step, drawing another appreciative glance from the new trucker.

As she goes, Hank says, “I always order the warm buns here, just to see that look on her face. Gets me every time!” The new trucker laughed, nodding in approval,

Moments later, Debbie reappeared, her face now a furious shade of crimson that rivaled the glow of her punished bottom from that fateful day. In her trembling hands, she carried a small plate bearing two warm dinner rolls, placed side by side, their golden crusts steaming faintly under the diner’s fluorescent lights. The sight was an unmistakable echo of the earlier event, and the irony wasn’t lost on the truckers or the nearby regulars, who stifled chuckles. Debbie set the plate down between Hank and his friend with a clatter, avoiding their eyes, her blush so intense it seemed to radiate heat.

“Hold up, there Debs,” Hank said as she turned to go. “‘Gotta see if these are warm enough.” Debbie stood there blushing as Hank, grinning broadly, reached for one of the buns while his buddy took the other. Hank squeezed his gently, feeling the tender, yielding warmth beneath the soft crust, and took a slow, appreciative bite, savoring the fresh-baked heat that lingered on his fingers. “Mmm, tender and warm,” he murmured with a smirk, winking at his friend. The new trucker, following suit, bit into his own bun, nodding as the soft, warm texture melted in his mouth, the heat still fresh from the oven. “Damn fine buns,” he agreed, chuckling as he licked a crumb from his thumb, his eyes glinting with amusement at the layered joke. Hank leaned back, wiping his hands.

Without another word, Debbie spun on her heel and scurried back toward the kitchen, the snickers of the counter chasing her.

Back in the kitchen, Debbie pushed through the swinging door, her face still burning with embarrassment. Uncle Fred, flipping pancakes at the grill, glanced over with a knowing twinkle in his eye, fully aware of Hank’s usual antics. The busboy, wiping down a tray nearby, perked up, sensing a moment. “What’d Hank and his buddy just order, Debbie?” Fred asked, his tone innocent but laced with mischief, as if he didn’t already know. Debbie’s shoulders stiffened, her exasperation bubbling over. “What he always does!” she snapped, her voice tight with frustration. Fred raised an eyebrow, feigning confusion. “What’s that, now?” he pressed, a grin tugging at his lips. Debbie’s jaw clenched, and through gritted teeth, she muttered, “The warm buns.” The words barely escaped before Fred let out a hearty laugh, slapping his spatula against the grill, while the busboy doubled over, cackling. “That’s my girl, keepin’ the customers happy!” Fred teased, his voice booming through the kitchen. Debbie’s blush flared anew, and she turned away, busying herself with a stack of plates, the laughter ringing in her ears as she tried to escape the relentless reminder of her lesson.

Debbie learned that in Willow Creek, respect was non-negotiable, and her uncle’s hand—along with the watchful, teasing eyes and jibes of the diner’s regulars—ensured she’d never dare slip back into her old ways.


The Shopping Trip

[This story was inspired by a spanking story author who goes by the name Clyde online.]

Tom trudged behind Sarah, his arms piled with shopping bags as they wove through the crowded mall. The air buzzed with chatter and the cloying scent of perfume, but Tom’s mind was fixed on the championship football game—kickoff at 4 p.m. It was already almost noon, and Sarah had breezily assured him they’d be home in time.

“Sarah, we’ll be back for the game, right? Starts at four,” he said, sidestepping a display of handbags.

She barely glanced back, inspecting a pair of boots. “Plenty of time, honey. Don’t worry.”

Tom sighed, following her into the first store. Hours dragged on. Sarah tried on dresses, blouses, coats—each requiring his opinion. “Too flashy? Too snug?” He slouched in the “husband chair” by the dressing room, muttering, “Looks fine,” while checking his phone for game news. The chair’s hard edge bit into his thighs, his boredom festering. By 1 p.m., they’d hit three more stores, and Sarah was still going strong.

“Game’s at four, Sarah,” he said at the second store, voice tight.

“Mmhmm,” she replied, comparing two identical scarves. “Which one?”

He exhaled sharply. “The red. Can we hurry?”

“Soon,” she said, grabbing both.

By 3 p.m., they were at a department store, Sarah deliberating over earrings. Tom’s patience was shot. “Sarah, it’s three! The game’s in an hour!”

She frowned, distracted. “One last stop—Lila’s boutique. My friend owns it. We’re almost done.”

Tom’s gut twisted. Another store. He trailed her, bags heavy in his hands, dread mounting. At 3:45, they reached Lila’s Boutique, a dainty shop with soft lighting and tinkling chimes. Kickoff was fifteen minutes away. Tom checked his watch, jaw clenched, as Sarah hugged Lila, the owner.

“Sarah, we gotta go. Game’s starting,” he said, voice edged with panic.

“Just a quick peek,” she said, already sifting through dresses. Lila offered her wine, and Tom stood by the door, watch glaring: 3:55. 3:58.

At 4:00, as Sarah held up a blue dress and asked, “This one work?” Tom lost it.

“Are you serious?!” he roared, voice cracking the boutique’s calm. “I’ve been stuck all day, parked in those damn chairs, nodding at every outfit, and you’re making me miss the game! It’s the championship!” He stomped his foot, face flushed, arms flailing. “I’m done!”

The shop froze. Two women browsing shawls scurried out of the shop, avoiding eye contact. Lila’s smile vanished, her lips pursing. Sarah’s face darkened, and she slammed the dress onto the rack.

“Thomas James!” she snapped, stepping toward him, eyes blazing. “You’re acting like a spoiled child! Stomping and yelling in my friend’s store, scaring off her customers! You should be ashamed!” Her voice cut like a whip, loud enough for Lila and a lingering shopper to hear. “You think your game’s more important than supporting me? Grow up!”

Lila crossed her arms, glaring at Tom. “Those women were about to buy, you know. This is my livelihood.”

Tom’s anger wilted under their combined fury. His shoulders slumped, face burning. “I… I didn’t mean…” he mumbled, but Sarah pointed to a chair by the counter.

“Sit,” she ordered. “We’re staying until Lila closes.”

He sank into the chair, cowed, the weight of their scorn pinning him. The game’s opening roar echoed faintly in his mind, unreachable. Sarah resumed shopping, chatting with Lila, trying on dresses with deliberate slowness. Tom stared at the floor, silent, as the clock ticked.

At 5pm, Lila turned the key in the boutique’s lock with a sharp click, the chimes falling silent as the door sealed Tom, Sarah, and herself inside. She flipped a sign on the front door to “Closed”.

The soft lighting and pastel walls turned stifling, the air heavy with unresolved tension. Tom, slumped in the chair by the counter, looked up, uneasy, as Sarah set her shopping bags down with measured precision.

“Time to deal with your behavior, Tom,” Sarah said, her voice low and unyielding, arms crossed. Her eyes burned with a resolve that made Tom’s stomach twist.

“What… what are you talking about?” he stammered, shifting in the chair, the distant roar of the football game a fading memory.

Sarah turned to Lila, her expression firm but calm. “Lila, do you have anything suitable for a harsh lesson? Something to make an impression.”

Lila’s lips tightened, her eyes flicking to Tom with lingering disapproval. She nodded and disappeared into the back room, returning moments later with a long-handled wooden clothes brush, its broad, flat back solid and intimidating. She held it out to Sarah, her face a mask of disapproval. “Will this do?” she asked, her tone sharp, still smarting from Tom’s outburst and the customers it chased away.

Sarah took the brush, testing its weight with a nod. “Perfect,” she said, her gaze locked on Tom.

His eyes widened, pulse quickening. “Sarah, this is nuts,” he said, voice cracking as he stood, hands raised. “I’m sorry, alright? I shouldn’t have yelled. Let’s just go.”

Sarah stepped closer, the brush steady in her hand. “Sorry doesn’t fix it, Tom. You embarrassed me in front of Lila, scared off her customers, and acted like a spoiled child. You need a lesson in respect.”

Lila leaned against the counter, arms crossed, her silence a quiet endorsement. Tom’s bravado crumbled, his face flushing. “Sarah, please,” he muttered. “I’ll make it up to you.”

Sarah shook her head, her expression unyielding. She glanced at Lila, her tone softening slightly but still firm. “Lila, where’s the best place to do this?”

“The back room,” she said, her voice crisp. “No one will interrupt.”

Sarah nodded, her grip tightening on the clothes brush. She pointed toward the door, her gaze fixed on Tom. “Back room. Now.”

Tom hesitated, heart pounding, but Sarah’s stare and Lila’s icy presence left no room for argument. He shuffled toward the door, Sarah behind him, brush in hand. Lila followed.

The back room was small, cluttered with boxes and a sturdy wooden table. A single bulb cast harsh light over the space. Sarah shut the door, the click loud in the quiet. “Pants and underpants down,” she ordered, her voice calm but ironclad.

Tom’s breath caught, his face burning. “Sarah, you can’t be serious—”

“Do it,” she snapped, tapping the brush against her palm. Lila stood by the door, her expression unyielding, a silent witness.

Swallowing hard, Tom fumbled with his belt, his hands shaky. His pants and boxers slid to his ankles, the cool air hitting his skin. His face blazed a vivid, fiery red, the flush spreading from his cheeks to his ears, betraying his acute embarrassment. Instinctively, his hands crept forward, fumbling to cover his genitals, desperate to shield himself from Lila’s piercing gaze, but Sarah’s voice sliced through the tense silence.

“Don’t you dare touch it,” she snapped, her tone sharp and unyielding. “Keep your hands at your sides, Tom.” Her eyes locked onto his, a command that froze him in place, the clothes brush gripped firmly in her hand.

Tom’s hands hesitated, trembling mid-air, then dropped to his sides, where they clenched into tight fists, the knuckles whitening as he fought to obey. His red face burned hotter, the scarlet hue deepening as his bare penis and testicles went on full display. His shaft, pale and slightly shriveled from humiliation, dangled limply, while his testicles, taut and contracted, seemed to shrink under the weight of his exposure. Lila, leaning against the doorframe with arms crossed, let a faint, knowing smirk curl her lips, her eyes flicking downward with unabashed curiosity. The sight of his vulnerable genitals and his crimson, shame-stricken face sharpened her amusement, her smirk twitching wider as she savored his discomfort.

Sarah made no move to hurry, letting the moment stretch excruciatingly. She tapped the brush against her palm, the soft thwack punctuating the quiet. “Tom,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “you embarrassed me in front of Lila, scared off her customers, and acted like a spoiled child. This is what happens when you forget respect.” She stepped to the side, ensuring Lila had an unobstructed view of Tom.

Tom’s red face glowed with mortification, beads of sweat forming at his temples, and his fists clenched so tightly that his nails dug into his palms. His penis twitched slightly under Lila’s scrutiny, a reflexive response that deepened his humiliation. “Sarah, please,” he whispered, voice barely audible, his eyes fixed on the floor. “Can we just… get this over with?”

Sarah’s lips curled into a faint, dangerous smile. “Careful what you wish for, Tom,” she said, her tone laced with warning. Lila let out a sharp, mocking laugh, the sound cutting through the room like a blade, her smirk widening as she shook her head in amusement. Tom’s red face burned even hotter, the sting of her laughter amplifying his humiliation.

Sarah’s expression hardened, her voice turning firm. “Bend over the table,” she commanded, pointing with the brush. “And stick that butt up high.” Her tone left no room for argument, the added instruction intensifying his exposure.

Tom shuffled awkwardly to the table, wincing as his tangled pants nearly tripped him. He bent forward, his hands reaching for the far side, his chest on the table, and forced himself to arch his back, raising his buttocks as ordered. The position left him even more vulnerable, his raised posture a humiliating display under their gazes.

Sarah’s voice cut through the silence, low and resolute. “You need to understand, Tom, that your behavior today was unacceptable—it stops here.” She tapped the brush against her palm, the sound sharp in the small room.

Tom’s breath hitched, his voice barely a whisper. “Sarah, please, I’m sorry…”

“Too late for sorry,” she said, stepping closer. “You’ll feel this, and you’ll remember it.”

Tom gripped the table’s edge, his heart pounding from the humiliating position—bottom bared and upthrust, utterly submissive before a strange woman.

