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Story Summaries

Story 1: Spanked for Gawking

A niece visits her aunt and uncle for some pool time. When Uncle scopes his niece's backside in her bikini, Aunty catches him and takes him behind closed doors for his spanking. When Grandad later hears what he has done, he too shows his displeasure as three generations of women listen in.

Story 2: A Naked Husband

A husband is caught in the nude by his wife and her sister as they are touring their new house. The mess he made in the bathroom, her favourite room in the house, is too much. She spanks him naked as her surprised and amused sister watches.

Story 3: A Difficult Husband

A wife has had enough of her husband's verbal abuse and misbehaviour. She comes from a spanking family and knows exactly what she must do. Because he had earlier said "fuck you" to his wife, she makes the punishment fit the crime as her sister watches every inch of his embarrassing penetration.

Story 4: Athletic Daughter Spanks Father

A College-age daughter, an athlete, lives alone with her verbally abusive father. One day, she decides to turn the tables on him and gives him a spanking. When he fails to get the message, she strips him and gives him an embarrassing stand-up belt-whipping that restores harmony.

Story 5: Speeder Punished

A working man is caught driving recklessly. Instead of jail, the two lady cops agree to give him a strapping with their vintage police belt. They send him home with a very sore rear end while confiscating his pants. His wife is none too pleased with his reckless behaviour and adds to his punishment.

Story 6: A Spanking by the Lake

A teenage boy, trying to impress his three girl-cousins, disobeys his parents and takes the canoe out onto the lake. Returning early from their excursion, his mom makes an example of him and gives him the most embarrassing spanking of his young life.

Story 7: Punished for Masturbation

A stay-at-home husband has been masturbating for hours every day and neglecting his duties. When his wife and their niece come home unexpectedly and catch him "red-handed", they waste no time in correcting his behaviour. He spends the next month in chastity and then receives the shock of his life when his wife informs him that his uncaging will be done in the presence of his two sisters-in-law and their three nieces.

Story 8: Beach Wedgie

A fully clothed man visits a beach and uses his camera in inappropriate ways. The beachgoers strip him to his underpants, give him the wedgying of a lifetime, and then the lifeguard spanks him nude across her knee in front of all the delighted beachgoers.

Story 9: Women's Work

A man quits his job due to stress; however, he does not pick up the slack at home. His wife, assisted by her sister and niece, makes him into her "little housewife" with a combination of financial control, corporal punishment, and forced feminization.

Story 10: Wooden Spoon Punishment

A husband misbehaves and his wife makes him serve timeout in an unusual manner before his spanking: with the wooden spoon he will be spanked with lodged up his bum. Unfortunately for him, his sister happens to drop by midway through this embarrassing timeout.

Story 11: A Bed-Wetting Husband

A racist husband has a medical issue that causes bedwetting. He refuses to address it. His wife has had enough, and together with an occupational therapist, a gorgeous young black lady, they set him to rights in a humbling manner, exacting consequential reparations as they go.

Story 12: His Sister's Sleepover Party

A teenage boy is annoyed when his sister hosts a sleepover. When he misbehaves, his mom threatens him with a spanking if he keeps it up. When the mischievous girls erase all his video game progress, the boy is furious and swears at and insults the girls. Mom, believing it to be an honest glitch, punishes him while all the girls watch with glee the embarrassing culmination of their dastardly plan.

Story 13: Road Rager

A husband, with his wife in the car, engages in a blatant act of road rage against what turns out to be a young learner and her mom. His wife invites them back to her place to make an example of him. To help tone down his testosterone levels, his wife gives him panty and brassiere training right in front of the girl and her mom.

Story 14: In Loco Parentis

A young man has grown too big for his britches and refuses to accept the punishment his mom decreed. She calls the local police station for an assist and the chief sends over a burly officer to set things to right.

Story 15: The Punishment Enema

A mother is visiting her grown-up son and daughter-in-law. The son has always resented his mom and makes his feelings known. Mom has a cure for young men who get out of sorts: an embarrassing punishment enema delivered as his amused wife watches.

Story 16: Skinny Dipper Spanked

A husband goes skinny dipping early in the morning at the lake. His wife has warned him not to, as her sister and niece occupy the cottage right next door. Turns out everybody is an early riser that morning and the husband gets an embarrassing lesson he won't soon forget.


Foreword

I hope you enjoy reading F/M spanking stories (and doing other things to them ;-), because that's what this short story collection is all about!

As you can read from the summaries above, husbands and sons are given spankings and other embarrassing punishments by wives, sisters-in-law, mothers, aunts, authority figures, nieces, female friends and strangers, and one grown and determined daughter even. All are in a domestic setting, and the punishments are for real, leading to red and blistered buns, bare-bottomed corner time, overwhelming embarrassment for the miscreants, and lessons well-learned. Female witnesses add exponentially to the embarrassment and play a key role in making sure the naughty man-boys are well and truly punished.

The genesis of this current short story project is my naughty experimentation with the ChatGPT AI that can respond to prompts such as "write a story about a man who receives a spanking from his wife."

I was able to crank out 140,000 words of near publication-ready short stories – 100 in total – in a one-week period. By comparison, this book has 16 short stories, is about 80,000 words, and took me five months to prepare.

You can read about my experimentation and read the stories I produced using ChatGPT freely on my blog:

strictjuliespanks.blogspot.com

(follow the link in the sidebar to "Fiction with Julie")

The method ChatGPT uses is to consume as much human-generated text as it can, process that into a big bunch of numbers, and then use those numbers to predict the most likely next word after a prompt. It then does that repeatedly to generate the full response. It's quite shocking that this works at all, and in fact it works surprisingly well.

For better or for worse, ChatGPT has mechanisms to ensure the responses are "politically correct". It tries hard to censor explicit porn or anything that appears non-consensual or incestuous (such as all my spanking fantasies!). However, by being patient with a series of prompts there are ways to cajole it into producing something close to what you want.

It's fun and a bit addictive to use ChatGPT in this way. ChatGPT distills the entire human condition into its text prediction like a universal subconscious (which is one reason it needs to be so heavily censored). However, what pokes out from the cracks in the censorship is sometimes quite kinky. It does seem to understand the concepts of spankings and human embarrassment very well, but everything becomes a consensual morality play in the end due to the censorship.

You can judge for yourself from my blog, but ultimately the ChatGPT stories were more fun for me to create than for you to read, as it's banal and overly goodie-two-shoes. I don't entirely blame the censorship. I've seen some samples of uncensored output, and it gets real dark real fast! Striking the right balance seems to be tough for the computer.

It was my frustration with ChatGPT that motivated me to take some of the same story ideas I fed into ChatGTP, and rewrite the stories entirely by myself instead.

It's fair to say that in my initial one-week run I "workshopped" the ideas for the stories with ChatGPT, but I used no part of what was produced for the stories I include here.

I, myself, am a married spanking enthusiast, taking on both roles with my husband. I spank him as roleplay. He spanks me for sexy play as well; but also more "for real" in that I've asked him to take me in hand as his spanked wife. I therefore write from (sometimes painful!) experience.

My personal favourite themes are all domestically oriented and "for real" type spankings, usually involving witnesses, and generally based in the wife/husband dynamic. I also get ridiculously turned on imagining younger women humiliating older guys. I have strong "Daddy fantasies" of my own in my submissive state, and when I flip that, I naturally go to an older husband punished with a younger, college-aged niece present. In other words, I keep it in the family! Though the stories do have a lot of variation, you will see that theme emerge time and time again.

While all the spankings I describe are in some sense "coerced" (within an overall framework of consent), I do not condone any form of coercion in real life between partners. Communications is key, but we like to imagine these spankings are "against our will", and so I play with that in my fiction.

Some of the stories involve teenaged boys on the receiving end. We spanking practitioners often engage in "age play" and think of ourselves as youngsters receiving our spankings. These stories have no sex, of course, only spankings from aggravated moms, and are not to be taken as condoning the spanking of children in any way.

I hope you will enjoy my stories. If you like them, please consider giving me a review on amazon (all the reviews are submitted anonymously by default as "an amazon reader").

But regardless, please do drop by my blog and leave a comment with a kind word and/or a constructive criticism of my books.

Enjoy, and see you there!

Ta,

Julie Delmar

August 2023, Toronto, Canada


Story 1:  Spanked for Gawking

Tina is Timothy and Amanda's niece. She is staying with them for two weeks during her summer break from college. Tina and her Aunt Amanda are very close, and Tina enjoys their aunt and uncle's lovely backyard pool and all the nearby hiking trails.

On her first full day, Tina dons her little bikini to catch a few rays by the pool. Uncle Tim and Aunt Amanda are out by the pool as well. Tim notices his niece's sexy little bikini and immediately looks away. Amanda has already warned him about gawking at his attractive niece, and Tim knows to mind Amanda.

You see, Tim and Amanda are in what is known as an FLR: a Female-Led-Relationship. Amanda controls the finances and sets the rules. Tim obeys. It's that simple. When Tim does not obey, Amanda has assumed full rights to punish Tim as she sees fit. This will often include a good old-fashioned bare-bottom spanking across her knee.

While Tina is visiting, they both decided to "cool it". But Amanda did warn Tim that if he truly misbehaves when she is there, he will bear the consequences behind closed doors, niece or no niece. As a result, Tim is on his very best behaviour.

Tina, for her part, does not know anything about her aunt and uncle's FLR. She does notice that Aunt Amanda is a bit bossy with Uncle Tim, and that Uncle Tim seems pretty henpecked, but that is the extent of it.

Tim tries but finds it very hard not to stare at his college-aged niece. She has a body to die for. Petite and perfectly proportioned. Her tight little bubble butt so well-displayed in her cheeky bikini is the highlight as far as Tim is concerned. So, very conscious of being caught at it, Tim steals what glances he can. He knows his behaviour is unacceptable and that he'll face stiff consequences if caught, but he literally cannot help himself.

When Amanda leaves for a moment to freshen up her and Tina's drink, Tim is able to get a better gander. His prayers are answered when Tina gets up, her back (and, more notably, her backside) in full view as she walks away seductively – in Tim's mind at least – to take a dip in the pool. Tim is mesmerized by her gently swaying backside as she takes step after step toward the pool. Her cheeks glisten with the tanning oil he only wishes he had applied to her hot buns. Her bikini slides up her crack, gently hinting at the treasures that lie between her sexy legs. When she gracefully dives in, he lets out the breath he had been inadvertently holding in a satisfied exhalation. "What a butt!" he thinks to himself. "What a perfectly glorious butt."

Tim had been so entranced by his niece's ass that he had not noticed Amanda returning at all.

"What the hell are you doing?!?" whispers Amanda angrily in Tim's ear, lowering herself to sit in her lounge chair next to his upon her return.

"N... n... nothing," Tim whispers back earnestly.

"Don't you 'nothing' me mister. I could see you gawking at her ass from the porch door!"

"No... no... I was just... looking in that direction..."

"Do you really want to lie to me now, Tim? Do you really think that's your best move?"

"No... I guess not."

"Were you staring at her ass. Yes, or no?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Go into the house. Wait for me in the living room."

"Oh, please, Amanda. Please! We discussed this. Not with Tina here, please!"

"You knew the consequences. This was the one thing we specifically talked about. Now get in there. Don't make me tell you again or you'll wish you hadn't."

"Yes, ma'am."

With that, Timothy gets up and trudges like a condemned man toward the living room who's double sliding door let out onto the pool area.

Meanwhile, Tina hears none of that, but does see her Aunt Amanda and Uncle Tim whispering angrily at one another, and then sees Uncle Tim trudge off toward the house.

Tina pulls herself out of the pool and returns to her lounger, drying herself as she goes.

"Here you go, dear," says Amanda as she hands Tina the refreshed drink she was bringing down as she saw her husband gawking.

"Thanks, Aunty Amanda. What's up with you and Uncle Tim? I saw you guys arguing or something."

"Oh, no argument, dear. I'm just going into the house for a few minutes to have a very firm discussion with your uncle about what's appropriate behaviour, and what's not appropriate behaviour. You enjoy yourself out here, sweetheart. We'll be back in a few minutes."

Amanda begins walking toward the house, leaving Tina with more questions than answers. What had Uncle Tim done? Behaviour? Like a kid? Really? Who speaks like that? Tina knows her Aunty Amanda is pretty no-nonsense. She's pretty sure Uncle Tim will get a good talking-to, whatever it is.

Then Tina really gets to thinking about what it could be. He was just sitting there, reading a novel. Then it dawns on her. "Was he... scoping my ass?"

The thought brings a smile to her face. "He was probably scoping my ass! OMG!"

She knows the effect her bikini has on guys. But honestly, she wasn't thinking about it having that effect on Uncle Tim. She was legit just trying to get an even tan.

But she still thinks it's pretty funny. "Poor old Uncle Tim! Aunty Amanda must have caught him gawking."

Tina sits in a chair facing the house, drink in hand, just as Aunt Amanda in her one-piece swimsuit and a coverup goes through the double sliding doors into the living room beyond. She sees her aunt closing the screen door, then pulling the sheer white curtains across the door. However, with only the screen door and sheer in place, Tina can effectively hear everything.

Tina hears her aunt dimly but clearly: "Tim, we talked about this. What did I say would happen if you couldn't keep your eyes to yourself?"

"Yup, so that was it," thinks Tina.

"I'm sorry!"

"Get over here!"

"No, please, honey. Please. Tina's just outside. She'll hear!"

"She sure will," Tina chuckles to herself.

Soon Tina begins hearing the unmistakable sound of wood striking bum.

"OMG!" Tina thinks to herself. "Is Uncle Tim getting... a spanking???"

The CRACKING sounds continue rhythmically, and pretty soon she hears her uncle starting to react.

"Oh! Ah!"

CRACK CRACK

"Please! Ah! Oh! Amanda!"

CRACK CRACK

"Please! Ow! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"

CRACK CRACK

"Ow! Please! Oh!"

"Poor Uncle Tim," thinks Tina to herself. "It sounds like he's really catching it!" Tina giggles imagining Uncle Tim lying across her Aunt Amanda's lap, kicking and crying as she belabours his no doubt bare butt with what sounds to be a paddle of some sort. Ironically, for looking at her's.

It seems to go on and on and on. The swats occur about once a second and she hears poor Uncle Tim just wailing like a child.

CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Waaaaaaaaahhhhhh!"

All of a sudden it stops. Within a minute, Aunt Amanda opens the sheers and exits the house heading back toward the pool. She takes a seat next to Tina.

"Did you just spank Uncle Tim?" Tina asks her Aunt Amanda incredulously.

"I gave him a good paddling on his bare bum right across my knee," Amanda says, lowering her sunglasses.

"Wow. What'd he do?" asks Tina, suspecting the answer.

"I'll let him answer himself. He's coming right back down here after he composes himself. I insisted he does, in fact."

Tina couldn't believe it. She had heard it, her aunt had confirmed it, but she still couldn't believe it. She tries imagining her uncle dangling helplessly across Aunty Amanda's lap, his ass bare, kicking and screeching like a two-year-old as he absorbs his paddling. The thought is very amusing and oddly exciting to her. "Poor old Uncle Tim."

A few moments later, Tim exits the house dressed in only his swimsuit and nothing else. He makes his way slowly toward the ladies, appearing to be in some discomfort.

Tina sees him walking awkwardly and thinks to herself, "Oooh... he must have gotten it good."

As he gets closer, she can see his eyes are still red with his drying tears and he's still sniffling a bit.

When he arrives Amanda says, "Apologize to Tina."

"I'm sorry, Tina," he sniffs out.

"For what?" Tina asks innocently, pretending to not know.

"For... um... looking at you in an inappropriate way."

"I didn't even notice, Uncle Tim. What were you looking at?" Tina asks, having a bit of fun with her uncle.

"Um... your... ah... b... b... backside..."

"You were looking at my bum? I'm so sorry, Uncle Tim, I know my bikini is a bit skimpy and all, but I didn't think it would have any effect on you."

"Nonsense, dear," says Amanda, "You can and should wear whatever you please and not have to worry about males, especially your Uncle Tim, gawking inappropriately."

"Sorry..." says Tim again.

"Now sit there and read your book and do not let your eyes wander again."

"Yes, sweetheart. I'm sorry sweetheart." Tim, eases himself back onto his lounge chair, wincing as his ass makes contact with the seat.

"Actually, no. I don't trust you. Go over there to the other side of the pool and stand with your nose facing the wall until after we go back in."

Tim's eyes register his disappointment and embarrassment. But he slowly, painfully, raises himself back up from his lounge chair and walks sheepishly around the pool to the large wall on the opposite side. With a glance back toward his wife and niece, he resignedly turns and faces the wall.

"That's better," Amanda tells Tina.

Tina's uncle's swimsuit is fairly short and shows off his high hamstrings. Tina sees marked redness a few inches down his legs, evidence of the paddle applied there.

Tina giggles as she sees it. Amanda looks smug.

"Uncle Tim gets spankings!" Tina thinks to herself.

Later that day, when they are all inside, Tina bumps into her Uncle Tim without Aunt Amanda around.

"Gee, Uncle Tim, I'm really sorry I got you into trouble with Aunty Amanda. How's your bum?"

"Ummm... still stings a bit, I guess," he answers with a big blush. It's beyond a nightmare for Tim that his niece now knows about his spankings.

"I'll wear more modest swimsuits from now on."

"No need, Tina. You should wear what you want. I'll be sure to act more appropriately from now on."

"I don't know, Uncle Tim. My ass in that bikini is pretty juicy. It'll be hard for you not to look. I don't want to get you spanked again."

"That's okay, Tina, really."

"I still can't believe Aunty Amanda actually spanks you, though. And then made you face the wall until we went in?"

"Yeah, well, it's sort of an arrangement, you could say. Your aunt kind of insisted on it before we married. And the rest is history, as they say."

"Wow. Do you get spanked, like, often?

"Tina, I'd really prefer not to talk about it, if that's okay?"

"Oh. Yeah, sure. Sorry Uncle Tim. I guess it's pretty embarrassing for you," Tina says, wrinkling her button nose.

"Yeah. It is." Tim says, getting just a bit put out.

The next day, Amanda's parents, Tina's grandparents, are invited to dinner.

Amanda's parents do know some of the details of their daughter's FLR. They themselves are in a more traditional Male-Led-Relationship, with Daddy doing the spanking in the family. Both Amanda and her sister, Tina's mom, were spanked growing up. Even their mom was spanked on occasion by Daddy.

Amanda's mom explained to her girls that she voluntarily entered into that sort of relationship with Daddy, as she felt she really needed the structure and the discipline to keep herself happy and centred.

Amanda, however, since grown up, moved out, and married, now feels differently. While she values the structure her parents provided her, including Daddy's spankings; by the time she is grown and has met Tim, she identifies much more with her dad than she does with her mom insofar as family dynamics go. Timothy falls into being naturally submissive with her and seems to need the sort of structure and discipline that Amanda is willing to provide. So, when they more formally entered into their FLR, Amanda, with Tim's grudging and embarrassed compliance, told her parents about it. They were completely supportive, recognizing the value of that sort of relationship, regardless of who does the spanking.

"How has your vacation been so far, dear?" asks Tina's grandma at the dinner table.

"Ummm... Great. Very entertaining."

"Oh? How so?"

Tina puts her hand to her mouth, stifling a giggle.

"I'm sorry, Mom," Amanda says. "Tina had occasion to hear one of Tim's punishments yesterday, and she seems to have been quite amused by it."

Tina blurts out another laugh, quickly returning her hand to her mouth to stifle it. Tim blushes furiously at his end of the dinner table.

"What did he do?" asks Amanda's mom, with a teasing smile.

"He took a very inappropriate look at Tina's backside down by the pool."

"He did what?" asks Amanda's dad angrily, silencing the room.

"He, ah, stared at Tina's bottom, Dad, but I punished him for it," Amanda adds quickly.

"It wasn't a big deal," says Tina. "I shouldn't have been wearing that swimsuit."

"You stared at my granddaughter's ass?" he says, ignoring both Tina and Amanda, looking squarely at his son-in-law. "What kind of pervert are you? She's your niece for 'chrisake!"

Tim looks scared, as does everyone else around the table.

"Dad, it's ok. He's been punished for it already," Amanda says again with a shaky voice.

"How?"

"I gave him a paddling, Dad."

"A paddling, eh? From you? If I looked at his ass now, would I see any evidence of it?"

"No, Daddy. It wasn't that hard..."

"Scoping my granddaughter's ass," he says as he pushes back from the table, stands, and begins removing his belt from around his waist.

Tim's eyes go wide. All the women sit, looking down. Tina is amazed. "Is grandad going to give Uncle Tim the belt?"

"I think you need more than a little paddling from my daughter."

He doubles the belt and snaps it between his hands.

"Get going. Into the bedroom," Tim's father-in-law says.

"Please... Sir..." Tim says, sounding terrified.

"NOW! Unless you want it out here in front of the women?"

"No, Sir!" Tim says, standing and then moving toward the bedroom, his father-in-law following, the doubled-up leather belt ominously dangling from his right hand.

"Oh, dear," Amanda's Mom says.

"He's 'gonna catch it now," says Amanda, shaking her head.

"It wasn't such a big deal!" Tina says.

"Your grandfather clearly thinks otherwise," says Tina's grandma.

They hear the door slam. The bedroom is just the first left off the hallway that leads away from the dining room. The bedroom door is a hollow interior door, not solid wood, and the wall separating the bedroom from the adjacent open concept living room is uninsulated, so the sound travels.

From where they are, the ladies hear Amanda's dad utter a command:

"Strip!  Not a stitch!"

They glance nervously at one another.

"OMG! Grandad's stripping him bare!" thinks Tina.

"Get on all fours."

"Please, Sir, I kn..."

SNAP

"Owww!"

"Get on all fours."

"Yes, Sir."

Amanda winces as her husband is ordered around by her dad. The snap of the belt she heard must have been Daddy encouraging Tim to get onto the bed on all fours. She wonders where the belt caught him.

And then the women hear the whipping begin.

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhh!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Oh! Please!"

"Get those hands away from that ass!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhh! Ohhhh! Please! PLEASE! SIR! I'm SORRY!!!!"

"Are you EVER going to look at my granddaughter's ass in a sexual way again?"

"No Sir! No, Sir!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhhhhh! No! Nooooooo! Please!!! Waaaahhhhh! Ahhhhhh! Waaaaahhhh!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

The women all have horrified looks on their faces. They are feeling very sorry for poor Tim. They can hear his cries and tears and feel embarrassed for him.

After several more minutes of intense strapping accompanied by continuous gurgled, tearful screaming, it suddenly stops. They assume it's over.

"On your back. Legs up."

"Oh God! Oh no! Please! Sir! Please! Not like that!"

SNAP!

"Don't make me tell you again, or so help me..."

"Yes, Sir! Yes, Sir! Oh God! Oh, God!"

The women hear the rustling of some sort of re-positioning taking place.

"Oh... no... no..."

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhhhh!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhhhhh! Eeeeeeeee! Oooooooooohhhhh!"

"What is that?" whispers Tina to her aunt and grandma.

"Diaper position," whispers back Amanda.

Tina looks confused.

"On his back on the bed, his legs held up and back, like you would change a baby," Tina's grandma explains.

"Bare naked," adds Amanda for emphasis. "Everything on view."

"The strap really gets the under-curves and the cleft. Makes sitting a real chore for quite some time," adds Grandma.

SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ahhhh! Not there, Sir! Please! Not there!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Ah! Not there! Not there! Ah! Oh!"

Tina again looks at Aunty and Grandma.

"Bottom hole," Amanda whispers to her.

"Oh shit!" Tina thinks to herself. "Grandad's actually whipping his asshole!" Amazing

SNAP SNAP SNAP

"Not there! Please, Sir! Not there! Ah! Oh! Ow!"

SNAP SNAP SNAP

"This'll learn you!" Grandpa says.

"Ahhhhhhhh! Waaaaaaaah!"

The strapping continues for several more minutes in this position, with Tim's cries becoming shriller and shriller, finally degenerating into a continuous childlike wailing.

"Waaaaaahhhhhhhh!"

"Those are all in his cleft," opines Grandma.

SNAP CRACK SNAP SNAP CRACK CRACK

Finally, it stops again. Was that it? All of the ladies hope so, for Tim's sake.

"Get dressed and then get back to the dinner table," they hear Grandpa saying, still stern.

"Ohhhhh, wahhhhh, yes sir, yessir!"

They hear the door to the bedroom opening and closing again. They can still hear Tim's sobs, momentarily amplified as the door opens, and then quieter again after it is closes.

Next, they see Grandpa walking back toward them, fitting his belt back through the loops of his pants and re-fastening it.

"My apologies, ladies. It had to be done," he says as he takes his seat.

"Yes, Daddy," says Amanda.

"Thank you, Grandpa," says Tina.

"No trouble," says Grandpa. "Pass the potatoes, please."

A few minutes later, Tim limps toward the dining room table. He's still sniffling, and his eyes are red from crying. He seems to be in a lot of pain. He gently tries easing into his seat, but then immediately leaps up again.

"Get your uncle a pillow to sit on," says Grandpa, not pausing his eating.

Tina hurries to get a soft throw pillow which she lays down on her uncle's seat.

"Sorry..." she whispers to him as she lays down the pillow. He looks at her gratefully. He then eases himself back down onto the chair, looking very stiff, wincing as his weight settles on the pillow.

The rest of the dinner proceeds very pleasantly, except poor Tim does not have much to say.

Later that evening, in the privacy of their bedroom, Amanda applies virtually an entire jar of cold cream to Tim's legs and buns, and up into his crease and all around his heavily punished anus.

The next day, Tina and Amanda are at the pool, but Tim is nowhere to be seen.

"Where's Uncle Tim?" asks Tina.

"He's embarrassed for you to see him in his swimsuit."

"Why?"

"Your grandad went pretty hard on him last night, and there's still a lot of very vivid marks on the backs of his legs."

"Well, I don't think he should be allowed to hide just because he was punished," says Tina with a grin.

"Good point," Amanda answers, matching her grin. "I'll get him."

Amanda leaves and then returns.

"He'll be out in a few minutes."

A few minutes later, Tina sees Uncle Tim walking down toward them. He has on a shirt and a towel wrapped around his waist.

"How are you feeling, Uncle Tim?"

"Pretty sore," he says, piteously.

"Shown Tina the damage, Tim."

With a sigh and a blush, Tim drops the towel revealing his swimsuit. Everything looks normal. He then slowly turns so his back is facing them.

"OMG, Uncle Tim!"

Amanda reaches over, and with a rueful smile, raises the bottoms of his suit, tucking it deeper into his crack, exposing the centres of both of her husband's buttocks.

"Ow! Ow! Ow! Please! Amanda!" says Tim even as his well-punished cleft is only slightly wedgied.

"Holy shit!" Tina blurts out, seeing his ass cheeks.

"Your grandad's belt is no joke."

Tim's bum and the backs of his legs are criss-crossed with inch-wide weals, evidence of the severe strapping he received the night before.

"Wow..." Tina says.

"And you should see the cleft."

"That was like, when he was in the, what did you call it, diapering position?"

"Diaper position, yes."

"And, like, Uncle Tim, when you were in the 'diaper position', did grandad's belt go, you know, right up in there?"

"yes..." says Tim, a bit pathetically.

"I mean, all the way up in there?"

"Yes," he says, a bit more resolutely.

"He actually had your feet up in the air, all bent back, when you were all naked and everything, and whipped... your butthole?" she asks incredulously.

"Yes!" Tim says, starting to sound annoyed.

"I can't believe it!" says Tina, with a giggle.

'Well, I'm not about to show you the damage there, dear," says Amanda with a laugh.

"Oh, God no!" says Tina, horrified at the idea of seeing her Uncle Tim's abused little pucker spread open to her gaze.

"But let me assure you, it's quite the sight," says Amanda.

Amanda gives Tim a little pat on his backside – even that he winces at – and restores his swim trunks from up inside his crack.

"I'm so sorry, Uncle Tim. I tried telling Gramps it was no big deal."

"Thanks, Tina, I know you did, but I was in the wrong and deserved what I got."

"Just for looking at my bum?"

"And for his thoughts while looking at your bum, dear," adds Amanda.

"What thoughts?" asks Tina, naïvely.

"Oh, Amanda, please..." says Tim.

"Ohhhh!" says Tina, it finally dawning on her. "Those kind of thoughts. But you wouldn't have acted on them. And I wouldn't have let you anyway."

"Well, your grandpa knows that some kinds of things, especially where men are involved, need to be nipped in the bud. Isn't that so, Tim?"

"Yes, Amanda."

"Nipped in the butt, more like," says Tina, as Amanda laughs along with her. Tim is just plain pouting at the embarrassing exchange, and blushing. His buttocks are sore to the touch and his punished asshole is still throbbing in pain a day later. It's a lesson he will never forget.


Story 2:  A Naked Husband

Mark and Emily have just moved into a marvellous new house they had been saving and scrimping for. Emily is very proud of her new house and wants it to be perfect before she invites even her closest family to see it. She's been driving poor Mark mad with decorating, picture hanging, furniture moving and adjusting, and other little fixit jobs. But Mark is happy to do it for Emily. They are heading toward a housewarming party for all her closest friends and family, and she wants it to be perfect.

When it's near done, she invites her twin sister, Susie, over for a preview. Susie and Emily are fraternal twins, meaning they're not identical twins, however, they do share a close family resemblance and are emotionally very close to one another. Susie has been pressuring Emily for weeks to let her have a look, and one fine Saturday morning Emily invites her over for a preview peek, excited to share the progress with her twin sister.

Mark is still getting used to their new house. Between his job and fixing up the house, he's absolutely exhausted. With the house nearing completion, he's able to turn in early on Friday night and have a great sleep-in on Saturday morning. He is unaware that Emily's sister is invited. Emily lets the poor dear sleep in. He has been working like a dog for her, and she appreciates it.

Mark awakens feeling refreshed. He staggers into their beautiful new ensuite bathroom and steams up the bathroom with a long hot shower. As he gets out, he curses. No damned towels! He steps in a puddle of water on the floor from some maladjusted supplemental shower nozzles he had not got to yet. He has no means to clean it up. He kicks himself. He has nobody to blame but himself: he put all the towels into the wash yesterday evening and forgot to pull them out for this morning. Oh well, the bathroom is steamy, and the heated tiles keep his feet nice and warm. He allows himself to drip-dry as he shaves, the tap water running, in front of the bathroom mirror, naked as the day he was born.

Emily knocks tentatively on the bedroom door. "Mark? Are you up?" She hears no response and goes in.

"And here's the bedroom. Sorry about the mess. Mark should have made the bed after getting up. Where is he, anyways?" she asks rhetorically. The bathroom door is solid oak and the adjoining walls are very well insulated to keep any bathroom sounds contained. While the bathroom door is closed, Emily considers that normal as she insists on it being kept closed at all times for the sake of the decor.

"Nice!" says Susie. "So bright and roomie. And the view is to die for!"

"I know! But wait 'till you see the ensuite! It's the best part of the house," says Emily enthusiastically as she walks purposefully toward the bathroom door with Susie close behind.

"Tada!" she says as she theatrically slides open the heavy bathroom sliding pocket door allowing Susie to take in the full glory of their magnificent ensuite. Emily is looking at Susie's reaction and not into the bathroom at all.

"Oh my!" Susie says in amused alarm, her hands going to her mouth in surprise.

Meanwhile, Mark is putting the finishing touches on his shaving. He has the sink running to clean off the blade when it gets too foamy, and as a result does not hear anything transpiring in the bedroom. "Smooth as a baby's bottom," he tells himself as he rubs his hand over his face. Emily likes him to keep his face clean-shaven. She loves receiving oral sex and complains when he's prickly. He's hoping to get lucky tonight as a reward for all his hard work.

He looks down at his abdomen. His pubic area could use a bit of a touch up. He enjoys receiving oral sex as much as Emily does and doesn't want her getting pubes between her teeth.

He puts some shaving cream on his balls and pubic area, and carefully shaves those as well standing in front of the sink with his knees splayed open as he shaves his most sensitive bits. He has no washcloth to clean up the shaving cream remnants, so they drip onto the floor. He'll jump back into the shower for a quick rinse once he's done, and then clean up the bathroom before Emily sees it. She has a real hard-on for this bathroom and would be furious to see it in the state it's in.

Once he's done there, he knows he should touch up his ass crack as well. He always does both at the same time. Mark enjoys anal play and pegging and doesn't want gross hairs there when Emily plays with him that way. She's scolded him about it before. So, he puts another squirt of lather in his hand, crouches a bit with his knees even further apart, reaches behind with one hand to spread an asscheek, and lathers his crack and around his hole. He then picks up the shaver, bends over and starts shaving his ass crack with his arm between his legs while the hand of the other arm holds his cheeks apart.

He runs the razor up and down, all along the length of either side of his ass crack, up beneath his balls at his perineum, and paying special attention to the ring around his anus. Every now and then he rinses the razor in some nice hot water to clean it off, and then goes back in, enjoying the sensation of the warm razor on his most sensitive areas.

"Oh My!" Susie says, taking in the sight before her. There's Mark, bent over, his ass pointing right at her. He's holding an ass cheek wide and running a razor all around his asshole!

Mark freezes like a deer caught in the headlights. He looks backwards. He sees his sister-in-law, Emily's fraternal twin, Susie, staring right at his spread-open ass.

Emily, seeing Susie's shocked reaction, quickly looks in as well.

"Mark! What the HELL!?!" she says, embarrassed and humiliated by the scene her sister was just made witness to.

Mark releases his ass cheek, puts the shaver in the sink, and stands slowly, blushing all colours of red. He's having difficulty processing this. He carefully covers his genitals with his hands and turns toward the women.

Emily, meanwhile, is trying to close the fancy bathroom pocket door. You're supposed to just push on it and it pops out a little allowing you to grab the handle and slide it closed all the way. It's not popping out!

"Mark! This fucking door!"

It's another thing Mark had not gotten around to yet, adjusting the pressure screw to have it pop out smoothly.

Emily gives up on the door and turns back to Mark. "What are you DOING!?!" she asks again.

Susie, meanwhile, is having the time of her life. It's like a Three Stooges movie! She knows she should excuse herself from the scene, but it's like watching a train wreck, she cannot take her eyes away. Besides, Mark is a bit of a hunk. She enjoys seeing him naked and embarrassed.

"Just... just... sh... shaving, Emily," says Mark, cowering, hunched over, nowhere to hide (even the shower enclosure is clear glass), desperately covering his genitals with both hands, a deep blush suffusing his skin, running from his nipples to his forehead. His cheeks the reddest of anything.

"Shaving your ASSHOLE?!? In front of my SISTER!?!"

Poor Mark. It wasn't his fault. If anything, it was Emily's for barging in on him. But that's not the way it feels in the moment. At a more rational time, looking back on it, Emily would chuckle and admit it was on her, but in the embarrassment of the moment, it's natural for her to lash out at the first thing she sees, which is Mark.

"And look at the state of this bathroom!" adds Emily, seeing the puddles of water on the floor, the shaving cream drippings, the streaks on the shower stall glass, the countertop in disarray. "Clean this up! Where are the towels?"

"I... I... forgot to get them from last night. I didn't realize until after..."

"Where did all that water come from!?! Those puddles are going to short out the subfloor heating!"

"It won't damage the subfloor, honey. I'll clean it up. Right away..."

"Don't you tell me puddles like that won't damage anything!" Emily's says, striding into the bathroom, fuming. She takes Mark by his arm, spins him to face the counter, and delivers several sharp swats of her hand to his damp backside as her sister looks on, her eyes wide.

"Go get the bucket and mop! Now! Clean this mess up!" she yells, pointing him toward the door and swatting his backside all the way out past his very amused sister-in-law.

Mark veers to go get some clothes.

"Now!" Emily says, stomping after him and swatting his backside again. "Before it soaks through and wrecks everything!"

Mark runs out of the room, nude, to run and fetch the bucket and mop.

"I'm so sorry about this," says Emily to Susie, "I don't know what got into him. I'm soooo embarrassed!"

"Oh, no problem. It's pretty funny, actually," Susie says, grinning.

Even Emily cracks a smile. "I suppose it is," she says resignedly.