Without another word, Sarah drew back the brush and brought it down with a resounding crack across Tom’s bare bottom. The impact was searing, a white-hot sting that made him gasp, his body jerking forward against the table. The brush was heavy, its broad back delivering a deep, bruising force that lingered as a burning ache. Before he could catch his breath, another blow landed, just below the first, the sharp sound echoing off the walls. Tom clenched his teeth, his knuckles whitening on the table’s edge, a low groan escaping him.

Sarah didn’t pause. The brush fell again and again, each strike methodical and unrelenting, painting his skin with angry red welts. The pain built swiftly, layering over itself until every nerve screamed, the heat radiating across his backside. Tom’s legs trembled, his pride crumbling under the intensity. He tried to stay silent, to hold onto some shred of dignity, but by the tenth stroke, a choked sob broke free, his body shaking with each merciless thwack. The brush’s weight made every hit feel like it sank into his core, the sting sharpening into a deep, throbbing agony.

Sarah’s arm was steady, her focus unwavering. She targeted the same spots repeatedly, ensuring each blow compounded the last, the overlapping marks turning his skin a deep, mottled crimson. Tom’s breaths came in ragged bursts, his face pressed against the table, damp with sweat and the beginnings of tears. The severity of the spanking was unrelenting—far beyond anything he’d imagined—each strike a deliberate reminder of his outburst, his disrespect, his loss of control.

Lila watched in silence, her expression a mix of grim satisfaction and quiet approval. The room felt smaller with every crack of the brush, the air thick with the sounds of his stifled cries and the relentless rhythm of Sarah’s discipline. After what felt like an eternity—perhaps twenty or thirty strokes, though Tom had lost count in the haze of pain—Sarah paused, the brush still raised.

“Have you learned, Tom?” she asked, her voice calm but edged with steel.

He nodded frantically, his voice hoarse. “Y-yes… I’m sorry… I swear…”

She studied him for a moment, then delivered one final, blistering strike, harder than the rest, making him cry out, his body slumping against the table. The brush lowered, and Sarah stepped back, her expression stern yet composed. Then, without speaking, she turned to Lila, who stood by the closed door, arms crossed, her face tight with lingering anger over the customers Tom’s outburst had chased away. Sarah held out the brush, its polished handle glinting faintly.

“Your turn, Lila,” Sarah said, her voice steady. “He cost you business today. You deserve a say.”

Tom’s head jerked up, eyes wide with panic, the words cutting through his pain-fogged mind. “W-what?” he croaked, voice raw, his body tensing despite the burning ache. “Sarah, no… I’ve had enough… I’m sorry!”

Lila paused, her lips pursed as she took the brush, weighing it in her hand. Her gaze flicked to Tom, then back to Sarah, a silent agreement passing between them. Sarah nodded, her eyes unyielding.

Lila’s expression darkened, her frustration over Tom’s tantrum resurfacing. “Those women were ready to buy, Tom. Your little fit cost me real business, my livelihood.”

Tom shook his head desperately, still bent over the table, his boxers and pants around his ankles, the cool air stinging his inflamed skin. “I’ll pay for it!” he blurted, voice shaking. “Whatever they didn’t buy, I’ll cover it, Lila, I swear—please, no more!”

Lila’s eyes narrowed, a cold smile tugging at her lips as she tightened her grip on the brush. “Oh, you’ll pay, alright,” she said, her tone sharp and deliberate. “But not with money.”

Lila raised the brush, her movements less precise than Sarah’s but driven by a fierce resentment over her lost business. The first strike landed with a punishing crack across Tom’s already raw, welted backside, reigniting a fire that drew a sharp, wailing cry, his body lurching forward against the table. The pain sliced through the lingering burn, sharp and unrelenting, his bum involuntarily escaping downwards in a desperate attempt to escape the blow.

Sarah stepped closer, her voice sharp and unyielding. “Tom, you will lift your butt high before every one of Lila’s strokes. Do you understand? Push it up, make it ready for her. Don’t you dare slack.” Her tone was a command, brooking no resistance, amplifying his vulnerability under their scrutiny.

Tom choked back a sob, nodding frantically, his face burning with shame. He forced himself to arch his back further, raising his buttocks as high as he could, the position stretching his welted skin and exposing him completely. The effort was torturous, his pride shredded by the act of presenting himself so submissively before Lila’s vengeful gaze. His bum hole, puckered and vulnerable, was now blatantly visible, framed by his spread cheeks, while his genitals—his pale, shriveled penis and taut, contracted testicles—dangled helplessly below, swaying slightly with each trembling movement.

Lila, standing with the brush raised, let her cold smile widen into a smirk, her eyes gleaming with a mix of disdain and amusement as they locked onto Tom’s exposed anatomy. She tilted her head slightly, her smirk twitching as she savored the power of his degradation, his red, tear-streaked face only adding to her relish. “Well, look at that,” she murmured, her voice dripping with mockery, just loud enough for Tom to hear. “All out in the open, aren’t you?”

Tom’s face blazed hotter, the scarlet flush deepening as her words cut into him.

"Higher!" Sarah ordered.

He clenched his fists, nails digging into his palms, but he obeyed Sarah’s command, lifting his butt even higher, the position making his bum hole and genitals even more prominent under Lila’s smirking gaze. The humiliation was a knife twisting in his gut, sharper than the pain itself.

Lila didn’t hesitate, delivering another heavy thwack, the brush’s broad back landing with a sickening crack that echoed in the cramped room. Tom’s cry was raw, his body lurching forward, but he quickly forced his hips back up, presenting his buttocks as Sarah had ordered. The movement made his genitals jiggle slightly, drawing another faint, mocking chuckle from Lila, her eyes never leaving the humiliating display.

Lila didn’t pause, her anger fueling the heavy wooden brush as she delivered another blow, then shifted her aim to the tender backs of his thighs. The thwack against the sensitive skin tore a high-pitched squeal from Tom, his legs kicking wildly, feet flailing against the floor like a child in a tantrum. His soft genitals swung helplessly between his thighs, exposed and vulnerable with every frantic, uncontrolled movement, deepening his humiliation.

Sarah stood to the side, arms crossed, a faint, satisfied smile curling her lips. She nodded subtly, pleased by Lila’s fervor, the lesson etching itself into Tom’s trembling form. Emboldened by Sarah’s approval, Lila angled the brush to strike the insides of Tom’s thighs, the delicate skin untouched until now. The sharp smack unleashed a piercing wail, Tom’s knees buckling as he shrieked, “No, Lila, please! No, stop it! Sarah, please, make her stop!” His voice was shrill, unmistakably childish, a desperate, whining plea quavering with panic and tears, like a toddler begging for rescue. He turned his tear-streaked face toward Sarah, his eyes pleading. “Sarah, no, please! I’m sorry, I’ll be good!”

Sarah’s smile didn’t waver, her gaze steady and unyielding. “Take your medicine, Tom,” she said, her voice calm but firm, cutting through his cries. “You earned this. Every bit of it. Keep that butt up.”

Lila smiled grimly at the support and pressed on, undeterred, alternating between his bruised backside and the now-reddening thighs, each strike leaving overlapping welts, the backs and insides of his thighs blooming with angry crimson. Tom’s cries grew more frantic and immature, a litany of desperation spilling out. “No, no, please, Lila! Please, no more! Sarah, no, please, I can’t take it! No, please, I’ll be a good boy!” he sobbed, his voice cracking into a high, blubbering wail, the repeated “No!” and “Please!” tumbling over each other in a childish, hiccuping torrent of tears. His hands clawed at the table’s edge, nails scraping the wood, his body shaking as the pain overwhelmed him, his bum pumping wildly in the air with each searing crack, a futile reflex against the relentless assault. “Please, no, Lila! No, Sarah, please!” he whined, each plea more frantic, his voice rising to a fevered pitch as the brush’s broad back landed with merciless force, each strike echoing in the small room. His desperate, repetitive cries only seemed to harden Lila’s resolve, her strokes carrying the weight of her disrupted shop, her lost sales, her righteous scorn. The pain was a searing storm, obliterating thought, leaving only regret and the futile, pleading hope for relief.

Sarah’s pleased gaze remained steady, her smile widening at Tom’s infantile surrender, a clear sign the lesson was sinking deep. Lila worked on, her arm tireless, targeting the tender insides of his thighs with particular precision, ensuring the burning agony was seared into every inch of his skin, his childish, desperate litany of cries and writhing movements ringing out as a testament to the punishment’s severity.

Finally, Lila stepped back, breathing hard, the brush lowered. Tom’s body shook, his face pressed against the table, tears streaking the wood, his bum still held high. His bottom and thighs were a deep, mottled crimson, hot and swollen, every movement a fresh torment.

Sarah spoke, her voice calm. “Enough?”

Lila nodded, setting the brush on a box, her anger spent. “Yeah. He’s paid his share.”

Assuming the ordeal was over, Tom began to rise, his legs shaky, his hands fumbling to pull up his boxers and pants, desperate to cover up.

Sarah’s voice sliced through the air, sharp and commanding. “Who told you to move, Tom?” Her tone was icy, stopping him mid-motion, his boxers barely past his knees. He froze, eyes wide, a fresh wave of panic washing over him.

“W-what?” he stammered, his voice hoarse, still quavering from his childish pleas. His hands hovered uncertainly, caught between obedience and the instinct to shield himself.

Sarah stepped closer, her arms crossed, her expression unrelenting. “You’re not done. Back over the table, butt high. Higher than before.” Her words were deliberate, each one landing like a blow, amplifying his vulnerability. “Push it up, Tom. Make it stick out.”

Tom’s face burned hotter, the humiliation reigniting as he realized there was no escape. He bent back over the table and forced himself to arch his back further, raising his bruised, crimson bottom as high as he could, the position stretching his welted skin painfully. His bum hole and genitals were once again on blatant display. The effort to hold the exaggerated posture was excruciating, both physically and emotionally, his tear-streaked face glowing with shame under Lila’s lingering gaze.

“That’s better,” Sarah said, her tone calm but laced with steel. She stepped closer, her presence looming over him. “Now, you’re going to give Lila a meaningful apology. And to make sure it’s sincere, you’re going to reach back with both hands and spread yourself wide. Wider than you think you can. Show us you mean it.”

Tom’s heart sank, his stomach twisting with fresh humiliation at the phrase and the command. “Sarah, please…” he whispered, his voice barely audible, his face pressed against the table, the idea of spreading himself adding a new layer of mortification.

Sarah’s hand rested lightly on his back, a silent warning. “Do it, Tom. Reach back, spread your cheeks wide, and keep that butt high. Then apologize to Lila for your tantrum, for scaring her customers, for costing her business. Make it a proper apology.”

Tom’s hands shook as he released the table’s edge, his fingers trembling as they moved back toward his burning backside. His face blazed hotter, the scarlet flush deepening as he forced himself to obey. He reached back, his hands gingerly touching his welted cheeks, wincing at the pain, and slowly pulled them apart, exposing his bottom hole completely. The act was degrading, the cool air hitting the sensitive skin as he spread himself under their gazes.

“Wider,” Sarah commanded, her voice unrelenting. “I want it stretched, Tom. Show Lila you’re truly sorry.”

A sob caught in his throat, but he obeyed, pulling harder, spreading his cheeks as wide as he could, the position making his bum hole gape widely. The humiliation was overwhelming, his tear-streaked face glowing with shame as he held himself open, his body trembling with the effort and the pain of his bruised skin.

Lila’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she took in the humiliating display, her gaze locked on his stretched bum hole. “Well, this will be quite the apology,” she murmured, her voice dripping with mockery.

Sarah nodded, her expression stern. “Now speak, Tom. Tell Lila you’re sorry. Keep spreading.”

Tom swallowed hard, his throat tight, his body shaking as he forced the words out. “L-Lila…” he began, his voice cracking, high and childish from his earlier wailing. “I’m… I’m sorry for yelling in your store… for scaring your customers… for costing you business. I-I didn’t mean to…” His words tumbled out, halting and tearful, each one a struggle as he held his cheeks spread wide under Lila’s smirking gaze.

Sarah tilted her head, a playful glint in her eyes as she crossed her arms, watching Tom’s trembling form. “Well, Lila,” she said, her tone light but teasing, “do you accept his apology? Or should we go another round to really drive the lesson home?” She let the words hang in the air, her lips curling into a mischievous smile.

Lila pretended to mull it over, her smirk deepening as she tapped a finger against her chin. “Hmm,” she drawled, her eyes flicking to Tom’s stretched, gaping bum hole and the desperate way he held himself open, his fingers straining to maintain the humiliating position. “It’s a start, I suppose. But I’m not sure he’s quite sincere enough yet.” Her voice was thick with mock contemplation, savoring every second of his discomfort.

Tom’s heart sank, a fresh wave of panic surging through him. His face, already a vivid scarlet, burned hotter, and his trembling fingers slipped slightly on his welted cheeks. “No, please, Lila!” he blurted, his voice cracking into that childish, pleading whine. “I’m sorry! I swear, I mean it!” His desperation was palpable, his body shaking as he tried to hold the degrading pose.

Sarah’s smile widened, her tone turning almost wickedly playful. “Oh, Tom, if you want Lila to believe you, you’d better spread wide. Like you’re begging for her forgiveness with that bare bum hole of yours. Make it look sincere—wider than that. Show her you’re serious.”

Tom choked back a sob, his tear-streaked face glowing with shame. He forced himself to obey, his fingers scrabbling for purchase on his bruised, swollen cheeks. Gritting his teeth, he pulled harder, stretching himself impossibly wider, his bum hole gaping even more under their gazes. His fingertips brushed the edges of the sensitive skin, nearly inside the hole itself, as he strained to make the display as blatant and submissive as possible. “Please, Lila…” he whimpered, his voice barely a whisper, raw from crying. “I’m so sorry…”

Lila’s smirk twitched into a full grin, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she took in the obscene spectacle—Tom’s red, tear-soaked face, his desperately spread cheeks, and the quivering vulnerability of his exposed hole. “Well, now that’s an apology,” she said, her voice dripping with mock approval. She straightened, brushing her hands together as if dusting off the last of her anger. “Alright, Tom. I accept.” Her tone held a teasing edge, as if she might change her mind at any moment.

Sarah clapped her hands once, the sound sharp in the small room. “There we go,” she said, her voice bright but still carrying that steely undertone. “A proper bare bum hole apology, accepted by Lila. You’re lucky she’s feeling generous.” She stepped back, her gaze softening slightly but not enough to let Tom off the hook entirely. “You can let go now, Tom. Stand up and pull yourself together.”

Tom’s hands released his cheeks, the relief marred by the searing pain as his welted skin shifted. He collapsed against the table, his body shaking, his boxers and pants still tangled around his ankles. His face burned with the lingering humiliation, his eyes fixed on the floor, unable to meet either woman’s gaze. Slowly, he fumbled to pull up his clothes, wincing as the fabric scraped against his swollen, crimson backside and thighs.

Lila crossed her arms, her smirk fading into a look of grim satisfaction. “Don’t let it happen again, Tom,” she said, her voice firm. “Next time, I might not be so quick to forgive.”

Sarah gathered her shopping bags and handed them to Tom, her demeanor shifting back to the breezy confidence of earlier. “Come on, Tom,” she said, gesturing toward the door. “We’ve got a game to catch up on—well, what’s left of it.” Her tone was almost cheerful, but the underlying steel reminded him she was still in charge.

Tom shuffled after her, his steps gingerly, each movement a painful reminder of the lesson seared into his skin and pride. The boutique’s chimes tinkled faintly as they stepped back into the main shop, the soft lighting and pastel walls a stark contrast to the harsh reality of the back room. As they left, Tom’s head hung low, the weight of his humiliation and the burning ache in his backside ensuring he’d never forget this shopping trip—or the cost of losing his temper.


The Weight of the Brush

[This story was inspired by one of my favourite spanking videos of all time from realspankings.com where younger sister Kailee spanks older sister Lily because mom told her to. The video is great because the actresses are real sisters and the spanking was realistic and blistering, to tears.]

In the quiet suburban house, the late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the hardwood floors. Kailee, eighteen, stood in the kitchen, awaiting whatever instructions her mom had called her there for.

“Go spank Lily,” her mother said, voice flat, eyes fixed on the cutting board where she was chopping carrots.

Kailee blinked, her brows knitting together. “What? Why?”

Her mother didn’t look up. “She’ll know.”

Kailee’s jaw tightened. She didn’t like this—being put in the middle, being made to do something without a reason. But in their house, questioning Mom too long was a quick way to end up in trouble yourself. She glanced toward the living room, where the hairbrush sat on the mantel, its polished wooden back gleaming like a silent sentinel. It was always there, a constant reminder of the rules. No one needed to explain what a spanking in this house meant: over the knee, pants and panties down, the hairbrush cracking until tears flowed. It was just how things were.

With a sigh, Kailee walked to the mantel and picked up the brush. Its weight felt heavier than usual, like it carried the burden of what she was about to do. She didn’t want to spank Lily. They were sisters, only a year apart, and though they bickered like any siblings, Kailee didn’t relish the idea of hurting her. But she also wasn’t about to risk Mom’s wrath.

She climbed the stairs, the brush at at her side, each step echoing in the quiet house. Lily’s door was cracked open, and Kailee pushed it wider without knocking. Lily, nineteen, was sprawled on her bed, scrolling on her phone, her blonde hair spilling over the pillow. She looked up, her eyes narrowing at the sight of the hairbrush in Kailee’s hand.

“You’ve ‘gotta be kidding me,” Lily said, sitting up, her voice fearful.

Kailee leaned against the doorframe, her expression blank. “Mom says you need a spanking. Said you’d know why.”

Lily’s face paled, but she shook her head quickly, too quickly. “I don’t know what she’s talking about. I didn’t do anything.”

Kailee shrugged, stepping into the room. “Doesn’t matter. I’m not getting in trouble for you.”

“Kailee, come on,” Lily said, her voice rising as she scrambled to her feet. “You don’t even know what this is about!”

Kailee’s eyes were cold, detached. “Not my job to figure it out. Mom said do it, so I’m doing it. Pants down, Lily. Now.”

Lily’s mouth opened, then closed, her cheeks flushing. She knew the routine, knew there was no arguing once the brush was in hand. But she still hesitated, her hands hovering at the waistband of her jeans. “This is stupid,” she muttered, but she unbuttoned her pants, shoving them down along with her underwear. Her movements were jerky, angry, but beneath it all, Kailee could see the flicker of guilt in her sister’s eyes. Lily knew why. She just wasn’t saying.

Kailee pulled the desk chair into the center of the room and sat down, the hairbrush resting on her lap. “Over my knee,” she said, her voice devoid of emotion.

Lily glared but complied, lowering herself across Kailee’s lap, her hands gripping the chair legs for balance. The position was humiliating—Lily was a year older, after all—but Kailee didn’t care about her sister’s pride. She just wanted to get this over with and make sure Mom had no reason to come after her.

The first crack of the hairbrush landed with a sharp thwack, and Lily gasped, her body jerking. Kailee didn’t pause. She brought the brush down again, then again, each strike deliberate and hard. She wasn’t angry, wasn’t emotional. She was methodical, her only goal to deliver a spanking so thorough that Mom couldn’t possibly find fault with it. If anything, Kailee’s detachment made it worse. There was no room for mercy, no softening of blows.

“Kailee, please!” Lily’s voice broke as the brush landed again, the sting building into a fire across her skin. “I didn’t do anything! This isn’t fair!”

“Don’t care,” Kailee said flatly, her arm rising and falling with steady rhythm. “You can cry to Mom later. I’m not getting in trouble for going easy on you.”

Lily squirmed, her legs kicking as the brush continued its relentless assault. The room filled with the sharp sound of wood meeting skin and Lily’s increasingly desperate pleas. “Kailee, stop! It hurts! I’m sorry, okay? I’m sorry!”

Kailee’s hand didn’t waver. “Don’t tell me. Tell Mom. Maybe she’ll care.” She adjusted her grip on the brush, making sure each strike landed with maximum impact. She’d seen Mom’s spankings—firm, effective, but with a certain restraint. Kailee wasn’t taking chances. If Mom thought she’d gone soft, she’d be the one crying next. So she spanked harder, longer, watching as Lily’s skin turned from pink to red, then deeper still. She didn’t stop until Lily’s pleas dissolved into sobs, her body limp across Kailee’s lap, tears streaming down her face.

Kailee paused, her arm still raised and assessed her sister’s backside with a clinical eye. Lily’s skin was a fiery red, mottled with patches of deeper crimson where the brush had landed repeatedly. In the center, an oval of near-white marked the area of greatest impact, the flesh swollen and angry, with small blisters beginning to form at the edges. Satisfied that she’d done more than enough to avoid Mom’s disapproval, Kailee stood, leaving Lily sobbing and crumpled on the floor. Kailee didn’t offer comfort. She didn’t say anything at all. She just walked out, the brush in her hand, and returned to her mom who was still in the kitchen, now stirring a pot on the stove. She glanced up as Kailee entered. “Done?”

“Yeah,” Kailee said, her voice as flat as before.

“Good,” Mom replied. “Call your sister down here.”

“Lily! Down here. Now,” Kailee yelled up the stairs.

Lily’s heart thudded, each step down the stairs a jolt of pain from Kailee’s brutal hairbrush work. Her jeans scraped against her raw skin, but she didn’t dare linger. In the kitchen, Mom stood wiping her hands on a dish towel, her face a mask of indifference. Kailee leaned in the living room doorway, hairbrush in hand, her eyes cold and unyielding.

“Show me,” Mom commanded, her tone sharp.

Lily’s hands trembled as she unbuttoned her jeans, shoving them and her panties to her knees. The air stung her welted skin. She turned, bending slightly, clutching her thighs for balance. The shame burned deeper than the pain.

Mom stepped closer, eyeing Lily’s reddened, blistered backside with a critical gaze. She grunted in approval.

Lily’s face flushed, her nails digging into her palms. Kailee stood silent, the hairbrush a looming threat, ready if Mom called for more.

Mom straightened, tossing the towel aside. Without looking at Lily, she spoke to Kailee as if Lily weren’t there. “Put your sister in the corner.”

Kailee nodded. “Move,” she said, jerking her head toward the living room.

Lily shuffled forward, wincing, her pants still bunched at her knees. Kailee led her to the corner by the fireplace, where the mantel loomed. She placed the hairbrush back in its central spot, its polished wood glinting. Turning to Lily, who stood trembling, Kailee sighed sharply. “You know the drill.”

Lily swallowed hard, crossing her arms behind her back and leaning forward, pressing her nose right into the corner, her nose smooshing into both walls. The position was awkward, her body tilted, her bare skin prickling in the cool air. Kailee stepped closer, yanking Lily’s jeans and panties all the way to her ankles, then pulling her T-shirt up, tucking the back hem into the collar. Lily was bare from ankles to shoulder blades, the usual way, exposed and vulnerable.

Kailee stepped back, satisfied. “How long, Mom?” she called.

“An hour,” Mom replied, her voice flat, final.

Kailee reached for the digital timer on the mantel, setting it to sixty minutes with a soft beep. She grabbed a book from the coffee table and settled onto the couch, her eyes darting between the pages and Lily’s rigid form. Her job was to ensure Lily didn’t budge—not a shift, not a flinch. Any movement could mean the hairbrush again, and Kailee wasn’t keen to let that happen.

Lily stood frozen, her nose mashed into the corner, her hands clasped tightly behind her back. The exposure, the pain, the guilt over the misbehavior that had earned her this—it all pressed down on her, as relentless as Kailee’s spanking had been. Her little sister’s cold efficiency had left her sore and humbled, far beyond what Mom’s punishments ever achieved.

The timer counted down, each minute an eternity. Kailee turned a page, her gaze sharp, ensuring Lily remained still. Mom’s knife resumed its steady rhythm in the kitchen, the house sinking back into its strict, unyielding order. The hairbrush waited on the mantel, silent but ever-present, while Lily endured her hour of shame, the rules of the house as unforgiving as the walls pressing against her nose.


Handing Him Over

[This story was inspired by an image from the illustrator known as Sardax. Check out his work!]

The late afternoon sun poured a warm, golden light across the living room floor, catching in the soft shimmer of silk and polished wood. The scent of jasmine hung faintly in the air, mingling with the soft rustle of fabric as Miranda applied the finishing touches to her look at the hall mirror.

Her black cocktail dress hugged her figure elegantly, and the gleam of her heels caught the fading light. In her hand, the wooden-backed hairbrush glinted—more than a grooming tool, its weight hinted at another use. Her lips curled faintly with satisfaction.