After a short time, a fully nude Mark returns, at the double, holding a mop and bucket with some rags inside, his penis and testicles flop with each running step. He goes into the bathroom, and hastily begins mopping up the water and ringing it out into the bucket as the two sisters watch in amusement. He uses the rags to get the water off the countertop and walls and rings them into the bucket as well.

Mark dumps the bucket into the shower.

"Clean up those streaks!" Emily says.

Mark gets the little shower squeegee they keep hung up by a suction cup on the shower glass and squeegees the entire surface of the shower glass. As he cleans the outside of the stall, they see his wiggling ass. As he cleans the inside, they see his flopping genitals.

"Tidy the counter!" Emily says after he's done the shower stall. Mark tidies everything on the counter.

"Now go get the towels and bring them back up here."

Mark begins running for those.

"Take the mop and bucket for pity's sake!"

Mark spins around, grabs the rags, mop and bucket, and heads back down toward the laundry room.

Emily takes Susie into the ensuite and shows her the various features of her favourite room in the house. Susie is appropriately impressed by the wonderful bathroom. It even has a toilet with a seated heat that can wash your bum! Will marvels never cease.

Mark returns with a stack of towels, one of them wrapped around his waist. He hangs the towels on their holders and puts the rest away into their cupboards.

"Nice pattern on the towels," says Susie to Emily. "They match the decor perfectly."

Emily beams at the compliment.

"All done, honey." says Mark.

"Good," Emily says with a smirk. "You haven't said hello to Susie yet."

Mark blushes again and stammers out a hello to her. She sarcastically returns the greeting.

Emily goes to the bathroom counter, looks around, and picks up her wooden hairbrush.

"Come here," Emily says to Mark, taking him by his arm and leading him out of the bedroom toward the side of the bed.

"No! Honey! Please!" begs Mark, knowing what is coming. "Not with Susie here!".

"Susie's family," Emily says with finality as she sits on the bed, rips Mark's towel off him, and pulls him down across her lap.

Susie is wide-eyed with amazement. She didn't know Emily spanks Mark! A few swats like she saw before, sure. But a real spanking? She again feels she should leave but can't tear her eyes away.

Emily uses the hairbrush to spank Mark's backside, lecturing him the entire time.

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"What do you mean by making such a mess in the bathroom?"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Why weren't the towels there?"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Shaving your genitals and asshole right in the middle of the bathroom? In the shower stall from now on!"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"And the streaks on the shower glass? You know you're meant to clean that glass off, EVERY TIME!"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"And no excuse for the mess on the countertop. You use one thing then you PUT IT BACK!"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"And you were supposed to have FIXED that shower nozzle before now!"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Not to mention the pocket door."

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Am I making myself clear?"

CRACK CRACK CRACK

"Yes, sweetheart! Yes!" Mark cries out.

With that, Emily puts down her hairbrush keeping Mark over her lap. His entire ass is tomato red. She strokes his bottom and assumes a softer, more amused tone.

"I guess it's not entirely your fault that Susie saw you nude," Emily says, implicitly assuming some of the responsibility for that unfortunate affair.

"It's fine," says Susie. "You have a nice body, Mark; you keep it in shape." Susie then gets a glint in her eye and adds, "And a pretty cock to match."

"He does have that," Emily says, smiling along with her sister, stroking Mark's bottom and down between his legs. "You keep me very satisfied with that nice cock of yours, don't you, Mark?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Mark says, dreadfully embarrassed.

"Oh, you agree do you?" Emily's says with a chuckle at his pride in that regard.

Emily pulls his cock out from between his legs, making it visible from behind as she continues rubbing it, wanting to show off his erection to her appreciative twin.

"Ohhhhh," Mark moans and shudders as Emily continues rubbing it.

When it's achieved its full length and girth, Emily holds his balls and penis on her hand as if on a platter for Susie to inspect. Susie's gives the A-OK sign.

"Nice and meaty. And I like that he keeps himself shaved down there," says Susie.

"Yes, me too. But we interrupted you, didn't we, honey. How did you do back here?" Emily asks as she parts his cheeks for inspection.

Bending over to look closely, Susie says with a chuckle, "Not bad. Missed a few spots."

"You'll get to that later, won't you, honey?"

"Y... y... yes, dear," stammers Mark, his voice quivering in embarrassment.

"You know if you want me to peg you it needs to be nicely clean shaven."

"Ohhhh," groans Mark, in even deeper embarrassment at the mention of his peggings.

"Oh, he's one of those boys," Susie says.

"He sure is," says Emily, giving him a final swat on his backside encouraging him to stand.

He stands and begins gently rubbing his backside, his full-blown erection protruding in front.

"A little sore there?" Susie asks Mark, referring to his backside.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answers with a big blush.

"Come on, Susie, I'll show you the rest of the place."

"Yes, I think I've certainly seen more than enough here," she says sarcastically, eying Mark's big erection.

"Go have a cold shower, and don't make a mess. Then get dressed and join us on the patio. You can serve us that nice, chilled bottle of Chablis."

"Yes, sweetheart," Mark says as the sisters move off to tour the rest of the house.


Story 3:  A Difficult Husband

Once upon a time, there was a husband named John who acted childishly toward his wife, Mary.

John throws temper tantrums when things don't go his way, refuses to take responsibility for his mistakes, and often behaves recklessly without considering the consequences of his actions.

Mary tries to confront John about his behaviour, but nothing ever comes of it, and he refuses to take her concerns seriously.

One day, after yet another temper tantrum, this time about the fridge not being stocked with some food item, Mary has had enough and snaps back at John.

"John, I've had it up to here with your behaviour. Sometimes you act like a complete child!"

"Well fuck you too!" John answers insolently.

"That's it!" exclaims Mary, her face darkening in anger. "That's the last straw."

Mary storms up to John, grabs him by his ear, and twists it painfully.

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" John cries out in pain as Mary puts a little extra twist on his ear lobe and starts pulling him along.

"If you're going to act like a childish brat, I'm going to treat you like a childish brat!"

Mary walks, dragging John by his ear, to her dressing table. There she picks up her solid wooden hairbrush. She then turns around, carrying her hairbrush in one hand, twisting John's ear with her other, and walks briskly to the living room as John stumbles, hunched over, trying desperately to follow.

"Ow! Let me go! Let me go!" he wails as Mary marches him over to a straight-backed armless wooden occasional chair at the side of the living room.

"Oh. I'll let you go. I'll let you go when those pants are down, and you're across my knee!" she says, giving his ear another hard twist.

"AHHHHH!" John yells.

Mary sits, placing the hairbrush on her floral-patterned dress across her lap as she pulls John's ear down to her level.

"Pants down!" Mary reiterates.

"What are you doing!?!" demands John.

"I'm doing what I should have done years ago. I'm going to give you a good old-fashioned spanking."

"NO! You can't!" wails John.

"Oh, I can't, can't I?" asks Mary rhetorically as she twists his ear more, causing him to cry again in pain. "If those pants aren't down by the time I count to three, I'm throwing you right out the front door with the divorce papers to follow!"

"No, Mary, please. You don't mean it."

"ONE…"

"Mary! Please!"

"TWO…"

"Look, I'm sorry. I'll change, ok?"

"I don't see those pants down yet. You have one more count, and you're out.

"THR…"

"Ok, ok, ok, ok! Look, look, I'm pulling them down. I'm pulling them down!"

As his wife continues painfully twisting his ear, John unfastens his pants, unzips them, and lets them drop to the floor.

"Underpants too, John."

"No!"

"ONE…"

"TWO…"

John pulls his underpants down. His T-shirt does nothing whatsoever to cover him.

"Ok, look. They're down, they're down!" he cries desperately.

"That's better," Mary says, eying John's already small penis and testicles, now even smaller, shrivelled as they are in fear. "Now get across my knee!"

With that, Mary yanks John by his ear across her lap. John screams in pain with that final tug and goes over. As he's still trying to get his bearings, Mary throws her right leg across the backs of both his legs and jackknifes his torso over her left thigh. His bare bottom becomes the uppermost part of him. John's hands scrabble for purchase in front of him as his feet leave the ground behind.

John can't believe this is happening to him. While Mary is tall and physically strong for a woman, exercising and working out with weights regularly, she has never been violent with him before. She had always maintained a calm and detached manner. By comparison, John is not a large man and never works out; nonetheless, he always assumed he was the physically stronger of the two. But having been wrestled effortlessly across her lap, John learns he was mistaken.

John struggles, but his wife has secured him completely. The weight of her powerful leg traps him in place. He feels so helpless, and at the hands of a woman no less. It gradually dawns on him that she intends to spank him, actually spank him, as if he were a child. He wants to fight. He wants to free himself, but he knows that the time to fight was earlier. Now that he is bent over and trapped in this humiliating posture, there is no escape.

"I should have done this years ago," Mary reiterates. "My mother, God rest her soul, knew how to deal with a misbehaving brat, and it's high time I applied her methods."

Mary, you see, had grown up in a spanking household with her now-deceased mother frequently disciplining her younger brother. Mary herself was even called upon to punish him when left alone to babysit. However, she had never imagined she would have to apply such methods to her husband. But enough was enough, and John, who had never been spanked in his life, was about to learn what a real spanking could do by way of adjusting a naughty brat's bad attitude.

"Please, Mary. Please!" begs John. "You don't have to do this," he says, utterly humiliated.

"I beg to differ," says Mary as she picks up the hairbrush and lays the cool hard wood across his delicate pink bottom.

She raises the brush high and brings it down with a resounding crack across her husband's right buttock cheek.

"AHHHHHHH!" John yells in a blood-curdling scream, jerking spasmodically and attempting to kick his legs. But Mary is prepared and has him well under control. She starts as she means to proceed. No "pattycake" spanking for John. He would receive the "real deal" right from the start: a true attitude adjuster.

Mary continues her assault on her husband's bare buttocks, alternating cheeks with fierce strokes of the back of her heavy wooden hairbrush.

"YAAAAAHAAAAA!" he cries.

"It hurts, does it?" she asks him.

"YESSSS!" John wails. "PLEASE! NO MORE! NO MORE!"

"Oh, we're just getting started," Mary says, confirming John's worst fears.

John tries reaching around with his right hand, but Mary easily pins it to his side. John's head gets even closer to the ground without its support. Mary continues without missing a stroke.

John has never experienced pain like this. The hairbrush scorches his bottom, and his wife is utterly unmerciful and unrelenting in its application. With him clamped into place he realizes that he has no escape. He will be enduring whatever Mary has in store for him with no say in the matter.

As Mary spanks, she sees John's butt rapidly redden and blister. The very centres of his "spank spots" glowing white, encircled with concentric, bullseye rings of angry red and purple. Mary is determined that John will not be sitting comfortably for quite some time.

When Mary grew up, this was what was known as a "blister spanking". Over the years, her younger brother had earned quite a few of these from their angry mother. She and her two sisters witnessed almost all of them. Afterwards, her brother was invariably left in a puddle of tears, and, for the next month or so, he didn't even dream of misbehaving.

Nor did their mother ever spare their brother the embarrassment of having his pants and underpants lowered or even entirely removed right in front of her girls. Her mother believed a healthy dose of shame was part and parcel of the spanking punishment. So, in the process, the girls would see everything their brother so desperately wanted to hide from them. Moreover, if one of the girls had been inconvenienced by his behaviour, his punishment would include a full-on, full-throated, tearful, hands-on-head, bare-penis apology facing the girl or girls in question.

And so, long and short, Mary knew exactly how to administer a very painful and very embarrassing spanking to John.

After a good ten minutes of blister-spanking John, Mary releases him, allowing him to stand. His hands immediately go to his backside and rub furiously as Mary looks on with a satisfied grin.

"You didn't have to do that!" John wails.

"I think I did. Very much so. Now get your nose over to the corner, and don't you come out until I tell you to."

"No! Mary! That's TOO MUCH! I'm NOT a child!"

"Oh, is that so?" Mary says as she pulls John right back across her lap.

"No, Mary! Please! No more! No more spanking, please!"

But Mary is deaf to his pleas. Her mother had a zero-tolerance policy for any backtalk or disobedience during punishment, and even minor incidents were dealt with harshly. So, following her lead, Mary takes up the hairbrush again and continues where she left off, giving him another five minutes of bottom-blistering strokes as he kicks, cries, and begs.

She stands him up again.

"Into the corner!" she says, pointing to a bare corner of their living room.

Looking resentful but no longer daring to question, John begins to pull his pants back up and make his way to the corner.

"The pants stay down," Mary says.

John groans and shuffles over to the corner, his pants and underpants down around his ankles, his blazing red and blistered bottom on full display.

"Cross your arms behind your back. Put that nose right into the corner touching both walls. If I see you out of position for even one millisecond, we'll start over from the beginning, spanking and everything."

John whimpers but does as he is told, not wishing to risk another trip across his angry wife's knee.

"I need to regain my composure, and after that, we'll deal with the filthy language you used toward me."

John whimpers again from his corner, not liking the sounds of that one bit.

John dares not move a muscle. He feels absolutely mortified that he is being punished with a bare bottom timeout with his nose in the corner, like a child.

For Mary, this was just part of the usual "spanking routine" her mother imposed on her brother, and she thought nothing of it.

About half an hour into his embarrassing bare-bottom timeout, the doorbell rings.

John feels a sudden sense of panic. While the living room corner cannot be seen from the doorway, he becomes extremely nervous that whoever it is might be invited in!

As if to seal his fate, as Mary goes to the door she calls out, "you stay right there, don't think your timeout is done yet."

Mary opens the door and sees that it's her sister, Sarah. Sarah lives within walking distance, and the sisters often drop in on one another unannounced.

John, hearing it's Sarah, begins trembling. Surely Mary would send her away. Surely, she would!

"Come in, Sarah!" says Mary cheerfully, as if her husband was not standing in the corner with a bare blister-spanked bum on display.

"Oh my!" exclaims Sarah, entering the living room and seeing John standing there. "I see someone's been a very naughty boy. And high time you did it, Mary."

Mary often confided in Sarah regarding John's poor behaviour. In fact, Sarah had been the one to put the idea of spanking John into Mary's head in the first place, a punishment Mary otherwise might never have thought to apply to her grown husband.

"Mary… please!!!" John whimpers from his corner, still not daring to move a muscle lest he be spanked on the spot.

"What, John," says his sister-in-law, oozing disdain. "Are you embarrassed that I'm seeing your bare, spanked bum? Are you embarrassed that you have to stand with your nose in the corner like a naughty six-year-old?"

"Yes!!!!" John wails in despair as the women laugh.

"Not a muscle, young man," reminds Mary, "or you'll be right back across my knee, Sarah or no Sarah."

John whimpers again but presses his nose even more deeply into the corner, if that is possible.

"You did a good job on that," Sarah says, admiring the state of John's bare bum. "Mom would be proud. He won't be sitting comfortably for a week."

"I hope you won't be misbehaving again any time soon," Sarah adds, speaking to John.

"No!" says John, his voice shaking.

"No, Ma'am" Sarah corrects him. "Didn't Mary teach you that yet?"

"No, Ma'am," John corrects himself quickly.

"That's better. You keep a civil tongue in your head, especially when you're being punished."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Are you done with him yet?" Sarah asks Mary.

"Not quite. There's still the matter of some filthy language he used toward me."

"No! What did he say???"

"Well, when I told him he was acting like a child, he said, 'well fuck you too'."

"No!"

"Yes."

"I can't believe it. No wonder that bottom is so well-blistered. You must have been fuming."

"I was."

"How are you going to punish him for his language?"

"I'm not sure yet; I was just about to contemplate that when you came in."

"Hmmm… let's see now. Well, Mom would have surely washed his mouth out."

"Totally. It seems a bit, I don't know, mild, somehow?"

"I see what you mean. Suitable for a child, but not for a grown man, if you can call him that. Your husband, no less."

"I don't want to whip his ass anymore; he looks like he's had enough of that."

The two women sit and ponder.

"Hey, I have an idea!" says Sarah, lighting up.

"What?" asks Mary, excited by Sarah's enthusiasm.

"Remember at your wedding shower, some of those joke gifts? Didn't you get a strap-on harness and a big thick dildo from Joyce?"

"Oh my! Yes. I was so embarrassed! I've never taken it out."

"Well, he did say 'fuck you'. How about if you 'fuck him' instead?"

"Sarah!" says Mary, sounding scandalized.

"The punishment would fit the crime is all I'm saying…"

"No doubt about that!" Mary responds.

Meanwhile, John, privy to this entire conversation from his corner, lets out another whimper of distress. Surely Mary would never consider such a thing!

"Mary, no!" John says, stamping his foot but keeping his nose in the corner.

"What did I say about not moving a muscle?"

"But Mary. Please! I refuse! I categorically refuse!"

"Oh, John, I wasn't actually considering it. Until right now, that is. I think you still haven't got the message. You're free to refuse, John, but I've had it up to here with your behaviour. From now on, I'm laying down the law. If you don't like it, you can pack your bags and good riddance to bad baggage."

"No, Mary, you can't mean that."

"Don't misunderstand, John. I love you, despite everything, and I'm committed to this marriage, but I refuse to go on under the current conditions with you behaving as you have been. From now on, regarding your behaviour, it's my way or the highway, and that includes how I decide to punish you when you misbehave. Are we clear, mister?"

"Yes, Mary," John whimpers from the corner.

"But for that little disobedient outburst, you've earned yourself exactly the punishment Sarah suggested."

"No! You can't! Please!"

"I can, and I will. A nice thick dildo thrust repeatedly up that bottom hole will teach you your lesson."

"But NOT with Sarah here!"

"I had not intended for Sarah to be here, of course. But since you insist on continuing to dictate the terms of your punishment, I've changed my mind on that as well. You need to be taught your place in this marriage, John, and what better way than with that strap-on dildo while your sister-in-law watches every last inch go up your bum."

John whimpers again.

"Mary. Please no. I'm sorry. I accept the p..p..punishment, but not in front of Sarah. Please not in front of Sarah!"

"Thank you for your input, John," says Mary, "but I've decided to go in a different direction on that."

"No!"

"I see. Well, I'll give you a choice, John. You can either take it up the bum, in front of Sarah, or you can get a belt strapping from me first, and then take it up the bum in front of Sarah. Choose wisely."

"Oh, Mary, that's no choice!"

"Choose. Belt strapping first, then bum fucking, or just bum fucking?"

"Just… just the bum fucking," says John quietly, dying of embarrassment.

"Now, where did I put those things," Mary muses as she goes to look for the required equipment.

With Mary out of the room, Sarah walks up to just behind John and says, "I'm glad Mary is finally taking control of this relationship. The number of times I've had to comfort Mary after one or another of your tantrums was too much. If I know Mary, now that she's decided, she will be teaching you your place, little man."

John whimpers.

"And now you've gone and earned yourself a bum fucking. I don't think my sister intends to take it easy on you either. Can you just imagine how embarrassing that will be for you, John? Bending over, spreading those cheeks, that big thick dildo going in inch by inch, all the way home, balls deep? Being fucked like a woman. Being made into a woman. While I'm watching? Do you think you're going to cum, John? Cum like a woman from the cock? Oh, ha ha ha."

Sarah goes to sit on the couch, enjoying the spectacle of the pants-free John waiting for what is to come.

A few minutes later, Mary returns. "I found it!" she says, holding a leather strap-on harness and a large, flesh-coloured, ultra-realistic dildo with balls and veins and a large, circumcised tip. She has also changed into athletic gear: tight black yoga pants and a sports bra.

"Oh, my goodness. It's bigger than I remember!" Sarah says. The hyper-realistic dildo is a good nine inches long and two inches thick. An ordeal for any man's bottom hole, much less John's virginal one.

"Big enough to get the job done?" asks Mary.

"More than big enough for that. You're going to split the poor boy!"

"That's the idea."

"And I see you're ready for a workout!" says Sarah, commenting on Mary's attire.

The two sisters spend the next five minutes figuring out how to get the thing on Mary, tighten the straps, and insert the dildo. When it's on, Mary grabs it and pushes it into herself. "Oh my! That hits a girl in all the right places," she jokes as she feels the base of the dildo push against her through her clothes.

"That's the idea!" says Sarah, laughing along with her.

"What's next?" asks Mary.

"Have you got any lube?"

"Lube? He doesn't deserve any lube!" Mary exclaims as both of them laugh uproariously.

"Some Crisco should do the trick," says Sarah, who goes into the kitchen to fetch it.

"Come here, John," says Mary, standing tall with her massive dick sticking straight out in front of her.

John turns and whimpers again when he sees the big dick, but shuffles over to Mary.

"Take your clothes off. All the way off," says Mary.

John's eyes plead, but he can see Mary is resolute. John begins undressing until he's nude.

Sarah returns with a tub of Crisco shortening.

"I don't think we'll need the whole tub!" exclaims Mary.

"We'll have to see," jokes Sarah.

John whimpers yet again. It's seemingly all he can do.

"Get on your knees, John," Sarah tells John.

John looks at Mary.

"Do as you're told. You're to obey Sarah as you do me."

John gets to his knees.

"Now crawl over to Mary and put that big dick in your mouth," says Sarah.

"Oh my!" exclaims Mary, delighted at the suggestion.

John crawls over and, kneeling at Mary's feet, gingerly puts his mouth around the two-inch-thick dildo.

"A bit of a stretch, is it?" asks Sarah. "Get your lips on it. No teeth. Make a big round 'O' with your lips."

John does as he is told, straining his jaw to get it in.

Mary gently grabs the back of his head and starts pressuring the dildo in.

"Oooh! Awww! Uggggg!" John utters as he chokes on the unwelcome intruder.

"It's barely an inch in!" Mary says.

"Come on, John, you can do better than that," says Sarah, as she too pressures the back of his head, driving Mary's dildo deeper down his throat. "Now you know what it feels like," she adds.

Mary giggles and says, "well, to be completely fair, not when it's John's little pee-pee at play. That's more like a sweet little lollipop."

"Oh, My Gosh!" says Sarah. "I wasn't going to say anything…"

"… but it's more like a big clit than a little cock," says Mary, completing her sister's sentence.

"Ha ha! But you're right, it does look more like a big clit than any kind of cock, especially with it all shrivelled up like it is now."

John feels intense shame as the sisters discuss his diminutive penis size. He knows it's not that big, but to have it made fun of was too much.

"But you married him anyways," says Sarah sweetly.

"Yes. A bit of a charity case in the cock department. But I felt sorry for his poor little thing."

"I knew from talking to you that it was a little undersized in that department, but I never thought it could be this small. May I touch it?" Sarah asks Mary.

"Be my guest," says Mary as she stuffs her massive member down John's throat.

Sarah reaches down and gives his little cock a tweak. Then she takes it between her thumb and one finger and gives it a mini little rub and tug.

John can't believe this! His sister-in-law, his nasty sister-in-law, is handling his penis? Despite his discomfort at this and the giant dildo in his mouth, John grows in size until his erection is "full blown".

"And that's as big as it gets?" asks Sarah as she stops rubbing and backs away.

"I'm afraid so," Mary says. "I've never been much for cock anyways, and I think it's very cute. But honestly, when we fuck, I can barely feel him in there."

"I'll bet he humps away like a little monkey trying to get that little thing off."

"More like a hummingbird, it happens so fast."

John has enough, he pulls away from the cock and is about to complain when Mary grabs the back of his head and shoves her cock back in, deep down his throat. John gags violently.

Mary backs off a bit to let him catch his breath and begins a rhythmic thrusting in and out as John just takes it, drooling and gagging, sometimes violently. When he gags too much, Mary pulls it out momentarily, and then goes right back in again before he has a chance to complain.

"What a good little cocksucker!" Sarah comments as John starts to "get the hang" of it. "And look, his little clitty loves it," she says, pointing out his maintained erection. "What a girl you are, John."

Mary pulls out with a pop. "Time for the main event," she declares.

"No… please!" John says, gasping for breath, his face covered in his own drool.

Mary and Sarah each grab an arm of the naked John, pull him up, and lead him over to the back of the sofa. John struggles and kicks the entire way, knowing what is coming, having experienced it in his mouth and down his throat.

"No! No! It's too big! It's too big!" cries John as the sisters carry him over, his feet right off the ground, peddling away as if on a bicycle.

"That's what all the girls say," says Sarah.

The sisters lower him onto the back of the couch and bend him over so his ass is uppermost and then spread his legs. Mary holds him down by his low back as he keeps kicking his feet. She gives him a swat to his backside and says, "settle down, Missy, unless you want your bum beat even harder with a belt."

Sarah, meanwhile, goes back to the kitchen and brings back some thick yellow gloves. She spreads his cheeks with Mary's help and begins applying the Crisco as lube to John's hole, pushing her fingers deeply inside as he struggles and complains.

"He's tight even just around my finger. That dildo is sure going to teach him a lesson!"

Sarah then applies some more Crisco to Mary's cock and stands back to watch.

Mary places the large dildo right at John's bumhole and begins pressuring it in.

"No!" John cries as he starts feeling the pressure.

"Oh, yes. You said, 'fuck you' to me, well I'm saying it right back to you, but with actions, not words."

"Actions speak louder than words," Sarah chimes in.

It takes a couple of minutes, but eventually Mary works the thick dildo so the tip enters his rectum.

"Ahhhh!!!! Take it out! Take it out!" John screeches.

"Oh no, mister," says Mary. "It's going in deeper. Much deeper. And certainly not coming out, at least not for a good long time."

"Nooooooo Ohhhh!!!!!" John wails in despair as the dildo stretches his bumhole impossibly wide.

Sarah is watching every moment of John's hyper-embarrassing penetration with fascination. Despite her having been the one to suggest it, she has had no experience with anal intercourse. She is positively shocked the extent to which John's tight little bumhole opens up to accommodate the impossible girth of Mary's dildo. While she feels some slight concern for John as he yells at his penetration, it's more than made up for by her desire to finally see this annoying, abusive man put firmly in his place.

Mary then begins thrusting. In and out and in and out. Thrusting deeper and deeper each time with John yelling and complaining the entire time.

Sarah leans down and takes his hair in her hand and makes him look at her in the eye.

"Now you're being fucked like a proper little lady, aren't you, John?" she asks rhetorically.

"Would you put some music on?" asks Mary. "Something upbeat?"

Sarah goes to the entertainment system and selects the song "Maniac" from the Flashdance soundtrack. It's a full four minutes long at a fast 158 beats per minute, and she knows it's one of Mary's favourite exercise songs.

Mary loves it and begins fucking her husband rhythmically to the energetic music.

"What a workout!" says Sarah, as Mary squats and thrusts over and over again at such a fast pace.

Poor John, meanwhile, is in absolute agony, the large dildo having its way with him. He lets out a continuous wail throughout the entire 4 minutes and 8 seconds of the song. And in truth, at the end of the song he is sweating more than Mary even.

"Once more!" Mary says when the song comes to an end.

"NOOOOOOO!" cries John, but Sarah puts the song on repeat and sits back to watch John get his due.

She's a maniac, maniac on the floor.  And she's dancing like she's never danced before.

In fact, Mary repeats the song twice more before she declares she is exhausted from the vigorous thrusting into her husband's previously tight rectum. She pulls out abruptly as John cries in despair, his bumhole gaping open and utterly destroyed.

"Look at that!" Sarah says, laughing, as she holds John's cheeks apart. His bumhole is distended at least an inch and a half wide in diameter.

"Back to the corner!" Mary says, giving John a slap on his ass. John raises himself painfully, and walks gingerly back to his corner like a little cowboy in chaps. He puts himself back into place without needing any further instruction.

"Are we going to hear words like that out of your mouth ever again?" Mary asks.

"No, Ma'am!" John cries out from his corner.

"And are you going to behave yourself and obey me unconditionally from now on?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Hold those cheeks apart!" says Mary.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Johns says as he holds his cheeks wide displaying his punished bumhole.

The sisters smile as they walk away, leaving John thoroughly in disgrace.


Story 4:  Athletic Daughter Spanks Father

Sarah, a college student, lives alone with her father, Fred. They had always had a tense relationship, and it had gotten worse since Sarah's Mom had passed away. Fred tends to lose his temper and snap at Sarah for no reason at all. Moreover, her father sometimes even spanked her as a child for no good reason. All of this felt very abusive and hurtful growing up. But by now, Sarah takes it in her stride, having learned in psych class that more likely than not her father is just insecure and overcompensating.

Despite these troubles, Sarah has grown up to be a strong and self-confident young woman. A lot of that came from sports. She had excelled as an athlete at high school and was now a star swimmer at her college on scholarship.

As an athlete, Sarah is strong and fit, while her father is small, weak, and out of shape. In part due to this difference, Sarah is finding it more and more difficult to take her father's tantrums at her expense.

Something just snaps in Sarah when her father says something hurtful to her during a heated argument that was already ridiculous in Sarah's opinion. She is furious and feels that her father deserves to be punished in the same way that he had punished her all those years ago. Without a second thought, Sarah grabs her father by the arm and leads him over to the couch.

"What are you doing?" Fred asks, a look of confusion and fear crossing his face.

"I'm giving you a taste of your own medicine," Sarah replies, her voice cold and firm.

Fred tries to resist, thrashing about and trying to wriggle free from Sarah's grip. But Sarah is too strong for him.

"Let me go! Let me go!" he yells.

But Sarah holds his arm firmly with one hand while she starts stripping down his pants with her other.

"NO! NO!" Fred yells. "You can't! I'm your father!"

Sarah manages to get his pants down, pushing them down against her dad's attempt to keep them up. In the end, all Fred manages to do is to keep his underpants from being lowered along with them.

Sarah sits, pulling him across her knee. She then lowers his underpants against his continued protestations and feeble attempts to stop her and starts forcibly spanking his bare bum.

Despite his struggles, Sarah easily controls him, holding him firmly in place with one hand while spanking him with the other. Fred kicks his legs and shouts protests, but Sarah is undeterred. She spanks him firmly and extends the punishment until he begins to take it submissively.

As the spanking continues, Fred realizes the error of his ways. He sobs and apologizes for his hurtful words and actions, promising to never speak or behave in such a manner again.

Despite these apologies, and what she considers to be his crocodile tears, Sarah continues to spank her father until she is thoroughly satisfied that he has learned his lesson.

When she finishes, she helps him up off the couch and gives him a hug. As Sarah backs away she gives him a stern look. Fred is embarrassed that his penis is visible to his daughter and moves his hands to cover himself.

"I hope you've learned your lesson, Dad," she says. "If you ever speak to me in that rude and hurtful manner again, I won't hesitate to give you another spanking. And let me tell you, it will be even worse than this one. I may use a paddle, or I may use the belt. And you will be completely naked for it, so there'll be nowhere to hide." She says this last part pointedly, looking down at his hand-covered crotch.

Fred nods, tears streaming down his face. "I understand, Sarah. I'm sorry. I won't let it happen again."

Sarah gives him a hug and kisses him on the cheek. "I love you, Dad," she says. "I just want us to have a healthy and respectful relationship."

While that spanking was a sharp shock to Fred, it was not long until his inner anger and insecurities once again rise to the surface, and he makes another snarky comment to his daughter without considering the consequences at all.

Sarah's eyes narrow and she gives him a warning look. "You know what that means, Dad," she says sternly.

Fred's face pales as he remembers Sarah's threat. "Please, Sarah, I'm sorry. I didn't mean it," he begs.

But Sarah is firm. "I gave you a chance to be respectful and you blew it," she says. "Now you have to face the music."

Sarah uses her strength and athleticism to strip her father bare naked. In the process, she retrieves his leather belt from his pant loops.

"Please, Sarah, not the belt," Fred pleads, "not the belt!" He remembers beltings from his long-ago childhood.

But Sarah is having none of it. She leads her naked father to the middle of the room. Fred is desperately embarrassed that he is literally fully nude in his daughter's presence, his flaccid penis and testicles dangling. Sarah, however, has no interest in his genitals. It's his bare butt she's interested in. She holds his left hand in her left hand, then begins whipping his bottom as he dances in a circle around her.

Initially, Fred tries covering his penis and testicles with his free hand, but as the whipping proceeds, his hand flies away involuntarily.

Fred cries and begs for mercy, but Sarah is relentless. She whips him for a good ten minutes on his bare bottom and thighs, making sure he knows she is serious.

Fred dances and prances in a circle around Sarah as he cries and wails. The belt indiscriminately whips his hamstrings, calves, and butt. The tail of the belt even whips around and catches his flanks, his tummy, and even, quite accidentally, his cock on one memorable occasion.

"Keep those knees up, Daddy!" Sarah says, as she whips away at his low bottom. Fred raises his knees high, stepping from one foot to the other as he tries desperately and futilely to escape his daughter's belt punishment of him. His penis and testicles bounce and spin wildly in the process.

"Are we getting the picture yet?" Sarah asks.

"YES!!!! YES!!! PLEASE!!!!!!!!" Fred begs.

Sarah directs him toward the back of the couch and throws him over it. She then doubles up the belt, shortens down on it, pins her dad at his low back with her knee, and applies a final fifty rapid strokes to his already well-beaten bum.

By the end of his punishment, Sarah's father is gasping for breath and whimpering. Sarah sends him to stand in the corner for the next hour as she cools down.

At the end of the hour, she approaches her dad in the corner and calmly asks, "are you going to be snarky again?"

Fred turns, and with tears running down his cheeks promises he will never, ever do it ever again. He buries himself into Sarah, his face going into her bosom, his bare penis into her abdomen. She holds him there and makes cooing sounds at him, patting his bare butt.

Suddenly, conscious of the inappropriateness of pushing his naked self against his daughter, he sheepishly backs away and says, "sorry…"

Sarah laughs. She looks down at his penis and says, "That's okay, Dad. At least you didn't get a boner."

That belt whipping was all it took. From then on, he is the model of respect and obedience toward his strict daughter. While it is embarrassing for a grown father to have his bare butt whipped by an angry daughter, it is also quite effective.


Story 5:  Speeder Punished

It's a hot summer night and Pete is driving home from work from the construction site trying to make it in time for dinner with his newlywed wife. He has been working long hours and is feeling exhausted and stressed. As he speeds down the highway, he doesn't notice the speed limit signs decreasing until it's too late.

Before he knows it, he sees flashing lights behind him. His heart drops and he pulls over to the side of the road. He swears at himself. As he waits for the police officer to approach his car, he knows he's in trouble. Serious trouble.

When the officer arrives, Pete is surprised to see that it's not one, but two women. They are both young and attractive, one with short blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, and the other a slim and athletic looking brunette with Asian features. They approach his vehicle from either side.

Pete rolls down his window and then puts his hands in clear view on the wheel.

"Sir, do you know why we pulled you over?" the blonde officer on his side of the car asks.

"I'm guessing it's because I was speeding?" Pete replies sheepishly.

"That's correct," the officer says. "You were going at least 30 miles over the speed limit. Do you realize how dangerous that is?"

Pete nods. "I'm sorry, officer. I was just in a rush to get home."

The officers look at each other, then back at Pete. "I'm afraid we're going to have to take you in and book you for reckless driving. You'll spend the night in jail and can see the judge about bail sometime tomorrow."

Pete's heart sinks. He has never been in trouble with the law before and the thought of spending the night in jail is terrifying. As well, he knew he would likely lose his job if he didn't show up next morning with jail as his excuse. And his wife, he knows would be absolutely furious with him.

"Please officer. I'm begging you. I know I'm in the wrong. Totally! But if you take me in, I'm going to lose my job. And likely my marriage too! Isn't there any other way? Any way at all that we can deal with this? Please!?!"

The two officers again look over the roof of the car at one another and smirk. They had discussed a scenario like this many times, and this looked to be the perfect opportunity to put their plan into play. They nod at each other, silently agreeing.

"I'm afraid not, Sir. Summary justice has been ruled unconstitutional, and you need to be punished for your reckless crime."

"But I can waive that, right? I can waive that, and you can impose any sort of punishment you want on me. Any at all. I'll do it, please! A curfew, house arrest, community service, donate a fine to charity. Anything at all, please! I'm begging you."

"Oh, I doubt you'd want the sort of summary justice my partner and I would dole out, sir. We really take this sort of reckless endangerment seriously. If we were going to be doling out any sort of justice ourselves, we'd whip your bare ass so hard that you'd think you'd been sat on a hot grill and sizzled."

Pete is taken aback. It takes him a moment to process what she had actually just said. Did she just suggest… a spanking?

Pete is no stranger to having his butt whooped. His dad was known to take his belt to his and his brother's backsides from time to time. He admits now his dad was firm but fair, and he deserved every licking he got, and was lucky he did not get more for all the times he was not caught. He figured a butt whooping from these petite female cops would be a hell of a lot easier to take than anything he got growing up.

Pete is not naïve. He figures these cops are, in part, getting off on it; but Pete is feeling he is definitely getting away with something as well, and is just plum grateful for it, even if it does mean an involuntary re-enactment of his childhood whoopings.

Pete quickly agrees. "Yes, yes. I'll take that. Please. Anything! Just not jail, please!"

"You say that," the blonde officer replies, "but one stroke in and you'll be begging to have us take you to jail. I'm a cop's daughter, and you have no idea how a heavy police belt can tear up a vulnerable bare ass."

"You're right, I don't know, but I'll take it. I'll take it all, I promise, every last stroke. I can't go to jail!"

"Well, ok then. But if you lodge any kind of complaint about your butt beating, the cops in this town will make your life hell, you understand that, right?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I promise I'll take it all and I won't say a word. I may be a speeder, but I'm a hard-working man and a man of my word."

"Alright. Give me your license, insurance, and registration. We'll run you, and if you're clean we'll cuff you, put you in the back of our squad car, and drive you a ways down that closed off park road and apply some summary justice over the hood of our squad car. Fair enough?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"You understand that your pants are going to be coming off, right? You'll take your whipping on your bare ass. Now you won't get all bashful on us and claim sexual harassment or some such nonsense?"

"No, Ma'am. I promise. I understand it'll be on my… bare butt."

"It's not going to be just your butt that's going to be bare. Your little equipment is going to be pressed down and squirming all over the hot hood of our squad car as you get your ass beat. After we get a good look-see first. Agreed?"

Paradoxically, more than the whipping itself, this was the thing that bothers Pete the most: having to strip off for the women. He had been raised with a strict Christian upbringing, taught to be ashamed of his naked body. Even in the showers at school, he was undraped for as small a time as possible, turned away from everybody while showering, and got the towel back up as quickly as he could. He had never been seen naked by a girl other than his wife, and even that was hard to get comfortable with (he still wasn't entirely). So, the thought of two strange women stripping him bare beneath the waist horrifies him.

However, Pete is also used to respecting female authority. His wife tends to take the reins in their relationship, and Pete is always very obsequious to his wife, having been starved of female attention growing up given the early passing of his mom.

He figures that, as embarrassing as this is likely to be, it's better than having to face his wife with a lost job and the prospect of a criminal record hanging over him.

"Yes, Officer. I… I… agree."

"Agree to what again?"

"I agree to have my… equipment pressed down on the hot hood of your squad car while you beat my butt."

"And the look-see?"

"Yes, Ma'am. And the... the... look-see," Pete stammers, blushing furiously.

"Alright then. Wait here."

With that, the two officers go back to their squad car, carrying Pete's paperwork.

When they get in the car and out of sight of Pete, they both break out laughing.

"Oh my gosh!" says the Asian-featured brunette, "We're not actually going to do this, are we?"

"What, chickening out on me?" asks the blonde.

"No. He's perfect!"

"I know! So earnest. So bashful. And so desperate not to go to jail."

"And a bit of a hunk. I bet he has a real cute butt!"

"Oh yes! That's one of my criteria."

The blonde starts running the info into her terminal.

"You're pretty sure he won't tell?"

"Him? 100%. I know his type. Once a guy like that makes a promise, that's it. Kind of admirable."

"Yeah, too bad we're 'gonna have to beat his butt."

"Hey. Remember, he was way over the speed limit. He could have got someone killed. We'll have our fun, and he'll get what's coming to him. I'm sure not holding back."

"You're right. Neither will I."

"His ass is going to be so beat!"

"So beat!"

The officers had been partners for only the past two years, but they had quickly bonded, having gotten through a lot of situations together, some of them quite dangerous.

On one particular drunken evening after their shift, they had discovered in each other a shared love of dominating men. They discovered that they both take the lead in bed with boyfriends, and both engage in Female Dominant BDSM activities with the various bed partners the attractive young women cycle through. As cops, they tend to attract the submissive types, the supposedly "macho" males steering clear lest their delicate egos be bruised by a woman in power. But as a result of their play, they were both quite expert at delivering butt beatings to grown-ass men.

Since that discussion, they had both day-dreamed aloud to one another, "what if?". What if they could whip a guy "for real". Not a roleplay. But for real. If anybody could do it, as cops, they were in the best position. They put together the scenario in their head. They needed for it to be a cute guy, caught alone, preferably at night. It needed to be sufficiently serious, for real, that jail, or at least a huge fine, was what they would normally do. They weren't interested in victimizing an innocent on trumped up charges. They wanted someone who would absolutely deserve what they wanted to dish out. And they needed to get a good feeling that the guy would take his punishment and shut up about it. And in Pete, they finally thought they hit the jackpot.

Pete's info comes back clean. They walk back up to his car and return his information to him.

"Get out of the car, Sir," the Asian-featured policewoman says in that non-nonsense manner cops develop.

Pete gets out and locks his car. She takes his arms behind his back and cuffs his wrists. She then searches him, her hands going all up and down his body, lingering between his legs.

"Have you anything hidden in here?" she asks.

"No, Ma'am," he answers, blushing profusely.

"You must have a pretty big package then. Do you have a big package, Sir?"

Pete doesn't know what to say.

"Answer the officer, Sir," says the blonde cop.

"Ah… Umm… yes, I guess so."

"I guess we'll see soon enough."

She leads him to her squad car, puts him into the backseat, and locks him in. They go to the front of the car and get in themselves and drive off with Pete cowering and confined in the back.

Pete is uncomfortable. He's not a small man, and the cuffs binding his arms at his back hurt his wrists, especially with being crammed into the small back seat of the squad car with its heavy mesh protecting the officers in the front from perps like him.

He almost breathes a sigh of relief when the policewoman turns onto a closed park road. He wasn't entirely sure until just then that this was not all just a dream, or some kind of a put-on, and they were of course taking him to jail. But no. From the turnoff they took, he knew. He now has something else to worry about: a serious butt whooping from two serious looking female cops.

A bit down the road is a closed gate. The Asian brunette gets out and uses a key to open it up. The car drives through and she locks it back up again and then gets back into the car. They proceed about another mile down the road to a cleared area used for parking. Being closed, the place is utterly deserted. However, there are overhead lights that stay on regardless.

The officer brings the car to a slow halt, the brakes squeal a little. She leaves the engine idling and the front headlights on. The cops get out of the car, unlock Pete's door, and pull him out.

They bring him to the front of the car and stand him up facing it between the two bright headlamps. His body is bathed in light, and he squints at the bright lights in his eyes. The cops are silhouetted by the headlamps.

"Are you ready?" asks the blonde cop. "You can still bail now, and we just take you to jail. But after we start, there'll be no stopping until it's over. Understood?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Should we proceed?"

"Yes, Ma'am. May I have the cuffs off, please? I won't run or fight, I promise. They're cutting into my wrists something fierce."

"The cuffs are staying on, for your safety and ours. However, officer, would you please loosen them up a tad."

The Asian-featured brunette smirks and walks up to Pete and goes behind him. She loosens the cuffs allowing the circulation to return to his hands.

"Thank you, Ma'am," he says.

"You're welcome."

"All ready now?" the blonde cop asks.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Okay then, time for that look-see. Officer, would you mind?"

The brunette comes around to the front of Pete, and looking him straight in the eye, moves her hands to his pants, unbuckling, unclasping, and unzipping them, and dropping them to his ankles.

She then kneels at his feet. "No kicking, now," she says, as she removes his shoes and his socks and then his pants from each leg in turn, leaving him standing there in just his short T-shirt and boxers.

Pete has a nice body. Trim and muscular from his work outdoors. They can see the muscles in his arms, chest, and legs rippling. But what was he packing?

"Boxers down, officer," the blonde says.

This is the moment Pete has been dreading.

The officer lowers his boxers to his ankles and commands him to step out of them leaving him completely bare beneath his waist. His full lower front from toes to waist is on view in the glare of the bright headlamps. And with his hands cuffed behind his back, he can't even use those to cover himself up.

The blonde policewoman reaches into the car and turns on the spotlight affixed to the side. She directs the tight bright beam directly at Pete's genitals. He squirms in discomfort, being so much on display.

"Well, that's a fine package," the blonde policewoman says.

"Very nice," the Asian-featured brunette adds.

"Are you getting a little chubby down there, Sir?"

Pete looks down, and to his horror, his penis is not fully flaccid, but appears to be semi-erect.

"I…I… I'm sorry!" Pete wails, unable to control his penis in the least.

Both police officers laugh. The brunette takes out her nightstick and pokes at and lifts his semi-hard cock.

"What is that, Pete?" The blonde officer asks, using his given name for the first time. "About nine inches or so when it's angry?"

"I… I don't know!"

"What? You've never measured it? I thought all guys measured their dicks. Officer, would you measure his dick, please?"

The brunette smirks and goes back to the squad. She pulls out a flexible tape measure they use to measure crime scenes and walks back to Pete as the blonde officer keeps the spotlight trained on his erecting penis.

Pete doesn't know what is going on. He has no idea why his cock is reacting like this. But the more he wills it to go down, the more it stands up! The attractive cop ladies, his nudity, his position of submissiveness, their dominance, it all conspires to make him hard despite himself.

The brunette comes over and starts smacking his penis lightly with her hand. "Come on, stand up," she says to it. As if on command, as if not daring to disobey a police officer, his cock stands to full attention.

"Is that as big as it gets?" asks the cop.

"Yes, Ma'am, I suppose so," he says, his voice trembling.

"You 'suppose so'? Don't you know how big it gets?"

"Ah, um, yes Ma'am, that's about it," Pete says, his knees feeling like jelly.

"Well, let's see then," she says, placing the tape at the base of his cock and extending it out to the tip. "Just over nine inches. Impressive. you have quite the eye, partner."

"How big around?" asks the blonde.

The brunette encircles his stiffy with the tape. "Just over six inches. A good thick one."

"That's quite a cock you have there, Pete. Is your wife happy with it? You're not too rough with her I hope?"

"Ah, no Ma'am, I mean yes Ma'am I, I guess she's happy enough with it, and I always try to be gentle."

Pete feels himself blushing eight shades of red, his cheeks hot, as he answers these embarrassing questions. The circumcised tip of his penis, painfully engorged, twitching in the air, glows deep red, almost purple, as he is questioned.

"Try? You just 'try'? Do you succeed?"

"Um, oh, golly, yes Ma'am."

"And what do you think she would say about you standing there with a giant hard-on in front of two strange women?"

"She wouldn't like it one bit, Ma'am," Pete says, practically crying.

"No, I don't suppose she would. What woman would? You should be ashamed of yourself, Pete. But not to worry, that thing'll be back down to size as soon as you start feeling my police belt across your ass."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Yes, Ma'am. No, Ma'am. Aren't you just the politest little thing."

The blonde cop then ducks her head in the car and speaks into the radio,

"Dispatch, Charlie-22 is 10-7 for the next 30 minutes."

"10-4. Charlie-22 is 10-7 for thirty minutes."

She then starts removing the equipment off her belt and putting it onto the front seat of the cruiser. Her pistol, her taser, her notepad, radio, cuffs, pepper spray, flashlight, baton, first-aid kit, disposable gloves. They all go onto the seat. Then she unbuckles her belt, takes it off, and removes all the holsters and pouches as well.

With belt in hand, she walks up to Pete still standing there naked below the waist with a rigid hard-on on view, his hands cuffed behind his back, and quivering.

"See this belt, Pete? This is a bit of an antique. It was my dad's. They don't make 'em like this anymore. Nowadays most officers carry that lightweight nylon crap. This is a real police belt. Double wide, double thick. I just gave it a good oiling earlier this week. Nice supple leather. It's got quite some heft to it. I don't envy you."

As she speaks, Pete's erection starts to visibly descend. Her belt looks vicious.

"Over the hood, now. Let's get you whipped."

Pete is resigned to his fate. He supposes he's done for now. The wages of sin.

Her partner takes him by the arm, twists it a bit more behind his back, and marches him over to the center of the cruiser, directly face on. She guides him over and down, supporting his weight until his mid and upper body entirely rests over the hood of the car.

Pete feels the hot metal of the hood heated by the engine compartment and vibrating as the car idles pressing up against his genitals, just as the cop had said, and he squirms in discomfort.

"A little hot, is it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Trust me, you won't be thinking about that for much longer."

Pete's ass involuntarily clenches and relaxes and pushes up and then down as the cops grin.

The blonde policewoman puts the belt buckle in her palm and wraps the belt several times around her hand, then closes her hand into a fist. This leaves an approximately two-foot tail of thick, heavy leather dangling free.

"Better hold him down," she tells her partner who goes to sit up on the hood of the car near Pete's head and presses her weight down on his shoulders with her hands.

Pete is extremely nervous by now.  He'd been given the belt by his dad, sure. But his belt didn't look at all like hers.

The policewoman lifts her hand high, and then swinging her hips and arm both into it, brings down a massive CRACK right across the middle of Pete's ass.

"AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!" Pete cries out, unable to contain himself. His legs kick wildly, and his ass gyrates up and down. This is NOTHING like his dad's belt!

"You can go ahead and yell your little head off, there's nobody around to hear you except us, and it's music to our ears. And remember, there's no stopping now until it's over, and that won't be for quite some time."

She brings the belt back up and then whips it down again, as hard as the first time. Even under the dim overhead lights, two, two-inch wide welts immediately rise on his ass.

"NO! NO! PLEASE!" Pete begs. This belt is unlike anything he has ever experienced before.

"No begging off now," she says teasingly.

The blonde cop proceeds to give him ten more hard lashes across his ass. Her aim is immaculate, and each stroke lands exactly where she intends. As she strikes, her eyes take on a glassy look. Her partner looks down at the male writhing under her and feels a sense of power unlike she has ever experienced before.

After the dozen, the blonde says, "swap?"

"no… no… no…" Pete whimpers.

"Atta boy, sport, you're halfway there," says the brunette as she removes her own belt for the sake of mobility and then takes up her partner's vintage leather belt. The Asian-featured brunette, unlike her partner, chooses to double the belt up. There's a bit less whip and velocity, but more thud.

The blonde cop jumps up on the hood of the car and sits near Pete's face, leaning down onto his shoulders.

"Sh, sh, sh, sh, sh," she whispers into Pete's ear as he continues whimpering and crying before even her partner's first stroke lands. "Take it like a man."

The Asian brunette partner seems equally skilled, if not more so, and scorches both his rear end and the sensitive backs of his thighs, leaving severe welts all up and down his legs and ass. She too gives him only a dozen, but they are a dozen to remember her by.

By the time they are both done, Pete is wracked with sobs, crying big wet tears onto the hood of the police cruiser. The two officers assist Pete to his feet.

"Are you ever going to drive that recklessly again?" the blonde cop asks him.

"No Ma'am! Never again! I promise! Never!"

"If we pick you up again, and you choose summary justice again, what you got now is going to seem like a picnic by comparison. Do you understand me?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"All you got was a couple of dozen. Next time it'll be a round hundred and you won't sit for a fucking month."

Pete gulps.

"Alright, back in the car."

Pete hesitates. "My… my pants, please?" he begs.

"You can worry about that later. For now, I want that bare beaten ass sitting right down on the hot vinyl of my cruiser so you can think about what you did to earn that butt beating."

The cops put Pete back into the car. They smirk as he attempts to sit, jumping at the first touch of the seat on his ass as if he was sat on a live wire. Both had very deliberately paid special attention to his "sit spots".

They lock him in. Pete's ass and legs are incredibly sore, and the hot, sticky vinyl of the cruiser's backseat does not help at all. He is feeling completely humiliated, his bare ass and bare genitals in the back of a female cop car. And with his hands still cuffed behind his back, he can do nothing to cover himself.

The brunette cop picks up his shoes, socks, pants, and boxers and puts them in the trunk of the cruiser.

The blonde reassembles her police belt and gets back into the car along with her partner. They go back the way they had come. Pete is still shaking and crying in the back of the cruiser, rocking back and forth and side to side, trying to find a comfortable way to sit on his beaten buns. The officers both have big grins on their faces.

For Pete, that butt beating is definitely the worst he has ever experienced. He thought his dad's belt had been bad. This has been infinitely worse. The cops had been relentless, not holding back in the least. He cannot sit comfortably, regardless of how he tries to move. He knows that he will not be doing a lot of sitting for the next week as his bruised and beaten butt heals.

They pull up behind Pete's car. They pull Pete from the cruiser and undo his cuffs, leaving him standing naked from the waist down and exposed at the side of the roadway. The brunette goes to the trunk and pulls out his shoes, socks, wallet, and keys, and tosses them to him.

"There you go sport."

"But… but… my pants!" he begs.

"Your pants are confiscated."

"I can't… go home… like this! What will I tell my wife?!?"

"You'll tell her the truth," the blonde cop says. "You'll tell her you got pulled over for insane reckless driving by two lady cops who took mercy on you and only whipped your ass instead of sending it to jail. Now 'git!"

Pete quickly gathers his belongings and fumbles his way into his car. The two cops smile as they see his belt-striped ass and legs disappearing into his vehicle.

Pete doesn't know how he can go home like this, but knows he has no choice in the matter. He collects himself, turns on the car, signals carefully, and pulls out gingerly onto the road. As he leaves, he sees the cruiser fall into place behind him, following him. He has never driven so carefully in his life!

Pete can't stop thinking about the strapping he had just received. It was embarrassing and painful, and he had never felt so humiliated in his life. He makes a vow to himself to be more careful and follow the rules of the road. And he hopes he will never have to experience something like that again.

The police cruiser follows him all the way home and pulls up across the street from where he lives.

He parks in his driveway, looks furtively around, and then sneaks out of his car. The cops hit him with their spotlight and follow his bare bottomed progress to the door. When they see him go in, they leave, congratulating themselves on a well-executed plan.

"Pete! Oh my gosh! Where are your pants!?!?" asks his wife, Loraine, as he steps into the house.

"I… I… I lost them!" he wails.

"Lost them? How the heck do you lose your pants? And your boxers too???"

Pete feels he has no choice but to explain everything to his wife. She tells him to show her the damage. When he turns to show her, she lets out a whistle.

"They sure did a number on you," she says, touching the welts on his ass and legs, and not sounding at all put out. "But you should count your lucky stars they didn't haul you off to jail. And this isn't the first time you've driven recklessly. But you always ignore me when I say it. Now, it never occurred to me to whip you for it, but I think those lady cops have the right idea."

It was true, despite having taken the lead in their relationship, whipping or spanking was not something she had ever even remotely considered with Pete. He is such a big and tough and rugged man, after all. However, seeing the example the cops had set, and how sheepishly her husband appears to have taken it, it definitely puts the thought in her mind. "Why not?" she asks herself.

"You look like you've had enough for tonight, but as soon as that's halfway healed, you're taking a trip across my knee to find out exactly what I think about endangering yourself and others with that car of yours. I may not have a leather police belt, but I have Mom's old wooden hairbrush, and that'll do just fine, I reckon."

Pete whimpers, and meekly submits to his wife. The cops had broken him with regards to female-delivered corporal punishment, and he just submissively accepts his wife's right to do the same.

She takes him upstairs and gently bathes him, and then puts cold cream onto his belt-whipped bum and legs.

True to her word, three days later, after his welts and bruises have mostly faded, Pete finds himself kicking and crying across his wife's knee to the tune of the back of her hairbrush. Loraine re-paints his back porch as red as a tomato. This is the first time Lorraine has ever spanked anybody, much less her husband. But she's a natural at it and does not hold back. She decides that from then on, spanking is definitely going to become a thing in her household.

After his spanking, she gets the idea to put his nose in the corner like a naughty little kid. So poor Pete has to stay there, nose in the corner, for the next hour, feeling the burn soaking into his bare buns.

After his timeout, his wife tells him she loves him, and this was for his own good. For his safety and the safety of others. Pete nods tearfully. She then informs him that he has one more spanking from her coming in a week's time, and then they would put it behind them.

Pete shudders at the thought of another spanking from his beautiful wife, but he has no say in the matter, and is just glad that the end is in sight.

Not quite two weeks had passed since the incident with the cops and the couple are just finishing dinner. There's a knock on the door.

"I wonder who that can be?" muses Loraine.

She gets up to get it. She opens the door and immediately knows who it must be. Two lady police officers stand there, one of them holding a plastic bag.

"Excuse us, Ma'am. We believe these belong to your husband," the Asian-featured officer says to Lorraine.

Loraine looks into the bag and sees her husband's pants and boxers.

"So they do," she says. "I'm so glad you stopped by. I really wanted to thank you both for what you did for Pete. He's a changed man in the car. And I'm so grateful to you that he's not in jail."

"Just doing our jobs, Ma'am."

"Above and beyond, I would say."

"Thank you, Ma'am."

"Please, won't you come in for just a moment."

The blonde police officer says something into her shoulder radio, and they both enter the residence.

"And you know," Loraine says conspiratorially to them, "as soon as he healed from that licking you gave him, I had him right back across my knee for a good dose of the hairbrush."

"Delighted to hear it, Ma'am," says the blonde officer with a big grin.

"Pete!" yells Lorraine. "Get over here! There are two lady officers here whom you are very well-acquainted with."

Pete sheepishly makes his way over from where he had been hiding his face in shame.

"Here's our naughty boy," says the blonde officer. "All healed up? None the worse for wear."

"Yes, Ma'am. And no Ma'am, none the… worse for wear."

"How did he take his licking?" asks Loraine of the cops.

"As well as can be expected," says the blonde officer, smirking slightly.

"He cried like a baby," the brunette adds.

Pete shudders as his ordeal over the hood of their cruiser came flashing back to him.

"How's your driving been?" asks the Asian-featured officer pointedly.

"Very careful, Ma'am."

"I should hope so after that licking," the blonde says. "I understand your wife here also took you across her knee."

"Yes, Ma'am," responds Pete, a deep blush suffusing his cheeks.

"It seems like you benefit from a bit of strict female discipline?"

"Yes, Ma'am. It appears so, Ma'am."

"And you know what?" Loraine says, "I was intending to give him one more little refresher, and seeing as you officers dropped by, would you care to assist?"

"No!" yells Pete.

"We'd be delighted to," says the blonde officer, smiling at her partner.

"Please! Honey?!?" begs Pete.

"Shush you. You know you have another one coming. May as well get it over with now. Now strip off. All the way bare."

"Ohhhh, Loraine! Please!"

"STRIP! NOW!" Loraine says, more forcefully. "That's the way we do it around here," she says to the officers, despite this only being the second spanking.

The two officers just stand there and grin as they watch Pete strip to bare.

Pete finishes his stripping and stands facing them, hunching over with his hands covering his private parts and a giant blush on his face.

"He gets pretty embarrassed stripping off in front of women," Loraine says.

"Oh, we know," says the blonde cop. "We had us a little look-see under the spotlight before he went over the hood of the car for the police belt."

"Oh really?" Loraine says, looking pointedly at Pete. "He must have somehow forgotten to tell me that part."

"I guess he didn't tell you about his hard-on either," adds the brunette.

"He did not. Peter Allen McKenzie, you should be ashamed of yourself! How dare you to have done that in front of these officers?"

"Judging by last time, I'll bet he's hard right now," says the brunette, deadpan.

"Is that true Pete?" asks Loraine. "Are you hard right now?"

Pete doesn't respond. He just looks forward with a panicked look in his eyes.

"Oh, Pete!" Loraine says. "Let's see it. Hands at your sides."

Sheepishly and very reluctantly, Pete pulls his hands away from his genitals and parks them at his sides, his fists balling up and shaking with the desire to return them and shield what little modesty he might have left.

"Peter, Peter, Peter. You're incorrigible!"

The women all laugh at the sight of Pete, still hunching, but with his big erection pointing straight out and up from his unruly pubes.

"At least it's a nice one," the blonde says with a giggle.

"Oh, I have no complaints in that department," says Loraine. "It's a little too big for everyday use, but good as a novelty item. But I'm not missing out. I have him quite well trained with that naughty mouth of his. Isn't that so Pete?"

"Y… y… yes, Loraine."

"Sometimes you're down there between my legs for, what, three, four orgasms?"

"Yes, Ma'am".

"Your jaw gets pretty sore, doesn't it? And you should see him when I let him up. His face is absolutely covered with me. Isn't that so, Petey?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

The two cops look at one another, surprised and delighted by these bedroom revelations. With Pete's body and build, and that cock of his, they would have expected him to assert himself more. You never know, they both think.

"Does he get off?" asks the brunette, curious.

"Every third or fourth time, maybe. I mostly just let him beat himself off as I watch. There's no beating that big piece of meat at any other time, is there, Pete?"

"No, Ma'am."

"No, Ma'am, indeed. I won't have any filthy pornography in this household. None of those supposed 18-year-old sluts for him to beat off to. And smut or no smut, no beating off without my say-so and my supervision. Isn't that right, Pete?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"No pussy?" asks the blonde, teasingly, sounding sorry for him.

"He does get some pussy. When I'm in the mood. A few times a year, maybe. You should see that thing when he has that coming. Harder than even that, all twitchy and leaky. He never lasts very long, thank goodness. But that's a nice reward for you, isn't it Pete, a visit to my pussy with your big hard cock?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"We'll be working on having kids soon, so I need to keep him in practice for that."

"You have him very well trained, Ma'am," says the brunette cop in all seriousness.

"Call me Loraine, please. Yes, he grew up without a mom, poor dear, and he seems starved for female attention. He'll do just about anything for me. But I never thought of spanking him. That's you officers who put that into my head."

"We're glad we could help that way, Loraine."

"Now, officers, why don't you two take your turns first. Turn him over your knee. I'll fetch you the big 'ol hairbrush I use on him. And each of you give him a good one first. And then I'll finish up to remind him to whom he belongs."

"That sounds perfect," says the blonde, who takes off her belt and then grabs the naked Pete by the wrist and pulls him over to the armless living room chair and then over her lap.

"A little refresher for you to drive carefully at all times," she says as she pats his bare bottom.

Loraine arrives back and hands her the fierce antique wooden hairbrush. She tests its heft, makes a low whistle, and then proceeds to spank Pete's ass fiery red with it. She gives him fifty or so strokes, and then exchanges places with her partner who gives him the same.

"My turn," Loraine says, eagerly, and takes the brunette's place.

With Pete draped over her lap, she gives him another scolding about his reckless driving. The more she scolds, the madder she gets. By the time she gets to the spanking, she gets herself quite worked up and poor Pete pays the final price of an absolutely blistering hairbrush spanking across his wife's lap in front of the two female officers. Pete loses all dignity during that final instalment, kicking and screaming, bawling his eyes out, begging and pleading, and promising to be good, oh so good.

When Loraine feels he has learned his lesson, she stands him back on his feet whereupon he grabs his scorched rear end, one cheek in each hand, and dances up and down and side to side, trying to rub the sting from his bum.

"I think that's a lesson well-delivered, Ma'am," says the blonde officer, eying Pete's spanky-dance.

"Thank you, officer. I try my best. We seem to be of like minds on how to keep Pete here on the straight and narrow."

"It appears that way."

"Now, into the corner with you, young man," says Loraine. "You know the drill." Pete gingerly walks over to the corner of the living room and glues his nose there.

"Just like a naughty little boy," the blonde cop says.

"Exactly," answers Loraine.

"If you ever need our help, please don't hesitate to call," says the blonde cop.

"Thank you. I may take you up on that. I'll be watching his driving and if he so much as goes over the speed limit he can expect another spanking from me. But if it's worse than that, would you officers mind if I call on you to use that belt of yours on his backside again?"

"Not at all. Our pleasure," the blonde cop says, handing Loraine her card, "Dad's belt needs a bit of a workout every now and then. Naughty boy butts keep it nice and supple."


Story 6:  A Spanking by the Lake

Each summer the Wilkins and the Frasers share a two week cottage rental. Amy Wilkins and Suzanne Fraser are sisters. Their husbands, Tom and Steve, get along well. Amy and Tom have just one boy, Jimmy, aged thirteen. Suzanne and Steve have three well-behaved girls. The eldest, Claire, is fifteen. Edwina is twelve. Sandy is ten.

The rules at the cottage are clear: no swimming or boating without parental supervision. And no swimming an hour after meals.

The four adults go off to see a local arts and crafts exhibition and sale. The kids all beg off and are allowed to stay at the cottage. They are warned not to go near the water.

An hour in, Jimmy is feeling bored. He wants to take the canoe out and practice his solo paddling skills. He tells the girls that's what he intends to do.

All the girls try to talk him out of it, saying he'll get into trouble if his parents find out. Jimmy is too cool for school, and wants to impress his girl-cousins with his daring-do.

He puts his swim trunks on and strides boldly down to the water's edge. The girls follow, keeping a safe distance from the shore. They continue to beg him not to do it. He asks them if they are going to tell on him? They say they won't, but he still shouldn't do it. Jimmy scoffs at their timidity. Their parents aren't due back for another hour yet. Plenty of time to have sone fun in the canoe.

"At least wear a lifejacket!" Claire pleads, but Jimmy won't even accede to that. He knows how to swim. He doesn't need no stupid lifejacket.

Jimmy awkwardly plunks the canoe single-handedly into the water, sure his feat of strength and his muscles must impress the girls. He imagines Claire is wetting her panties by now, turned on by the "bad boy" he is. "She'll be strumming the old banjo thinking of me tonight," thinks Jimmy to himself.

He pushes off, jumping acrobatically into the canoe. He stands on the gunnels of the canoe, and pulses up and down making the canoe go forward. He then leaps in, takes up the paddle, and delivers strong strokes. He sees his small bicep muscles bulging as he paddles forcefully, and knows Claire is looking and is likely creaming herself at his display.

He paddles straight across the bay, paying no attention to the large motorboats cutting in front and behind. His canoe splashes in the waves made from the wakes of the powerful motorboats. One day he'll drive one of those.

He rounds the small island just at the tip of the bay and begins paddling for home. The figures of his cousins on the shore are indistinct, and at this distance he's not yet 100% sure which cottage is theirs.

As he gets closer, halfway across the bay, he makes out his three girl-cousins, still watching him, and puts on a burst of power directly toward them to impress them even more. He is such a stud!

He puts his head down and concentrates on his paddling. It takes great skill to keep the canoe straight at speed when you are soloing, and he's really good at it, or so he believes.

After a concerted burst of speed, he looks back up at the girls. His heart drops. Standing with them are four adults! "Oh, shit!" He thinks to himself.

He slows his paddling and tries to put on a brave face. He'll just tell them their rules are stupid and he's old enough to take the canoe out on his own.

"Jimmy! You get back here right this instant!" his dad yells at him from the shore. Jimmy's heart skips a beat, his resolve failing as he hears his father's deep voice. He hurriedly paddles to the shore, coming up alongside the dock.

His dad reaches into the canoe, grabs Jimmy by an arm, and bodily drags him vertically up and out onto the dock as Claire ties up the canoe.

"I'll deal with him, Tom," says Amy, putting a hand on her husband's shoulder.

"Fine!" says Tom. "Come on Steve, let's run into town to pick up that lumber. When I'm in the state I'm in, it's best for Amy to deal with these matters."

Steve chuckles, "I can only imagine."

The men go off leaving Amy, Suzanne, the three girls, and Jimmy.

Amy starts in. "James Alexander Wilkins. What on earth were you thinking getting into that canoe? And not even with a lifejacket? You know the rules, young man."

"Did you girls have anything to do with this?" asks Suzanne of her daughters.

"No, Mom," says Claire, the eldest at fifteen. "We reminded him it was against the rules and tried to stop him. But he did it anyway." Edwina and Sandy nod vigorously in support of their older sister.

"We told him he was 'gonna get in trouble, Mommy," says Sandy, the youngest.

"Claire even reminded him about the lifejacket," says Edwina, the middle sister.

"Showing off for your cousins, were you, James?"

"No, Mom. I just think I'm old enough to go out in the canoe on my own," he whines.

"I'll decide when you're old enough, young man, not you. And it won't be for many years yet. But, for right now, it looks like you have a punishment coming. A very strict punishment."

"Please, Mom," begs Jimmy, knowing what his mom is hinting at. A "very strict punishment" means only one thing: a spanking across his mom's lap. "I'm too old for that," says Jimmy as he blushes three shades of red in front of his Aunt Suzanne and his three girl-cousins. He only hopes they don't know what a "very strict punishment" means.

"Like you're too old to follow the rules about only taking the canoe out when an adult is supervising?"

"Please, Mom," Jimmy says, his voice shaking. "I am too old."

"You think you're too old for a good old-fashioned bare-bottom spanking, do you? Well, I don't think so. Not at all."

The three girls' mouths drop open. A bare-bottom spanking? The worst punishment a kid could dream of. Certainly, the most embarrassing punishment imaginable.

Suzanne smiles slightly, glad for the sake of her girls' upbringing that her sister will be making an example out of Jimmy's blatant disregard for the rules.

"What do you think, Suzanne? Is this a good place for his spanking?" Amy asks her sister, indicating the flat outdoor bench they sit at when gathered around the bonfire. Implicit in Amy's ask is permission to spank Jimmy in front of the girls.

"Exemplary," Suzanne says, knowing she intends for the girls to see Jimmy being made an example of. "Would you like me to fetch your hairbrush?"

"Yes, please, would you?"

"I'll be back in a jiffy. Girls, you stay here and watch what happens to children who don't obey the rules."

"No, Mom, please!" begs Jimmy, it sinking in that he is about to get a spanking right in front of his three girl-cousins.

The girls stand quietly, afraid to make a sound lest they be shooed away. It seems like sweet justice to them. They always follow the rules, and think Jimmy is an annoying little brat.

Amy takes Jimmy by the arm and walks him over to the low bench.

"You were trying to impress your cousins, weren't you?"

Jimmy doesn't know how his mom always knows these things.

"no..." he lies.

"Yes, you were. Trying to show them what a big boy you are?"

"no..."

"Trying to show them your big muscles and what a big man you are?" she says sarcastically, shaking his scrawny bicep.

"no, mommy..."

"Showing them how you're above the rules? Is that it?"

"no, mommy, please..."

Amy sits on the bench and positions her son to her right.

"Well, I think you need taking down a peg or two. Don't you think so, Claire?" Amy asks her niece.

"Yes, Aunty Amy."

Amy reaches for the string tied in a bow at the front of Jimmy's swimsuit and unties it with a pull.

"No, Mommy! Please!" begs Jimmy, his hands going to the waistband of his trunks realizing what his mom intends. She intends to pull down his trunks right in front of the girls!

"It's high time you learned that when you act like a little boy who doesn't follow the rules, I'm going to treat you like a little boy who doesn't follow the rules."

As she says this, Amy reaches her hands to either side of Jimmy's swimsuit and gives it a big tug down, against Jimmy's feeble resistance, all the way to his ankles.

"Nooooo!" Jimmy yells as his swimsuit descends. His three girl-cousins are all standing right in front of him. They can see everything!

"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" Jimmy thinks to himself as his little penis and testicles go on full display. "This can't be happening!"

He quickly moves his hands toward his crotch to cover up, but his mom uses the action to unbalance him and pull him down by his arm across her lap. His head touches the dirt, and his feet leave the ground.

"No, Mommy! No!" Jimmy cries in alarm knowing his bare butt is now totally on display to his three cousins.

His mom brings her hand down sharply across his cheeks, beginning the most embarrassing spanking of his young life. She alternates cheek to cheek with a very firm hand, rapidly pinkening his bottom.

"I'm being spanked like a baby!" thinks Jimmy.

The girls stand awestruck. They have never seen a boy's genitals "in the flesh" before now, and seeing Jimmy's, if only briefly, is a highlight of their young lives.

They have also never seen a kid getting a spanking before. They have been spanked themselves. However, their parents stopped spanking them at around ten years old. Even little Sandy was too old for spankings. And even so, their mom only ever spanked them in complete privacy.

Amy has thoroughly covered every square inch of her son's bum when Suzanne returns with the hairbrush.

"Here you go," says Suzanne.

"Thank you," says Amy, momentarily pausing little Jimmy's spanking and taking the proffered hairbrush in hand.

"Noooooo, mommy! Not the hairbrush! Please Mommy! Not that! Please!" cries Jimmy.