Across the room, her husband stood facing the wall. A coin was delicately balanced between the wall and the tip of his nose, forcing him to remain absolutely still. His hands were bound behind him with a soft velvet sash, and a wide pink ball gag held his mouth open in mute obedience. He wore only pink and black lingerie—a lace bra, garter belt, sheer stockings, and high heels. No panties. His bare genitals hung awkwardly and exposed beneath the garter straps, and the soft, rosy hue across his backside betrayed the consequences of earlier misbehavior. The red cast was clear, spreading evenly across both cheeks, still warm-looking and slightly blotchy.

The front door opened with a gentle creak. Miranda didn’t even react. She simply returned to brushing her hair.

Her mother, Eleanor, stepped into the room in her usual composed fashion—dressed in a tailored green skirt suit and carrying a modest handbag. She froze for a moment, eyes landing on the scene in front of her. A perfectly feminized, bound, and gagged man standing in the corner in pink and black lingerie, trembling slightly.

Eleanor raised one brow. “You could have warned me,” she said lightly, setting her bag on the console.

“I said I needed you to babysit,” Miranda replied smoothly, standing up and giving her mother a quick kiss on the cheek. “You know what that usually means.”

Eleanor gave a soft laugh, her eyes drifting back to her son-in-law. “It certainly didn’t mean finger painting and bedtime stories.”

“No,” Miranda agreed, plucking her clutch from the side table. “He’s had a bit of an attitude lately. Nothing dramatic—just a string of little things. Not kneeling properly, grumbling under his breath. So, I reminded him what happens when I’m displeased.”

“Well,” Eleanor said with a dry lift of her brow, “you’ve clearly had a word with him.” She stepped a little closer, her arms crossing as she examined him more thoroughly. Her eyes dropped to his flushed rear cheeks. “Mm,” she murmured. “Yes… that red glow. Not quite raw, but firm. A good little reminder.”

Miranda gave a satisfied little shrug, brushing a bit of lint from her dress. “He knows better now. Or he should. But just in case… he has maybe 30 minutes left, if that coin falls while I’m out, feel free to reapply the lesson.”

Eleanor chuckled. “With pleasure. You know how I feel about half measures.”

Miranda picked up her clutch. “He’s yours until I get back. No letting him off easy just because he’s sniffling.”

“He won’t find any sympathy here,” Eleanor replied, giving him one last critical glance. “He’s lucky I didn’t bring my cane.”

Miranda leaned in and kissed her mother’s cheek. “I won’t be back too late. Have fun.”

The door clicked softly behind her, leaving silence in her wake—except for the faint, nervous breathing of the feminized man against the wall.

Eleanor sat back slowly in the armchair, crossing her legs. Her voice was calm, unhurried.

“Well,” she said, eyes narrowing on the soft pink flush of his bottom. “Let’s hope you’ve learned something today. But if not… I suppose I can help you remember.”

She settled into the armchair, her posture relaxed yet commanding, the soft tick of the mantel clock filling the quiet room. Her punished son-in-law stood trembling against the wall, the coin balanced precariously between his nose and the surface, Eleanor retrieved a slim novel from her handbag, opening it with deliberate care, though her sharp gaze flicked up to monitor the coin.

Minutes stretched on, his calves quivering in the heels, the lace stockings whispering with each subtle shift. Eleanor noted every detail—the chafing velvet sash binding his wrists, the awkward exposure of his uncovered groin. Her voice cut through the silence.

“Posture,” she said sharply. “Chin up, shoulders back. You’re slumping.”

He stiffened, a muffled whimper escaping the pink ball gag as he adjusted. The coin wobbled but held. Eleanor’s eyes glinted, and she resumed reading, the rustle of pages sharp in the tense air.

As the sun dipped, casting shadows, Eleanor switched on a lamp, its glow highlighting the vivid red across his backside. She spoke casually, her tone laced with steel. “Miranda’s too soft. If you were mine, that sort of attitude would’ve earned you a far worse correction.” A faint sound came from the corner, and her smile sharpened. “Careful.”

She leaned forward, her voice silky. “Keep that coin up and I might spare you further punishment. If it falls…” She let the threat linger, eyes narrowing. “I don’t tolerate failure.”

His breathing hitched, the coin trembling as he fought to stay still. Eleanor resumed reading, her attention split. From her handbag, she withdrew a sleek wooden paddle, setting it on the side table with a soft clack. “Just in case,” she said lightly.

The clock chimed, marking the half-hour. Eleanor closed her book with a snap and stood, smoothing her green skirt suit. The coin still clung to the wall, despite his visible trembling. She plucked it away, and he sagged, a muffled sigh escaping.

Her hand shot out, seizing his chin, forcing his eyes to meet hers. “You’re not free yet,” she said, her voice low. “You’re mine to manage. Understood?”

He nodded frantically. Eleanor released him and stepped back, gesturing to the room’s center. “Turn around. Face me.”

He shuffled awkwardly, heels clicking, his bound hands making the movement clumsy. The lingerie clung to his frame, his bare genitals starkly exposed beneath the garter belt, swaying with each step. Eleanor’s gaze swept over him, unyielding.

His appearance was nothing short of absurd, a caricature of submission pushed to the edge of farce. The pink ball gag, stretched tight, forced his mouth into a gaping, drooling cavern, saliva pooling at the corners and dribbling in glistening trails down his chin. The straps bit deep into his cheeks, carving red welts that framed his face in a humiliating mask of compliance. His eyes, wide with nervous strain, darted under Eleanor’s scrutiny, but the gag ensured no sound beyond a pitiful gurgle could escape.

His hands, bound behind him with the velvet sash, pulled his shoulders back awkwardly, thrusting his chest forward. The lace bra, delicate and ill-fitting, clung to his frame, its straps cutting into his skin, while the garter belt cinched his waist, the sheer stockings sagging slightly at his trembling thighs. His genitals, left bare and framed by the black lace garters, dangled vulnerably, swaying with every quivering motion of his legs—a mortifying centerpiece to his feminized ensemble. The heels, too high and unsteady, forced his calves into a taut, wobbling dance, each click on the hardwood floor a reminder of his predicament.

Eleanor’s lips twitched, barely suppressing a smirk as she circled him slowly, the paddle still resting ominously on the side table. “My, my,” she murmured, her voice dripping with mock pity. “What a sight you are. Drooling like a hound, trussed up in your little outfit. Did you think this would earn you leniency?” She paused behind him, letting her gaze linger on the red glow of his backside, still warm and blotchy from Miranda’s earlier attentions. “If anything, it makes me want to add a few more marks.”

He whimpered, the sound muffled and wet, his head bowing slightly before Eleanor’s sharp command snapped it back up. “Eyes forward,” she barked, stepping in front of him again. She leaned in close, her face inches from his, her green eyes boring into his. “You’re a mess. That gag’s doing you no favors, is it? Drool all over yourself—hardly the picture of obedience.” She reached out, flicking a bead of saliva from his chin with a manicured nail, her expression one of amused disgust.

“Curtsy,” she commanded.

He hesitated, and her brow arched. “Now.”

He dipped into a shaky curtsy, knees bending, hips tilting forward. The lace bra shifted, garter straps pulling taut, his flush deepening. Eleanor’s lips pursed.

“Pathetic,” she said, returning to her armchair and picking up her book. “Do it again. Properly. And keep practicing until I say otherwise.”

He straightened, then curtsied again, the motion jerky, his exposed groin swaying with each dip. Eleanor’s eyes flicked up occasionally, her voice sharp with corrections. “Smoother. Knees together. Head up.” He repeated the motion, over and over, the heels clicking softly, his breathing ragged through the gag. His thighs trembled, the garter straps digging into his skin, but he didn’t dare stop. The lamplight cast his shadow, amplifying his humiliation.

After several minutes, Eleanor set her book down, her gaze critical. “Adequate,” she said, rising. “You can practice more later.” She stepped behind him, deftly untying the velvet sash binding his wrists. His arms fell to his sides, stiff from confinement, but the gag remained firmly in place, his muffled breaths audible.

Eleanor folded her arms, her tone matter-of-fact. “I believe you have housework to attend to. I notice the kitchen floor needs scrubbing, and the dining table could use a polish.” She gestured toward the kitchen, her eyes glinting. “Don’t dawdle. And don’t think I won’t inspect your work.”

She returned to her armchair, reopening her novel. The paddle remained on the table, a silent warning. As he shuffled toward the kitchen, Eleanor’s voice followed him, calm but firm. “And keep that gag in. I don’t want to hear a peep unless it’s the sound of you working. And clean up any drool you leave behind or there’ll be hell to pay.”

The room settled into silence, broken only by the faint rustle of pages and the distant clatter of cleaning supplies as he began his tasks, Eleanor’s watchful presence looming over every move.

Time passed, the clock’s soft ticking marking the minutes. Eventually, the sounds from the kitchen ceased, and he reappeared, shuffling into the living room. His face was flushed, his hands clasped nervously in front of his exposed groin. Without a word, he lowered himself to his knees before Eleanor, head bowed, the gag still in place. His stockings whispered against the floor, and his bare thighs trembled slightly from the effort of cleaning in heels.

Eleanor sighed, closing her book with a deliberate snap. “Come along, then,” she said, her tone heavy with resignation. She rose and gestured for him to follow. “Let’s see if you’ve managed to do anything right.”

He scrambled to his feet, the heels clicking as he trailed behind her to the kitchen. Eleanor’s sharp gaze swept over the room, her lips pursing as she inspected his work. She ran a finger along the edge of the table, her brow furrowing at the faint streak of dust. She crouched slightly, examining the kitchen floor, and clicked her tongue at a smudge near the baseboard.

“Sloppy,” she said, straightening. “The table’s streaky, the floor’s barely passable, and—oh, look.” She pointed to a corner where a small pile of crumbs lingered. “You didn’t even bother to check properly. Miranda would be appalled.”

He shifted, a muffled whimper escaping the gag, his eyes wide. Eleanor folded her arms, her voice cold. “I told you I’d inspect your work. Did you think I’d overlook this?”

She turned, striding back to the living room, and beckoned him to follow. “Come here,” she said, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. He shuffled after her, his bare genitals swaying awkwardly, the lamplight casting his shadow across the floor.

Eleanor retrieved the velvet sash from the side table, her movements brisk. “Hands behind you,” she ordered. He complied, trembling, and she bound his wrists tightly, the soft fabric biting into his skin. She then picked up the sleek wooden paddle, its polished surface glinting ominously.

“Over my knee,” she said, seating herself in the armchair and patting her lap. Her voice was calm, but the steel beneath it was unmistakable. “Now.”

He hesitated, the sash pulling his shoulders back, his wrists straining against the tight knots. Eleanor’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Awkwardly, he draped himself over her lap, his lingerie-clad body tense, his bare genitals pressing against her thigh. Eleanor placed her hand firmly on his bound wrists, her grip unyielding, and pushed them upward along his back, forcing his shoulders to stretch and his body to shift higher over her knee. The motion lifted his blazing backside completely clear of his hands, fully exposed and vulnerable, the gag forcing a pitiful, mewling cry as drool dripped steadily from his stretched mouth, splattering onto the floor beneath.

“You’ve earned this,” Eleanor said, her tone matter-of-fact. Without pause, she raised the paddle and unleashed a fast, continuous series of hard strokes, each crack echoing sharply in the quiet room. The relentless barrage struck his tender backside with unyielding force, his bound wrists jerking against her hand’s pressure as a desperate, mewling scream erupted beneath the gag, the high-pitched wail muffled but piercing. The force of his cries accelerated the drool, saliva gushing from the gag, streaming down his chin and splattering messily onto the floor. Each stroke left vivid red marks, rapidly deepening the glow to a fiery crimson, her reputation for thorough discipline evident in the unceasing rhythm, her hand keeping his bound wrists pinned high to ensure his bum remained perfectly positioned.

His body writhed, the garter straps pulling taut, his bare genitals shifting humiliatingly against her thigh. The sash and her grip held his hands immobile, his fingers twitching helplessly as the paddle struck without mercy, the rapid-fire impacts overwhelming his senses. Each stroke drew another mewling cry, the gag barely containing the raw agony, the pitiful sounds blending with the wet splatter of drool, pouring in a torrent, the slick puddle growing beneath him. His jaw ached from the gag’s prolonged stretch, the drool unstoppable as his cries intensified the flow.