Jimmy is well acquainted with his mom's hairbrush. Unlike with the girls, Jimmy's spankings did not stop at age ten, or eleven, or twelve, or even thirteen, his present age. Amy and Tom had no set age for when Jimmy's spankings would cease. They had decided that so long as he is living under their roof, whenever he acts like a child, he'll be spanked like a child, regardless of age.

However, even Jimmy has never before suffered the indignity of an outdoor witnessed spanking. Much less one witnessed by his aunt and his three girl-cousins! As his hand-spanking went on and on, he only wished for the ground to open up and swallow him down whole to relieve him from the most intense embarrassment he had ever experienced in his young life.

CRACK!

The hairbrush comes down on Jimmy's right cheek and he lets out a wail.

"Waaaah!"

His mom falls into a rhythm, left cheek, right cheek, middle, left cheek, right cheek, middle, striking him approximately once per second.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Come over here, girls," Suzanne beckons the girls. "You can better see what happens to naughty rule-breakers from this angle." The girls walk over to stand beside their mom. From their new vantage point, a three-quarters view from the backside, they have a clear view of his bottom and face as he turns his head wildly and wails, tears dropping from his eyes.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Claire is particularly satisfied to see Jimmy being treated like the baby he is. He's always trying to impress her, thinking he has some kind of chance with her. "It's pathetic," she thinks. She would make sure he would never live this down.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Edwina goes to the same middle school as Jimmy, only a year younger. Rather than looking out for her, he was awful to her. Edwina is a bit socially awkward and wears glasses. Jimmy would tease her and call her four-eyes and flat-chested and a retard. Edwina would make sure that the entire school would know every detail about Jimmy's spanking.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Sandy, the youngest, has the strongest sense of right and wrong. A childish understanding of morality that has no shades of grey. You were either obeying your parents and teachers and following all the rules; or you were breaking the rules and should be punished. Jimmy's spanking only serves to spectacularly reinforce her worldview.

Amy continues with Jimmy's hairbrush spanking.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

By now his bottom is completely fire engine red all over and he is crying big wet tears into the dirt under his head. He kicks his legs so much that his little swimsuit flies right off. His ankles unconstrained, his legs fly apart and wave in the air as his mom continues spanking him.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As he kicks and writhes across his mom's lap, now completely bare, the girls get many glimpses of all his most private anatomy, much to their delight. Even his little pucker winks at them as he struggles to take his punishment.

Jimmy realizes full-well the show he must be putting on for the girls, but he cannot help himself as the hairbrush continues its unrelenting fiery descent on his backside.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As his mom pulls one of his cheeks up to taughten the skin of his buttocks, he feels the air on his most private hole and knows his aunty and the three girls are seeing everything!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Finally, Amy ends her son's spanking. She stands him on his feet, still crying like a baby and now clutching at his poor punished rear cheeks, momentarily forgetting about what's in front.

"Up to the cottage, young man, straight into the living room, and put your nose in the corner until further notice."

"My bathing suit, Mommy!" Jimmy cries, suddenly realizing he is completely bare and now covering up desperately with his hands.

"You kicked it off during your spanking. But you won't be needing it. You're to stand nose in the corner, just as you are: bare like a baby."

The girls titter.

"And you won't be needing your swimsuit for the next few days either, as you're grounded from swimming, boating, and watersports for the rest of today and for the next two full days."

"But Mom!" complains Jimmy, stamping his foot absurdly for a boy in his position. Their vacation is only two weeks, and having to miss three days of watersports is horrible! What would he do all day?

"And if I get any attitude at all from you while grounded, young man," says Amy, shaking her index finger at him, "even stamping your foot like that, you'll find yourself right back across my knee in your birthday suit."

"I'll be so bored," he complains.

"Oh, don't worry about that. You won't be bored. You'll be doing all the girls' chores and whatever else I can think of to make yourself useful."

"Oh, Mommy!" he cries, but then stomps up toward the cottage, his hands still clutching his genitals, his bare red bottom shining like a beacon as he goes to serve his naked corner time.

Eventually, everyone, including the men, return to the cottage. Steve let's out a whistle as he sees the boy's bare backside, thoroughly reddened.

As he can be seen from the side, Jimmy keeps his hands covering his genitals for his entire hour-long corner time. His mother allows him this one little shred of dignity.

Eventually, she dismisses him, tells him to dress and to set the table. Sandy smiles as that is normally her chore.

Jimmy has a lot of trouble coping over the next two days. He's dying to use the lake. The cottage is so boring without the lake. And he has to do all the stupid girls' chores, including helping with the cooking and cleaning bathrooms and stuff. All the girl stuff.

Eventually, Jimmy gets on his mother's nerves, and she follows through on her promise of a birthday suit spanking right in the living room where everybody can see, even the men.

The second time he gets on her nerves it's clothes off again, and she takes him outside, bare as a baby, to cut her a whippy little switch and clean it. She then bends him over the picnic table, and while the girls watch she switches him from ankles to waist, leaving thin angry lines all up and down his bottom and legs. She even has him stand, turns him to face the girls, and switches the fronts of his legs as he dances like a mad little boy, his little equipment twirling and swirling as he writhes in pain. He tries to cover but each time he does he gets the switch across the backs of his hands for his troubles. As a result, his hands eventually wave helplessly in the air as his mom switches him from below his tiny testicles to above his knees. Her mission is to humble him in front of his girl-cousins, and she succeeds brilliantly.

On the third and final occasion he gets on his mom's nerves, his father has had enough. He picks him up, strips down his pants and underpants, puts him across his knee, and gives him such a spanking with his steely palm that Jimmy finally gets the message and behaves himself from then on.

The girls even feel sorry for Jimmy as he cries and cries from his Daddy's very long, very drawn out, very hard spanking. Jimmy bawls like a little baby. He cries through his entire pants-down corner-time also, his bottom redder than the girls had ever seen it, his grounding from watersports is now extended for the duration.

Such was poor Jimmy's family vacation by the lake.


Story 7:  Punished for Masturbation

It's a different world. Women are firmly in control of the levers of power. Men, who devolved to become the weaker sex, have become the househusbands. As women consider men's emotional and intellectual development to be stunted at the level of a child, it is common for women to take their men to task with embarrassing and childish punishments.

James is one such househusband, and his wife Emily is currently not happy with him.

Concealed from Emily, James has developed a daily masturbation habit. After Emily leaves for work, instead of getting on with his household chores, he sets up in front of his computer and surfs porn, sometimes spending an hour or even two (!) edging himself until he finally lets himself get off. This leaves him with little energy for his household chores, and even less for his husbandly duties. Emily definitely notices the symptoms and scolds him, though she initially has no clue as to the root cause.

On one fateful day, Emily takes the morning off from work and takes her nineteen-year-old niece, Chloe, clothes shopping. Having also purchased some speciality groceries requiring refrigeration, they decide to drop them off at home before heading out to lunch.

As soon as they get home, the first thing they hear is some odd moaning coming from the study. They look at each other quizzically. Emily, suspecting what is going on, puts her finger to her lips, indicating for Chloe to remain silent. They walk silently to the door of the study, which is open, and peer in. To their absolute shock, they see James sitting at the computer, wearing a pair of headphones, intently watching his computer. More disturbingly, he has his shirt off and his pants and underpants puddled around his ankles, tissues and lotion on the desk at the ready. And even still more disturbingly, he has his hard cock in his hand and is rubbing it vigorously as he moans in his act of self-abuse.

Chloe throws her hand to her mouth, trying to suppress her laugh-out-loud reaction to her Uncle James "beating his meat".

His wife Emily's reaction is much less mirthful. This explains his lackadaisical attitude toward his housework and their love life.

Emily stands in the doorway with her hands on her hips and yells out,

"WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON HERE, JAMES MICHAEL O'BRIEN????"

James instantly spins around, his hand still on his hard dick and sees his angry wife and their giggling niece standing there in the doorway. He quickly lets go of his red and engorged cock and dives for the mouse to exit the porn he is viewing. Then he bends over trying to raise his underpants and pants as the women watch him.

"Leave those where they are," Emily says angrily, "you won't be needing pants for what I have in store for you."

James goes pale. Emily rarely spanks, but when she does, it's an ordeal. And Emily has never spanked him in the presence of anybody else, much less his youthful niece.

"Please… Emily…" he begs. "Not… not with… with Chloe here. Please!"

"I can leave if you want," says Chloe to Emily, still immensely entertained but not wanting to intrude.

"No, Chloe, you should stay. One day you'll have a husband of your own, and it will be good for you to learn how to discipline him."

"Sure!" says Chloe, delighted that her entertainment is not yet at an end.

"Ohhhhhh!" groans James, reduced to sitting in his chair, shirtless, his pants and underpants at his ankles, his hands desperately trying to cover his testicles and his rapidly diminishing penis.

"You should be ashamed of yourself, James! Is this what you've been doing instead of your household chores? Really???"

"sorry…"

"How often are you doing this? Every day?"

"no… I don't know… maybe every couple of weeks or something."

"Chloe," says Emily, turning to her niece, "you're the computer whizz, is there any way to check on that?"

"Sure, Aunt Emily, browser history, assuming he hasn't erased it all."

"Have a look, would you dear?"

Chloe walks up to the computer, looks down with a smirk at her uncle sitting practically nude on the chair, and says, "ahem."

James gets up, pants and undies still at his ankles, relinquishing the computer chair to Chloe. He is looking very nervous indeed. James has no clue what "browser history" is, or how to "erase it" even if he did.

Chloe starts mousing and typing things at the computer. Windows with large lists appear which Chloe scrutinizes.

"Oh dear, Uncle James, naughty, naughty."

"What do you see, dear?" asks Emily.

"He seems to spend at least an hour per weekday, sometimes two, surfing porn. Here, you can see from the timestamps."

Emily leans over, looking at what Emily is pointing out.

"See, these all look to be porn sites. I'll open one."

Up on the screen comes a porn site called "Women Spanking Men" with all sorts of images and videos of strict women spanking men in all manner of ways.

"Oh, Uncle James. What a pervert you are. Some of the girls doing the spanking are my age!"

"Well," says Emily, "it's a good thing spanking excites you so much, James, because you're about to receive everything you've been dreaming about, and more."

James whimpers. For him, the thought of spankings is much more exciting to him then the reality of them, especially when Emily puts her mind to it.

"You stay right there. I'll fetch the strap and will be right back to make sure all your dreams come true."

"Oh no... not the strap," thinks James to himself. In the hierarchy of spankings, a strapping sits at the very top. It's not a hand spanking. It's not a hairbrush or wooden spoon spanking, which is bad enough. It's a strapping: the very worst.

Emily leaves the room leaving James standing there, covering his crotch, in abject fear and humiliation as Chloe sits at his computer continuing to scan the porno sites he is so fond of.

"Look at how red his ass is, Uncle James," says Chloe, pointing at a photo she brought up on the screen. "Is that what yours is going to look like after Aunt Emily is done with you?"

James just groans looking at the crimson bottom of the recently spanked male on the screen.

"Oh my gosh! And look at this one, Uncle James. He's getting ass fucked with a giant strap-on dildo! Is that what you want, Uncle James? To be ass-fucked like him?"

James just stands there and squirms in embarrassment.

"Oh no! And look at this. You spent quite some time on this site, didn't you Uncle James? It's all cucky stuff!"

James just stands there, frozen in place, cringing at the humiliation his young niece is subjecting him to, a giant blush suffusing his face and going right down to his nipples.

"Is that what you want, Uncle James, to be made to watch as some big stud fucks Aunt Emily? Ha ha ha!"

Chloe hears her Aunt Emily coming back and quickly closes down all the windows on the computer.

Emily comes in holding a short and thick leather strap in her hand. James cowers in fear before her.

"You like spankings, do you? I'll give you spankings."

"No, please Emily. Not the strap. Anything but the strap!"

"Oh, you don't think you deserve the strap?"

"No… I do… but… please… it hurts so much!  Last time I couldn't sit for a week!"

"Good. There's clearly been enough sitting for a lifetime in front of that computer. But this time I don't expect you'll sit comfortably for a month, because you've earned yourself a double strapping."

"No! Please!"

"Once for this masturbation, and once again for baldly lying to my face when I asked you about the frequency. Once every couple of weeks indeed. Every day! Sometimes multiple hours a day!"

"I'm sorry…"

"Not as sorry as you're going to be. Get your pants and underwear off your ankles and bend over the back of that couch."

"Ohhhh," James utters. He turns away from Chloe, displaying his backside to her, and bends as little as possible to remove his pants, underpants, and socks. He stands back up and covers his genitalia again, shielding it from his niece's interested gaze. He then moves to behind the sofa, and bends over the back of it. His toes leave the floor as his head nears the seat. He places both hands beside his head for balance.

"Please, Emily," James begs again from his ass up position.

"Please give you the strapping of a lifetime? I'd be delighted to, James."

"Noooooo."

Emily lays the strap flush across his twin globes slightly beneath the midline. "You're getting twenty-four strokes, double your usual."

"Noooooo!"

"Count each one, thank me for it, and ask for another. If you make an error on the count, we start from the beginning. If your hands leave the sofa seat, we start from the beginning. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes, Emily!" wails James, seemingly already in tears. James had received no more than twelve-stroke strappings before, which were already the worst spankings he had ever experienced. Emily doesn't mess around with the strap. Every stroke is fiery hell. He doesn't know how he will bear double that!

Emily raises the strap, turns her hips, and then swinging first her hips and then her arm and wrist brings the thick strap back down with a fierce velocity resulting in a massive crack flush across both his buttocks.

"ARGHHHHH!!!!!" James cries out, his feet kicking desperately in the air. Chloe grimaces in sympathy.

"ONE! Thank you, Ma'am! May I please have another!!!"

Emily repeats the strike, hitting the exact same spot a second time, eliciting the same if not a stronger reaction.

"TWO! Thank you, Ma'am! May I please have another!!!"

After the strokes, James' legs peddle wildly in the air. From her vantage point from the rear and a little off to the side, Chloes sees everything her Uncle James was so desperate to earlier hide from her. His anus, his testicles, and even his penis as it flops around between his legs.

Emily is undaunted by her husband's display and continues his vicious strapping.

Chloe watches, not without sympathy, as her uncle's ass and legs are beaten crimson, black, and blue with the strap. Each individual inch and a half wide rectangular strap mark becomes visibly welted and distinct. At the edges, and where the strappings overlap, there form distinct bruises.

Her uncle is screaming, sobbing and sniffling, with snot flying out of his nose. He can barely get his words in, cruelly having to request the next stroke of the strap each and every time.

On one particularly hard strapping where the very end of the strap seems to catch James on his inner ass crease, he lets out a particularly loud wail and his hands almost leave the couch, only his fingertips remaining in contact, and barely at that.

"What did I tell you about your hands leaving the couch?" asks Emily.

"They were on! They were on!" wails James.

"Barely," says Emily. "Make sure your palms stay on the couch from now on, I won't give you a second chance."

"YES DEAR!!!" James cries out, desperately planting his palms on the couch.

Chloe, feeling sorry for him, goes to the front of the couch, kneels, and holds his wrists in her hands, holding his palms down onto the seat of the couch.

"I'll help you, Uncle James," she says. "You're halfway there."

Emily smirks and continues her husband's beating, drawing energy by reminding herself of her husband's outrageous behaviour and bald-faced lying to her.

Finally, his full measure of twenty-four is doled out with James saying the final, "TWENTY-FOUR. Thank you, Ma'am!"

"One to grow on?" asks Emily.

"One to grow on!" agrees Emily.

"No! No!" cries James, struggling against Chloe's arms as Emily brings the strap back one final time and strikes him squarely mid-thigh, leaving one of the worst bruises so far.

"ARGHHHHH AWWWWWW OOOOOHHHHH!" he cries as the after-effects of the thigh strapping burn into him.

"Have we learned our lesson, young man?" Emily asks him strictly.

"Yes, Ma'am! Yes, Ma'am!"

"Stay there! I'll be back," Emily says as she leaves the room.

Chloe stands and goes back around to gaze at her Uncle James' well-beaten bottom.

"Oh my gosh, Uncle James," she says as she strokes his bottom with her fingertips. "This is worse than any of those pornos." Emily can feel the raised welts outlining the strap's repeated descents.

"The backs of your legs too, and right inside the thighs. Ouch!"

James whimpers as she runs her hands there.

"And these ones, right in there," says Emily as she gently parts his bottom cleft and sees the damage inflicted as her Aunt Emily wrapped the end of strap around into his cleft.

"Right up to your butthole," she says as she circles her finger around his anus.

James groans in embarrassment at the intimate inspection his young niece subjects him to.

"Did mean Aunty Emily hit these at all?" she asks as she picks up his testicles in her hand and cradles them. "No. They look pretty untouched. Good thing. The way your balls were waving around in the air as you kicked your little legs, I thought for sure a testicle would catch one and it would burst right open. I guess you're lucky Aunt Emily has such good aim."

"ooooohhhh" groans James as his niece Chloe fondles his balls.

Chloe hears Emily returning and releases her uncle's balls.

Emily returns without the strap but holding something different in her hand.

"Stand up. Face me."

James painfully hoists himself off the couch to a standing position, his knees still shaking and his hands covering his genitals.

"Hands on your head," says Emily.

James obeys, feeling a deep blush as he displays a full frontal view of his shrivelled penis and testicles to his wife and their young niece.

Emily shows him what's in her hand.

"No! Please!" James begs.

"I was hoping never have to use this contraption, but you leave me no choice."

Emily slips a small-sized metal-barred cock cage over his penis, fastens a tight metal ring around the base of his testicles, and locks the two pieces in place with a small padlock.

"You are in chastity for one full month," Emily declares.

Chloe has heard about chastity but has never seen the punishment applied. She again has to cover her mouth to conceal her mirth at the pitiful sight her Uncle James presents.

"Please Emily. A month? That's too long!" James wails.

"Backtalk? In your position?" questions Emily. "I can easily make it two months, or should we just say three?"

"No Ma'am, I'm sorry Ma'am!"

"One month it is. During that month you are on probation. This house had better be the cleanest and most well-cared for I have ever seen, or you'll go across my knee and your chastity will be extended."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And I better see a lot more enthusiasm in the bedroom as well. That thing will be useless, but we'll put your mouth and tongue to very good use."

Emily glances over at Chloe as she says this with a smile, and Chloe laughs.

"I'm going to train you on how to properly service my vagina with your naughty mouth, James. It's high time you improved your skills in that department. You will do research on your computer during the day to learn more advanced techniques. I expect you to surprise me. If I don't see adequate progress, it's over my knee and time added. Will you disappoint me, James?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Because you have been a big disappointment in that department to-date, haven't you been?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Here, show Chloe what a disappointment you've been."

With that, Emily holds her fingers in a downwards 'V' shape and brings them to James' mouth.

"Lick," she tells him.

Desperately embarrassed, James sticks out his tongue and begins licking up and down the inside of Emily's fingers.

"That's it, Uncle James," Chloe encourages him.

James moves his tongue to the top of the V and uses his tongue there.

"Do the alphabet, Uncle James, with your tongue. I heard that's nice," suggests Chloe.

James begins tracing out the letters of the alphabet with the tip of his tongue against the V of Emily's hand. A... B... C...

"That will do," says Emily, removing her hand from the proximity of his mouth and wiping it on James' bare chest.

"Your key will go right here," says Emily, hanging the distinctive chastity belt key on a gold chain around her neck. In this society, everybody knows that the display of such a key around a wife's neck means the husband is being punished in chastity, almost always for excessive masturbation. He'll be the laughing stock of the neighbourhood, with teasing comments coming at him from all corners once word spreads.

"Now you get dressed and get to work on this house. By the time I return from lunch with Emily, I'll expect all the carpets to be vacuumed and the kitchen thoroughly cleaned."

James face drops. Emily has just described what's usually a four-hour job for him.

"Please, Emily, I can't do it that fast!"

"Of course you can if you put some hustle into it. If it's not done to my complete satisfaction when I return, you'll go across my knee regardless of the sorry state of your backside and face my wooden hairbrush. I'll also be adding two weeks to your chastity. So, hop to it!"

James needs no further prodding. He quickly gets himself re-dressed and runs to fetch the vacuum cleaner. As Emily and Chloe leave, James desperately vacuums as if his very life depended on it.

The next month is hell for poor James. The chastity device is tight, heavy, and very uncomfortable. He dares not slack even the slightest on his housework, and also diligently applies himself to learning to better pleasure his wife in the bedroom.

Almost every day, Emily praises him on his progress, raising his hopes. He often respectfully requests an early release from his overly tight chastity device, but Emily is adamant on that point, and locked he stays. He earns no additional spankings and no extended chastity time during the whole month, proving that he can do the entirety of his housework as expected of him.

James marks the days of his chastity on a wall calendar the couple keeps in the kitchen. Each day, James X's the previous day out, moving closer and closer to his release date. James had gotten used to daily masturbation sessions and going "cold turkey" is very difficult for him, both mentally and physically.

It did not help at all that Emily requires him to lick her pussy out almost nightly, sometimes to multiple orgasms, all while his cock remains locked tight in the confines of its tiny cage. During these sessions, his penis attempts to erect, however this only results in intense cock and testicle pain as the tight ring cuts up and stretches his balls away from his body. The pain makes him lose the nascent erection, but the pussy licking immediately brings it back again, so it is that every pussy licking session is an ordeal for James.

James remains tempted to daydream about porn, or even bring some up on the computer. However, this has very much the same effect as the pussy licking and causes him to run to take a cold shower to relieve the pressure and clear his head for his housework.

Of course, studying up on pussy licking results in a similar situation, his penis and testicles aching as he watches and attempts to absorb the lessons in the online pussy licking class Emily has signed him up for. The presenter for the course is a beautiful woman who gives live talks augmented with diagrams, shows them videos of proper technique, and quizzes the students afterwards. She often scolds James for appearing so distracted, as she insists all students leave their cameras on during her lectures. However, when she learns James is in chastity, an embarrassing admission he is forced to make in front of the entire online class, she cuts him some slack.

Part of the course requirements is ordering an ersatz realistic textured, silicone pussy. Emily names it "Edith". For his final examination, James must "pleasure" Edith on webcam for his instructor and the other students to see. James is mortified and blushes strongly all through his exam.

On release day, James is ridiculously happy. Emily and he had agreed on a masturbation schedule. He would be allowed one solo masturbation session per week, consuming whatever porn he chooses (within limits they agreed to). However, Emily also makes clear to James that if there is any slacking off on the housework, or any lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom, he will find himself back in chastity.

"Please Emily," James asks, "when will you remove the device?"

"Eager, are you?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Are you going to jerk of as soon as I let you out?"

"Can I make love to you instead?" he asks piteously.

"No, James," says Emily with a laugh. "That's a reward you'll have to work very hard to earn. Jerking it will be your only relief for quite some time yet."

"Oh... then, yes, please, if that's ok, Ma'am. It'll be this week's?"

"Well, I have Ruth and Liz and the girls over in the afternoon, so I'll let you out after that, and then you may do it."

Ruth and Liz are Emily's sisters. Liz is Chloe's mom. Ruth has two daughters as well.

"Yes, Ma'am," says James, not daring to press his luck. "I'll prepare some little sandwiches without the crusts."

"That will be lovely James. I am very pleased with how well you've taken to your domestic duties. You've certainly earned your release later today, both of them."

"Thank you, Emily," says James, beaming from his spouse's praise, anticipating his tight cage coming off and a good healthy masturbation session in front of his favourite pornos once the relatives have left.

In the afternoon, Emily's two sisters arrive with three of their daughters, including Chloe. James, with kitchen apron on, is very solicitous to them all, serves drinks and little closed-face sandwiches with cream cheese and cucumber.

Chloe takes him aside. "Is that tight little thing still on your dick?"

"Yes, Miss," he says, blushing strongly.

"I guess you haven't been jerking it at all then?"

"No, Miss."

"That must be hard for you, going cold Turkey like that. Tee hee. It should be coming off around now, shouldn't it?"

"Yes, Miss. Today in fact, after you all leave."

"Ohhh! Lucky boy! Was it very uncomfortable?"

"Yes, Miss."

"Good. Did you learn your lesson?"

"Yes, Miss."

Chloe lets him go with a smile.

Once they are settled, James excuses himself to go do some ironing.

"What a change in James," Emily's younger sister, Liz, says. "I've never seen him so diligent and well-behaved."

Emily pulls out the distinctive chastity key that is down her blouse nestling between her breasts, shows it to the ladies, and says, "It's amazing what a little motivation can accomplish."

"Oh dear," says Ruth, Emily's older sister, "he's in chastity now?"

"Yes. Chloe can explain."

"Chloe can?" questions Liz, Chloe's mom. Chloe has respected her aunt's privacy and had not told anybody, not even her mom.

"Aunt Emily and I walked in on Uncle James playing with himself in front of the computer," Chloe says, sounding amused.

"No!" The sisters exclaim, sounding scandalized. They had been told that James was being punished, and asked if they and the girls could help drive his lesson home, hence their very not accidental presence on the fateful day, but Emily had withheld the reason.

Chloe's two cousins laugh with Chloe, trying to imagine the scene.

"Yes! And right in the middle of the act too. Shirt off, pants and undies at his ankles, moaning as he stroked it."

"No!" the sisters say again. Chloe seems to enjoy scandalizing her mom and aunt with the colourful details. It had been hard for her to keep it a secret up to now.

"I'm afraid so," confirms Emily. "I've never been so embarrassed in my life."

"You poor dears," says Ruth. "What a sight to have to walk in on."

"What did you do, besides the chastity, I mean?" asks Liz.

"I gave him a good strapping."

"And you should have seen his bottom afterwards!" exclaims Chloe.

Emily chuckles and says, "I was quite strict with him. I gave him two dozen and then one to grow on at Chloe's request."

"Chloe!" says her mom.

"I thought it was just a joke!" says Chloe.

"I'll bet Uncle James didn't think it was a joke after he got it," adds Melissa, one of Ruth's daughters.

"No, I don't suppose so," Chloe responds. "Especially because he got that one flush across the backs of his thighs. Ouch..."

"Could you see all of his little boy bits?" asks Vicky, the youngest of the three girls.

"And some!" answers Chloe as the three girls titter.

"He put on quite a show," confirms Emily. "Writhing around, kicking his little legs, and crying like a little baby. It was all I could do to avoid hitting the family jewels! But Chloe was a very considerate girl. When it looked like poor James couldn't even take one more stroke, Chloe went to hold his palms down on the sofa seat so I wouldn't have to start over from the beginning."

"I was feeling a bit sorry for him. That butt was messed up."

"Well," says Emily, "in my defence, Chloe examined his browser history, and it turned out he'd been pleasuring himself literally every day, sometimes for an hour or more. And he lied to our faces about his frequency. Good thing Chloe was here and such a whizz with computers."

"He didn't erase his browser history?" Vicky asks, incredulously.

"I don't think he even knew it existed," says Chloe as the girls laugh at their uncle's lack of basic computer knowledge.

"And how would you know about such things?" Vicky's mom, Ruth, asks pointedly.

"Oh Mom," Vicky says, rolling her eyes, "everybody knows about browser history."

"I can certainly see why you were so strict with him," says Liz, changing the topic back to the matter at hand. "Had I caught Michael like that, I'd have worn out the strap on his backside."

"Do you spank Daddy?" asks Chloe inquisitively. She suspected it, but had never seen or heard it, and they had never discussed it.

"I haven't had to for a long time. Your father is very well behaved."

"And now I know why," says Chloe, under her breath.

"Peter still gets spankings every now and then," says Ruth, "just ask the girls."

"He sure does," the girls confirm.

"It's good for males to be reminded of their place," says Ruth.

"Yes," says Emily, "I clearly should have been more on top of things when I first noticed his slacking off on the housework, and in the bedroom, but better late than never."

"In the bedroom, too?" says Ruth.

"I enrolled him in Ms. Thomason's Essential Oral Skills class, and he's made excellent progress since."

"With diligent practice, no doubt?" teases Liz.

"I'm not complaining. Not anymore," says Emily with a smile. "But actually, one of the study aids they send along is a life-sized practice vagina made from some rubbery compound. Poor boy became very well acquainted with that vagina. I named her Edith for some odd reason!"

All the girls and women laugh imagining poor Uncle James with his "nose to the grindstone", practicing his oral skills on Edith the ersatz vagina.

"He gave Edith quite a workout for his final examination. Ms. Thomason gave him a B+ in fact."

"Not an A?" asks Ruth. "Did he get another strapping for falling short?"

"Not at all," answers Emily, "compared to the clumsy licking when he started, it's a massive improvement."

"And he did all this while in chastity?" asks Liz.

"Oh, of course," responds Ruth, "his testicles must have practically ripped off, the poor dear."

"Yes, the testicular pain was a bit distracting for him. I was satisfied with his B+."

"I take it back," says Ruth. "A B+, given his circumstances, is quite laudable. Are you sending him to advanced?"

"Maybe next year."

"I sent Peter to both basic and advanced and never regretted it," says Ruth.

"I sent Michael also. To both. Money well spent," adds Liz.

"I never knew," says Emily, "perhaps I'll accelerate that."

"You won't regret it."

The entire time the girls and women are talking, James is in the basement, ironing and folding the laundry, oblivious to the conversation going on upstairs.

When he gets to his wife's undergarments, which he must always hand-wash, he feels a tightening in his cage and against his testicles. He pauses, takes a deep breath, and counts down from ten to zero, trying to actively clear his mind. His wife's sexy panties are a terrible trial.

His month in his cage has been an absolute torture for him. He was not even allowed one minute of respite from its tight confines. He peed and cleaned his penis through the bars. The ring at the base of his testicles chafed, and his penis was tightly confined. Being metal, the weight of the device is ever-present. Erections, or rather attempted erections, are the worst. James realizes, however, that the cage is not meant only as a control on his out-of-control masturbation, but as a punishment as well, and a potent one at that. He will do literally anything to be released, and absolutely will modify his behaviour to eliminate any chance of being locked up again.

As a result of this attitude change, he has been the picture-perfect househusband for the past month, going above and beyond, and he fully expects to be free of his cage after the girls and women leave, and then be allowed to have an amazing solo masturbation session afterwards. He is actually quite grateful to Emily for allowing this. He knows many men who are completely prohibited from masturbation, so he does feel fortunate that he has such a progressive wife in Emily.

James continues his ironing and folding, content in the knowledge that his punitive sentence is almost at an end.

Meanwhile, back upstairs, the conversation turns to James' imminent release from chastity.

"So, today is the day you're letting him out, then?" asks Ruth of Emily. "And I gather from your mysterious invite that you intend for it to be a bit of a show?"

"Yes," says Emily. "He's expecting to be released after you all leave, so it will be quite a shock for him to find out he'll be released with you present, if that's okay?"

"You're wicked, Emily," says Liz with a broad grin, "and I approve."

"I thought a final little extra embarrassment for him might drive the lesson home better."

"I cannot disagree," says Ruth. "And it will be educational for the girls to see their Uncle James dealt with. Do you intend to spank him as well? Freshen up that strapping?"

"Nothing that severe. I do intend to take him across my knee, though, and have him suffer the ultimate humiliation as I spank him."

"The ultimate humiliation?" queries Liz.

"An ejaculation across my lap as I spank him. He must have a lot of sperm built up."

"Oh no! I never knew my little sister was so mischievously evil," says Ruth.

"I thought him eating a little extra humble pie would drive the lesson home."

"And I'll bet it's more than just 'humble pie' he'll be eating after his sexy explosion," says Liz as the girls go wide-eyed.

"Yes. Indeed," says Emily with a grin. She had been thinking exactly along those lines. "Are all of you ladies okay with that?"

"We're here to help and support however you need us," says Ruth.

"And a little demonstration of the male sexual response, heightened after a period of chastity, will be very educational for the girls," adds Liz.

"Girls, you don't mind?" asks Emily.

"No. It's fine!" they all agree, excited to get to see Aunty Emily put Uncle James in his place.

But more than that, while Chloe, as the oldest of the nieces, has seen a boy ejaculate, it would be new to her younger cousins, Vicky and Melissa. They had read about it and heard about it but had never seen it and were dying to. They had never even seen an erection in the flesh even. They attended a girls' school, had no brothers, and their father was always spanked behind closed doors, and was very modest with his body, even though the girls were happy to run around the house half-naked in front of him.

Emily goes on.

"After his uncaging, I'm allowing him to masturbate once a week, so I thought it would be a quite humbling thing for him to demonstrate his technique to you before going over my knee for his final release."

"You're allowing him to masturbate???" asks Ruth, surprised at the revelation. "I thought excessive masturbation is what got him into this mess?"

"I'll keep a lid on it. He'll only be allowed to do it once a week and he must tell me each time he does it. And if the housework suffers, or if he's unenthusiastic in the bedroom, I'll take that away from him."

"You're too lenient with him," opines Ruth. "Masturbation is off the table with Peter. He gets his release from me and me alone."

"Yes, same with Michael," says Liz. "I don't think he even misses it anymore."

"I know, I know," says Ruth, "but the latest research shows a certain degree of autonomous sexual expression is good for their health and their brain development. So, I decided to go this way."

"You're much more progressive than I," says Ruth, shaking her head.

"Hmmm. New research, you say," ponders Liz. "I might give it a try with Michael. Maybe once a week to start. What do you think, Chloe?"

"I think Dad would like it. I can keep a tab on him on his browser use, make sure he's not looking at anything degrading to women, and make sure he keeps it to once a week. I can even help supervise if you want?"

"Oh dear, that might be a bit embarrassing for Daddy. Yeah, I'll consider it," says Liz as Ruth shakes her head at her progressive-leaning sisters. Their mother never allowed their father to masturbate.

The sisters all recall the extended woodshed strapping Dad received when Mom found a dirty magazine hidden away in the back of his tools closet. She marched him to the woodshed, stripped him bare, then lined up all three girls to watch as she strapped the bejesus out of poor Dad's bare backside. Afterwards, she walked him back to the house buck naked, with his hands on his head, his buns blistered and blazing, and his big flaccid penis and large testicles flopping, to serve several long hours of cornertime on the front porch as the neighbours speculated about what he had done to deserve such an extreme bottom-roasting and embarrassing public display.

To clear it up, their mom had made a sign saying, "I received a strapping for having a dirty magazine and playing with myself" and hung it from his penis, making him turn and face out for the last half of his timeout, his hands still on head.

Once word had spread, all the men and boys in the neighbourhood went on notice as to the consequences of illicit porn possession and secret masturbation, the fate of the sisters' father being an example to them all.

"Did you bring the material I asked for, Chloe?" Emily asks her niece.

"Right here, Aunt Emily," says Chloe, putting a closed shoebox on the coffee table.

"Excellent! Thank you."

"Melissa, would you please call your uncle James up. I believe he's in the basement doing the ironing and folding. Don't let on yet. We want it to be a surprise for him in front of all of us."

"Sure thing, Aunty Emily," says Melissa, eager to please and partake.

"Uncle James!" Melissa calls out, heading down the basement stairs. James has his ear buds in, listening to soothing classical music which helps keep his erection down, and he doesn't hear Melissa at first.

"Uncle James," says Melissa again, tapping his shoulder.

James turns around and removes his ear buds.

"Oh, I'm sorry Melissa, I had my ear buds in and didn't hear you."

"Aunty Emily would like to see you up in the living room."

"Did she say why?"

"I 'dunno. She just asked me to ask you to come upstairs."

"Okay. Tell her I'll be right up."

Melissa ascends the stairs and takes her seat on the couch next to her cousins. "He's on his way," she says conspiratorially.

The sisters are all sitting on armchairs rearranged to point toward the fireplace hearth, with the girls, all three, sharing the couch pointing the same way.

James walks in, still wearing his apron, oblivious to what is going on, but wondering why the furniture is all rearranged to point forward.

"Can I get you some more drinks, make some more sandwiches?" he asks solicitously.

"No, dear. I've asked you up here for a different reason. Stand there. Right there. Face us."

James is confused, but does as he is told, wondering what sort of game this is.

"What day is it today, James?"

James is suddenly sweating. Did he forget a birthday or an anniversary or something? Was there an appointment he had somehow missed?

"Ummm… Wednesday?" he says, unsure what else to say.

"No, James, I mean what day is it today," Emily says, pulling the key dangling between her breasts and concealed by her blouse out and showing it to James.

James suddenly blushes. While he knows Chloe knew of his confined state, he had not expected any of the other women or girls to be told. Chastity punishment, while not unheard of, is nevertheless a rarity, and is associated with excessive uncontrolled masturbation. It's therefore highly embarrassing for any male. Up to now, Emily had taken pains to conceal the key she wears around her neck, so none of the expected neighbourhood teasing had been forthcoming. But now his sisters-in-law and his two other nieces would know!

"It's… ummm… the day you… ah… oh… umm… take… take me out of… out of… ummm… ch… ch… chastity?"

"That's right James. And for how long have you been punished in chastity?"

"For a month, Ma'am," James mumbles, blushing furiously and looking down at his feet.

"Speak up, James."

"For a month, Ma'am," James says, raising his head and his voice.

"And has your penis been out of its tight little cage at all during all that time?"

"No, Ma'am," James says, practically crying.

"And why are you being punished with chastity?"

"Because… I… ahhh… m… m… masturbated… Ma'am."

"Yes, you masturbated," says Emily, emphasizing the shameful word, "and without my knowledge or my permission, isn't that so?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And your housework suffered as a result, didn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"How often did you masturbate, James?"

James quickly glances over at Chloe who sits there smirking at him, her cousins sharing her smirk. His sisters-in-law looking stern.

"Ummm… every day, Ma'am."

"Every day. Tsk tsk tsk. But not on the weekends, right? Only when I was out of the house and you thought you could get away with it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And how long were these masturbation sessions?"

James knows there is no point lying, Chloe has seen the timestamps on his browser activity and knows exactly how long.

"Um… about an hour. Sometimes longer."

"Sometimes they were two hours long, weren't they?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

Emily's sisters gasp, the girls titter.

"I can't believe you were stroking your dick for two full hours when there was housework to be done!"

"I'm sorry, Ma'am."

"Yes, you are sorry. A sorry excuse for a husband. And what else were you neglecting?"

"Ummm. I was neglecting you in the… ummm... bedroom, Ma'am."

"Yes, you were. I was afraid you were impotent and disinterested, but now I know you were spending two hours a day stroking your dick and ejaculating onto yourself. No wonder you retained no enthusiasm for bedroom activities. Was your cock hard the entire time you were jerking it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"If only you had that sort of stamina in the bedroom, we'd be having a very different discussion, wouldn't we?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"But I do have to commend you now, James. After that strapping and a month in chastity, your housework has improved tremendously. You're now an absolutely model househusband. I couldn't ask for more."

"Thank you, Ma'am," James says, blushing now from the praise and happy his embarrassing scolding seems to be over.

"And I can also say you've very much improved your attentiveness and your oral skills in the bedroom during your period of chastity. Did you enjoy the training course I sent you on?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I'm pleased I can… please you."

"You please me very much now, James. I think you deserved more than the B+ you received in your oral basics course, but you were terribly distracted by your chastity device, were you not?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"In my opinion, that mouth and that tongue are now very well trained. Worth at least an A. I know you still get a sore jaw after an hour or so, so we still need some work on that stamina," Emily says, winking at her sisters and the girls who all laugh picturing poor uncle James, his cock caged, spending hours and hours with his face buried in Aunty Emily's crotch.

"Yes, Ma'am," James agrees.

"Originally I was going to uncage you after my sisters and our nieces left, but now I think it would be highly educational for the girls to see the release of a chastity-trained husband, don't you?"

"Oh no, Emily, please!" begs James. The embarrassment of having his caged penis shown off to the girls and his sisters-in-law was too much to bear.

"No, James? You're not ready for that?"

"No, Emily. Of course not."

"Okay. Well, what say we give you another month in chastity to get used to the idea and we can gather again next month to try again?"

"No! Please! Emily, mercy, please! I can't take another month!" James is practically in tears.

"If you think you're ready, you can still change your mind."

"Yes, Emily, I'm ready. I'm ready now."

"Ready to have your cage removed in front of my sisters and our nieces?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" James wails piteously. He has no choice!

"Alright then, James, ask me to remove it."

"Please ma'am, please remove it. Please remove my chastity cage."

"Fine. Take your apron off and then undress. I have to get something, but when I get back, I expect you to be standing there, hands at your sides, without a stitch on except for your cage. Girls, feel free to examine it more closely once your uncle has undressed."

"Ohhhhhh..." James moans as Emily leaves the room.

Blushing strongly, James removes his apron, folds it carefully, and places it on a nearby chair. With a sigh, he then removes his shirt, baring his chest, and then removes his pants and socks. He folds his clothing neatly and puts each item on the chair on top of his apron. Looking at the women and girls with an air of desperation, he faces away from them and slips his underpants down his legs, and then off his feet, exposing his bare bottom completely. He folds his underpants and hides them in the pile under his shirt. Clenching his fists at the sides of his body, he turns back to face his sisters-in-law and his young nieces fully nude except for his embarrassing chastity device.

The girls all get up to go take a closer look. Chloe even manipulates the cage to show her younger cousins how the ring goes around the base of his cock and balls and how it all locks into place.

As Chloe manipulates it, his cock seems to expand to fill its cage, the flesh pushing out the sides. As well, his balls are pulled away from his body. The girls are fascinated. Having had their fill, they return to their seats.

"I'm happy to see that you keep yourself very well groomed, James," says Liz.

In fact, James is completely depilated below the neck, without a hair on him.

"Th... th... thank you ma'am."

"Raise your arms."

James raises his arms, and the women can see he is neatly shaved in his underarms as well.

"Very good. Lower your arms, and turn around, let's see your back."

James turns and shows that his back and bottom, thighs and calves, are as hairless as his front-side.

"Do you shave around your bottom hole, James? That can be hard to reach."

"Yes, ma'am!" James squeezes out.

"Well bend over, show us."

James bends over, his bottom pointed towards his guests.

"Pull your cheeks apart, we can't see like that."

Uttering a pained groan, James reaches his two hands behind to his buttocks and pulls his cheeks widely apart for inspection.

"Very tidy, James. Good for you. Many boys have trouble with their hygiene back there. I'm pleased to see you are not amongst them."

"Thank you, ma'am," James says, practically in tears from the embarrassment. He begins to release his cheeks and straighten.

"Nobody told you to straighten up. Back down. Cheeks apart. Spread your legs! We all want to admire such pristine hygiene."

James hastens to obey. He stands like that for the next half minute as all the girls and women get a good look at his spread open bottom hole and the caged cock dangling heavily between his thighs.

Just then, Emily walks back into the room carrying several items.

"James!" she exclaims, seeing her nude husband bent over, cheeks spread, his cage dangling between his legs. "What in heaven's name are you doing, showing your naughty bottom hole off like that?"

"Ha ha! My fault, Em," says Liz, "we were just inspecting his hygiene. He's very hair free and his skin gleams!"

"Yes, it's the style nowadays for men to groom themselves to look like little boys and apply hydrating lotion to bring out the sheen. I like it. Good grooming was part of his requirements this last month as he was chastity trained."

"Well, no arguments there, he's done a marvellous job. The skin of his buttocks looks positively baby smooth, and it looks like you can eat off of that bottom hole, it's so clean!"

"I'd rather not, all the same," jokes Emily. "Now stand back up James. I know you enjoy showing us your baby smooth bottom hole, but we have an unlocking I'm sure you're eager to get on with."

James turns and stands, gluing his hands to his sides as Emily earlier instructed him to.

Emily begins putting down the items she's carrying in her hands. A large white bath towel, a small bottle of baby oil, and her strap.

James sees the strap first and his knees begin quivering. With the strap there, he doesn't even notice the other items, so fixated is he on it.

"Please Emily... not the strap..." he begs her.

"I just brought that in case we need it. In case you choose to disobey. Do you plan on disobeying, James?"

"No, Ma'am!"

"Then we won't need the strap, will we?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Ready for your big moment?" Asks Emily as she removes James' chastity key from around her neck and approaches him.

"Oh, yes Ma'am!" He says eagerly, despite himself. His nieces and sisters-in-law laugh at his desperation to be set free.

Emily bends at the waist and inserts the key into the small padlock and opens it. She then removes the padlock entirely and opens the ring around the base of his testicles. Finally she pulls the small cage off the end of his cock and steps back.

"There we are. Free as a bird!" Emily says.

Despite the inherent embarrassment of the situation, a flood of relief passes across James' face as his penis is freed for the first time in a month.

"Ohhhhhhh," he moans in pleasure at the removal.

"Oh, my goodness!" titters Vicky, looking wide eyed at her Uncle James' newly freed penis. For his penis begins hardening. Visibly!

"Oh, James! I can't take you anywhere," teases Emily.

"I'm sorry! I can't help it! It's just... doing it!"

Everyone laughs. James' hands leave his sides and hover over his penis, desperately wanting to hide his shame.

"You leave those hands just where they are, naughty boy!" says Emily.

James drags his hands back to his sides, and balls them into shaking little fists as his penis continues erecting in spurts.

"It hasn't been allowed to do that for a month now. No wonder it's so eager," opines Emily, to the laughter of the others.

Emily walks back and puts the pieces of chastity device on the coffee table next to the strap.

"Now what are the rules around masturbation, James?"

James can barely speak, the shame of his nudity and erection being so intense. However, he manages to utter the rules: "No more than once a week, no longer than thirty minutes. No pornography that degrades women. No pornography involving younger women."

"Very good, James. Chloe installed an app on my phone that controls your access. When you wish to masturbate you message me, and I will allow access to pornography for a timed thirty minutes. The app records your screen and your webcam. Afterwards I'll review the sites you visited to ensure you are not breaking any of our rules and watch your darling little spurty. No covering up the webcam, now."

"Yes, Ma'am," says James, blushing strongly at his imposed limitations, standing there completely and utterly nude, his erect penis and his dangling testicles, effectively the topic of discussion, on full display.

"Step back now, James," says Emily, picking up the larger beach towel. James steps back towards the hearth and Emily lays the beach towel down on the floor in front of him.

"Stand here," Emily indicates, pointing to the center of the towel. James does not know what is happening but complies.

Emily then goes back to the coffee table and gets the small bottle of baby oil. She walks up to James, tells him to put his right hand out, and drips a large dollop of oil onto his hand. Then she spurts another dollop onto the shaft of his by now fully erect penis.

"Go on, rub it now," Emily says, stepping back.

James looks like a deer caught in the headlights.

"What...?" he says, massively confused.

"Rub your penis. You're going to show us all how you masturbate. Go ahead."

"But Emily, please! I can't do this, not in front of everybody. Please! It's private..."

The girls and women sit with rapt attention, watching the scene unfold.

"Are you ashamed James? Ashamed about your masturbation?"

"Yes!" he wails.

"You weren't ashamed to do it for several hours every weekday, why should you be ashamed now?"

"Please, Emily, I am ashamed. Why do I have to do this?"

"It's the final part of your punishment, James. Masturbation is very much something to be ashamed of. You apparently didn't have enough shame in the act, at least not enough to keep you from doing it daily, so consider this a little reminder of exactly how shameful it is. Now go ahead, get down on your knees, and rub it."

"Please, Emily, anything but this."

"Really James?" says Emily, turning around and picking up the strap. "Even a thirty-six-stroke strapping?"

"No! No, please! Not that!"

"Then get busy. What did I tell you about obeying me?"

With a giant half groan, half wail, James falls to his knees and begins half-heartedly rubbing at his oily penis with his oily hand.

Emily goes back to sit in her chair, the strap in her lap.

"Show us how you do it, James," Emily encourages.

"Yeah, Uncle James, show us," echo the girls.

James makes pitiable sounds as he rubs his penis.

"What's the matter, James? Not as good as you expected?" asks Emily.

"nooooo..."

"Well, we have something that may help. Chloe, show your Uncle James what you brought."

With a grin, Chloe picks up the shoebox from the floor, places it on the coffee table, and takes the lid off.

"Look, Uncle James, Aunt Emily asked me to print out some of your most viewed porn."

"Oh no!" exclaims James.

"Look at this photo. You spent a lot of time lingering on this one."

Chloe puts the photo on the coffee table, facing James. The others gather around to look. It's a photo of an older, matriarchal woman, spanking a naughty boy across her knee with a hairbrush. His bottom is bare and very red.

"Ha!" exclaims Ruth, the eldest sister. "I know how you naughty boys crave a bit of strict female discipline. I definitely approve of this type of masturbation material."

"You fantasize about getting spankings, Uncle James?" asks Melissa inquisitively.

"Ohhhhh" is all James can say, his oily penis clutched in his oily fist.

"I think he likes the fantasy of spankings more than the reality of them, isn't that so, James?" asks Emily.

"Yesssss," James says.

"This was another of his favourites," says Chloe as she lays out a second photo, beside the first. This one shows a very young lady spanking a much older man. The older man is nude, and the younger lady is scantily clad, showing much cleavage.

"James!" exclaims Liz, "that girl looks to be Chloe's age, if not Melissa's. You should be ashamed of yourself!"

"I'm sorry," cries James.

"Put that one away," says Liz to her daughter Chloe. "That is out of bounds."

"Oh, I agree," says her sister Emily.

"How about this one, Uncle James?" Chloe lays out a photo of a nude man, bent over, receiving a pegging from an attractive lingerie-clad woman.

"Ha! That's more like it!" says Liz.

"Have you ever pegged him?" Ruth asks Emily.

"No. I never dreamt."

"You'll have to get a strap-on and give it a try. Highly recommended! Peter squeals like a little piggy when I give him the strap-on."

"Mom!" cry out Vicky and Melissa, imagining their dad receiving a strap-on fucking from their mom. "TMI, Mom!"

"Have a look at this series," says Chloe as she lays out a sequence of five photographs.

The first photograph shows a weaker man, naked, being spanked across the knee of a much stronger, well built, very handsome and muscular man. An attractive woman, dressed in lingerie, looks on with a satisfied smirk. The caption reads, "motivation".

The second photograph shows the smaller male, sucking on the larger man's penis. The lady is encouraging the blowjob with a hand on the back of his head. The caption reads, "fluffing".

The third photo shows the woman receiving intercourse in the missionary position from the stud, as the smaller man stands there, watching, looking miserable. The caption reads, "fucking".

The fourth photo shows the smaller man with his head buried in the woman's pussy. The larger man stands behind him with a belt in his hand, poised above the smaller man's ass. The caption reads, "cleanup duty".

The fifth and final photo shows the smaller male, hands and knees on the bed doggy style, as the larger man rams his giant cock into the smaller male's asshole. The woman lies languidly on the bed beside them, looking highly satisfied. The caption reads, "domination".

The ladies and the girls try to absorb what's going on.

Finally, Ruth asks James, "you want to be cuckolded and dominated by another man?"

"Noooooo..." James cries out.

"Methinks he doth protest too much," says Liz with a chuckle.

"I could get into this," Emily says. "We could hire a gentleman of the night."

"Looks like fun, Aunt Emily," says Chloe.

"Alright, that should do Uncle James," says Chloe. "I'll leave all these out on the coffee table, and you can look at whichever you please as you do it."

"Go ahead, James," says Emily. "You have all you need now. Show us how you do it. I'll give you five minutes then it's the strap and you can try again after."

That is all the motivation James needs. He begins frantically rubbing his oiled cock, desperate to avoid another strapping. He looks anywhere except at the embarrassing photos.

"Ewww! Don't look at me when you do it," says the youngest niece, Vicky, when James' eyes stray in her direction.

"Keep your eyes on your photos," scolds Emily. "We don't want you looking at any of us as you do it."

James looks down at the photos. In truth they are some of his favourites, and they do bring him closer to the brink.

The girls make a game out of trying to figure out which photo their Uncle James is looking at at any given time. They get it mostly right, much to James's embarrassment as he receives a play-by-play of his kink.

"He's looking at the woman spanking him now," says Melissa, her eyes trained on his.

"Ewww! He's looking at the big guy bum-fucking him now!" says Vicky a moment later.

"Oh, Uncle James, and I thought you were so butch!" teases Chloe.

By now, James is moaning and begins to get close.

"Ask for permission before you ejaculate, James," says Emily.

"Ohhhh ahhhh... yes... yes ma'am," says James, in the throes of his masturbation.

As he feels it starting to come, he yells out, "please may I cum, ma'am?!?"

"No. Hands off. You may not. Not yet. Calm yourself. If you ejaculate without permission, I'll give you the strap."

James removes his hands but can't help but buck his hips and wave his glistening, hyper-erect penis in the air in front of all the girls and women.

"Ohh. Ahhh. Ohhh. Mmm. Ahhhh. Yes. Yes, ma'am," says James, getting it under control, barely.

Emily puts him through the same routine twice more, each time James getting closer than the last. The girls giggle mischievously at their uncle's misfortune. His erect penis is by now copiously dribbling pre-cum onto the beach towel after each attempt.

"Emily! Please! I'm begging you!" James says.

"Well, seeing as you're begging me..." Emily says, picking up an armless occasional chair and moving it into the center of the beach towel as she shoos James to the side.

She sits and rolls up her dress high on her lap, revealing a broad expanse of bare thigh. She has the baby oil in her hand and rubs some over the fronts of her thighs.

"Come here," she says, beckoning James to stand by her side. She adds some extra baby oil to his penis and testicles and has him bend across her lap.

"Oh, no, please no, Emily, please!" begs James as he realizes his wife's intent.

"What? I thought you were begging to ejaculate. Well, I'm giving you your chance, right across my knee no less. You should be grateful."

Emily pulls him across her knee and begins lightly spanking his naked bottom.

At first, he tries to remain as still as possible, but even the slightest movement of Emily's hand spanking his butt makes his cock glide slightly across his wife's sexy lap. In the state he is in, after a month of chastity and then being edged three times to the very limit, he can hold back no longer, and begins writhing across Emily's lap, bucking his hips, grinding down into her, circling his hips, trying anything to desperately rub his greased cock against his wife's oiled thighs.

His sisters-in-law and his nieces laugh at the outrageous lap-humping show and yell their encouragement.

"Look at him hump!"

"'Atta boy, Uncle James. Go for it!"

"Disgusting!" says Ruth.

"Look how desperate the poor boy is. No shame." says Liz.

James has been driven to such a state that he forgets about his giggling witnesses. All that matters is his release, regardless of the embarrassment it may bring.

Before long, he goes into a paroxysm of ass-high humping and with a loud yell produces a massive series of spurting ejaculations all over his wife's creamy thighs. All the girls and women clap at his intense culmination. There is a huge volume of clean white ejaculate covering Emily's lap!

Exhausted and utterly humiliated, he slips from his wife's lap and collapses at her feet.

"Now, now, James," Emily says, pointing at her lap, "cleanup duty."

James' face falls. His wife's lap is covered with a month's worth of pent-up semen.

"I'll get some paper towels?" James says, hopefully.

"Nah ah," Emily says, shaking her finger side to side, then points back at her lap and says, "get busy."

James groans, bends forward, and begins licking his semen off his wife's lap.

"Oh, Uncle James! You little cum guzzler!" says Melissa as everyone laughs.

"I'll bet you'd enjoy eating another man's cum, just like in your dirty porno photos," says Chloe.

"Ewwww. It's so gross!" says Vicky.

"You've missed a drop, James," says Liz, pointing to an area on her sister's lap that he had not gotten to yet.

"Like a dog," says Ruth with a sneer.

"Swallow it all down, now, James. Every drop," says Emily.

James sits back on his heels having licked up and consumed a copious quantity of his own ejaculate.

"You missed another spot," says Ruth, pointing at a spot high on her sister's inner thigh. James kneels forward and licks and swallows the drop of sperm he missed.

"Very thorough, James," Emily says, picking up the beach towel and drying the oil and saliva off her lap and inner thighs. She moves the spanking chair back and has James return to his position facing all the ladies while Emily returns to her armchair.

James hangs his head and sobs quietly, his body bare and exposed, his spent penis and drained testicles dangling. Completely humiliated in every way a "man" can be humiliated.

"Have we learned our lesson, James?" Emily asks.

"Yes, ma'am."

"While I will allow you limited masturbation, you should be very aware that it is a shameful act, and you should feel shame doing it."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Now, face the girls and apologize to them, by name, for having to watch you being put in your place."

James turns slightly to directly address the nieces. "I'm sorry, Vicky, Melissa, Chloe, for you having to watch me being put in my place."

"That's okay, Uncle James," says Melissa speaking for them all, "we enjoyed watching you being put in your place. Are you going to be an obedient husband from now on?"

"Yes, Miss Melissa."

Emily speaks again. "Now apologize to Liz, especially for exposing her daughter to your naughtiness."

"I'm very sorry, Liz, that you had to watch me being punished. And I'm sorry that I was masturbating when Chloe walked in on me and had to watch me being strapped and put in chastity."

"Sorry you were caught, I can believe," says Liz. "And sorry you were punished, no doubt."

"Now apologize to Ruth."

"I'm sorry, Ruth, that you had to watch me being put in my place."

"I think Emily is far too lenient with you. If you were mine, you can believe that there would be no masturbation at all and you'd be in that contraption for a year, not a month. And if you think Emily knows how to strap a naughty bottom, just count your lucky stars you didn't find yourself at the business end of my strap."

"Yes, Ms. Ruth. I'm sorry Ms. Ruth," James says, cowering. Melissa and Vicky seem proud of their mom's no-nonsense attitude.

"Well," says Emily, "if he misbehaves again, can I invite you over to show him what one of your strappings feels like? I'd love to watch."

"Absolutely!" says Ruth, delighted her little sister is showing her this level of respect.

"I'd like to see that, too," adds Liz, "and we should bring the girls. Maybe let them deliver a few swipes themselves, to learn."

"A strapping seminar. I love it," says Ruth.

James just stands there looking terrified. If Ruth's strappings are worse than Emily's, he wants no part of them!

"Go and park your nose in your corner, James," says Emily. "After our guests leave, you can apologize to me. In the bedroom. After your real spanking over my knee."

The sisters and nieces laugh at the thought of a freshly ejaculated James being spanked and then forced to eat out his pretty wife by way of apology. James shuffles over and places his nose in the corner, sticking his bum out.

"That's a good place for him," says Ruth.

The sisters and nieces leave, thanking Emily for allowing them to participate. After they leave, Emily leads James from the corner, takes him to their bedroom. There she gives him a spanking, and then luxuriates in a massage and a three orgasm, thirty-minute pussy licking.

Under tighter control, James becomes the man, the husband, the househusband, Emily always wanted him to be.

James never lives down his embarrassing post-chastity release over his wife's knee with everyone watching, enduring teasing every time they get together.

Emily does eventually purchase a strap-on dildo, and James learns how to give head and take it up the bum, which satisfies his craving for cock without involving a real man, though that remains a possibility.

Ruth does have occasion to take the strap to James when he and Peter (Ruth's husband) get into trouble together. It is an epic double-strapping in front of the sisters and nieces that leaves both men in tears and unable to sit for a week. They are told that if they ever do something so naughty again, each will be required to place their erect penis in the other's bottom hole for a full ejaculation while everybody watches.

In this society, women are in charge.


Story 8:  Beach Wedgie

Michael is a young man, a bit of a nerd, who is an American tourist in Australia. He's visiting various beach towns and beaches, hoping to meet pretty girls to hook up with. He has never been particular successful with girls but hopes this time will be different. He's heard Australian girls are easy.

It's been a week, and he's had no success yet. He stops at a busy-looking beach-town and walks onto the beach to check-out the scene. His eyes practically jump out of his head. The women on this beach are gorgeous! Skimpy little bikinis, beautiful tits, tight rounded bottoms. He feels his cock swelling in his shorts.

So far this vacation, rather than getting laid, Michael has been doing a lot of masturbation alone in his motel room dreaming about sweet Aussie girls. Knowing that would likely be the case tonight as well, he surreptitiously gets his mobile out and pretends to be looking at emails. In fact, his mobile has an amazing camera with a 3x optical zoom, and he is creeping photos of as many of the beautiful women as he can for masturbation fodder later.

There're some beautiful tits. There's a beautiful bum. There's a girl with a sexy flat tanned tummy. Snap, snap, snap.

Suddenly Michael feels a tap on his shoulder. He turns to see a short athletic woman in a bikini looking angry. Her name is Talia.

"What the hell are you doing?" she asks him in her Aussie accent, her hands on her hips.

"Nothing," he says, blushing.

"Are you taking pictures of women without their consent?"

"I can take whatever pictures I please."

"And jerk off to them later in your hotel room?"

"No," he lies.

"Right there, look," she says, pointing at a sign attached to the lifeguard station.

It says, "No photography without subject's permission. Bylaw 372-1"

"That's... that's... ridiculous!"

"Tell it to the Judge," says a tall blonde in a red one-piece swimsuit approaching the pair. A lifeguard at the beach named Alice.

"Hand over your phone, Sir," Alice says.

"No!" he replies, clutching it strongly.

"You'll want to hand over that phone, mate," says one of two muscular men in Speedo swimsuits who approach from the rear, each one grabbing one of Michael's arms. The man on the right forces the arm holding the phone toward the lifeguard.

"Thanks, Adam, Frank," she says, speaking to the two men as she pries the phone from his hand.

"Perfect, Face ID," she says as she holds the phone up to Michael's face and unlocks it.

"Oh yeah, have a look at this Talia," the lifeguard says as she holds the phone so the other girl can see. They both look as she scrolls through his recent photos, not only of this beach, but of many others as well. A couple of other attractive women, curious about the commotion, come over to see as well.

"Hey! That's my arse!" says one of the newcomers.

"Is there a girl on this beach who's photo you didn't take?" asks Talia angrily.

"Oh, and look at this," says the Alice, holding up his phone. It's porn copied from the Internet showing girls having sex with men. "He keeps his spank bank in his photos."

"Pathetic!" says one of the other girls who joined.

Alice deletes all of the illicitly taken shots from his phone, and his spank bank to boot. Then she turns to the gathering crowd and asks, "Hang him?"

Her question elicits a highly favourable reaction.

"Hang me?" Michael asks himself. "Surely, they're not going to hang me, just for taking photos of pretty girls!"

"Hang him," Alice tells the two men.

Michael struggles for all his worth, but the men are too strong. They remove his shirt, then they hold him up, his feet dangling. Talia comes up and removes his sandals and socks, then his shorts, leaving Michael only in his underpants. He kicks and screams and struggles, but the men are far too strong for him.

"Why is it always the tighty-whities with his type," one of the beach girls asks rhetorically.

"Please! Please don't hang me!" begs Michael. "I promise I'll never do it again!"

"Ha, ha, ha!" laughs Talia. Do you think we were going to lynch you? No, no, no. That's for you Americans. We have a different kind of hanging for perverts like you. Hoist him up, boys!"

The men carry Michael to the lifeguard station. Adam grabs him with both arms around his thighs and hoists him high. Frank works the back of his underpants up his crack then pulls up hard on a bunch of the material and hangs the material over a hook strategically affixed on the lifeguard station directly under the by-law sign. He then moves to the front, pulls the material up making a small pouch for his penis and testicles, then hooks the front on another hook directly across from the first.

"Okay, Alice, ready for you!" they say as they continue supporting Michael's weight.

Alice takes a child-size bucket of sand and climbs up to the lifeguard station platform. As Adam and Frank move Michael back and forth and up and down, Alice dumps handfuls of sand down the fronts and backs of Michael's underpants. She then drops a rope, passing it around under his armpits and then securing it above Michael's head. With the rope in place, even if he wanted to topple over and risk the five-foot drop, he could not. Safety first.

"Okay, I'm done. Let him down easy now, don't want those undies ripping. Not yet anyways."

Adam and Frank gradually lower Michael until his weight is entirely supported by his underpants. Alice adjusts the rope around his underarms so it bears no weight.

By this time, a sizeable crowd has gathered, and they all applaud the "hanging" of yet another nerdy beach creeper.

As Michael is lowered, his underpants pull up into his bottom cleft behind, and squeeze and pull his testicles and penis from the front. His perineum, between asshole and balls, bears most of the weight. The sand provides a gritty irritant, rubbing into his most sensitive skin at the slightest of movements. And Michael's movements are by no means slight, they are massive! He kicks and cries out and struggles. His dangling toes are a couple of feet away from the ground. He can reach a crossbar above him with his hands, which he does, and pulls himself up to the extent he can, however Michael cannot do a pull-up if his life depended on it.

Michael looks ridiculous hanging there. His underpants are hidden completely into his crack, right from the top of it, all the way under, and emerging just under his highly pulled up balls. The skin of his pubis can be completely seen, with only his package pulled up into a tight little bundle.

"Picture time!" Alice yells out.

All the beachgoers run and grab their cameras and take photos of Michael dangling there by his underpants.

One bikini-clad girl goes up to him, grabs a buttock cheek in each hand, pulls them apart and shakes Michael.

"Get that right up into that crack!" she says as she jiggles him some more and then smacks his bum cheek.

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" Michael cries as the material cuts him and presses the gritty sand up into him even more.

"How long do I have to stay here!?!" he begs Alice.

"Well, the beach closes in about three hours, I'll let you down then."

"Noooooooo!" Michael cries.

"There is one way, I can let you down earlier..."

"Yes! Please! Anything. Anything at all!"

"Well, if you promise to come across my knee and take a spanking, only from me and only with my hand, but in front of everyone here and with pictures, then I can see my way to letting you down."

"Ok, ok, yes!" Michael yells.

"I'll give you a half-hour then I'll cut you down."

"Noooooo!"

"C'mon mate, it's better than three hours," says Adam with a grin.

Michael suffers the most extreme sand-wedgie imaginable; all while being teased mercilessly by all and sundry.

For a full thirty minutes he hangs there. He feels the material of his underpants practically embed into his anus, grinding the gritty sand tightly in.

"Ohhhh. Ahhhhh. Ohhhhh," he moans, rocking back and forth. As he rocks forward, his cock and balls are squeezed mercilessly as they receive a sand rub.

He pulls himself up with his arms, but his strength quickly gives out and he falls back into his punishment cradle.

"Ahhhhh!" he yells as the gritty sand has its way with him.

A couple of girls whose pictures were on his phone each grab a leg and jostle and rock him.

"Ahhh! Ahhh! Oooohhhh! Please, Miss! Please!"

"Another fifteen minutes, boy. Enjoy your punishment."

Finally, his half hour is up.

"Cut him down, boys!" says Alice.

Adam goes up to Michael with a big grin, fully aware of the humiliation he is about to impose on him.

Alice hands Adam a small knife that he uses to start cutting the material at the front of his underpants, leaving it dangling by a bit. He then goes to the back and does the same. Giving Michael a few gentle tugs, the underpants tear and snap off, front and back.

Michael slumps into the ropes supporting him under his arms as his undies drop front and back and dangle toward the ground, held up only by how tightly they are wedged up into his ass crease.

Everyone laughs as Michael swings there, his penis and testicles on full display.

"Not much you're working with there, sport," says Talia, referring to his genitals, as all the other women laugh, thinking the same thing.

"Take an arm out and lower yourself down," says Alice with a grin as she yanks the remnants of his underpants from his crack and sets them aside.

Michael unathletically struggles out of his underarm cradle and lowers himself tentatively to the ground as Alice steadies him, ensuring he does not fall and hurt himself. A crowd of about twenty has gathered to watch the naked man.

Michael is impossibly embarrassed. If the hanging sand wedgie was not bad enough, he now finds himself as bare as a toddler running around the beach. Dozens of native beachgoers watch with amusement at his naked display. Worse yet, he can't stop wiggling, wriggling and trying to dig the abrasive sand out of all the places.

Alice leads Michael by his arm to a low bench. She has Michael stand on the bench, and then she puts one knee up and beckons him over her thigh. As he bends over, his feet leave the bench and his arms and legs flail as Alice settles him down across her knee. Everyone applauds his upending.

"No photographs without the subject's consent," Alice reminds him as she begins bringing her palm down repeatedly onto his ass, "except yours."

"Yay!" the crowd cheers as they begin snapping pictures and videos of Michael's humiliating spanking.

Alice, a professional lifeguard, is also a semi-pro surfer. She handles Michael with ease, balancing him across her raised knee despite his frantic struggles. If Michael at all thought he was getting off easy with "only" a hand spanking across Alice's knee, the next five minutes of his existence belies that.

The audience loves seeing the latest in a long line of beach creeps first sand-wedgied and hung, then stripped, then spanked bare naked while hoisted up and over the athletic female lifeguard's knee.

"Learned your lesson?" Alice asks, her hard hand resting on his hot butt.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Michael wails, more embarrassed than he's ever been in his life.

Alice then reaches down between his legs, grabs his penis, and pulls it up while shaking it in front of everybody. "Are you going to let this override your manners and good sense from now on?"

"No, Ma'am!" he yells.

Alice releases his penis and sets him back down gently. Michael clutches at his punished rear cheeks.

"'Atta boy, sport," Talia says, looking down at his crotch. Michael's penis has started to become erect at its handling by the pretty lifeguard, the first time any woman other than his mom has handled it.

Michael blushes deeply, doubles over, and covers his erecting genitalia with his two hands as the onlookers laugh and point.

"Picture time," Alice says as she marches Michael back over to the lifeguard station by his arm.

"Stand here," she tells him, placing him under the by-law sign facing out. She retrieves his destroyed underpants that she had earlier set aside and hands them to him.

"Hands at your sides," she says. "Stand straight."

Michael shakes his head no, still covering himself.

"Hands at your sides or I'll have Frank spank you. I'm serious."

"And I won't go so easy on you as a Sheila, mate," says Frank.

Michael groans and obeys.

She uses her phone to snap a pic.

"Profile now," she says.

Michael turns sideways, his erect penis sticking straight out.

She snaps a second pic.

"Backside now."

He turns to face away, showing his reddened bottom.

Alice takes a third pic.

"Let's see the damage now. From the wedgie."

"What? No!"

Frank and Adam come forward, sporting huge grins. They pick Michael up and bend him over their shoulders, each grabbing ahold of a leg and pulling him apart. Each one reaches for an ass cheek, and they pull those wide apart. The true damage from the half hour sand-wedgie can now be seen. All the flesh is red, sore-looking and abraded, from his asshole right up the backs of his balls.

"You might want some cream for that," says an attractive girl, causing everyone to laugh.

Alice takes the fourth and final pic.

"These are going on our wall of shame inside the station. You're banned from this beach for life."

The men gently put Michael down.

Alice goes and gets Michael's phone. She again unlocks it by reaching around and pointing it at his face. She goes back a distance and asks, "anybody wants to be in his souvenir photo?"

Alice gets three volunteers: Talia, Adam, and another girl whose ass he snapped earlier. They keep his ass pointed at the camera and make him look back over his shoulder at the camera. They go beside him, making funny faces and gestures. Talia sticks her tongue out the side of her mouth and does the bulls-horns sign toward his face. The other girl grabs a cheek of Michael's ass and, squeezing it, pulls it aside to reveal his abraded ass crack and hole. She poses for the camera with one leg raised coquettishly. Adam stands behind Michael, arms crossed, scowling.

Alice snaps the shot onto Michael's phone.

"Jerk off to that," she says tossing him his phone.

The nude Michael has to lunge for the thrown phone, juggles it a few times, then falls flat on his face in the sand, his red ass uppermost. He re-dresses and scampers away, tail firmly between legs.


Story 9:  Women's Work

Larry, a middle-aged in every way average husband, had to give up his primary-school teaching job as the stress was too much for him to handle. His paid disability had come to an end several months earlier, but he is still far too anxious to go back to any sort of work. Or so he says.

His wife Sarah, a Supervisory Officer in education (the boss of principals), strongly suspects that the problem with Larry is not anxiety, but rather just plain laziness.

Sarah tolerates it as she earns plenty for both. However, she resents Larry sitting around all day playing with his toys while she works. And, to add insult to injury, she still winds up doing the lion's share of the housework.

Larry and Sarah used to believe in traditional gender roles. Sarah would do the housework and the cooking, while he would take care of the more manly activities such as changing lightbulbs, keeping the Internet working, fixing broken things (incompetently), and changing the tires on the car twice a year. It did not much matter to Larry that his "manly" chores seemed to take only a fraction of the time of Sarah's "women's work". However, as they had a cleaning lady to assist Sarah, it remained tolerable even with Larry off work.