“You’ll take what you’ve earned,” she said sternly, her voice cutting through his muffled screams as the paddle continued its relentless assault. The strokes never slowed, each one building on the last, the paddle’s impact amplified by his elevated position, his inability to brace or resist. His mewling screams grew frantic, the gag soaked, drool cascading in a steady stream, pooling messily on the floor. The lingerie offered no protection, the lace and silk only accentuating his vulnerability. Eleanor’s expression remained impassive, her focus absolute, as she delivered a paddling that left his backside throbbing, the heat radiating fiercely.

Finally, she paused, resting the paddle against his blazing backside, her hand still holding his bound wrists high. His breathing was ragged, his body trembling, the gag drenched, a glistening puddle of drool spreading on the floor. Eleanor’s lips curved faintly, satisfied with the lesson’s impact. “On your knees,” she commanded, releasing his wrists and guiding him off her lap. His movements were clumsy, the heels and bound wrists making him stagger, his blazing cheeks pulsing visibly under the lamplight.

Eleanor rose, setting the paddle on the table, and strode to the kitchen. She returned with a dishcloth, her eyes glinting as she tossed it onto the floor near the slick puddle of drool. “Clean it up,” she said, her voice sharp. “With your nose. Ass high. Now.”

He froze, a muffled, mewling whimper escaping the gag, his eyes wide. Eleanor folded her arms, her tone brooking no argument. “Don’t test me.” He lowered his face to the floor, his bound hands useless behind him. His nose pressed into the dishcloth, his blazing backside raised high. The sash pulled his shoulders back, his wrists straining as he nudged the cloth awkwardly, sopping up the slick drool. Drool continued to drip from the gag, mixing with the mess, his mewling cries softer now but still audible, each movement eliciting a pitiful sound.

Eleanor picked up the paddle again, her expression cold. “You’re too slow,” she said, stepping behind him. Without warning, she brought the paddle down with a sharp crack across his raised backside. A muffled, mewling scream tore from the gag, drool surging as he jolted, his nose pressing harder into the dishcloth. She delivered another stroke, then another, each one precise, the fiery sting reigniting across his crimson cheeks. His bound hands clenched, the sash biting into his wrists, his mewling cries growing frantic, saliva spilling faster, soaking the cloth and floor.

“Keep cleaning,” she ordered, her voice low and unyielding, the paddle striking again. His ass high, he pushed the cloth with his nose, his bare genitals swaying humiliatingly. Each paddle stroke drew a fresh mewling wail, the gag muffling the sound but not the desperation, his bound hands twitching uselessly.

Eleanor watched, paddle in hand, her gaze unrelenting. “Every drop,” she said. “Or we’ll do this all night.” His nose shoved the cloth, his blazing backside throbbing under her strikes, the gag muffling his mewling cries, the slick mess spreading as he obeyed, his submission absolute under her unyielding discipline.

After a final sharp crack of the paddle, Eleanor stepped back, her eyes sweeping over the damp dishcloth and the floor. “That will do,” she said, her voice cold but satisfied. “Back to the wall,” she ordered. He struggled to his feet, his movements clumsy from the heels and bound wrists, the stockings whispering against the hardwood. He shuffled to the wall and pressed his nose to the spot where the coin had been, his bound hands trembling behind him.

She set the paddle on the side table with a soft clack, then bent down, picking up the dishcloth. Kneeling on one knee, she used the cloth to touch up the floor, scrubbing briskly at a lingering smudge near the puddle’s edge, her movements precise and thorough.

Content with the floor, Eleanor then approached him, the damp dishcloth in hand. Without warning, she yanked his face from the wall by his hair and roughly rubbed his face, the coarse fabric scraping across his tender cheeks and chin, smearing the fresh drool and leaving his skin flushed and stinging. His muffled, mewling whimpers grew sharper under the harsh treatment, his eyes wide with discomfort. She worked the cloth over his lips, scrubbing the saliva-soaked skin, her movements brisk and ungentle.

Satisfied, she stepped back and strode to the basement door, opening it with a creak. With a dismissive flick, she tossed the dishcloth down the stairs toward the laundry. Returning to him, she retrieved the coin, her fingers precise as she placed it between his nose and the wall, ensuring it sat securely. “Keep it there,” she said, her tone sharp and unyielding. “If it falls before Miranda returns, we’ll repeat this lesson. Understood?”

A muffled whimper escaped the gag, but he nodded, pressing his nose firmly to the coin. Drool resumed its slow drip, a fresh trickle forming as he fought to stay still, his face still tingling from her rough handling. Eleanor returned to her armchair, picking up her novel with a soft rustle, her sharp gaze flicking up occasionally to monitor his obedience. The room fell silent, save for the clock’s soft ticking, and his uneven, muffled breaths, his submission absolute under her watchful presence.

Half an hour later, the front door clicked open. Miranda stepped inside, her black cocktail dress shimmering faintly, her clutch tucked under one arm. The warm glow of the room caught her sleek dark hair as her eyes landed on her husband—still pressed against the wall, coin in place, his feminized form trembling, his rear cheeks a fiery, blazing red. A soft laugh escaped her lips, light and amused.

“Oh, darling,” she said, setting her clutch on the console. “Have you been there the whole time?”

Eleanor glanced up from her book, a wry smile tugging at her lips. “Not quite,” she said, closing the novel with a snap. “He’s had a busy evening. Housework, mostly—though his efforts were… lacking. I had to correct him.” She nodded toward the paddle on the table, then to his glowing backside.

Miranda stepped closer, her heels clicking softly as she examined him. Her eyes lingered on the vivid red of his cheeks. She chuckled again, circling him slowly. “My, my. You’ve outdone yourself, Mother. That’s quite the shade.”

“He needed a reminder,” Eleanor said, rising. “Sloppy cleaning, poor attitude. I trust he’ll do better next time.”

Miranda tilted her head, her lips curving. “Oh, I’m sure he will.” She reached out, brushing a finger lightly along the edge of his gag, her touch teasing. “Won’t you, pet?”

He trembled, the coin wobbling but holding, a muffled sound escaping. Miranda laughed softly, stepping back. “Well, you’ve clearly had enough for one night.” She glanced at Eleanor. “Thank you for keeping him in line. I’ll take it from here.”

Eleanor inclined her head, her expression cool but tinged with disapproval as she gathered her handbag and novel. “He’s all yours, Miranda,” she said, her voice clipped. She cast a sharp glance at her son-in-law, still trembling against the wall, the coin glinting faintly between his nose and the surface, his fiery red backside pulsing under the lamplight. “Though I must say, you’ve been far too lenient with him.”

Miranda paused by the console, her brow lifting slightly. “Lenient?” she echoed, a hint of amusement in her tone as she set her clutch down.

Eleanor’s lips pursed, her gaze flicking to the paddle on the side table. “He was squirming like a child over my lap,” she said, her voice laced with reproach. “I could barely keep him in place as I paddled him. If I hadn’t pinned his wrists so tightly, he’d have wriggled free. That’s not obedience, Miranda. That’s a lack of proper discipline.”

Miranda crossed her arms, her smile fading as she absorbed her mother’s words. The room was silent save for her husband’s uneven, muffled breaths. Eleanor stepped closer, her tailored green skirt suit rustling softly, her eyes narrowing as she studied the feminized figure of her son-in-law.

“He needs to learn true obedience,” Eleanor continued, her tone firm. “Not just compliance when it suits him. You’re too soft, letting his little grumbles and sloppy housework slide. If he can’t stay still for a proper paddling, how do you expect him to respect your authority?” She gestured to his blazing backside. “This? It’s a start, but it’s not enough. He should be trembling at the thought of disappointing you, not testing your patience.”

Miranda’s eyes flickered to her husband, taking in the vivid red of his cheeks, the drool-soaked gag, the coin wobbling precariously as he fought to remain still. She sighed, her fingers brushing the edge of her black cocktail dress. “I suppose I have been a bit… indulgent,” she admitted, her voice thoughtful. “But I thought a lighter touch might encourage him.”

“Encourage?” Eleanor scoffed, adjusting her handbag on her shoulder. “He’s not a puppy, Miranda. He’s your responsibility to mold. A lighter touch only teaches him he can push boundaries. If I’d gone easy on your father, he’d never have learned his place.” Her lips curved faintly, a glimmer of satisfaction in her eyes. “You know I don’t tolerate half-measures.”

Miranda nodded slowly, her expression hardening as she stepped toward her husband. “Point taken,” she said, her heels clicking deliberately on the hardwood. She stopped behind him, close enough for him to sense her presence, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous murmur. “It seems I’ve been too kind, pet. Mother’s right—you need to learn what obedience really means.”

Eleanor watched, her approval evident in the slight nod she gave. “Good,” she said, moving toward the door. “Goodnight, sweetheart. Don’t let him off easy.”

“Thank you again, Mom.”

Eleanor nodded, gathering her handbag. “My pleasure. Call me if he needs another lesson from me.” With a final glance at her son-in-law, she swept out, the door clicking shut behind her.

Miranda turned back to him, her expression softening slightly, though her eyes still glinted with amusement. “Don’t worry pet, I think Mom can be a bit overly strict, don’t you?”

“Mmmm! Mmmm!” he mumbled, nodding his head as much as the coin allowed.

“Let’s get that coin off, shall we?” She plucked it from the wall, and he sagged, his blazing cheeks throbbing as he stood still, awaiting her next command. “Oh, don’t look so pitiful,” she said. “You brought this on yourself. You should know to behave when Mom’s here.”

Miranda turned him, her fingers brushing lightly against the velvet sash binding his wrists. “Let’s get this off,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing. With deft movements, she untied the sash, the soft fabric falling away to the floor. His arms slumped, stiff from hours of confinement, but he remained still, awaiting her next command.

She gave his blazing backside a gentle pat, eliciting a muffled wince, and leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. “On your knees,” she said, her tone firm yet laced with amusement. She stepped back, pointing to the floor in front of her, her manicured nail glinting.

He turned to face her and lowered himself awkwardly, the stockings whispering against the hardwood. His knees met the floor with a soft thud, and he knelt before her, head bowed, the gag forcing his mouth open in silent submission. His blazing cheeks throbbed, the heat radiating, and his exposed groin swayed slightly.

Miranda tilted her head, her dark hair catching the light as she studied him. “Look at you,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mock sympathy. She crouched slightly, her face level with his, and reached behind his head to grasp the buckle of the ball gag. She unbuckled it, then eased the wide pink sphere from his mouth. It came free with a wet pop, trails of saliva clinging to his lips as he gasped, his jaw stiff and aching from hours of strain. He tried to flex it, wincing visibly, his breathing uneven as he adjusted to the sudden freedom.

She straightened, holding the dripping gag between two fingers like a trophy, her lips twitching with amusement. “Is your jaw sore, pet?” she asked, her voice a teasing lilt. She tilted her head, feigning concern, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Poor thing. Hours with that gag must have been dreadful.”

He nodded faintly, his voice hoarse and barely audible as he whispered, “Yes, Mistress.” His jaw trembled, the muscles protesting even that small movement, and his eyes flickered with a mix of relief and apprehension.

Miranda’s smile widened, sharp and knowing. “Too bad,” she said, tossing the gag onto the side table with a soft clatter. “Because you’ve still got bedroom duty tonight, and I expect that mouth to perform.” She stepped closer, her dress brushing against his kneeling form, and ran a finger lightly along his cheek, her touch both tender and taunting. “Sore jaw or not. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he rasped, his voice a strained murmur, his jaw still stiff and protesting.

“Good boy,” she purred, turning toward the hallway. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes glinting. “Follow me.”

He scrambled to his feet, the high heels clicking unevenly as he trailed behind her, his freed hands hovering uncertainly at his sides. He followed her through the dimly lit hallway to the bedroom. His sore jaw and bottom throbbed with each step, dull aches that pulsed in time with his racing heart. As Miranda’s silhouette disappeared into the bedroom, her soft laugh echoing back, he knew with a sinking certainty that his jaw and bottom would be far sorer still before the night was out.


The Suffragette’s Seat

[I just love this period!]

New York City, 1893. A sharp October wind swept through Union Square, thick with coal smoke and the defiant chants of a women’s suffrage march. Placards demanding “Votes for Women!” rose above a sea of bonnets, clogging the cobblestone streets. Clara Wentworth, twenty-four, led the charge, her auburn hair pinned under a green velvet hat, her green eyes fierce. She’d spent weeks organizing this march, rallying women in tenements and parlors, her lavender silk dress—chosen for respectability—now streaked with dust. Her sign, “Suffrage Now!”, waved like a standard in battle.

Theodore Wentworth, forty-five, a lawyer whose name commanded Manhattan’s courtrooms, despised suffrage. “It’s unnatural, Clara,” he’d snapped that morning, his gray-streaked hair glinting, his dark eyes hard. “Women voting? A disgrace. Stay clear of those radicals, or you’ll regret it.” Clara had nodded, her smile a mask, her heart already in the streets.

The police, a thin line of blue coats, were unprepared for the march’s ferocity. Expecting a tame protest, they flinched as the women surged, chanting “Equal rights!” Officers shouted orders, but the crowd pressed tighter, hurling insults, some women slapping at grabbing hands. A constable reeled from a parasol’s sharp jab; another dodged a gloved fist. Stung and flustered, the police hesitated—unaccustomed to wrestling women in fine dresses.

Clara, at the forefront, shouted, “Stand firm, sisters!” The women linked arms, a wall of defiance. But the police, stung by jeers and their own humiliation, did their duty. Orders barked, and officers seized arms and waists. The women fought—kicking, screaming, skirts tangling as they were dragged across the square. Clara’s hat fell, her sign torn away, as a burly officer clamped her wrists. “You’re under arrest, missy!” he roared, hauling her to a paddy wagon. Around her, women shrieked, some clawing, others going limp. The square dissolved into a chaos of flailing limbs and furious cries.

By nightfall, Clara sat in a damp cell at the Jefferson Market Courthouse, her dress torn, her wrists bruised, her resolve ironclad. Theodore would be livid, but she’d face him unbowed.

The next afternoon, the courtroom buzzed—reporters, merchants, society matrons whispering behind fans. Judge Hiram Caldwell, muttonchopped and stern, glowered from the bench. The arrested women were called. Most, shaken, mumbled apologies, paid five-dollar fines, and were led out by husbands, heads low.

Clara’s name echoed last. She stood, chin high, her loose hair a fiery halo under the gaslights. Murmurs spread—Clara Wentworth, Theodore’s wife, a march organizer? Caldwell’s voice dripped scorn. “Mrs. Wentworth, you’re charged with disorderly conduct for leading an unlawful assembly. Plead guilty, pay the fine, and end this nonsense.”

Clara’s lips curved, defiant. “Not guilty. I led that march for women’s votes, and I’d do it again. If that’s a crime, lock me up!”

Gasps rippled. Caldwell’s face reddened, his gavel crashing. “Silence! You’re begging for a cell, Mrs. Wentworth!”

“Your Honor,” Theodore’s voice cut through, sharp as steel. He stood, suit pristine, his presence stilling the room. “A private word, if I may?”

Caldwell, eager to avoid a martyr and put this affair behind him, nodded. “My chambers, Mr. Wentworth.”

Clara’s stomach knotted as the men vanished behind the oak door. Theodore’s warnings—stay away from radicals—echoed, but she’d expected a fine or lecture, not some unknown scheme. She stood rigid, bracing.

When they returned, Caldwell’s scowl was a sly, Cheshire Cat grin. Theodore’s face was stone, his eyes glinting with grim purpose. Clara’s pulse raced.

“Mrs. Wentworth,” Caldwell declared, his tone gleeful, “under Section 47 of the Municipal Code, this court may reduce the status of an unruly female under twenty-five to a juvenile, subject to her guardian’s discipline. You are hereby placed under the charge of your husband, Theodore Wentworth, until age 25 or earlier if the court, under his advice, deems you reformed.”

Laughter roared. Clara’s face burned, her fists clenching. “This is absurd! I’m no child!”

But Theodore was at her side, his grip iron on her arm. “Enough, Clara.” To the crowd’s delight, he led her to a bench at the courtroom’s front. With a swift motion, he sat, pulled her across his knee, and raised her skirts, exposing the tight white bloomers beneath. Clara gasped, her cheeks flaming as the crowd hooted.

His hand came down sharply, each smack resounding across the taut fabric, stinging her skin. The spectators erupted—men slapped thighs, women hid giggles. Caldwell leaned forward, grinning wide. After two dozen sharp swats, Theodore set her on her feet, her hair tumbling loose, her eyes blazing with fury.

He gripped her arm, marching her toward the door. “There’s more waiting at home,” he announced, his voice carrying, “and without those bloomers to shield your modesty.” The crowd roared louder, cheers and jeers echoing as Clara’s face burned hotter, her humiliation complete.

In the carriage uptown, Clara stared out at the gaslit streets, her jaw tight. Theodore sat beside her, silent, his victory apparent. “You’ve shamed me,” she said at last, her voice low. “But you won’t break me. I’ll march again. Women will vote.”

His eyes narrowed. “You’re under my charge, Clara. Defy me, and you’ll get worse.”

She met his gaze, unflinching. “I’ll fight you every step. And I’ll win.”

A flicker crossed his face—anger, perhaps a grudging spark of respect. He looked away. “We’ll see.”
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Dear readers, what a spectacle scorched the Jefferson Market Courthouse this week! The comely Mrs. Clara Wentworth, wife of the formidable lawyer Mr. Theodore Wentworth, turned that sober chamber into a stage of scandal. Known for her reckless flirtation with the suffrage rabble, Mrs. Wentworth, radiant at four-and-twenty in lavender silk, faced charges for leading a chaotic march through Union Square, where petticoats warred with police in a most unseemly brawl.

Before Judge Hiram Caldwell, whose muttonchops bristled with outrage, the auburn-haired vixen scorned a trifling fine, daring His Honor to cast her into a cell. The gallery gasped—such audacity from a lady of her rank! But the scene grew positively delectable when Mr. Wentworth, gray-templed and masterful, rose to parley with the judge. What whispers passed in those chambers? Only this: Caldwell returned with a grin wide as a Cheshire’s, declaring Mrs. Wentworth reduced to a juvenile, subject to her husband’s strict correction.

And correct he did! Before a hooting throng, Mr. Wentworth draped his errant society wife across his knee, hoisting her skirts to reveal—fie, the shame!—the tightest of bloomers. His hand descended with sharp, ringing smacks, each one sparking cheers from the gentlemen and smothered titters from the matrons. Two dozen stern swats left Mrs. Wentworth’s cheeks (both, we wager) aglow, her hair a wild cascade. Defiant still, she was marched out, Mr. Wentworth proclaiming more discipline at home, “without those bloomers to shield her.” The crowd’s roars linger yet!

What fate awaits this wayward belle? Will she be grounded like a naughty child, or permitted her customary tea at Mrs. Vanderbilt’s? If so, society wagers she’ll not sit comfortably for it—the general consensus holds she’ll be standing for some time to come.

—P.Q.


Red Buns and Wedding Vows 

In the heart of a sleepy 1950s Midwest town, where picket fences lined manicured lawns and the hum of radio tunes drifted through open windows, eighteen-year-old Tommy Harper and his girlfriend, Betty Lou Jenkins, found themselves in deep trouble. It was a muggy Saturday evening in June, and the two had snuck down to the cool, dimly lit basement of Tommy’s mom’s modest ranch-style home, a sanctuary of plaid furniture and linoleum floors.

The basement was Tommy’s domain, a teenage haven with a sagging couch, a stack of comic books, and a record player spinning a slow Elvis tune. His mom, Evelyn, was upstairs, fussing over a cherry pie in the kitchen. Betty Lou, with her ponytail and pedal pushers, had slipped over from her house a block away, telling her own mom, Doris, she was just “going for a walk.” The two had been sweet on each other since junior year, their romance a mix of stolen glances at the soda fountain and chaste kisses at the drive-in. But tonight, with the basement to themselves, things had heated up fast.

On the couch, their lips locked in a feverish kiss, Betty Lou’s blouse was discarded on the floor, her bra unhooked, leaving her exposed. Tommy’s shirt was off, and his jeans were unzipped, her hand exploring boldly. One of his hands, meanwhile, had slipped past the unbuttoned waistband of her pants, the other fondling a bare boob, their breaths heavy with the thrill of crossing lines they’d only dreamt about. The Elvis record spun on, masking their murmurs, until the sharp creak of the basement stairs shattered the moment.

“Thomas James Harper!” Evelyn’s voice cut through the air like a switchblade. She stood at the foot of the stairs, her apron still tied on, her face a storm cloud of shock and fury. Tommy and Betty Lou froze, hands yanking back as if scalded, but it was too late. Evelyn’s eyes blazed, taking in Betty Lou’s bare chest, the disheveled pants, the guilty flush on both their faces. “What in the Lord’s name is going on here?”

“M-Mom, I—” Tommy stammered, but Evelyn wasn’t having it.

“Not another word!” she snapped, her voice trembling with rage. Betty Lou, clutching her arms over her chest, whimpered, tears welling up. Evelyn’s glare pinned them both to the couch. “You stay right there, both of you. Don’t you dare touch those clothes.” Her tone was iron, and neither dared move. She stormed to the corner where the rotary phone sat on a small table, her heels clicking furiously on the linoleum. Dialing with sharp, deliberate twists, she called Doris Jenkins.

“Doris, it’s Evelyn. You need to get over here right now,” she said, her voice low but seething. “Your daughter and my son… they’ve been up to no good in my basement.” She didn’t elaborate, but the urgency in her tone had Doris promising to be there in minutes.

As they waited, Evelyn stood like a sentinel, arms crossed, her glare never leaving the two teenagers. Tommy stared at the floor, his face burning, while Betty Lou sniffled, her arms still shielding herself. The basement felt suffocating, the Elvis record now silent, the needle scratching softly. When Doris arrived, she let herself in and headed straight down. Her face mirrored Evelyn’s disgust as she took in the scene: her daughter, Betty Lou, bare-chested and tearful, and Tommy Harper, equally disheveled, both frozen on the couch under Evelyn Harper’s furious glare, their pants open at the waist. The air was thick with shame, the Elvis record long silent.

Doris’s voice cut like a razor. “Betty Lou Jenkins, you’ve brought disgrace on this family! And you, Thomas Harper, acting like some lowlife delinquent! I’ve never been so humiliated!”

The mothers exchanged a look, a silent agreement forged in their shared outrage. Without a word exchanged, the two women decided the punishment would be swift and traditional. “Evelyn,” Doris said, her tone shifting to grim resolve, “Have you got a good, stout hairbrush handy, by chance?”

Evelyn’s lips tightened into a grim nod. “I’ve got two, Doris. Hold on.” She turned, her heels clicking sharply up the basement stairs, leaving Doris to tower over the trembling teens. Doris’s glare was a vice, pinning them to the couch. Tommy stared at the floor, his heart hammering, while Betty Lou’s sniffles echoed, her arms clutched over her chest.

“Don’t you dare move,” Doris hissed, her voice dripping with menace. “You’ve both earned every bit of what’s coming.”

Evelyn returned, descending the stairs with purpose, two heavy wooden hairbrushes in hand. Their broad, flat backs glinted in the dim light, tools of old-school discipline. She handed one to Doris, who hefted it with a nod of approval. The mothers shared a look, a silent vow to set things right.

“Stand up, both of you,” Evelyn snapped. Tommy and Betty Lou scrambled to their feet, their unbuttoned pants sagging, their faces flushed with dread, Betty Lou desperately covering her bare chest with her hands. “Pants down—now,” Doris ordered, her tone unyielding. The teens hesitated, but the mothers’ stares crushed any resistance. With trembling hands, Tommy pushed his jeans to his knees, his boxers still in place, while Betty Lou, sobbing softly, shoved her pedal pushers down, her cotton panties clinging to her hips.

Evelyn and Doris each pulled a wooden chair from the corner, positioning them to face each other, close enough for their knees to nearly touch. “Over our knees,” Evelyn commanded, sitting with her hairbrush at the ready. Doris sat opposite, mirroring her, the brush poised. Tommy, swallowing hard, draped himself over his mother’s lap, his boxers taut across his backside. Betty Lou, shaking, did the same across Doris’s knees, her head positioned near Tommy’s feet and vice versa.

The mothers locked eyes, their faces set in mutual determination. Without a word, they nodded, and in perfect unison, they reached forward. Evelyn hooked her fingers into the waistband of Tommy’s boxers, yanking them down to his thighs, while Doris did the same with Betty Lou’s panties, exposing their bare skin to the cool basement air. The teens gasped, their last shred of modesty stripped away.