The straw that breaks the camel's back comes when their cleaning lady, Laurie, has to resign because she is relocating. Sarah asks Larry if he can pick up the slack while they find a replacement. Larry assures her he will, but barely lifts a finger despite being home all day long.

When Sarah confronts Larry, he says he tried, but then he laughs it off saying he just can't seem to get his head around doing "women's work". Ha ha.

And if that is not bad enough, Sarah, who looks after the finances, had been noticing an uptick in frivolous purchases by Larry as he spends more and more money amusing himself.

At her wit's end, Sarah consults her older sister, Mary. Mary's young adult daughter, Elizabeth, is there as well and joins into the conversation.

Mary knows from previous conversations with Sarah that there is good reason to believe Larry has a submissive streak and craves female domination. Mary suggests Sarah use that to turn the tables on the stereotypical gender roles. Together, they devise a plan to deal with him.

Elizabeth can't believe what she's hearing from her mom and Aunt Sarah. Poor Uncle Larry will be in for it! However, that does not bother Elizabeth in the least. She has little respect for "Lazy Uncle Larry".

Mary offers to help in any way she can to drive the message home. Elizabeth does as well. Sarah is thankful to both and will let them know when they are needed.

On the fateful day, Sarah puts her plan into effect.

Larry is excited that a new video game he was looking forward to is finally out. He goes to the online store and pushes the "purchase" button for $129.89. It seems to be taking a while to process the payment, and finally comes up with an error. He tries twice more with the same effect. He figures it must be that his credit card was somehow compromised. He phones the bank. The lady looks into it and says the card has been cancelled. Larry says that must be a mistake! The lady says she's unable to do anything now, as she would need to talk to the primary account holder, his wife.

Larry is still convinced it must be a mistake, and he'll talk to Sarah about it later. In the meantime, he thinks he can use his debit card to purchase the game, so he tries that, but it comes back "insufficient funds". How is that possible!?! In a panic, he goes online to the banking app. The balance is at $50!!! They've been robbed! He looks at the recent transactions. There was a recent transfer out of all but $50. It says it was initiated by Sarah. But that's not possible!

He quickly phones Sarah at work. Sarah picks up. Larry explains what's been going on with their banking. Sarah tells him that yes, she transferred the funds and cancelled his credit card. She has a meeting she needs to get to now, but they'll talk once she gets home.

Larry seethes while Sarah is at work. He remains angry when Sarah returns.

"What's going on!??!" he asks her rudely before she even has a chance to settle in.

"Calm yourself, Larry. Let me get changed and we'll discuss it."

Sarah changes into more casual clothes and then calls Larry into the living room with her.

She calmly explains to him that he has been over-spending and not contributing, so she's decided to put him on a weekly allowance conditional on completion of his chores.

Larry can't believe this! He sputters, he cries out, he yells. Sarah takes it all in stride. When he becomes too agitated, she leaves the room and tells him they can resume their discussion after he's calmed down.

Eventually, Larry does calm down and they resume.

Larry starts it off.

"Sarah, I feel really hurt by what you've done. It goes against the spirit of our marriage for you to act unilaterally in rearranging our finances. I'm hurt and angry."

Sarah smiles and responds.

"I understand your feelings, Larry. Thank you for expressing them so clearly and so calmly.

"My point-of-view is that as the sole breadwinner in this family, it's time I laid down the law. We've already reversed the traditional gender stereotype of the man being the breadwinner, it's time we reverse some of the other stereotypical gender roles to match. If I'm the one bringing home the bacon, it's only fair that you take on the traditional 'housewife' role."

"But Sarah!"

"Ah, ah, ah. Let me finish. It was traditional for the stay-at-home housewife to receive an allowance. You've seen 'I Love Lucy'. So, I'll give you a weekly allowance conditional on you getting the housework done."

"But, Sarah, surely you can see how you're emasculating me!"

"I'm not emasculating you, sweetie. You're doing a fine job of that all on your own. Go get a decent job that earns as much as I do, and I'll reconsider. But in the meantime, get busy on the housework or no allowance."

"And if I refuse?" He asks petulantly.

"You'll have no spending money, and you'll sleep in the spare room."

"Sweetheart... please!"

"Come on, baby. I just want you to do the things Laurie used to do for us. Dusting, vacuuming, cleaning the floors, keeping the kitchen and bathrooms sparkling, doing the dishes and putting them away, changing the bed linens, doing the laundry, ironing, folding, and putting the clothes away. Your allowance will be the same as what I paid Laurie. $100 per week."

Larry's mouth is agape.

"That's so much work for so little pay!"

"Nonsense. Laurie was happy for the money and did that in six hours once a week."

"But she's a professional."

"And you have all week to do it, not just six hours. Are you telling me you can't accomplish over the course of an entire week what Laurie did in just six hours? And the rest of the time will be yours. No other worries. No other responsibilities. No taxes. No expenses. Must be nice."

"I'll do a shit job," says Larry, sounding defiant.

Sarah laughs. "Are you going to be naughty, Larry? Be a naughty little housewife? Is that it?"

"Shut up."

"You've seen all the episodes. We watched them together. What does Ricky do to Lucy when she's naughty?"

"I don't know," says Larry, blushing and very much knowing. Larry has a bit of a spanking fetish, but Sarah has never caught his hints or humoured him, so he's a bit confused.

"Yes, you do. You know in a few episodes Ricky put poor Lucy across his knee as it faded to black."

"Don't be stupid, Sarah…", he says, his heart racing a little.

"Oh, I'm not being stupid, darling. Just practical. But that show was G-rated, they didn't show how housewives really got spanked back then. Do you want to know how they really got spanked?"

"no," Larry says, hardening in his pants.

"It wasn't just a few slaps with the hand over the dress. It was dress up, panties down, right over the knee, like a little misbehaving child."

"Sarah!" Larry is now fully hard.

"And maybe the first few times it was just with his hand, but pretty soon the paddle would come out, and even the strap! And then you better believe she got busy with the housework, sporting a sore little red bum as she did it."

"oh… Sarah…" he says, blushing madly, his hard cock pulsing in his pants.

"Ha, ha, ha, ha! You like that, don't you. You like the thought of getting a spanking from me." As she says that, Sarah reaches out her stockinged foot and places it on Larry's crotch. She saw he was hard, and now she feels it with her foot as well.

"Ohhhhh," Larry moans as Sarah rubs her foot on him, almost cumming from her foot's touch.

"Mmmmm... Admit it. You like me being bossy with you. Laying down the law."

"no..."

"Your lips say no, but your cock says yes."

Of course Larry is getting turned on by his wife's new no-nonsense demeanour.

"Let's make it interesting. A week from today I'll inspect. If all the housework is done well, I'll double your allowance just this time."

"What if it's not?" Larry asks, breathlessly.

"If it's not..." Sarah says, drawing it out, her foot massaging Larry's crotch, "...you get a spanking. As long and as hard as I say, and however I say. You just have to take it."

"Oh, Sarah!"

"Ha ha! You're not going to deliberately screw up just to get that spanking, will you?"

"No, Sarah," says Larry, though the thought does cross his mind.

"I think I better add a bit more, just in case. In addition to the spanking, you'll have to wear a pair of panties of my choice for the next week, to put you more in the mood for doing the 'women's work'. Deal?"

"I don't know, Sarah…" Panties is another one of his fetishes that he's very reluctant to admit.

"Hush. It's a win-win. I read some of those books you left on our Kindle account. You didn't even try to cover your tracks, Larry."

Larry suddenly blushes a deep shade of red. So, this is what it's all about. Larry does read a lot of Kindle books about domestic discipline and so-called FLRs (Female-Led-Relationships). All the books have spanking in them. There is also forced feminization, chastity, pegging, witnesses, and other incredibly embarrassing things. Has Sarah read it all, he wonders?

And he hadn't covered his tracks, deliberately. He had been, for years in fact, hopeful that Sarah might read some of them and take an interest. But after years and years she had never mentioned anything, and he had lost all hope.

Sarah, for her part, spent years ignoring his naughty book purchases, just shaking her head at them. That was his thing, and she had no desire to get involved. So, she studiously ignored these purchases, not wanting to offer Larry the slightest encouragement. After all, she was a strong independent woman, and she wanted a man to match her. As long as it stayed in his head, she could pretend and live with it.

She had told her sister Mary about the books, and Mary had agreed that, seeing as Sarah had no interest whatsoever, the best policy was just to ignore it and hope he eventually tires of it.

When Sarah came to Mary about her recent frustrations with Larry, it was Mary who made the connection. Together with Elizabeth, they reviewed some of the books, and oh my gosh! They were all shocked and amused at the same time. Even the cover photos sent them into gales of communal laughter. Sarah had long given up on Larry at all assuming the manly role, and if the books were anything to go by, Larry had a compelling desire to be dominated by Sarah, and in very unnatural ways.

Mary suggested why not use that? If Larry has this deep-seated desire to be dominated, why not use that to both satisfy his cravings and get the housework done? In some of the books, the man was completely feminized and made into a literal maid, French Maid costume and everything. Even if it did nothing for Sarah, at least she'd have a clean house to come home to. And, it was a fair trade, and would take very little from Sarah, especially given she was naturally bossy as it is.

Elizabeth was in total agreement and begged to be a part of it. Sarah agreed.

And there was nothing to lose. Sarah had hoped Larry would "man up", but he never did. He seemed utterly content to live off her and barely contribute. So, given there was nothing to lose and something to gain, so it was.

After that, Sarah skimmed most of Larry's dirty books. As she read more and more, she was shocked by the details of what he was apparently into. She had no idea!

She studied the books and came up with a plan of attack. She would cater to his nasty desires, and, in turn, she would make sure the housework got done. The thought of being so dominant with him even gave her a bit of a tingle down there, truth be told.

She was particularly taken by one author going by the name of "Julie Delmar". Her first book, "Julie Delmar Spanks!" was amazing. If the author can be believed, many of the episodes in the book were drawn from her real-life relationship with her husband. From the book, she found her blog, and read her "Advice for Wives" column. She even reached out to the supplied email and received a lovely response back. Julie was very helpful in framing the strategy, tactics, language, and activities. She even helped Sarah to see that the desire to be dominated in her husband could co-exist with being a "real man", and how sometimes fulfilling this part of him and being a strict wife could even bring out the best in him as a man. They say that behind every successful man is a strong woman, after all.

For his part, Larry is flabbergasted by Sarah's reference to his naughty Kindle book collection.

With Sarah's revelation that she had not only seen, but read some of his naughtiest books, everything that had happened in the last 24 hours started to make more sense. Sarah was initiating an FLR: a female-led relationship.

It was, in a sense, a dream come true for Larry. He knows that the reality of it is that he would be "paying for it" with a lot of mundane housework. He is also not at all sure the reality of an FLR will live up to his fantasy of it, or if he can even bear it. But this is truly a chance of a lifetime. A dream come true. He has to go along. He has to see.

Larry can also see that Sarah is playing her role perfectly. She somehow seems to know discussing it explicitly wouldn't be nearly as fulfilling to his fantasy as having it "forced" on him. He is truly grateful and plays along as well.

"But those books are just fantasies, Sarah. I'm a grown man. I shouldn't be treated like that. Not by a woman."

Larry hopes he's striking just the right "reluctant bride" tone. Sarah picks up on it right away and plays her role.

"When you start acting like a man, Larry, and start bringing home the bacon, maybe I'll treat you like one. In the meantime, I'll treat you like the little housewife I want you to be. And that means allowance as a reward and spanking as a punishment."

"Isn't there any other way, Sarah, please?" Larry says, deliberately weakening.

"Not if you want our relationship to continue, Larry. It's my way or the highway."

"Oh, Sarah. I love you! Of course, I want our relationship to continue. I… I agree."

"Agree to doing the housework? All the housework?"

"Yes, Sarah."

"Agree to our little bet? A spanking and panties for a week if you fall short this week?"

"Yes, Sarah, I agree to the… s… s… spanking… and the p… p… panties." Poor Larry could barely get his words out.

"Very good, Larry!" says Sarah, standing and ruffling his hair. She then leans down and pinches and shakes his two cheeks with her hands and says in baby-talk, "I know you're going to make such a good little housewife."

Larry blushes strongly.

"I have some work to do. Why don't you go ahead and putter around in the kitchen and tidy up, then make me a nice salad with some protein on top, okay?"

"Yes, Sarah."

"That's a good girl."

Larry blushes again at being referred to as a "girl".

It was one of the things Julie suggested to Sarah, to just randomly mix up his pronouns to begin his transition to full housewife mode. This is going very much to plan, thinks Sarah.

Sarah gets her work done and finds Larry. Larry had done a competent job on the salad. Sarah can't even remember the last time Larry had prepared her some food.

As they were finishing up, Larry broaches the subject of spending-money.

"Sarah, honey. You only left $50 in the account for me. I was hoping to get that new video game, and it costs more like $130. Can I just have that much, please?"

"Sure, in a week if you get the housework done properly."

"But honey," whines Larry, "it's out now, sweetheart, and I was really hoping to play it with some of my buddies online this week. They'll all get way ahead of me otherwise. Can I at least get an advance? I promise I'll do a good job on the housework."

Sarah gets a sudden thought that makes her pussy gush a little.

"No advances, Larry, but maybe I can think of another way for you to earn it..."

"What... how?"

"Well, I'm feeling a bit horny. How about we go to the bedroom, and you put that naughty mouth of yours to work? I'll transfer in an extra $100 if you manage to curl my toes with a nice orgasm."

"Sarah!"

"What?" laughs Sarah, "are you not that kind of girl?"

Sarah goes on. "Come on, sweetheart. You only have $50 in your bank account now. An extra $100 tonight would mean you can buy that video game and have some left over for treats."

"You don't need to bribe me to have sex with you."

"I'm not bribing you to have sex with me, darling. I can get sex for free from any man. Besides, there won't be any sex for you, just a nice pussy licking for me. That deserves a little extra allowance for you. All that hard work down there between my legs, especially because I'm going to leave my little whore all hard and needy," Sarah adds, reaching over and fondling his bulge again, this time with her hand. "That's all that whores deserve."

"You still don't have to pay me..."

"I don't want any half-assed pussy licking. I want a job well done. You won't get the $100 without curling my toes."

Larry still looks uncertain.

Sarah takes him by the hand and begins leading him to their bedroom. "Come on, you little whore, you know you want the money."

Larry allows himself to be led, feeling every bit the little whore he knows he is.

Pretty soon they are both naked on the bed. Larry's head is buried between Sarah's legs. Sarah is more insistent than usual. Being bossy with Larry has turned her on. She eggs him on, taunting him as being "her little whore".

As the point of no return approaches. She grabs the back of his head and pulls it hard into her private parts.

"Lick it! Lick it you filthy little whore!"

Larry redoubles his efforts, barely able to breathe, his jaw and tongue exhausted from being used so hard. Nonetheless, he licks her needy cunt as hard as he can, right on her super engorged clit.

Sarah screams out an amazing orgasm.

"Good girl!" she says, coming down from it.

Sarah picks up her mobile from beside her. She opens the banking app and punches in a $100 transfer. Before hitting the "Transfer" button she shows it to Larry.

"You really earned that. Why don't you hit the button."

Larry blushes but hits the final transfer as Sarah holds the phone.

"What do you say?" she asks.

"Thank you."

"Good little whore."

"But, Sarah, can you... you know..." Johns says, showing Sarah his very erect penis.

"Of course not, sweetheart. I'm exhausted after that orgasm. But you're off the clock, you can go to the spare room and beat off if you want."

Larry is a bit miffed, wondering if he'll ever get to have sex with his own wife again, but does as she suggests. He heads to the spare bedroom where there is a desk and a computer set up. Naked, he surfs to his favourite porn site, the Strict Julie one, finds a post with lots of pics of women spanking men, and scrolls them as he beats off.

Midway through, his hard, saliva-wet dick in his hand, Sarah opens the door and walks in.

Larry is super-embarrassed. Sarah walks up to the computer, looks at the web site he has up and says, "Good. I approve of this site. Carry on."

She stands there another minute as Larry "does his thing" in front of the computer. Despite Sarah being his wife, she has never seen him beat off before and is fascinated. He blushes like mad doing the dirty deed in front of her.

As the inevitable happens, she laughs and says, "Oh Larry, what a little monkey you are. Be sure to clean that all up." Then she leaves, leaving a very blushing househusband behind.

For the next week Larry does apply himself to the housework. He's on edge the entire week with sexual tension. Will she really spank him and put him in panties? If he doesn't do any of the housework, he feels Sarah may call off the whole arrangement. He realizes he has to play his part. But if he does too good a job, he might not get spanked and pantied at all. But does he even want that? What would a real spanking be like? And could he bear the embarrassment of his wife putting him in panties?

Ultimately, he decides to do the work, but leave a few obvious things for Sarah to find. But nothing too bad, or he may get more of a spanking than he can take. He needs to somehow communicate that he is obeying, but is keen to play, but play lightly. What a tightrope!

On the morning of the day a week later, Larry raises it with Sarah at breakfast.

"Honey, are you going to inspect today?"

"Has it been a week already? My how time flies. I must say, the house looks cleaner than it has for a while."

Larry blushes.

"After work I'll put my white gloves on and have a good look. See if you've dusted the cupboard tops."

"Yes, sweetheart."

"You better put the finishing touches on today, or else you know what's going to happen..." Sarah says with a smile.

"Yes, honey."

"What will happen if it's not absolutely perfect, Larry? What will happen to you?"

"A sp... sp... spanking."

"That's right. A long, hard spanking, right across my lap."

Larry shudders, half in fear, half in sexual delight.

"And what else, Larry?"

"P... p... panties."

"That's right. Some pretty panties for you. You'll have to wear them for one whole week. I'll go buy you a few pair today, just in case."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Oh, 'yes ma'am' is it? I think I prefer 'yes sir' from my little housewife."

"Yes, Sir," Larry says, blushing strongly as Sarah laughs.

Even though Larry was warned, he did not dust. He thought what Sarah said may have been a hint. If he doesn't do what she specifically told him to, but does everything else really well, she's unlikely to be really angry with him and may play with him, rather than give him a serious spanking.

As a result, Larry double-checks everything else but the dusting, puts some finishing touches on, and feels proud of what he's accomplished over the past week.

When Sarah gets home after work, Larry is waiting for her eagerly, like a puppy dog.

She's carrying a branded shopping bag from a store called "Addition Elle". Larry recognizes it as a plus-sized women's wear store. Sarah is not at all plus sized, but he supposes he is, as far as women's panties go, anyways.

"I'm ready for you to inspect, Sarah, sir..."

"Good. Let me get settled in first. I'll inspect later tonight."

"Yes, Sir," Larry says, squeezing his legs together in anticipation.

They have the light supper that Larry prepared for them. Larry is on eggshells the entire time. He makes an extra effort to serve Sarah submissively during supper.

"Clean up the kitchen and I'll inspect after that."

"Yes, Sarah."

As Larry is finishing up with the dishes, he hears the doorbell ring. "Drat! Who could that be?"

"Would you get the door, sweetheart?" yells Sarah.

Larry goes to the door and opens it. It's his sister-in-law, Mary, and her daughter, their niece, Elizabeth, Liz for short.

"Mary, Liz," says Larry, hiding his disappointment, "didn't know you guys were coming over tonight."

"Hi, Larry," says Mary, giving him a pair of kisses on his cheek.

"Hi Uncle Larry," says Liz, uncharacteristically also giving him a pair of pecks on his cheeks.

"We were just in the neighbourhood, at those Shops on Duncan, and thought we'd drop by in case you were free."

Just then Sarah appears and says, "Mary, Lizzie, what a nice surprise! Come in. Come in!"

Larry is disappointed. It looks like his kinky fun will have to be postponed. Sarah turns in early most nights, and this visit is going to kill the rest of the evening.

"Larry, can you whip up a little something for our guests. Maybe open a bottle of wine?"

"Sure, honey," Larry says, putting on a smile and trying hard to hide his disappointment.

Johns puts out snacks, serves white wine, and takes a seat with the chattering women.

"The house looks great, Sarah. So clean," says Mary. "Did you find a replacement for Laurie?"

Sarah smiles and looks over at Larry, who looks a little embarrassed.

"This is actually all Larry."

"Really?" says Mary, surprised.

"Nice going, Uncle Larry," says Liz.

"Yes, Larry really pulled up his socks this past week. In fact, we have a little bet going," Sarah says, looking straight at Larry who suddenly looks panicked.

"What's the bet?" asks Mary, sounding amused.

"I've put Larry on an allowance, and if I inspect and find he did everything perfectly this past week, he'll get double his allowance."

"An allowance?" says Liz, sounding surprised, "that is so sweet, Uncle Larry."

Larry blushes strongly at the revelation.

"Oh, he's blushing now," says Mary, laughing along with Liz.

"Since I'm bringing home all the money now, I thought it was only fair that Larry takes on the housework. So, I cut him off and give him an allowance, provided he gets his chores done."

"Like a 1950s housewife!"

Larry is blushing even more strongly now, and getting very embarrassed, and quite aggravated that Sarah is spreading their intimate secrets.

"What happens if he doesn't do everything perfectly?" asks Liz innocently.

"Should we tell them?" Sarah asks Larry.

"No!" says Larry, now desperately embarrassed.

"Do tell!" exhorts Mary.

"Yes! Please do," agrees Liz.

"Come on, Larry. Mary and Liz are family."

"No, Sarah, please. It's embarrassing..."

"Larry," says Sarah, her voice sharpening. "Tell them."

For Larry, this is like a half dream, half nightmare. Many of the books he reads have the theme of other women, besides the wife, knowing about the spankings. He fantasizes about it, in fact. He realizes that Sarah must have seen some books like that and was taking this opportunity to actually do it.

But the reality, as opposed to the fantasy, feels scary. The adrenalin pumps heavily through him. His heart pounds in his chest. His mouth is dry. He glances over at his niece, Liz. Liz is a gorgeous young woman. He's had many guilty fantasies about Liz once she'd matured. And the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, as Mary is very fit and attractive as well, like his wife.

"Come on, Uncle Larry, tell us."

Larry gulps, and whispers out, "a spanking..."

"A SPANKING!?! Oh, ha ha ha ha!" Both Mary and Liz laugh as Larry squirms uncomfortably and Sarah grins.

"Like a naughty little boy, Larry?" teases Mary.

"More like a naughty little girl, given the situation," says Sarah.

"Is it going to be on his bare bum?" asks Lizzie with a giant grin.

"Of course!" answers Sarah.

Larry blushes fiercely, both at the pronoun use by Sarah, and by the mention of the bare bum spanking.

"When's final inspection?" asks Mary.

"It was supposed to be tonight," answers Sarah.

"Oh, no! We ruined your fun!"

"We can do it tomorrow just as well."

"And you are going to be both judge and executioner?"

"Ha! Yes."

"It hardly seems you'd be an unbiased judge, Sarah."

"Well, yes. But what choice is there?"

"Liz and I can judge, impartially."

"Oh, we couldn't ask you to do that."

"We'd be happy to, on one condition."

"What's that?"

"That if we rule against him, Liz and I get to stay and watch his spanking!"

"Of course! I wouldn't have it any other way."

"No! Sarah! Please!" says Larry.

"Shush, Larry. The bet was a spanking any way I see fit. And it's very fit to have your sister-in-law and your niece watch. You know how family oriented I am."

"So, inspection time!" says Mary. "Where do we start?"

The three ladies, with Larry in tow, go around as Mary and Liz evaluate. They quickly find the dusting had not been done at all. They are also critical of some grout mould in one of the showers. In both Mary and Liz's judgment, either one of the issues is a failure. Together, they are a double fail.

"Sarah, please... don't do this," begs Larry once judgment had been rendered.

"Now, Larry, you lost fair and square," says Sarah. "However, I am pleased with a lot of the effort you put in, so you will still receive 80% of your weekly allowance. A 10% deduction for each issue seems fair. Thank me for your allowance."

"Yes, Sarah. Thank you for my allowance."

"Now for your spanking."

"Oh, Sarah, please! Not with them here."

"Them? How rude, Larry. You mean not with Mary and Elizabeth here?"

"Yes."

"Well, I think a good spanking in front of Mary and Elizabeth will do you a world of good. And since you've been so rude, would you ladies care to take a turn yourselves spanking my little housewife's naughty bottom?"

"We'd be delighted to!" they both say.

Larry's mouth gapes open.

Of course, it was not random chance that Mary and her daughter Elizabeth had dropped by. They had planned every bit of it in advance with Sarah. Many of Larry's dirty books feature multiple women, with sisters and sisters-in-law being a staple. Sarah could only imagine it is a key fetish for him. As well, truth be told, Sarah is a bit nervous about going through with it and there is strength in numbers!

"How do you intend to spank him?" asks Mary.

"I thought across my knee, using just my hand."

"Pants down, right?"

"Oh, pants down, of course. Bare bum. What do you think?"

"Pretty lenient. He ought to get more because of the double fail. How about putting him in his birthday suit for his spanking?"

"Oh, yes. Delightful! You wouldn't be offended at all?"

"Not me. You, Elizabeth?"

"Not at all. It would be cute seeing Uncle Larry in his birthday suit."

"You heard the ladies, Larry. Strip."

"Please, Sarah. I can't! I can't be bare naked in front of your sister. And especially not in front of Elizabeth! Please!"

Sarah says more pointedly, turning her dominance back on, "Every stitch, Larry. Now!"

Larry looks as if he is hit by a lightning bolt. He jumps from Sarah's brusque command and begins undressing. First his socks, then his shirt, then his pants. He folds and piles everything neatly. Standing there in only his underpants, he begs Sarah again with his eyes.

"Every stitch," Sarah reiterates firmly.

Larry groans and begins descending his underpants. He turns away, as they go down to his knees, then his ankles, then all the way off. The ladies see his bare bum and smile. Larry neatly folds and places his underpants at the top of the pile. He then slowly turns back, blushing profusely with his hands covering his genitals.

"Don't touch yourself, Larry. Hands at your sides."

Larry reluctantly obeys, pulling his hands to his sides, exposing his testicles and penis to the three ladies, his young niece included.

"Oh, it's so tiny and cute," says Liz with a giggle.

Larry looks mortified.

"She's just teasing Larry," says Mary. "It looks perfectly average to me."

"He's more a grower than a shower," Sarah says, coming to her husband's defense.

Sarah sits at the center of their three-seater sofa and pats her lap.

"Come on, Larry. Time for your spanking."

Larry's eyes dart between Sarah, Mary, and Liz. They seem eager to see him spanked. Larry blushes like a schoolgirl, but drapes himself submissively over his wife's lap, relieved that at least his penis size is no longer the main topic.

Sarah rubs his bare bottom with her hand.

"Are you ready?" she asks.

Larry is ready. Very ready. He'd been ready ever since he was a teen first fantasizing about spankings. It's a dream come true. He is about to receive his first ever spanking. And it will be delivered in front of two female witnesses, one of them his niece, even!

All through the revelations of Mary and Elizabeth staying to watch and even participate, and as they discussed stripping him, he was reeling. It was all his fantasies. But it also did not stop it from being the most embarrassing thing he'd ever experienced, with his body reacting accordingly, blushing like mad.

But he knew he had to do it. He couldn't pass the opportunity up. Yes, he begged and complained along the way, and that was genuine, but always he knew he would do it in the end. Because he is wired to do it.

"Are you ready?" Sarah asks again.

Larry turns his head sideways and sees a grinning Mary and Liz, taking in his naked form draped over his wife's lap. He quickly turns back and buries his face in the sofa in embarrassment. He's draped across his wife's lap, naked, waiting for his spanking.

It was especially embarrassing in front of little Lizzie. She was young enough to be his daughter. He's known her since she was a rambunctious young child. As she grew into a fine young lady, he developed the hots for her. He secretly ached in his pants when she frolicked in his pool in her skimpy little bikini. The things he would do with her... Now here she was, a fresh-faced young adult, party to his abject humiliation.

"Yes, Sir," Larry says, remembering his wife's chosen form of address, and both dying from, and at the same time relishing in, the humiliation of saying it. Wallowing in it, in fact. Bathing in it.

Sarah smiles and explains to her sister and niece: "I have him call me that to reinforce our new gender norms. Since I'm bringing home the bacon, and little missy here" (she pats his bum) "is now my housewife, we thought it fit."

"Perfectly!" says Mary.

"To a tee," agrees Liz.

Sarah raises her hand and begins spanking Larry's bottom. The strokes are light, but they have a profound effect on Larry. He's being spanked. He's actually being spanked!

He squirms his face into the couch and wriggles his pinkening bottom over his wife's lap in abject humiliation. The room is utterly silent, save for the slaps of Sarah's hand against Larry's bare bottom.

"Who's my naughty little housewife," Sarah asks gently as she continues the spanking.

"I am, Sir. I'm your... naughty little housewife."

"Not getting all your chores done. Shame on you. What happens to naughty little housewives who don't complete all their chores?"

"a... a... spanking, Sir." Larry wriggles his bottom in embarrassment as he says it and fidgets his toes together. Sarah continues his spanking.

"And do you get your spanking in private, Larry, or are there other people seeing you get your spanking?"

"Other people..."

"Who Larry? Who is here to see you get your spanking?"

"Ms. Mary, and Mistress Elizabeth."

"Mistress Elizabeth? Okay. That's right, Larry, and I can only imagine how embarrassing that must be for you."

Sarah delivers her final few spanks, thoroughly pinkening his bottom all over.

"Now get up, Larry, and go over to Ms. Mary and ask her to continue your spanking."

Larry is a bit disappointed it's over so soon from Sarah, and disappointed it was not harder than it was. Oh well, he thought, it's a start.

Larry stands and shuffles over to Mary who is seated on a straight-backed armless wooden chair.

"Would you please continue my spanking, Ms. Mary?"

"I'd be delighted to, Larry. Bend over my lap."

Larry awkwardly bends across Mary's lap. Mary is bigger and more athletic than Sarah. She adjusts Larry's position until his nose is almost on the floor and his feet are dangling. She then clamps him against her with her strong left hand. She cups her right hand and places it on Larry's left bum cheek.

"This is what naughty housewives get who don't complete their chores."

With that, Mary begins her spanking of Larry. Mary is considerably more forceful than was Sarah!

"Ow! Oh! Ouch! Aw! Ouch! Ai! Oh! Aww!" Larry says as Sarah's hand smacks down on his bare ass, no tenderness in evidence at all.

"Mary, please!" Larry begs.

"Shush!" Mary says and continues her unrelentingly forceful pace. "Bad housewife!"

"Oh, Sarah, please!?!" says Larry, looking toward his wife for some mercy.

"Don't look at me," says Sarah, "this is between you and my sister."

"Yes, it is," Mary confirms, keeping up the onslaught. "This is for being a lazy good-for-nothing for over a year, spending Sarah's money and doing dick-all to help around the house."

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And letting her do the housework, on top of her stressful job?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"You should be ashamed of yourself, little missy. But NOW you're finally being put in your place, aren't you?"

"YES, MA'AM! I'm sorry Ma'am!" wails Larry.

"It's not ME you have to apologize to," says Mary.

"Sarah! I'm sorry! Please! Please forgive me!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Oh, I've already forgiven you, Larry, darling. But I think Mary may still be just a wee pissed off at you."

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Oh! Ah! Ouch! Eee! Oh!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Ow! Ow! Ow! No! Ah!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Oh! Please! Oh! Ooh! PLEASE! I'm Sorry!"

"There!" says Mary, delivering her last blow.

Larry just lies there, mewling across Mary's lap.

This spanking, too, had been arranged in advance. The sisters had decided Sarah would play the "good cop" and Mary the "bad cop". Sarah could use the threat of bringing Mary back to spank him to keep him in line.

"Oh my God!" says Liz, "His ass is soooo red!"

"Yes," says Mary, "it is, isn't it?"

"Now Larry," says Sarah, "look up over at Elizabeth. You still have one more spanking coming."

Larry, still draped over Mary's lap, looks up toward Elizabeth.

Elizabeth, seated on another high-backed armless wooden chair, like Mary, raises the hemline of her cute summer dress up to the tops of her thighs, baring her legs, and then pats her inviting young thighs. "Come over here, Uncle Larry. Across my lap. I won't go as hard as my mom did."

"Go on, Larry," encourages Sarah. "I'm sure you won't mind going across Elizabeth's lap too much."

The ladies all laugh. Larry might have thought it was some deep buried secret how turned on he is by his young adult niece. But women know. Niece or no niece, they know Elizabeth's youth and beauty is irresistible to even older men like Larry. A story as old as Adam.

Elizabeth smiles and pats her lap again, knowing the effect her sexy bare thighs are having on her pervy Uncle Larry.

"Come on, Uncle Larry."

Mary lets him up off her lap. He stands and rubs his bottom cheeks.

"Thank Mary for giving you such a good sound spanking," says Sarah.

"Thank you, Mary, for spanking me so soundly."

"You're very welcome, Larry. Believe me, it was my pleasure. Go over to Lizzie now and ask her for another spanking."

Larry goes over to Elizabeth and stands in front of her. He gets embarrassed as he sees his niece blatantly looking at his private parts and smirking.

"Would you please... spank me, Lizzie?"

"I liked 'Mistress Elizabeth'."

"Would you please spank me, Mistress Elizabeth?"

"Over my knee," Liz commands, gesturing with her finger.

Larry bends across, highly conscious of his bare penis coming into contact with her bare thighs. He squirms in embarrassed discomfort, starting to feel a surge of excitement heading into his loins.

Liz rubs his bare bottom all over.

"So hot and red, Uncle Larry. I can literally feel the heat."

She continues rubbing his ass.

"Did my mom get you in here at all?" Liz asks rhetorically as she parts his cheeks and rubs up and down his inner crease, grazing his bumhole.

"Ohhhh. Oh." Larry vocalizes as he feels his niece's fingers working his bum crack.

"Do you peg him, Aunty Sarah?" asks Liz as she pulls his bum cheeks wide with both hands, fully displaying his anus.

"What's that?" asks Sarah.

"It's when you put a kind of harness around your hips and it holds a big dildo, then you give him anal intercourse with it."

"If you really want to flip those roles, you should consider it," adds Mary.

"Yeah," says Liz, releasing his spread cheeks and starting to gently spank his bottom. "If he's going to be your little housewife, he should put out like that."

"That would sure show him who wears the pants in the family," says Mary.

"Squealing like a stuck little piggy as Aunty Sarah shows you who's the boss? Would you like that, Uncle Larry?"

"Noooo!" wails Larry as Lizzy continues lightly spanking him.

"I'll certainly give it some serious consideration," says Sarah, laughing at Larry's discomfort with the topic of discussion.

"Spread your legs, Uncle Larry," says Liz quietly as she stops spanking him and begins massaging his inner thighs.

"Huh?" Johns says.

"You heard me, Uncle Larry, spread your legs."

Larry spreads his legs as Liz presses his thighs apart with her hands.

"I need to find new places to spank that Mom didn't get to," says Liz as she begins alternating spanking and rubbing his inner thighs.

"Oooh. We can all see your naughty testicles when your legs are spread like this," says Liz. She teaches for them and gives them a squeeze and a rub.

"Ohhhhhhh!" moans Larry.

"Aren't guy's balls funny?" asks Liz of her aunt and mom, holding them up in her hand as if on a platter.

"They are," they both agree.

Liz puts her Uncle Larry's balls down and resumes her light spanking all over his ass, legs, and crack. Even right up close to his balls.

Larry cannot help himself as he moans and writhes across her lap.

"Uncle Larry!" Liz says, sounding scandalized. "Are you seriously rubbing yourself on my lap?"

"no," replies Larry, weakly, ceasing his writhing motions.

"Stand up!" Liz commands.

Larry stands, covering his crotch with his hands. Liz takes his two wrists in her two hands and pins them to his sides.

"Uncle Larry! You should be ashamed of yourself!"

Larry has a giant erection. His penis is as hard as it's ever been. It curves gently upwards. The circumcised tip is red and engorged. It seems to pulse in the air with every heartbeat. Larry squirms miserably in place as Liz forces him to show himself.

"Oh, Larry! Really!" says Mary. "Look at the size of that thing!"

"Larry," says Sarah, sounding disappointed, "Lizzie is your niece for goodness' sake."

"I know! I'm sorry!" he wails in despair.

"Well, I guess you are a 'grower' after all, Uncle Larry. Just look at that thing!"

"If he can't keep it in check, maybe he shouldn't be allowed to keep it all," says Mary.