The first swats landed with a resounding crack, the hairbrushes striking bare flesh with unrelenting force. Tommy yelped, his body jerking, while Betty Lou’s sharp cry pierced the air. Facing each other, the mothers worked in grim synchronicity, their arms rising and falling in a relentless rhythm, the flat backs of the brushes painting fiery red across pale skin. Each swat drew louder sobs, the pain mounting with every blistering strike. Tommy’s shouts turned to broken pleas, his pride shattered, while Betty Lou wailed, her legs kicking as tears streamed down her face.

The basement rang with the teens’ cries, a cacophony of anguish that drowned out all else. Their dignity was gone, burned away by the searing pain and the humiliating position. The mothers, unyielding, delivered a punishment meant to linger, each swat a lesson in propriety. When they finally stopped, the silence was heavy, broken only by the teens’ ragged sobs and shuddering breaths.

“Up,” Evelyn ordered, her voice like ice. Tommy and Betty Lou both staggered to their feet, hands hovering over their burning backsides, too sore to touch. Their moms deliberately ensured they faced away from each others’ bare forms. Doris pointed to opposite corners of the basement. “Noses to the wall. You’ll stand there until we say otherwise.”

Sniffling and stumbling, their pants and underwear tangled at their ankles, they shuffled to their corners. Tommy faced one wall, head bowed, while Betty Lou, bare shoulders heaving, faced the other. The mothers stood watch, hairbrushes in hand, their expressions carved from stone. The basement, once a teenage refuge, was now a stark chamber of reckoning, its walls holding the echoes of a lesson neither would forget.

Evelyn broke the silence, her voice firm but measured. “An hour in those corners will do you both good. Time to think about your shameful behavior and how you’ve let yourselves—and us—down.”

Doris nodded, her lips a thin line. “Not a word, not a twitch, not even a turn of your naughty heads,” she added, her tone sharp. “You stay exactly as you are, noses to the wall, or we’ll be back with these brushes. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tommy mumbled, his voice hoarse, while Betty Lou managed a tearful, “Yes, Mama.” Their heads remained bowed, their bodies rigid with fear of further retribution.

The mothers exchanged a glance, satisfied with the gravity of the moment. “Let’s have some coffee, Doris,” Evelyn said, her tone softening slightly, though her resolve remained ironclad. “They’ll keep.”

Doris agreed, and the two women ascended the basement stairs, their heels clicking in unison on the wooden steps with the steady rhythm of maternal authority, the wooden hairbrushes tucked under their arms. As they reached the top, Evelyn called down one final warning: “We’ll hear any nonsense, so don’t test us.” The door closed with a soft thud, leaving the teens in the dim, oppressive quiet of the basement.

As they reached the kitchen, the tension of the basement melted, the warm glow of the overhead light and the lingering scent of cherry pie softening the edges of their stern resolve.

Evelyn set the hairbrushes on the counter and moved to the percolator, pouring two fresh cups of coffee. Doris settled at the Formica table, her lips twitching with the faintest hint of amusement. The clock ticked softly, marking the start of the hour they’d decreed for their children’s reflection.

“Well,” Doris said, her voice low but laced with a wry chuckle, “those two certainly know how to stir up trouble, don’t they? Hands where they shouldn’t be, clothes half-off—good heavens, Evelyn, it’s a miracle you caught them when you did.”

Evelyn turned, a coffee cup in each hand, her own stern facade cracking into a knowing smile as she slid into the chair across from Doris. “Oh, Doris, you’re not wrong. His hand down her pants, hers down his—if I’d been five minutes later, we’d be planning a shotgun wedding with a baby already in the oven!” She shook her head, her chuckle warm but tinged with exasperation. “Young love’s got no sense of timing.”

Doris laughed softly, stirring her coffee. “No, it doesn’t. I swear, Betty Lou’s always been sweet on Tommy, but I didn’t think she’d be that bold. And Tommy—well, he’s got his father’s nerve, that’s for sure.”

Evelyn sipped her coffee, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Nerve and then some. You should have seen how red their faces were when I walked in. Like they thought they’d invented something new on that couch. Kids these days—think they’re the first to sneak a feel in a basement.”

Doris leaned back, her smile widening. “Yes, they’re not so different from us, are they? Remember those barn dances when we were their age? A quick kiss behind the hay bales felt like the end of the world.” She paused, her tone turning playful. “Though I don’t recall my hands wandering quite so far south.”

Evelyn snorted, nearly spilling her coffee. “You fibber, Doris Jenkins! I seem to recall a certain someone getting caught with Jimmy Tate under the bleachers at the county fair.” The two women burst into quiet laughter, their stern maternal masks slipping as they shared a moment of nostalgia, the antics of their naughty children sparking memories of their own youthful rebellions.

“Fair enough,” Doris conceded, wiping a tear of mirth from her eye. “But we turned out fine, and so will they—after a good dose of the hairbrush and some corner time to cool their heads.”

Evelyn nodded, her smile fading into a softer resolve. “They will. They’re good kids, just… overheated. We’ll keep ‘em on the straight and narrow.”

Doris raised her cup in a mock toast. “To naughty kids and mothers who know better.”

Evelyn clinked her cup against Doris’s, their laughter fading into the hum of the kitchen, their coffee steaming as they settled in to wait out the hour, confident that their firm hands—and a touch of humor—would guide their children through the trials of young love.

Meanwhile, the basement was a tomb of silence, the dim light casting long shadows across the linoleum as Tommy and Betty Lou stood in their opposite corners, noses to the wall, their pants and underwear still bunched at their ankles. The sting of the hairbrushes lingered on their bare backsides, a fiery reminder of their misdeeds. The mothers’ warning hung heavy—not a word, not a move, not a turn of their heads. But halfway through the decreed hour, the weight of stillness and teenage restlessness proved too much for Tommy.

His neck ached, his legs twitched, and curiosity gnawed at him. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, he turned his head, just enough to steal a glance across the room. There stood Betty Lou, her back to him, bare from the ankles up, her tight, beautiful, bare bottom a vivid, tomato-red glow from the hairbrush’s wrath. The sight was absolutely captivating. Despite their fumbling groping, he had never seen her bare bum in all its glory, and his heart caught. That and another part of his anatomy.

Betty Lou, sensing the shift in the air, hissed “Tommy!”, her whisper desperate but barely audible. “Don’t you dare look at me like this!” Her cheeks flushed anew, a mix of embarrassment and indignation, her arms twitching as if to cover herself but too afraid to break the mothers’ rules.

Tommy’s lips twitched into a nervous giggle, the sound escaping before he could stop it. He quickly turned back to the wall, his heart racing, half-expecting the basement door to fly open. The giggle lingered in his throat, a small rebellion against the oppressive silence, but he pressed his nose harder against the wall, willing himself to stay still.

Minutes ticked by, the basement settling back into its heavy quiet. But now Betty Lou’s own curiosity stirred. The image of Tommy’s defiance, his cheeky giggle, gnawed at her. She bit her lip, hesitating, then risked a glance over her shoulder. There was Tommy, his bare backside as red as hers, the hairbrush’s handiwork glaring in the dim light. The sight was absurdly funny, a mirror of her own humiliation, and despite herself, a soft giggle bubbled out, high and quick at the sight of his excitingly well-toned rear anatomy. She clamped her mouth shut, whipping her head back to the wall, her pulse pounding with the thrill of her own daring.

The giggles, brief as they were, seemed to echo in the stillness, but the basement door remained closed. Upstairs, Evelyn and Doris sat at the kitchen table, their coffee cups nearly empty, their conversation drifting to neighborhood gossip. The faint sounds from below went unnoticed, lost in the clink of spoons and the hum of the refrigerator. The clock ticked on, the hour nearing its end.

By now, the mothers’ conversation had turned reflective. Both mothers, no strangers to youthful passion, knew their children’s bond ran deeper than a fleeting teenage fling. They’d seen the way Tommy and Betty Lou looked at each other—puppy love destined to grow into something lasting.

“Doris,” Evelyn said, stirring her coffee, “those two are trouble, but you and I both know they’re meant for each other. Tommy’s got his heart set on Betty Lou, and she’s smitten. They’ll marry someday, mark my words. But he’s got this dang notion in his head that she won’t marry him until he makes something of himself—maybe a promotion at the hardware store. Says he won’t pop the question till he’s ‘worthy.’ Fool boy.”

Doris leaned back, her lips curving into a fond, exasperated smile. “You’re right. That’s utter nonsense, Evelyn. Betty Lou would say yes to Tommy in a hot instant, regardless. She’s been scribbling ‘Mrs. Betty Lou Harper’ in her diary since tenth grade, doodling hearts around his name. Why, just last week, I caught her daydreaming over her hope chest, folding linens like she’s already planning a home.”

Evelyn chuckled, shaking her head. “Sounds about right. Those two are head over heels, stubborn as they are. I say they should marry early—start a family, build a life together. They don’t need to wait for Tommy to ‘make it.’ They can make something of themselves as a team, like we did with our husbands, God rest their souls.”

Doris nodded, her eyes bright with agreement. “Exactly. A wedding before they get into more trouble like tonight. Young love’s got fire, but it needs a hearth to keep it burning right. The question is, how do we encourage ‘em to see it our way?”

Doris’s hand drifted to the wooden hairbrush on the table, her fingers tracing its smooth handle with a playful, calculating glint. “I wonder,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “if we can’t hurry things along a bit.”

Evelyn raised an eyebrow, catching the spark in Doris’s eye. “What’s the excuse, Doris? We’ve already tanned their hides for that couch nonsense. Can’t just march down there and spank ‘em again without cause.”

Doris leaned forward, her smile turning sly. “Oh, I think we’ve got cause. Tell me, Evelyn—do you really think those two kept their eyes to themselves down there? Standing bare as jaybirds, noses to the wall? Not a chance!”

Evelyn’s face broke into a grin, her own youthful mischief echoing in Doris’s words. “Not a chance in heck. Kids their age, all riled up from before? They’re sneaking peeks, giggling like they’ve outsmarted us. Tommy’s probably stealing glances at Betty Lou’s red behind, and she’s doing the same, thinking we’re none the wiser.”

Doris hefted the hairbrush, her tone decisive. “Then that’s our excuse. We’ll give ‘em a refresher for disobeying, make ‘em face each other this time, all bare as they are now—heat ‘em up a tad more. And maybe, just maybe, we nudge Tommy to pop that question while they’re over our knees. A little extra heat might spark some courage.”

Evelyn laughed softly, her eyes glinting with approval. “You’re wicked, Doris Jenkins, but I like it. A spanking to seal their fate—get ‘em engaged and set a date before they know what hit ‘em. Let’s do it.”

Doris’s lips curled into a sly smile. “And let’s give ‘em a real eyeful of each other. And a proper lesson, but one that’ll push them toward that wedding. They’ll face each other—head to head.”

Evelyn’s face hardened with resolve. “Agreed. We’ll make it unforgettable.” They grabbed the two wooden hairbrushes from the counter and descended the basement stairs, their heels clicking with purpose. The door creaked open, revealing Tommy and Betty Lou in their corners, noses to the wall, their pants and underwear bunched at their ankles, their red backsides glowing in the dim light.

“Stay put,” Doris snapped. The teens froze, their bodies tensing. Evelyn stepped forward, her voice sharp. “Don’t think we believe you two kept your eyes to yourselves. We know you sneaked peeks, laughing behind our backs.”

Tommy’s jaw tightened, a surge of indignation rising despite his guilt. “Ma, that’s not fair! You can’t prove that,” His voice cracked, the accusation stinging as much as the earlier spanking. Betty Lou, tears pricking her eyes, echoed him. “Mama, that’s not fair!” Their protests, though fervent, hid their shared guilt, and the unfairness burned deep.

“We know better,” Doris said, her tone unyielding. “We were young once. You’re getting a refresher, and you’ll face each other this time.” The mothers moved decisively, each grabbing their child by the arm. “Hands on your heads,” Evelyn ordered. Tommy and Betty Lou complied, their hands lacing behind their necks as the mothers marched them from their corners to the spanking chairs, now positioned so the teens would be head to head, inches apart.