Liz reaches out and grabs his balls painfully tightly. "A little snip snip with the garden shears, Uncle Larry? Is that what you need? Is that what you need to become a proper little housewife? Snip, snip?"

Larry knew they weren't serious, however the crushing of his balls and the talk of removing them did nothing for his erection, and it rapidly faded.

"Awww, Uncle Larry, we were only kidding. We weren't really going to take them off," says Lizzie, releasing his testicles and now gently stroking his limp penis back to life. "Were we mom?"

"Not unless we found you were some kind of rapist or child molester. Then off they go."

"Awww. You're not that, are you Uncle Larry? I mean, you obviously like me now, but it's not like you stared at my ass in my bikini at your pool when I was fifteen, or anything like that, right?"

"What?!?" says Mary, angrily.

"No, Mom. I said he didn't do that. You didn't stare at my ass when I was only fifteen, did you Uncle Larry?"

"No. No Lizzie. Of course not."

"That's right," says Lizzie, still stroking his cock. "I mean, remember that time I whipped around and literally caught you not looking? Didn't you drop your glass or something? That was so funny, Uncle Larry. It was funny how hard you didn't look."

As Lizzie was saying this, she intensified her stroking of her uncle's cock. He squirmed and knocked his knees together. Liz's stroking was becoming lubricated with his own pre-cum.

"You're not going to cum, are you, Uncle Larry? That would be so inappropriate."

"No, Lizzie!" he cries out, half denial, and half begging for her not to make him.

"What happened to 'Mistress Elizabeth'?" says Liz, suddenly seeming angry, back to squeezing his testicles.

"Mistress Elizabeth! Mistress Elizabeth!"

"That's better. Now lie back down across my knee. I need to finish your spanking. But wait. Aunty Sarah, have you got, like, a dish towel or something I could put across my lap?"

"Certainly," Sarah says, as she stands and goes to get one. She brings it back and hands it to Liz. Liz spreads it across her thighs.

"There we go, Uncle Larry. We wouldn't want you to have an accident or anything. Not right across my bare thighs. Not so close to my you know what."

Larry goes back across her lap, his slickened and still erect cock landing on the dish towel.

"My hand is so wimpy. Is there something else I could, like, use, you know?"

"A bit of a force multiplier?" asks her mom.

"Yeah."

"Sarah, maybe a hairbrush, or a big wooden spoon?"

"I have that big hardwood salad spoon. Would that do?"

"That would be great!"

Sarah gets up again to go get that and hands it to Lizzie.

It's a large wooden serving spoon, relatively flat bowled, with the spoon part at least three inches in diameter and with an eighteen-inch handle.

"Wow! Thanks Aunt Sarah. Now see this, Uncle Larry?" She shows Larry the spoon. "This would be the sort of thing that a pissed off niece would use on a pervy uncle who couldn't keep his eyes off her butt when she was only fifteen. Good thing that wasn't you, or I'd whale the tar out of this red ass."

Mary and Sarah both smirk. When they had initially talked, Elizabeth seemed very keen to participate. When pressed, she told her mom and aunt how she had always felt Uncle Larry's eyes on her ever since she was a teen. Mary and Sarah were of course scandalized, but Liz blew it off, saying that as it turned out, basically all guys were like that with her. But she had hoped for better from older male family, and as payback, maybe a bit of ogling and sexual harassment right back at him. "And a damned good spanking too," suggested Mary, seconded by Sarah. Liz agreed, as long as she could be the one to deliver it.

And so it was that Larry found himself across the knee of a young lady hellbent on just retribution.

"But I think I should demonstrate, for Mom and Aunt Sarah, how I would spank you if you were the sort of uncle who couldn't keep his eyes to himself."

"Ohhhh," Larry groans, knowing he's in for it. And worse, knowing he deserves it.

Liz lifts the big spoon and begins whipping it down, with force, onto Larry's already reddened backside.

"AHHHHHHRRRG!" Larry cries in a continuous wail as Liz beats his ass relentlessly.

Liz goes on, and on, and on, and on. Larry becomes absolutely frantic. Kicking, crying, begging, wailing at the top of his lungs. Lizzie doesn't even seem to care. She brings the hard wooden spoon down relentlessly on his ass cheeks as both Mary and Sarah wince.

"I have a question, Liz," says Sarah, in part to just slow her down!

"Yes, Aunt Sarah?" responds Lizzie, pausing the spanking, a little out of breath.

"If he were that kind of Uncle, dear, the pervy kind, not that he is, would you strike his thighs as well?" asks Sarah.

"You mean like THIS, Aunt Sarah?" says Liz as she turns her attention to the tender backs, and inside backs, of Larry's thighs.

Larry screeches and kicks wildly at the onslaught.

"Yes, just like that."

"Why, yes, Aunty Sarah, I suppose I would."

Liz spends some time belabouring his thighs. Her mom then joins in on the game.

"But you wouldn't spank him inside the crease of his bottom, would you?" asks Mary.

"How do you mean, Mom?"

Mary gets up, approaches Larry and pulls his cheeks widely apart.

"Up and down in there, dear."

"Like this?" Liz asks as she goes up and down both sides of his inner bum crease, paying special attention to his anal ring.

After thoroughly spanking him in that most intimate of places, Liz says, "No, Mom, I wouldn't. I'm sure that would be too painful and embarrassing, even if Uncle Larry was a total perv."

"You're quite right, dear. You are so merciful. I don't know how you manage it."

Liz grins, steels herself, and finishes her Uncle Larry off with a final salvo to his sit spots, colouring them angry red with purpling bruising and white bullseye centres.

"There! That's how I would have done it, Uncle Larry, had I caught you scoping my ass when I was fifteen. So glad you didn't."

Liz lets him up off his lap. His knees are weak, and he can barely stand. The spankings, and especially that last one, had completely broken him. He stands there sobbing and mewling in front of the three pleased ladies. He is ready to do, or say, anything.

"You know," says Sarah, "there was one other part of his bet with me."

"Do tell!" say the ladies.

Sarah goes to fetch the Addition Elle shopping bag she had brought home earlier.

"The other part of the bet was that if he lost, he has to wear women's panties for a week."

"Perfect, Aunty Sarah! Panties. Ha!"

"But when I got to the shop, I just couldn't resist, and I got him three pretty bra and panty sets instead."

Sarah pulls out all three and shows them off.

"Which set would you like to put on now, Larry?"

"Oh please... not a bra, too."

"Oh, Larry. It's for your own benefit. You always said housework is 'women's work', and that blocks you from doing it properly. And panties are basically just a different kind of underwear, but I think a bra will really make you feel like a woman, and really make you feel like channelling that inner housewife. Especially with these big falsies I got you."

As she says that, Sarah pulls out some realistic looking nippled DD falsies to go under his bra.

"Come on, Uncle Larry. Be a sport. It's for your own good."

"And if you don't, Larry..." says Mary, brandishing the wooden spoon.

"Ok, ok," Larry says.

The ladies shriek in delight as they put Larry into his lingerie. He feels a fool in panties and a filled-out brassiere.

"There's a good girl!" says Mary.

"Remember, Larry. You have to wear your bra and panties for a full week. Inside the house and out."

"Sarah! I can't go out of the house with these breasts!"

"Not dressed as a man. But shave those legs. Some pantyhose, heels, a nice dress, wig, and makeup, you'd actually pass. Maybe a little duct tape for the tuck."

Part of Larry's duties is going to the market and getting the groceries and cleaning supplies. He would have no choice but to do as Sarah suggests.

Sarah is prepared and has everything needed in just Larry's size. The ladies delight in dolling Larry up. Liz even shaves his legs and tucks his penis for him, duct taping it in place. Mary does his makeup.

As Larry stands for inspection, Sarah says, "you used too much blush, Mary."

"I didn't use any," she rejoinders.

They all laugh. Then suddenly Sarah says, "Girls' night out ladies? My treat? We'll bring little 'Larissa' along."

"Oh yes!"

The girls go out. "Larissa" is a bit quiet, and squirms as she sits on her hot bottom. Larissa is fully accepted by all. Lizzie jokes about taking "Larissa" out to the club some night. Feel what's it like to twerk while a buff dude grinds his hard cock into your rear end.

While at dinner, Sarah and Larry's neighbour, Deirdre, sees them at their table and comes by to say hello.

"Hi, Sarah! Fancy seeing you here."

"Oh, hi Deirdre. This is a surprise," she says, grinning broadly. "Deirdre, this is my sister Mary and her daughter Liz. Deirdre is our next-door neighbour."

"Hello. Nice to meet you. I've heard so much about you," says Deirdre.

Deirdre finds it awkward that the fourth lady at their table was not introduced, so she takes the initiative.

"Hi, I'm Deirdre, and who are you?"

The three others giggle. The fourth blushes.

"You don't recognize her?" asks Sarah.

"Have we met before?" she asks 'her'.

The others laugh and Sarah says, "It's Larry."

"What? Larry? In drag? So, it is! You make a terrific looking lady, Larry. What a bust line! I didn't know you were like that."

"Oh, he's not really. He lost a bet."

"Oh my!" says Deirdre. "Well, you do clean up nicely Larry. What was the bet?"

"I've had Larry on housework patrol, and the bet was double his allowance versus this that he could pass inspection at the end of the week."

"That wasn't exactly the bet, Sarah," says Mary.

"Not exactly. The bet was a spanking and panties for a week. But after we spanked him, and put him in his panties, and I couldn't resist getting him a bra and breast forms also, well, I guess we just got carried away."

"You sure did!"

"He's always thought housework was 'women's work', so we're just making it easier for him, really."

"Perfect!" says Deirdre. "And did you get a spanking, Larry? Was it on your bare bum?"

"She goes by Larissa when she's dolled up," says Liz.

Larry looks down at his napkin, blushing strongly, too embarrassed to answer.

"Answer a lady when she asks you a question, Larissa," says Mary sharply.

"Yes, Ma'am," says Larry.

"Did all three of you...?"

The ladies nod.

"On the bare and everything?"

"In his birthday suit," says Lizzie.

"Oh my!"

"Lizzie's spanking was the worst. Big wooden spoon," says Sarah.

"Ouch! And are you sitting on a sore bum, right now, Larissa?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Would you like to see the damage?" asks Sarah.

"Is the Pope Catholic?"

"Come on Larissa, let's go powder our noses with Deirdre."

Sarah stands and drags Larry up by his arm.

"Please, Sarah... no," he begs.

But Sarah relentlessly drags him to the lady's room. Larry hesitates at the threshold, scared to enter the women's sanctum. Sarah pulls him in.

"Hush," says Sarah as she spins Larry around, reaches under his dress to drag down his panties, and lifts the hem of his dress behind to show Deirdre.

Deirdre whistles at Larry's bruised bottom.

Just then, another woman walks into the ladies. She smirks at the sight. "Been a naughty girl?" she asks.

Larry is allowed to restore himself and they head back to the table.

"Good job, ladies!" says Deirdre as they get back. "I gather the housework was pretty poor?"

"Not really. We're just tough markers," says Mary. "He didn't dust, and there was some mould in the grout in the shower."

"Well, that doesn't sound so bad."

"No. It was actually pretty good," says Sarah. "But a bet's a bet, isn't it, dear? He was also paying for some past sins, which accounts for the state of his bum."

"Ah. That makes sense. But you say his cleaning is pretty good."

"Needs improvement, but I think we know how to properly motivate you now, don't we, Larissa?"

"Yes, Sir."

"She's my little housewife now. She calls me 'sir'."

"Bill and I still haven't replaced Laurie," says Deirdre. Both she and Sarah were impacted by Laurie's moving. "We both work, and the house is deteriorating fast. I don't suppose..."

"...you can hire Larissa here to clean? Sure. I think $75 would be a fair price until she learns the ropes."

"A bargain! And you know, Bill and I would feel awkward having a man clean for us. Can she come dressed like this?"

"Of course!"

"Sarah, please!" begs Larry. "Not with Bill there, please!"

"Don't be embarrassed, Larissa," says Deirdre. "Bill never thought much of you as a man. Maybe he'll think better of you as a woman? But Bill is strict about the housework. If you don't do a good job, he's liable to take his belt to your little backside, missy, something he's wanted to do with Laurie for an age. With your approval, of course, Sarah?"

"By all means."

"I've seen Bill," says Lizzie, "when I was swimming at the pool and he was on the other side of the fence. We got to talking. He's a hunk, Deirdre."

"Thank you, dear. Hands off, though, unless you're invited."

Liz blushes at being scolded over coveting another woman's husband.

"All I mean is, Larissa here is a bit of a spanking fetishist. Her needy little clitty gets all engorged and leaky when she gets spanked. To get a belting from Bill would be a dream come true for a girl like her."

"You only say that because you haven't felt Bill's belt, or worse, his razor strop, on your sexy little posterior, young lady," says Deirdre, theatrically rubbing her backside. "I speak from experience."

Lizzie blushes again, this time feeling flirted with. Sarah is surprised at Deirdre's revelation. She never dreamt...

"It's settled then, Deirdre. How's Monday for his first clean? You guys both work from home Mondays, right? I'll buy him a sexy little French maid uniform. He needs to be presentable."

"Monday will be perfect. And the French maid thing also. I'll let Bill know to oil up his old razor strop for Larissa here, seeing as she likes it and all."

"No!" pleads Larry as the women all laugh.

The ladies return home after dinner.

As Mary and Elizabeth prepare to leave, Larry offers a public apology to Elizabeth. He admits to staring at her young bottom and expresses shame and remorse over it.

The three ladies laugh.

"Well, Larry, it's not entirely your fault," says Mary.

"That's true, Uncle Larry. I was a bit of a shit disturber when I was that age. I wore that bikini deliberately to get a rise out of the men, including you. Bill looked at me just as hard, but he's a hunk so that was okay by me. It sort of gave me the hots."

"That bikini was an unauthorized purchase," says Mary. "When I saw her in it for the first time at your pool, I was not pleased, to say the least."

"We let Lizzie keep it on to see how you men reacted. Every one of you failed the test miserably that day, yourself included, Larry."

"And I got such a spanking later on from Mom," says Lizzie, rubbing her bottom in pantomime.

"But that doesn't excuse you, Larry. Maybe mitigates it a bit, but certainly does not excuse it."

"Yes, Sarah."

"Yeah, it was kind of unpleasant having you look at me like that, Uncle Larry. Not like having hunky Bill do it. That was fine as far as I was concerned. But not you, Uncle Larry. You're just not that hot to be doing something like that... sorry."

Larry looks despondent.

"But you're way hot as a girl, Uncle Larry," Liz says by way of consolation.

Sarah brings the evening home.

"Now, are you going to be my good little housewife from now on?"

"Yes, Sarah."

Mary and Elizabeth look on and smile at the interaction.

"Do all the cooking and all the cleaning?"

"Yes, Sarah."

"Do a good job cleaning for Alice and Bill?"

"Oooh... yes, Sir."

"That's my good girl. If you do a good job this next week, I'll let you take off the bra in public, but the panties will be permanent. The bra and the rest we'll only use for punishment and for when you're cleaning over at Alice and Bill's, okay Larry?"

"Yes, Sarah. But panties all the time? Do I have to?"

"It's called 'panty training', Larry, and I read all about it in one of those books of yours. We'll start by throwing out all your male underwear, and then we'll go out shopping together to buy a dozen panties for you. And when we go, we will make clear the panties are for you, and the reason we're buying them. Understood?"

"Yes, Sarah."

"And I have other punishments lined up as well. There's the pegging thing Mary talked about. I might do that regardless. And there's chastity as well. A nice tight-fitting cock cage. A lot of your stories seem to have that,"

"It won't be needed, Sarah, please!"

"I'll be the judge of that."

"Yes, Sarah."

"And of course, there'll be spankings. Lots and lots of spankings. And I might ask Mary and Liz back to help out."

"Yes, Sarah."

"And maybe Bill with his belt or razor strop. We'll have to see about that."

"Ohhhh..."

"And don't think knowledge of your spankings will be confined to just the three of us and our neighbours. Oh no, Larry. As far as I'm concerned, your status as my housewife is public knowledge. As is your allowance if you do well, and your spankings if you do poorly."

"Ohhh. Yes, Sarah."

"And if I have cause to spank you when we have visitors or when we're visiting, don't think I won't. And it won't be behind closed doors, Larry, it will be right out in the open, like today."

"Oh, Sarah. Please!"

"And if I have to spank you, it won't be over your pants. Oh no, missy. Pants down, and then everyone there will know that you're being panty trained. And then those panties will come down as well. Right to your ankles. And they won't go back up until you've been well-spanked and spent a good hour facing the wall, company or no company.

"Ooooh..."

"Which reminds me. You've already had your spanking, so let's get you nose-to-wall for an hour. Now, Larry. Over there."

Sarah points to a bare expanse of living room wall, and Larry drags himself over to it.

"Nose, tits, and toes against the wall Larry. Nose, tits, and toes. Let's have your arms crossed behind your back, like this."

Sarah arranges Larry as she wants him. His toes touch the wall. His fake tits smoosh the wall, and his nose presses up against the wall.

"You stay like that. You don't move a muscle until I tell you your time is up."

Sarah then lifts the back of his dress and tucks it up behind his crossed arms. She then reaches out and lowers his panties to his ankles.

"There we go. Still a lot of colour in those cheeks, wouldn't you say, ladies?"

"Very colourful," says Mary.

"Did I get a bit carried away?" asks Elizabeth earnestly. Larry's bottom and legs are a mass of round, spoon-shaped, angry-looking weals.

"Not at all," says Sarah. "Even if it is in his nature, he was owed some payback for ogling his teenaged niece's bikini-clad bottom, no matter how naughty you were, Lizzie."

"But I still feel guilty, Aunty Sarah. Maybe one day, Uncle Larry, you could take me across your knee and spank my bare little bottom for having been such a tease, just like Mom did."

"Ah. Um. Okay, sure," Larry says breathlessly from timeout.

"Psych, Uncle Larry! As if that's ever 'gonna happen! Ha ha ha!"

All the ladies laugh along with Elizabeth.

For Larry, it's the true start of his new life as his spouse's housewife, his neighbour's maid, and his sister-in-law and niece's little bitch.


Story 10:  Wooden Spoon Punishment

A man named Jack makes the mistake of disrespecting his wife, Sarah. They had been arguing about something trivial when Jack makes a snide comment that pushes Sarah over the edge.

Without hesitation, Sarah grabs Jack by the arm and drags him over to the living room couch.

"Strip!" she tells him.

Jack is no stranger to corporal punishment. Over the last few decades, as women advanced, it has become common for wives to punish their husbands in this way. He realizes that he had let his temper get the best of him and had overstepped. He knows he deserves what he is about to get. He quickly strips, fearing the further consequences if he does not.

"Get over the back of the couch," Sarah orders, pointing to the couch in front of her. Jack complies, his heart racing, bending over the couch with his bare bottom raised high in the air.

Sarah walks away into the kitchen, opens a drawer, and selects a good-sized wooden spoon. She intends to spank him with it right away. But spotting some olive oil on the kitchen counter, she suddenly gets a gleam in her eye. "Why not?" she thinks to herself.

She goes to Jack and shows him the spoon. Jack's eyes widen in horror as he realizes what it is. Jack knows that spoon. He trembles at the thought of having to endure a paddling with it.

But Sarah does not immediately paddle him. Sarah parts his cheeks and dribbles olive oil down his ass crack and into his anus.

"What are you doing??" Jack asks desperately.

"Putting you in timeout," she answers. She then coats the handle of the wooden spoon with more olive oil, puts the rounded handle at the entrance to his bottom hole, and pushes it in deeply. Jack howls at the unwelcome intrusion.

"You're going to keep that in there for the next hour," Sarah says. "After that, you'll scrub it clean and then I'll spank you with it. Consider it a reminder of your place in this household."

Sarah makes sure it's secured in place, leaving Jack plugged and bent over, not allowed to move.

"Now, wait here until I return," Sarah says, "and don't even think about removing that spoon."

With that, Sarah leaves the room, leaving Jack alone with his thoughts. He knows he has made a grave mistake by disrespecting his wife, and he vows to never do it again. He is filled with a mix of shame and, strangely, arousal. The sensation of the wooden spoon inside him makes him feel vulnerable and exposed, and he begins to have the start of a hard-on.

As women advanced and men fell in line behind them, it was considered "sexy" by some men when the woman was being particularly assertive, both in the bedroom and in life. Jack is one such man. Despite the humiliation of being treated this way, and his fervent desire to avoid painful punishment, he nonetheless has an involuntary and highly shameful sexual response that he couldn't himself quite explain. And in his most private thoughts, alone in his room with his wife out of the house, he will think back on incidents such as this while rubbing his penis.

However, a few minutes in, he finds there to be nothing in the least "sexy" in his current predicament. The time drags on and on. He feels the thick wooden handle of the spoon lodged deeply up his butt. He knows that once his time is up, the spoon would be coming out and would be used to give him what would no doubt be a dreadful, painful, extended, butt-blistering, wooden-spoon spanking. With the spoon up inside of him, his thoughts remain mercilessly focussed on his ordeal to come.

As Jack contemplates his fate, the tears begin forming in his eyes and he starts sniffling and mewling, already beginning to regret the decisions that led him to the situation he finds himself in now.

As Jack waits, plugged and bent over the back of the couch, he hears a knock at the door. He panics! He doesn't know what to do! He hears a key turning in the lock and then the door opens.

"Jack, you here?" his sister, Alice, calls out.

Jack's heart sinks as he realizes his sister is here, and he is in no position to greet her, to say the least!

"Hey, sis," Sarah says, walking over to greet her. "What brings you here?"

"I was in the neighbourhood and thought I'd drop by," Alice says. "Is Jack home? I have a question for him."

"Yes, he is," Sarah answers, "but he's currently indisposed."

"Indisposed?"

"Being punished."

"Oh, I see!" says Alice, looking amused. "I'll drop by another time."

"No need. He still has a half-hour in timeout, why don't you visit with me in the meantime."

"Love to! I came here mainly to see you anyways."

"But I do have to warn you, Jack is in a bit of a, well, shall we say, embarrassing, timeout…"

"Do show!" says Jack's sister, delighting at the prospect of seeing her brother in a compromised position.

Together they walk into the living room. Jack lets out a gurgled moan and buries his face deeply into the seat of the couch.

"Oh no!" Alice cries out, a huge smile on her face, unable to contain a laugh, seeing her brother completely nude, bent over the back of the couch, with the handle of a large wooden spoon lodged deeply up his bumhole, the spoon end sticking vertically up from his butt like a flagpole.

Sarah can't help but grin at Jack's sister's reaction. "He disrespected me, so I'm punishing him," she says, gesturing to the wooden spoon sticking out of Jack's bottom.

"Oh, it's perfect!" enthuses Alice.

"I decided to get a bit… creative… with his timeout. Afterwards he'll clean up the spoon and then I'll spank him with it until he's howling."

Jack's sister bursts out laughing. "Oh, my goodness, that's hilarious," she says, walking over to Jack and giving the spoon a playful tap. "How does it feel, Jack? Does it hurt?"

Jack blushes with embarrassment as his sister makes fun of him. "Please, Sarah, can you take it out now?" he pleads with his wife, hoping to end his humiliation.

"Not yet," Sarah says firmly. "You still have another half-hour to go."

Jack's sister laughs again. "Oh, this is too good," she says, taking out her camera phone. "May I?" she asks Sarah.

"Noooo!" Jack wails at the prospect of having his embarrassing timeout photographed.

"Absolutely," she pronounces with a gleam in her eye. "He needs taking down a peg or two."

She snaps a picture. "Oh, this is great. I'll keep this for blackmail material!" Alice says with a chuckle.

"Waaaaah!" Jack cries out in despair.

Sarah's phone dings with a chime indicating that, finally, Jack's hour of timeout is up.

Sarah goes behind Jack and pours a bit more olive oil around his anal entrance and the shaft of the spoon. She then hands him a wad of paper towels.

"Take that spoon out, Jack. And be careful you don't make a mess. Wrap it up in the paper towels and then take it to the kitchen and give it a good long scrub brushing. I'll have to hold that spoon handle, you just remember that."

Jack groans but does as he is told. The spoon takes a bit of dislodging to finally work its way out. Jack quickly wraps it in paper towel, not wanting to see, or worse, his wife and sister to see, what may be on it. He carefully makes his way to the adjoining kitchen in small, mincing steps, and begins thoroughly cleaning the spoon.

Jack returns to the living room sheepishly, carrying the spoon. Sarah walks up to him and takes the spoon from his hand. She walks him over to a chair she had set out in front of the fireplace mantle. Alice takes a seat on the couch across from them, eager to see her brother's comeuppance. Sarah sits and pulls Jack sprawling across her lap.

Sarah begins Jack's spanking.

And, oh my goodness!

Before long Jack is screeching and mewling and kicking his legs and struggling. Alice paints his back porch a deep fire-engine red. Little oval spoon marks bruise him all over his ass.

Alice does not forget to part his butt cheeks and use the spoon up and down his sensitive inner crease, including right up to and directly onto his well-stretched anus. As Sarah is doing that, Alice stands up and moves closer, to directly over the action in fact, to view his bum crack and anal spanking in all its glory.

All in all, it's a ten-minute ordeal across Sarah's lap that leaves no doubt that Jack will soon be a fully reformed little boy.

Sarah stands Jack back up on his feet.

"Do you get the message???" Sarah asks him forcefully.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Jack cries out as he nods up and down vigorously while desperately rubbing his scorched behind with both hands. He even parts his cheeks and rubs inside his cleft and around his anal ring. Of course, Alice sees it all.

"Now, go put your nose in the corner, Jack, until bedtime."

Jack's eyes widen. "But, but, Sarah. It's only 2pm!!!"

"Is that some disobedience and backtalk I'm hearing?"

"No Ma'am," says Jack disconsolately, as he hangs his head and walks to his timeout corner.

"Wait. Bend over."

Jack bends over and Sarah inserts the re-greased wooden spoon back up his rectum.

"And no more rubbing! Hands on your head!"

Jack miserably puts his hands on his head as he pushes his nose into the corner, the spoon protruding ludicrously from his backside.

Alice almost feels sorry for her naughty brother.

It would be a long eight hours for Jack, but he would learn his lesson.


Story 11:  A Bed-Wetting Husband

Poor Bill Wilson. It has been a growing problem for several months now. Bill cannot help but wet the bed. Not every night, but often enough. It started as an occasional thing. Then the frequency increased. At this point it's once or twice a week.

His wife Irene is at her wit's end. Each time he does it she must change the sheets; she even had to buy a pad for their mattress to keep it from going dank. Bill, however, is in denial.

Finally, Irene convinces Bill to see a doctor. The doctor diagnoses him. It's a rare, but by no means life-threatening condition. The doctor puts Bill on a course of treatment which will take three to six months to resolve. If only he had come in at the first signs, as Irene had wanted him to, it would have been much shorter. The doctor suggests they adopt some coping strategies in the meantime and recommends an occupational therapist to assist.

Bill is highly embarrassed by the whole thing and does not want anybody to know about his problem. He refuses the offer of the occupational therapist and says they'll deal with it themselves.

However, he does not deal with it. He tries half-hearted strategies such as drinking less several hours before bed, going pee before turning in, but it doesn't help. The problem is medical. Irene continues to have to change the sheets, sometimes even waking up in a puddle of her husband's making.

Irene of course suggests adult diapers, but Bill becomes enraged at the mention of them. He doubles down on his efforts to drink less and pee before bed. It helps a little, but not enough for Irene.

Without Bill's knowledge, Irene reaches out to the recommended occupational therapist and tells her the whole situation. The therapist suggests that she and Irene meet to plan a strategy. As the therapist is itinerant, they arrange to meet at a local coffee shop.

Irene walks into the coffee shop and orders herself a coffee. A few minutes later a striking young black woman walks in and looks around. Thinking this may be her, Irene gives a small wave. The young lady responds, and they introduce one another. She goes off to get a coffee for herself. Irene is amused in a sardonic sort of way that she is black. She has no racist feelings herself, but she knows her husband has those tendencies much to her chagrin and embarrassment. "Oh well," she thinks to herself, "that will be his problem."

The occupational therapist comes back with her coffee and introduces herself as Felicity. She says she has been in practice for a year, having done a two-year college course as an occupational therapist, but a double-master's degree before that in university. Irene apologies but can't help but comment on Felicity's physical beauty. Felicity laughs warmly and says she gets that a lot. In fact, she had been a teen model as she grew up, but wanted to work in a field where she thought she could help people. But being a working teen model had taught her a thing or two about men and how to handle them at a very tender age.

Regarding the bed wetting, Felicity listens carefully to the full story, asking penetrating questions along the way. At the end, Irene asks Felicity what she suggests.

"Physically, it's clear cut. He needs to wear an adult incontinence aid at night."

"You mean, an adult diaper?"

"If you will," Felicity says, smiling, her stunningly even white teeth shining out against her dark ebony complexion.

"I've tried. He'll never agree to that," says Irene, shaking her head.

Felicity takes a beat, and then says, "He seems to be in denial. Denial is something we've been trained to deal with. It happens with addicts as well. You must ask yourself, Irene, are you helping the situation, or are you enabling the situation?"

Irene is a bit taken aback. This is not her problem; it's her husband's.

"I don't see what I have to do with it," Irene says.

"You have everything to do with it. You need to provide some tough love."

"Tough love? How?"

"You have to tell him that the status quo is unacceptable. That unless something changes, you cannot stay with him."

"No! I couldn't do that."

"It's what we advise the wives and parents of addicts. I think it would apply to this situation as well. Do you think he would voluntarily decide to break up your marriage over this, or would he change?"

"I… I'd like to think he would change."

"I think it's highly likely he will change for you. But you can't be a wet carpet for him to walk all over. You need to be firm and decisive with him. Not to put too strong a point on it, but it's unreasonable for you to continue in a marriage where you wake up in a puddle of his pee when it would be the easiest thing in the world for him to adopt a new behaviour until the situation resolves. In fact, would you really want to stay with a man who values you so little?"

"I… I see what you mean. But I don't know if I can carry it off."

"I can be there every step of the way. Believe me, I know how to handle a man like your husband. A little tough love is just what he needs right now."

With that, the women begin going into more depth on the approach and the next steps. Some of the things Felicity suggests has Irene reeling, but Irene somehow trusts Felicity and her strong and confident demeanour and is willing to try anything. They set a date for Felicity's first visit to their house to meet Bill.

As per their plan, the day before Felicity is due to visit, Irene approaches Bill.

"Bill, I wanted to let you know that tomorrow we have the occupational therapist the doctor wanted you to see dropping by."

Bill, as Irene predicted to Felicity, goes into a fit. Irene does not respond, as coached by Felicity, but just stands there listening to his rant. When he finally runs out of steam, Irene ignores everything he just said and then delivers the line she had rehearsed with Felicity,

"The occupational therapist is coming tomorrow, you will be here, and that's that."

Bill continues to bluster, and Irene repeats, "It's final."

"Alright, fine!" Bill says. "But I won't do a damned thing she says!"

"So long as you're there, that's all I need… for now," Irene says.

The next day at the appointed hour, the doorbell rings. Irene goes to open the door and invites Felicity in. She's carrying a large tote bag with her.

Bill, sitting in the living room, not even bothering to get up, sees her and exclaims, "She's just a kid! And black to boot!"

Irene looks extremely embarrassed by her husband's outburst. Felicity is unfazed.

"Hello, Mr. Wilson, I can assure you that despite my youthful appearance and my skin colour, I am an experienced and fully qualified occupational therapist, with a dual master's degree in psychology and social work that I completed before that."

"Harumph," Bill grunts.

While normally, being a bigot, he is completely unattracted to black women, however this black woman is clearly an amazing looker. She has an athletic body with breasts and hips in ideal proportion. She has completely symmetrical features, and skin, teeth, and hair that positively glow. Like most men faced with a perfect "10", he becomes somewhat disarmed, despite her youth and her race.

Felicity takes off her jacket and settles down with Irene offering her tea. Bill surreptitiously glances at her as much as he dares. Bill thinks to himself, "By golly, if this were two hundred years ago a girl like that would be under the lash and under a white man's cock, that's for sure."

Felicity, for her part, catches the furtive lustful glances and even the racist vibes emanating from Bill Wilson. It certainly does not endear him to her, but she is a professional and will do her job as best she can. Felicity is used to using her considerable charms to control men, and she knows the racist Bill Wilson will be no exception.

"So, Mr. Wilson, I reviewed your case with your wife, but I wanted to go over it with you to ensure accuracy. I understand you have a medically diagnosed condition that causes short-term bed wetting. Is that correct?"

Bill looks like he will blow a gasket, he becomes so red in the face.

"yes" is all he says, in a clipped word, grinding his teeth.

"And you are currently undergoing treatment for this condition and the doctor expects a resolution within three to six months. Correct?"

"yes"

"And I understand that you are currently not using any incontinence aids?"

"Me? Wearing a fucking diaper? No. I'm not!"

"Mr. Wilson, we prefer to refer to them as adult incontinence aids. I highly recommend, for the sake of both you and your wife, that you start wearing them at night. Just until your medical situation resolves."

"Whatever the fuck you call them, I'm not using them, and I never will. Are you clear on that, Miss Smug Smarty Pants?"

"Bill!" exclaims Irene, shocked by his language and rudeness towards a guest.

"What? No little slip of a…" Bill is about to insert a racial epithet, but even he thinks better of it, "…of a… girl will come into my house and tell me to wear a FUCKING DIAPER TO BED!!!!!"

Felicity sits calmly, taking in the onslaught and allowing it to pass over her without ruffling a feather.

"Mrs. Wilson, have you anything to say?" asks Irene.

"Yes. Yes, I do," Irene says, emboldened by her husband's rudeness and racism. "Bill Wilson, I am fed up to here with your attitude. If you don't listen politely to what this young lady has to say, and if you don't act on her recommendations, we are done."

"What!?!" says Bill, angrily.

"You heard me. We. Are. Done."

"Irene, don't be ridiculous. We've been married for 30 years!"

"And it won't be 31 unless you get your act together and change that attitude!"

"You're not serious," says Bill.

"Oh? Is that so? Would you like to find out? I will call the police and have you thrown out of this house today, and then you can expect the divorce papers as soon as I can arrange them."

"But Irene," says Bill, his tone finally softening, "you would break up our marriage over this?"

"No Bill, I wouldn't, but it looks like you will. Listen, I love you, despite everything, and you know that. I want to spend the rest of our lives together. And I'll put up with a lot from you. But this wetting the bed nonsense stops today. An adult incontinence aid is a simple solution. I find it shocking that you think so little of me that you would put me through this hell just because of your fragile little male ego. Suck it up and do what needs doing. Or else. And, for another thing, I will not have any racism in this house, and that's final as well!"

Felicity sits impassively during this. Inwardly, she is very proud of Irene. They had discussed and gone back and forth over what Irene should say. While not the exact words they had rehearsed, Irene had absolutely nailed it.

"Fine." Bill says, sulkily.

With that word, Felicity jumps back into action.

"I've brought along samples of several different types of adult incontinence aids. They all should be available at the drugstore. I also have some talcum powder which should be used to prevent rashes due to urine remaining in contact with the skin, and some cream that can be applied to deal with any rashes that may happen.  I also have some wet wipes here in case you need a change after wetting and it's not convenient to have a bath or a shower. I'll leave these things with you, and you just let me know if you need anything else from me."

"Mrrrh!" grunts Mr. Wilson, red with rage.

"Thank you so much, Felicity," says Irene.

"My pleasure. You just call me if you have any trouble at all."

"We certainly will. Goodbye, dear. Bill, say thank you and goodbye to Felicity."

"Mrrrh!" he repeats, grunting incoherently a second time.

"I apologize for his behaviour," says Irene to Felicity.

"That perfectly fine. It's a tough pill for him to swallow."

"Mrrrhhhhph!" Bill grunts again.

Irene escorts Felicity to the door. Felicity puts on her coat, and they both step outside for an instant.

"I am so sorry about my husband. The bigoted comments were outrageous. I've never heard him being so openly racist. I'm so embarrassed!"

"Don't worry about it. You scratch the surface of many white men your husband's age and you'll find that attitude. I just ignore it and prove them wrong. The stress and embarrassment of the situation made him feel particularly insecure, and the lashing out is expected. But you were marvellous in there, Irene."