With their pants and underwear already down, and Betty Lou’s top completely off, the march bared them completely. Tommy’s erection, lingering from his stolen glance at Betty Lou’s glowing backside, was impossible to hide, drawing a raised eyebrow from Doris. Betty Lou’s erect nipples stood out against her flushed skin, confirming Evelyn’s suspicions. “There’s your proof,” Evelyn muttered, her voice triumphant. The teens’ blushes sealing their fates.

Evelyn and Doris sat, chairs angled so Tommy and Betty Lou’s faces were inches apart, their eyes locking in shame and defiance. “Over our knees,” Evelyn commanded. Tommy draped himself over his mother’s lap, his bare backside up, his gaze meeting Betty Lou’s as she positioned herself over Doris’s knees. Their vulnerability and closeness stripped their defenses bare.

The mothers raised their hairbrushes, and the spanking began, the sharp cracks echoing through the basement. Tommy grunted, his body jerking, while Betty Lou’s cries were piercing. The pain reignited their sore backsides, emotions laid raw by the sting. Doris’s voice cut through, scolding, “Betty Lou Jenkins, no boy’s gonna pay for milk when the milking’s free! You give yourself away, you’ll ruin your future!”

Betty Lou sobbed, “I love him, Mama!” her eyes on Tommy’s. Doris seized the moment, her tone sharp. “Tell him, Betty Lou—would you marry Tommy if he asked, right now?”

Betty Lou, tears streaming, nodded frantically. “Yes, Mama! I’d say yes in a hot second!” Her voice was raw, her love spilling out, her gaze pleading with Tommy.

Evelyn turned to her son, her brush pausing briefly. “Tommy, you hear that? She’d marry you in a heartbeat. You love her—what’re you waiting for? Pop the question!”

“I need to make something of myself first!” Tommy cried out as the brush scalded his bare seat.

Dorris addressed Tommy’s doubts. “You don’t need to be a big shot to marry her, Tommy. You build a life together!” Evelyn added, “Betty Lou, you don’t wait for perfection. You say yes and grow as a team!”

“I don’t need you to be any better, Tommy,” Betty Lou gasped between strokes, “I’m head over heels just as you are! You’re perfect!”

Tommy, wincing under the resumed swats, his defenses crumbling, hesitated. “I—I need a ring, Ma! I can’t ask her without one. I gotta do it right!” His voice was strained, his reluctance rooted in pride.

Evelyn’s eyes softened, though her brush kept its rhythm. “A ring? Tommy, your grandma’s ring is right upstairs in my jewelry box, waiting for you. It’s yours when you’re man enough to ask for it. If that’s all you’re waiting for ask her—now!”

Tommy, his emotions raw, the sting of the hairbrush and Betty Lou’s tearful gaze breaking his resolve, choked out, “Betty Lou—” crack “—will you—” crack “—marry me?” His voice broke, the words punctuated by pain.

Betty Lou, sobbing from both the spanking and love, nodded. “Yes, Tommy! I will!” Her eyes shone, their connection sealed in the heat of the moment.

The mothers, undeterred, continued the spanking, their brushes relentless. Doris spoke over the cries. “June’s a fine time—spring weddings are lovely, but it’s a busy season.” crack Evelyn countered, “What about September? Cooler weather, less crowded.” crack They debated pros and cons—June’s flowers versus September’s calm, the availability of the church hall—while Tommy and Betty Lou sobbed, their red backsides blazing under the onslaught.

Finally, Doris nodded. “September 15 it is. It’s settled.” Evelyn agreed, and the brushes stilled, the basement ringing with the teens’ ragged sobs. “Up,” Evelyn ordered. Tommy and Betty Lou staggered to their feet, effectively nude. The mothers positioned them to face each other, inches apart, fully exposed.

“Get a good look,” Doris said, her voice firm but tinged with purpose. “This is the last time you’ll see each other like this until your wedding night.” Evelyn nodded. “Now hug—properly. Seal your engagement.”

Tommy and Betty Lou, their faces flushed with pain and emotion, stepped forward, their bare bodies pressing together in a tentative, awkward embrace. Tommy’s erection brushed against her, Betty Lou’s nipples grazed his chest, but the hug was earnest, their arms tight with love and promise.

“Just one more thing,” Evelyn said, her voice firm but edged with mischief. She fixed her gaze on Tommy, still trembling from the spanking and the weight of his proposal. “Tommy, you said you needed a ring to do this right. Your grandma’s ring is upstairs in my jewelry box, waiting. Step out of those pants and run up to fetch it—double time.”

Tommy’s eyes widened, his face flushing deeper. “Ma, you mean—?” He gestured at his bare lower half, his erection still awkwardly evident, a remnant of his earlier glances and their charged embrace.

“You heard me,” Evelyn said, her tone unyielding. “No time for modesty. Go on.” Doris’s lips twitched, her hand resting on her hairbrush, while Betty Lou bit her lip, a flicker of amusement breaking through her embarrassment.

Tommy kicked off his tangled jeans and boxers, leaving them in a heap, and bolted for the stairs, his erection bobbing comically with each hurried step. The sight of Tommy’s sprint sparked giggles, and Betty Lou let out a high, nervous laugh, quickly covering her mouth, her flushed chest rising with each breath. Doris chuckled softly, her stern facade softening, while Evelyn’s lips twitched. “Oh, mercy,” Betty Lou whispered, her giggles bubbling despite the sting in her backside. “He’s gonna trip, runnin’ like that!”

Doris shook her head, laughing. “Let him run. That boy’s got heart, I’ll give him that.”

Doris turned to Betty Lou, her voice carrying playful authority. “Seeing as he’s bare, Betty Lou, you’ll stay just as you are for this proposal. No pants for you either—let’s keep this moment honest.”

Betty Lou’s jaw dropped, her cheeks flaming, her flushed chest accentuating her jutting nipples, stark against her skin, a clear sign of the charged moment. “Mama!” she squeaked, but Doris’s raised eyebrow silenced her. With a shy nod, Betty Lou stepped out of her pedal pushers and panties, leaving them beside Tommy’s clothes. Now fully bare, she stood vulnerable, her red backside matching Tommy’s, her heart racing with embarrassment and anticipation.

Upstairs, Tommy darted into his mom’s bedroom, his pulse pounding as he rummaged through Evelyn’s jewelry box. He found the velvet box holding his grandmother’s ring—a simple gold band with a modest diamond, worn smooth by love. Clutching it, he sprinted back, heedless of his nudity, driven to make this moment right for Betty Lou.

He descended the stairs, naked below the waist, erection bobbing, the ring box in hand. Betty Lou, equally bare, turned to face him, her flushed chest and jutting nipples catching the dim light, her tear-streaked face softening with love. Tommy’s mortification faded under the weight of his purpose, their shared vulnerability forging a raw intimacy.

Evelyn nodded. “Do it proper, Tommy.”

Tommy dropped to one knee before Betty Lou. He opened the box, the diamond glinting faintly. “Betty Lou,” he said, his voice steady despite the emotion in his chest, “I asked you once, and I’m askin’ again, proper this time. Will you marry me?”

Betty Lou’s tears spilled, not from pain but from love. “Yes, Tommy,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “A thousand times, yes.”

Tommy took her hand, sliding the ring onto her finger, the gold band fitting perfectly. Betty Lou’s breath hitched, her eyes locked on his, the ring a promise in their shared exposure. The moment, stripped of pretense, was electric.

Doris clapped once, her voice warm. “That’s how it’s done.”

Evelyn stepped forward, her voice firm yet warm. “Alright, you two. You’re promised now, but we’re gonna make sure you understand what you’re holdin’ off for. Go on, look at each other.”

Tommy stood hard as a rock, his penis twitching visibly, the sight of Betty Lou’s bare form igniting an undeniable ache. Betty Lou’s vagina was wet and drippy, a slick sheen catching the dim light, her rock-hard nipples standing out sharply against her flushed chest, betraying her own arousal.

Doris began, her tone blunt and folksy, pointing her hairbrush at Tommy’s groin. “Tommy, that there’s your pecker, standin’ proud as a rooster. It’s for lovin’ your wife, but only after you’re wed. You let it lead you astray before September 15, and you’re beggin’ for trouble.”

Tommy’s face burned, his penis giving an involuntary twitch as his eyes locked on Betty Lou’s vagina, but Evelyn’s sharp “Eyes up, Thomas!” kept him focused. Doris turned to her daughter, gesturing at Betty Lou’s slick vagina. “And Betty Lou, this here’s your kitty, all wet and ready. It’s for your husband, for makin’ a family when the time’s right. You let Tommy near it now, you’re throwin’ away what’s meant for your marriage bed.”

Betty Lou’s cheeks flamed, her drippy kitty glistening, her nipples like taut peaks. Evelyn continued, pointing at Tommy’s red backside. “Your behinds are blazin’ ‘cause you couldn’t keep your hands to yourselves. But come your wedding night, Tommy, your pecker’s meant to slide into Betty Lou’s kitty—proper, as man and wife.” She paused, her tone grave. “That’s how babies are made, and it ain’t for playin’. When your pecker spurts inside her kitty, Tommy, that’s what plants a baby. And at your age, you’ll spurt in a hot second, no matter how careful you think you are.”

Doris nodded, her voice stern. “No foolin’ around with that, you hear? You’re both riled up—look at you.” She gestured at Tommy’s twitching, rock-hard pecker and Betty Lou’s wet, drippy kitty and jutting nipples. “That heat’s natural, but if you let that pecker anywhere near that kitty before the wedding, Betty Lou could be showin’ at the altar. The town’ll whisper, and that scandal’ll stick. You want a clean start, you wait till your wedding night.”

Evelyn waved her hairbrush for emphasis. “Till then, no more basement nonsense, no hands in pants, no kissin’ till you’re half-naked. You’re engaged, so court proper—the movies, church socials, maybe a soda at the fountain. Nothin’ more. Clear? You can’t be trusted.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tommy muttered, his voice thick with mortification, his pecker still twitching under Betty Lou’s gaze. Betty Lou whispered, “Yes, Mama,” her eyes meeting Tommy’s, a flicker of shared desire beneath the shame. The mothers’ crude lecture had bared their urges, but their authority held them in check.

Doris’s lips twitched with a hint of mischief. “Good. Come September 15, you two can get to it. That wedding night, Tommy, your pecker can find her kitty, and Betty Lou, you’ll take him inside as his wife. It’s God’s design, beautiful when it’s time. But till then, you lock that fire up, or these hairbrushes’ll be back.”

Evelyn chuckled, easing the tension. “Now, stand there, facin’ each other, for a minute. Look hard—see what you’re savin’ for. But don’t you dare touch.”

Tommy and Betty Lou stood a few feet apart, their bare bodies a raw testament to their love and the mothers’ control. Tommy’s eyes roamed Betty Lou’s form, drinking in her flushed chest, where her rock-hard nipples stood like twin peaks, begging for touch. Her wet, drippy kitty glistened between her thighs, a sight that made his pecker pulse harder, twitching with every heartbeat. The curve of her hips, the tear-streaked glow of her face, and the ring on her finger made her both vulnerable and achingly beautiful.

Betty Lou’s gaze traced Tommy, his toned frame taut with tension. His pecker, hard as a rock and twitching, jutted proudly, a bead of precum glinting at the tip, a sign of his raw want. The muscles of his thighs flexed as he fought to stay still. His broad shoulders and the earnest love in his eyes, despite his embarrassment, made her kitty throb, her nipples tightening further under his stare.

“Now, you two, get dressed,” said Doris. “Let’s take this upstairs for a proper celebration.” Evelyn nodded, smiling. “You’ve earned it. But no more foolishness. That ring’s a vow, and you’ll keep it pure till the 15th day of September.”

Tommy and Betty Lou, their faces flushed with relief and joy, scrambled to pull on their pants and underwear, Betty Lou her top as well. The mothers led the way upstairs, the teens following, their bare-footed steps light with the thrill of their engagement. In the kitchen, Evelyn sliced the cherry pie, while Doris poured glasses of lemonade, the atmosphere shifting to warmth and festivity.

“To Tommy and Betty Lou,” Evelyn said, raising a glass. “May your love grow strong.”

Doris clinked her glass, grinning. “To September 15, and a lifetime of making something together.”

Tommy and Betty Lou, seated close, their hands brushing under the table, smiled through their lingering embarrassment, the ring on Betty Lou’s finger a beacon of their future. The sting of the hairbrush faded, replaced by the sweetness of pie and the promise of a life forged in discipline, love, and the cheeky heart of 1950s middle America.
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