"Thank you, Felicity. You're too kind to say so, especially after that."

"Well, it went about as I expected. Just remember, we still have phase two if it's needed."

"Here's hoping not."

"Yes, here's hoping," responds Felicity, not sounding overly convinced.

Felicity had suggested that during this phase one, Irene give Bill the space he needs to get comfortable wearing an adult incontinence aid to bed by himself. Therefore, Irene does not pester or nag him, or even offer to help him put it on. He does it on day one and day two, but seeing as he does not wet the diaper, reverts to form for the rest of the week. But as a result, he wets the bed yet again before the week is out.

"Look, I'm sorry Irene. I tried. I really tried. But there's just no way I'm going to wear a fucking diaper to bed. No way. It doesn't happen that often. We'll have to find some other solution."

Irene is disappointed but knows to keep her cool, as Felicity and she had discussed.

"Fine. I'll ask Felicity to come back, and we can ask if there are any alternatives."

"We don't need her," says Bill. "What does she know, anyways."

"Well, what do you suggest, Bill?"

"You can keep changing the sheets when it happens. Or, look, even I can do it."

"Unacceptable. I refuse to wake up in a pool of your urine."

"Fine. We can set up a bed somewhere else in the house for me to use until it gets better."

"And where, exactly? It's a tiny house, Bill."

"Right here, in the living room. We'll get a sofa bed sort of thing."

"Unacceptable to have you urinating in the living room on the sofa!"

"Fine! Get her back. But NO DIAPERS!"

Irene reaches out to Felicity again and explains the situation. Felicity returns the very next day.

"Hello, Mr. Wilson. I understand things are not going so well?"

"No. They certainly are not. I'll not wear a fucking diaper to bed every night on your say so. Not when most nights it's just fine without. There must be some other way. You're the supposed 'expert'. Come up with something!"

"I see. And how often do we wet?"

Bill again goes red in the face. "Once every couple of weeks, on the outside. And not much at that."

Irene scoffs loudly.

"Irene?" Felicity asks.

"More like twice a week, and it's a stream, not a dribble."

"That's ridiculous!"

"Well, it does sound like it needs dealing with, and there are no good alternatives. In hospitals they use catheters during an operation, but that is complex and dangerous, and it's not an option at all. I'm afraid you'll have to stick with the adult incontinence aids, Mr. Wilson."

"I refuse," Bill says with finality.

"Pack your bags," says Irene.

"Irene, honey…" pleads Bill.

"Out!" emphasizes Irene. "Do I need to call the police and have you thrown out?"

"You can't do that. It's my house too!"

"She can, Mr. Wilson," says Felicity. "It's the law in this State. If a wife wishes to terminate a marriage, she retains custody of the marital home by default until the matter is settled in court. The police will back Irene up on this. And I'll be happy to act as a character witness regarding your racist and abusive attitude."

"But… but… I have nowhere to go!" says Bill.

"That's not my problem," says Irene. "Oh, and seeing as the credit cards and bank accounts are in my name, don't expect access to those, either."

"But Irene. I'll be homeless and penniless!"

"No, you won't. You have a perfectly good home here, and a loving wife who cooks for you, cleans for you, and has a good job. It's your choice to leave it over this diapering nonsense."

Bill sits there silently. There seems to be no choice in the matter. And Irene is being unusually hard to intimidate. He quickly glances at that black bitch, Felicity. She nods her head in affirmation with his wife. Smug ass negro bitch, he thinks.

"Alright. Fine. I'll give it another try."

"Excellent," says Felicity. "But this time, I think Irene needs to take a more active involvement. Irene, you should put Mr. Wilson into his diaper at night."

Bill explodes again. "What the??? No F'ing way! And I thought it was an 'adult incontinence aid', not a fucking diaper!"

Felicity takes on a new demeanour. "It is called that when dealing with adults. You, however, seem more like a child to me. And it's appropriate to put children into diapers."

"Why… you… fucking… negro… fucking… bitch!"

SLAP!

Irene's hands slaps hard across Bill's face, leaving a red handprint in it's wake.

"What the…"

SLAP!

She slaps him a second time.

"Irene…"

SLAP!

He gets a third one across the same cheek.

"Owww…" Bill says, holding his hand to his face and cowering before Irene as she raises her hand again.

"Would you like another one?" Irene asks angrily.

"n… n… n… no…" Bill says, his voice shaking as he cowers.

He turns to Felicity, of all people, for aid. "Did you… see that? She can't do that?"

"Do what, Mr. Wilson? I didn't see anything," says Felicity with a smug smile on her face.

"Not one more word, Bill Wilson," says Irene. "I will be putting you into your diaper at bedtime. Deal with it."

"b… but… honey," whines Bill, his demeanour suddenly changing from an angry bully to the weak, henpecked husband he is.

"No buts about it. Except your butt into a diaper at bedtime."

"Ok, ok, ok. I'll do it. I'll put on the adult incontinence aid myself. Every night. I promise."

"No, Bill. You had that chance last week and you proved yourself to be utterly untrustworthy. I'll be putting you into your diaper, and that's all there is to it."

Turning to Felicity, Irene asks, "I've never changed the diaper on a grown man before. How do you do it?"

"I've changed many an adult diaper when I worked at the retirement home. I'd be happy to show you on Mr. Wilson."

"NO!" yells Bill, getting a bit of his temper back.

Irene raises her hand again, prepared to smack it hard across Bill's cheek. Bill cowers and whimpers. Felicity puts her palm against Irene's, checking her strike.

"There's a better way," says Felicity softly.

"Oh?" asks Irene.

"Have you got a… hairbrush?" asks Felicity.

Irene smiles, knowing what Felicity is suggesting.

"I do," she says enthusiastically, and heads out of the room to collect it.

"tsk, tsk, tsk," Felicity says to Bill, shaking her head at him while Irene is out of the room.

"Will this do?" Irene asks, handing Felicity a stout wooden hairbrush.

"Perfect!" says Felicity, taking the hairbrush and sitting down on an armless chair.

"Now, Mr. Wilson. Drop your trousers and lie face down across my lap."

"What? No!" Bill says.

Irene raises her hand again and Bill cowers. "Would you like another slap? Do as your occupational therapist tells you."

"What? Why?"

Felicity takes that. "Why? Because you've been acting like a toddler throwing a temper tantrum ever since I stepped foot in this house. A bed-wetting toddler who refuses to be diapered. Well, if you're going to act like a misbehaved toddler throwing a temper tantrum, I'm going to treat you like a misbehaved toddler throwing a temper tantrum and give you a good old-fashioned spanking across my lap."

"No… you can't!" wails Bill.

"She can and she will," says Irene. "Now either do as she says or get out of the house," she adds, pointing toward the door.

"This is ridiculous," says Bill as he begins to lower himself across Felicity's lap.

"Trousers down first, Mr. Wilson," Felicity reminds him.

Bill stands with a groan and reaches for his belt. With a final pleading looks at his wife he begs, "Please, Irene. You can't want this for me. And not from… from her!"

"What do you mean by 'her', Bill Wilson? A young lady, or a young black lady?"

"Both..."

Felicity laughs and says, "don't worry, Mr. Wilson, the black won't rub off on you. Now get those trousers down and put yourself across my lap."

Bill groans, but seeing Irene's atypically stern countenance, he slowly undoes his belt, the clasp of his trousers, and his zipper. With a final pleading look at Irene, met with a stern look in return, he drops his trousers to his ankles, standing there in only his underpants and his t-shirt.

"Over," says Felicity, raising her dress slightly to expose an expanse of black thigh, motioning him to bend over across her lap.

Despite himself, Bill fixates on her attractive thighs with her skirt hiked up to the tops of her legs. He thinks he can almost glimpse a hint of pink panty.

"Show's over, get across my knee. Now, Mr. Wilson. Time for a new kind of show. A good old-fashioned, red-bottomed lap dancing show."

Irene smirks as Felicity says this, enjoying this turn of events very much. They had discussed it, but the reality was turning out to be infinitely more satisfying that she could ever have dreamed.

Bill slowly lowers himself across the girl's lap, groaning as he goes over. She adjusts him forward so that his feet leave the ground, and his head almost touches the floor in front (were it not for his arms supporting him). His bottom, encased in his tight white underpant, becomes the most prominent thing in the room, in stark contrast to Felicity's jet-black thighs.

"I think we'll have these down for your spanking, Mr. Wilson," Felicity says as she puts her fingers into the waistband of his underpants.

"No!" he yells out in complaint.

"Yes," Felicity emphasizes, beginning their descent. "Misbehaving toddlers who throw temper tantrums are always spanked on the bare, and you'll be no exception to that rule, Mr. Wilson."

Bill howls in distress as the backs of his underpants are lowered to beneath the rise of his buttocks, baring his big white bottom. Not yet satisfied, Felicity attempts to lower them further, but they are hung up on Bill's penis. With a strong tug, she rips them down, as Bill howls at the pain to his private areas incurred in the process. Irene giggles, knowing exactly what just happened. Felicity lowers them to his knees, and then further to his ankles to join his pants and socks.

Felicity lays the wood of the back of the hairbrush across his bottom cheeks.

"Do you know why you're receiving this spanking, Mr. Wilson?"

"NO!" he cries out.

Felicity sighs, raises the brush, and brings it down resoundingly across his bottom cheeks.

"ARRGHHHH!" Bill yells as the fierce pain of the stout hairbrush burns into his buttocks.

Felicity continues his spanking, alternating between cheeks as he kicks and cries out in pain.

She again pauses with the hairbrush resting on his cheeks. "Care to try again, Mr. Wilson? Your actual spanking does not start until I get a thorough answer to my question, and I'm happy to continue until I do. Now, once again, why are you receiving this spanking?"

"Because I won't wear a d… d… diaper?"

"That is one reason, among many. Shall I give you another little pre-spanking or would you like to try your answer again now?"

"Oh! Ah… because I throw temper tantrums like a toddler?"

"Better. Why else, Mr. Wilson?"

"Ummm… Ohhhh. Because I was rude to you?"

"More than just rude, but we'll deal with that later. How about Mrs. Wilson. How have you treated her?"

"I treated her very badly!"

"Yes. Yes, you did. Very badly indeed. I think that will be sufficient for now. We can begin your spanking. Ask me to spank you, Mr. Wilson."

"Please spank me," Bill Wilson says, still sounding surly.

"Oh, you can do better than that Mr. Wilson. Ask me by name and ask for a very long and very hard hairbrush spanking on your bare bottom as you have been such a naughty boy."

"Oh… Oh, ah, please, Felicity, …"

"Mistress Felicity."

"Please, Mistress Felicity, please spank my bottom long and hard with the hairbrush…"

"your bare bottom?"

"Yes, my bare bottom, long and hard with the hairbrush for being such a naughty… boy."

"Very good Mr. Wilson. We're learning now, aren't we?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity. Don't forget again."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"Now, here are the rules for your spanking. You may cry out and beg, and you may kick your little feet to a reasonable extent, but you may not fall off my lap, and you may not move your hands from the floor in front of you. If you do, I shall ask Irene to bind your ankles and legs, and we shall start from the beginning. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"When you beg, as you will, remember to address me fully and respectfully as 'Mistress Felicity'. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"Very well, we shall start."

With that, Felicity raises the hairbrush high and brings it down with a resounding smack on Bill's rear end. She then gets into a rhythm, spanking at the rapid-fire pace of two spanks per second.

Bill screams and kicks his legs wildly; however, he does not dare to remove his hands from the floor. Bill had never experienced anything in his life like the pain this spanking was burning into his backside.

Bill's bottom turns from its original lily white, to pink, to light red, and then to deep, crimson red. The centres of his cheeks then proceed beyond angry red to pale white again.

"Please Mistress Felicity! Please! I can't take any more! Please!"

"You can take more, and you will take more, Mr. Wilson."

"No! Please, Mistress Felicity! Please!"

Felicity is unrelenting and continues spanking Bill until the tears and snot run down his face.

Finally, Felicity pauses his spanking.

"Are we learning our lesson, Mr. Wilson?"

"Yes! Yes, please! Yes!"

With a note of exasperation, Felicity again begins raining strokes down on Bill's backside.

"How are you to address me? How?"

"Mistress Felicity! Mistress Felicity!"

"I will not tell you that again!" she says angrily as she delivers the final spanks to his now badly bruised and beaten buttocks.

"Now, once again, are we learning our lesson Mr. Wilson?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity! Oh yes!"

"What do you think, Mrs. Wilson?" asks Felicity as she points Bill Wilson's buttocks towards her.

"Very thorough!" she says with a big smile.

"Stand up!" Felicity says to Bill.

Bill stands, his hands covering his genitals.

"You may rub your rear cheeks, Mr. Wilson. In fact, I insist you do."

Bill looks torn, but not wanting to defy Felicity, he brings his hands back and attempts to soothe his well-beaten bottom cheeks. The women both smile as Bill's small and shrivelled penis and testicles swing freely under their gaze.

"Now, let's address this racism issue, Mr. Wilson."

Bill freezes in place, and then his knees begin shaking. Felicity goes into her tote back and pulls out an old and weathered tack shop strap.

"Do you know what this is, Mr. Wilson? This is the type of strap that some evil white men used on black house slaves in the plantation days. Are you prepared to offer me some reparations today, Mr. Wilson, for your racist attitudes and comments?"

"I'm… I'm sorry, Mistress Felicity!" says Bill, shaking in fear.

"Your reparations will take the form of a strapping to your already beaten bum. Is that fair enough?"

"Oh… no… please, Mistress Felicity. Please!!! I can't take any more. Please!"

"What do you think, Mrs. Wilson?"

"I think he can take some more. Maybe a good baker's dozen?"

"A good baker's dozen it is. Drape yourself over the back of that sofa, Mr. Wilson, and prepare to pay. Feel lucky you're not dangling nude upside down by your ankles from the rafters of a barn."

"Ohhhhh!" groans Bill, but he obeys. "Yes, Mistress Felicity."

Felicity lines up the strap with the centres of his cheeks, raises it, and whips it down hard across both his cheeks. After the blow lands, searing his bottom like a steak is seared on the griddle, Bill immediately jumps up and yells, clutching his strap-seared backside.

"No! No! Please, Mistress Felicity! Please! It's too much. It's too much!"

"Not half enough. Now you get a taste of what it feels like to be under the strap. You stood up, that one didn't count. Bend back over and do not remove your hands from the couch again".

Bill groans but bends over again.

What follows is an intense thirteen-stroke searing of Bill Wilson's backside, without mercy and without respite. At the end he lies there sobbing, unable to move even.

"Have we learned our lesson about race relations, Mr. Wilson?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity!" Bill wails piteously from the couch.

"Stand up. Don't be a baby."

Bill works himself painfully up from the couch, his pants and underpants still bundled around his ankles.

"Kneel. Kiss it," Felicity says, holding out the strap.

Bill kneels and kisses the strap, the instrument of his cruel punishment, with his lips.

"Now my feet."

Bill kneels further down, humbling himself in front of Felicity, and kisses each foot in turn.

Felicity then turns and hikes her dress up above her waist, and bends a bit at the waist, displaying her pink panties contrasting sharply with her black skin.

"Now kiss my black ass, Mr. Wilson, with your permission of course, Mrs. Wilson?"

"By all means," says Irene, suppressing a broad smile. She had always hated that her husband had these racist tendencies and was pleased that he was paying his reparations in this humbling manner.

Bill plants a kiss on one pantied cheek, and then the other.

Felicity then reaches back with her hands and pulls her panties to the side while spreading her cheeks.

"One more, Mr. Wilson. A nice deep long French kiss, right where the sun don't shine."

Bill is aghast. Felicity's brown bottom hole is staring him in the face. He's supposed to kiss…. that!?

"Or I can give you another taste of the strap and we do this again later?"

Bill reluctantly moves forward and places a weak kiss in her general anal area.

"Oh, you can do much better than that, Mr. Wilson. Let's get a bit of tongue in there!"

Bill looks over at his wife. Irene is just standing there with her arms crossed. "Do as you're told!" she says, sternly.

Bill leans in again, sticks his tongue out, and digs it into her bottom hole.

"That's the spirit, Mr. Wilson. Clean it all out. If you move away before I let you, or I don't think you're doing an enthusiastic enough job, you'll get the strap again."

"Mmmphhh!" Bill says, as he buries his face, lips, and tongue, as deeply as he can into Felicity's bottom hole. He goes "all in", desperately fearing another strapping.

"That's very good, Mr. Wilson. Now up and down, back and forth, around and around. That's it. Now right inside again. Nice and deep. Deeper. Deeper. Very Good! Wiggle it around right up in there. Fine… You may stop."

Bill pulls away, gasping for breath as his nose and mouth were deeply buried in Felicity's backside for the past minute.

Felicity restores her panties and dress, straightens up, and turns to look down on the kneeling, cowering, Bill Wilson.

"Oh, Mr. Wilson! Really!" says Felicity, giggling, as Bill Wilson now has a raging hard-on.

"Bill!" echoes Irene. "You should be ashamed of yourself!"

"I'm sorrrrryyyyy!" he wails.

"Perhaps he's gotten over his distaste for black girls?"

"I should say so!" says Irene.

"More importantly than that is have we learned our lesson, Mr. Wilson?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity!"

"If I ever hear you being disrespectful to a person of colour again, I'll come back with my strap. Am I understood?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity!"

"Good. Did you like my strap?"

"No, Mistress Felicity. I didn't like it all."

"You weren't meant to, were you?"

"No, Mistress Felicity."

"Before that strapping, were you fantasizing about girls like me bending over for the strap from men like you back in the day?"

"No, Mistress Felicity!" Bill lies, his erection remaining prominent.

"The truth, Mr. Wilson. Or do I need to beat it out of you?"

"No… ah… well… maybe… I suppose… Mistress Felicity. But not now. Never again!"

"As I thought. You know I could read it on your face. And what else do you fantasize doing to girls like me if we were under your control, hmmm? Be honest," says Felicity, waving her finger loosely at his hardness.

"Ummm… Ahhh… the… the… cock... Mistress Felicity."

"Oh, a good dicking down after the strapping, eh?"

"No! I mean… yes… but not now. Never again, Mistress Felicity. Never again!"

"Hmmm. That naughty erection says otherwise. You know, Irene, if you'd like to settle-up the score some more, you can maybe buy a big black dildo and a strap-on harness at that sex store down on fifth street. Show him what a real dicking down feels like up that tight little ass of his."

"Thank you, Felicity, I think I will. I've always hated his racism. I think a little daily reinforcement is in order. We'll go buy it tomorrow, Bill, at the sex shop, you and I."

"Oooohhhh," moans Bill, his erection not subsiding.

"Now, let's get on to that diaper change!" says Felicity, getting her tote bag, taking out a large puppy pad, and putting it on the floor. "Over here, Mr. Wilson. On your back."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity," Bill says in a high-pitched voice, hurrying over.

"My, my!" says Irene, "isn't he well-behaved now!"

"The hairbrush and the strap tend to have that effect on naughty little boys. That along with a good dose of humble pie. Isn't that so, Mr. Wilson."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"Yes. You don't want to have to spend more time with your tongue up my bottom hole, do you?"

"No, Mistress Felicity," Bill says weekly as his hips subtly thrust and his penis subtly surges, belying his words.

Felicity removes his socks, pants, and underpants, leaving him bare beneath the waist, face up on the puppy pad. Felicity then reaches for his two ankles and raises them high in the air. She gets a diaper from the bag, and deftly slips it under his waist as she lifts his legs a bit higher. She lowers him a bit, keeping his legs raised. Then she gets a moist baby wipe.

"Clean him thoroughly before diapering him," Felicity instructs Irene, "especially all around and into his private areas. His bumhole, the whole crack, his testicles, underneath them and all around, his penis, especially the tip."

"I see," says Irene.

"Of course, he could do this for himself, but I think, in view of his recent attitude, we should serve him an extra dose of humble pie with each diapering, don't you?"

"I agree, completely."

"Then you can apply a little of this soothing cream, especially after a nasty spanking," says Felicity, as she rubs the cream all over his bottom cheeks.

She puts his legs down and says, "then a bit of powder," as she sprinkles the baby powder all over his abdomen area.

"Normally we then do up the diaper, but in view of Mr. Wilson's ahem, excitement level, that may not be possible just yet."

"I think he likes being diapered by you," says Irene, eying her husband's still strong erection.

"It's not an entirely unpleasant experience, is it Mr. Wilson?" Felicity asks as she takes his talcum covered erection in her hand and begins rubbing it gently.

"Yes, Mistress Felicity," says Bill, enjoying the female attention.

"Should I relieve him?" Felicity asks of Irene.

"Please do," Irene answers with a conspiratorial tone.

They had discussed this as a part of phase two. The spanking, the strapping, the humbling, the diapering, and even the potential handjob. The goal is to condition Bill Wilson, much the same way a dog is conditioned, with a combination of punishments for bad behaviour and treats for good behaviour. And one of the "treats" they discussed was a diaper change and a handjob from the drop-dead gorgeous Felicity.

Felicity begins rubbing his cock up and down and up and down, shaft and tip.

"Sometimes a finger here speeds things up," Felicity explains, as she inserts a finger into Bill's rectum to massage his prostate gland.

"Oooooooohhhhhhh!" Bill moans as the finger goes in while Felicity's other hand massages his hard cock.

"There you go, baby," says Felicity, "Are you going to make a little cummy for Mummy? Pee pee. Poo Poo. There we go! There we go! Oh, that's a good baby. Such a good baby!"

Bill is terribly embarrassed by all this, but at the same time, massively turned on. Submitting to this strict young black beauty is unreasonably exciting to him. And now he is actually getting a hand job from her! The finger up his bum, the gentle rubbing of his penis, even the baby talk, quickly results in the inevitable.

Bill spurts his ejaculate as Felicity directs it up his tummy.

"Good baby!"

She quickly gets some wipes and cleans it all off him. Then she points his now limp penis down, pulls up the diaper, and fastens the tabs.

"There we go! Stand up Mr. Wilson. Show off your pretty diaper."

Bill blushes and stands. His diaper has cartoon characters over it. He blushes and does a spin at Felicity's direction.

"There! Are you Mommy's little obedient boy, now?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"A diapering isn't all that bad, now is it, Mr. Wilson?"

"No, Mistress Felicity."

"What a change," says Felicity.

"Amazing!" adds Irene.

"Men have such simple brains," Felicity adds as Bill blushes, unable to contradict her.

Felicity begins packing her things up. As she does so, she speaks to Irene.

"At bedtime, have him use the toilet and then get him into his diaper right away. The handjob is optional," she adds with a smile. "An ice cube or a snapped rubber band has the same effect."

Irene laughs.

"In the morning, take his diaper off before his first pee, and I want you to weigh the soggy diaper and record the difference to the dry one. If he wets in the middle of the night, and you feel like it, it's okay to change his diaper, but just add the two weight differences in the morning. With the medication he's on, and some basic precautions and care on his part, we should be seeing some pretty consistent progress in terms of weekly volume of involuntary nocturnal urine. If you don't, you have the hairbrush to motivate him," Felicity adds with a wink.

"As for you, Mr. Wilson, will we be obeying our wife from now on?"

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"If I hear otherwise, I'll be back with my strap. Would you like that Mr. Wilson? Would you like me to come back with my strap?"

"No, Mistress Felicity! Not at all!"

"Then you need to obey and behave."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity."

"What do you say, Irene, should we set up an appointment every couple of weeks to review his progress and behaviour?"

"Yes," answers Irene, "every two weeks would be perfect."

"We'll see you in two weeks then. And Mr. Wilson, I'll be bringing my strap in case it's needed."

"Yes, Mistress Felicity," says Bill anxiously, "You won't be needing it. I promise!"

"We'll have to see about that. Good day!"

After that short sharp attitude correction, Bill Wilson is the most attentive, the most devoted husband Irene could ever have imagined. He meekly submits to every diaper change. On mornings where the volume of urine is higher than average, Irene spanks him as a form of "aversion therapy". On mornings where he is dry or urinated only a little, he could expect a hand job that evening at diapering time. In this way, and with the medicine, Bill gradually gets better and better.

Felicity returns to follow up every two weeks. Felicity takes on the role of judge, jury, and executioner regarding his behaviour over the past two weeks. She is a much stricter marker than Irene and lets absolutely nothing slide.

Bill becomes quite anxious before a visit from Felicity, knowing how mercurial she is. During this time, he thinks back on the previous two weeks, regretting every lapse of judgment, every laziness on the housework or the cooking that is now expected of him.

Felicity relentlessly quizzes Bill and Irene about his behaviour over the past two weeks. When she finds fault, which she always does, she sentences him to his punishment and then summarily carries it out.

On particularly good weeks, it might only be a hand spanking across her knee. However, he is always required to strip nude for it and face a stern lecture from Felicity with his penis and testicles exposed. If he develops an erection during his scolding (which he invariably does), Felicity dispassionately jacks him off into the bathroom sink before taking him across her knee, saying she wants him not to be distracted from learning his lesson by an erect penis rolling around her lap.

On bad weeks it's either the hairbrush, or, on one memorable occasion, a doubling of his previous strapping that leaves him unable to comfortably sit for the next three days.

After his spankings, he is always required to kneel at Felicity's feet, kiss the hand, the hairbrush, or the strap, then abjectly and grovelingly kiss her feet. After the strapping, he was required to French kiss her bottom hole again until his tongue ached.

After four months, the matter resolves completely, and Bill goes back to being able to sleep without a diaper, and Felicity drops out of the picture with much thanks from the Wilsons. However, from them on, Irene never gives up on the disciplining.

Ironically, every now and then, Bill asks Irene to diaper him as he has developed a fetish around it, and it excites him terribly. Irene is happy to cater to his needs, babying him when he needs it, giving him happy little cummies before tucking him away snug as a bug in a rug into his nappies.


Story 12:  His Sister's Sleepover Party

Peter Mason's sister Rachel is having a sleepover party at their house with six of her best friends. Rachel begs their mom to help ensure Peter doesn't ruin their sleepover party by butting in as he has done in the past. Peter's mom has a talk with him and warns him sternly to stay out of sight and not disturb the girls in their fun.

Peter feels resentful that he is asked to stay out of sight in his own house. He silently vows to make an even bigger nuisance of himself this time.

Knowing the girls will most likely want to start their evening in the rec room, he gets there first and starts playing his video games.

When Rachel and her friends head down to the rec room, she is frustrated to find Peter parked there playing his video game. She asks him to leave, but he says, "Shut up Rachel, you're not the boss of me. I'll leave when I'm good and ready."

"Mom!" Rachel yells, running up the stairs to her mother. "He's doing it again!" she says, practically in tears at her frustration. She knows her brat brother is bound and determined to ruin yet another of her sleepovers.

Their mom comes downstairs and says, "Peter, what are you doing here? Didn't I tell you to leave the girls alone?"

Peter sputters in feigned indignation. "Mom! I was here first. I told her I'd leave as soon as I finished this level."

"Mrs. Mason," says Tina, one of Rachel's best friends, "That's not strictly true."

"Oh? What did he say, Tina?"

"He said he'd leave when he was 'good and ready'."

"And," Rachel's friend Meghan adds, "he first told her to 'shut up' and said 'you're not the boss of me'."

"Oh, is that so, young man?"

"Well, she isn't!" Peter answered by way of defence.

"But I am," says Mrs. Mason as she grabs Peter by his ear, twists it, and makes him stand. "We discussed this earlier, young man. You are to leave your sister and her friends in peace."

"But Mom!"

"No buts about it, Peter Alan Mason. If you bother these girls again tonight, you can expect a spanking."

"Mommmmmm!" Peter cries out, in abject embarrassment at his mom using the s-word in front of Rachel's friends.

Several of the girls put their hands to their mouths, barely able to conceal their mirth at this revelation.

Peter starts crying and runs up the stairs and all the way to his room, slamming his door shut. He has never been so embarrassed in his entire life. The girls all attend the same school he does. He hasn't been given a spanking since he was ten years old, but now all the world would think that he still gets spankings at age fifteen!

The girls all hold their tongues until after Peter and his mom leave the room.

"You guys still get spanked?" asks one of the girls of Rachel.

"Not for years," Rachel answers. "I think Mom was really pissed at him."

"Would she still do it? Spank him I mean?"

"Oh yeah! Mom never makes idle threats."

"Wow. That would be something."

"Any of you want to get him spanked, guaranteed?" asks Rachel.

"Yes!" they all cry out in glee. They've had numerous sleepovers where Peter had been a complete annoying brat. They had never called on Peter and Rachel's mom for help, but enough is enough.

"Okay, this is what we'll do. I'll erase his video game progress completely. He's worked months on it. Then one of you guys just accidentally step on the switch on the power bar. We'll say it must have been a glitch, and we can all say how sorry we are. My Mom will believe us, but Peter won't. He'll be so mad! He'll get himself into trouble with Mom, guaranteed."

"Oh! You are one evil older sister. I love it!" says Tina. "That brat deserves it. Everyone in? I'll be the one that steps on the power switch."

All the girls answer in the affirmative. None of them has even a hint of compassion for Rachel's super annoying and super rude little brother. They all know how miserable he is to Rachel. They all want to see him catch it.

Rachel takes up the controller, and with an evil grin says to her friends, "nobody look" and deletes her brother's entire character off the game. As soon as she does that, Tina throws a nerf ball behind the entertainment system, then as she goes to retrieve it, she innocently steps on the red switch on the power bar, removing power from the entire entertainment system.

"Tina!" says Rachel, "you must have stepped on the power bar."

"Oh, I did? Silly me. I hope everything is okay."

"I'm sure everything will be fine," says Rachel. "We'll just leave it like that. My brat brother will know how to fix it."

The girls chuckle and head up to Rachel's room. On the way past her brother's closed door, Rachel calls out, "rec room is free, Peter," in as sweet a voice as she can muster.

Peter hears his sister call out. He's still miserably embarrassed at how his mom had implied in front of all those girls that he still gets spankings at his age when he doesn't.

After that, he has no desire to face any of those girls ever again. When the coast is clear, he shuffles back down to the rec room to play more of his game in peace. He needs an escape, badly.

When he gets there, nothing is working. He seethes in frustration that those stupid girls must have busted something. He looks around and finds that the main switch on the power bar is off. Stupid girls must have stepped on it and not even known how to fix it. Idiots. He switches it back on and everything returns to normal. He turns on the game console and goes to start his game...

It's not there!

It's nowhere!

His entire character, that he took months and months to build, is not there!!!

He searches frantically through the saved games and looks for any sort of restore option.

It's gone! It's utterly gone! Months of gameplay. Wasted!

He immediately knows what happened. His fucking sister fucking deleted his character! Then they turned off the power to hide her tracks! He is furious and starts seeing red.

Without thinking of the consequences, or even his earlier embarrassment, he storms right up to his sister's room and pounds on the door.

"You FUCKING BITCH!" he yells.

All the girls inside Rachel's room hold their hands to their mouths to keep from laughing out loud. This is going perfectly, they think.

Rachel's and Peter's mom is sitting in the living room doing her knitting when she sees Peter storming angrily upstairs. "Oh boy, what now?" she asks herself.

She slows her knitting and cocks an ear toward upstairs.

"You FUCKING BITCH!" she hears him yell.

Mrs. Mason's jaw drops open. "What kind of language is that???" she asks herself. She immediately gets up and heads up the stairs, shaking her head.

Rachel tentatively opens the door to Peter.

"Peter? Whatever is the problem?"

"YOU KNOW DAMN WELL YOU FUCKING BITCH OF A SISTER!!!"

"Peter! Language!"

"YOU ERASED MY FUCKING VIDEO GAME!!!!!"

"I did no such thing!" Rachel lies.

Just then, Peter's mother gets up the stairs.

"That will be enough of that, Peter Alan Mason! What language!"

"MOM! SHE DELETED MY VIDEO GAME!"

"I don't care what you think your sister did, that sort of language is unacceptable, always!"

"OK. Fine. But she ERASED my video game!"

"Rachel, is that true?"

"No, Mom. Of course not. Tina accidentally stepped on the power bar, but I wouldn't think that would erase his game."

"I was getting a Nerf ball, Mrs. Mason," says Tina, truthfully. "I stepped on it, and everything switched off. We just left it like that not wanting to do any more damage."

"Well, that must be it then, Peter. It was an unfortunate accident."

"It was no FUCKING ACCIDENT, Mom! It doesn't just erase the game when it loses power! She did it deliberately."

"Peter! Language!"

"We didn't do anything to his game, we swear," says Rachel.

"We were all right there and didn't see anything like that," Meghan confirms, again truthfully. The girls had all looked away as Rachel did it.

"I'm so sorry about your game, Peter!" says Tina, starting to cry. "It was an accident," she wails, her tears falling from her cheeks. Tina is an excellent actress who always gets the big parts in the school plays.

"Peter, the girls feel very badly about it. It's obviously an accident. Sometimes these electronic things just glitch when the power goes off."

Peter, very familiar with video game technology, knows darned well that the game progress is stored in non-volatile memory. He might lose his latest progress, but there's no way removing power can selectively erase just his entire game progress from NVRAM. He gets more and more frustrated as the girls blatantly lie to his mother and him. His frustration gets the best of him.

"YOU'RE ALL FUCKING LYING BITCHES!" he screams at the top of his lungs.

"Peter!" his mom yells at him as she slaps him across the face. "That will be entirely enough of that!"

"Mom! Owww!" Peter says, holding his hand to his face, his tears starting to flow. He is shocked and stunned into passivity by the slap across his face. He has never been slapped before.

"I've had enough of your filthy language and your tantrums. Come with me!" She grabs him by his ear, twists it, and hauls him off toward the kids' bathroom.

"Mom! Ow! Ow! Ow!" Peter cries as he is forcibly dragged.

The girls smirk at each other. Is he going to get a spanking???

They follow behind and stand at the door to the bathroom, looking in with curiosity. Some crouch to make room for the others to see.

"On your knees!" his mother says, twisting his ear more and making him kneel in front of the sink.

"Mom! Ow! Ow! Ow!"

His Mom pulls his T-shirt up and off him, leaving him bare-chested. She picks up a bar of soap and begins lathering it in her hands.

"Mom! No!" Peter says, realizing the embarrassing punishment his mom intends.

"Open your mouth!" she commands.

"Nooooo! Mommmm!" he pleads.

His Mom squeezes his cheeks so his mouth pops open, then she inserts the lathered bar of soap in and begins scrubbing it around.

"I will not have that kind of language in this household, young man!" she says as she continues washing his mouth out.

Peter makes horrible guttural sounds of objection as the bar of soap works its way all around his mouth, his tongue, his teeth, his cheeks, and a bit down his throat even.

One of the naughtier girls turns to the others and makes "blowjob" type motions with her closed hand to her mouth. The others try hard not to laugh out loud.

Meanwhile, Peter is absorbing the full brunt of a very angry mouth-soaping. The suds are by this time pouring out of his mouth and all down his chin and his bare chest, revealing the reason his mom de-shirted him.

She bends over, holding the bar of soap in one hand, and scolding him with a finger of the other. She asks angrily, "Am I ever going to hear such crude language out of your mouth again, Peter Alan Mason?"

"Moooo" Peter says, shaking his head vigorously no, the tears from his eyes now mixing with the soapy suds from his mouth.

"Rinse!" his mother says.

Peter leans over the sink and begins spitting the soap out and rinsing with the plastic bathroom cup and the water from the tap. He rinses again and again and again, unable to get the soapy taste completely out.

"That's enough. Come with me," she says, picking Peter up again by his ear.

"Owww!" he cries out as he's pulled to his feet by his still angry mom.

She bustles straight through the curious girls at the doorway, dragging her shirtless teenage son along by his ear.

"What did I say would happen if you bothered the girls again?"

"No! Mom!!! Please!!!!!" Peter begs.

"Not ONLY did you bother them, but you swore at them, insulted them, and called them all liars to their faces!"

"But Mom!" Peter says, still stung by the unfairness of it all. They were lying! "It wasn't no accident!"

"I understand you believe it was deliberate, but it was clearly an accident, all the girls say so, and you're too stubborn to admit it!"

"No, Mom!"

"And even if you believe that, which I don't for a second, there is absolutely no call to be so crude and insulting to houseguests, no less. Where are your manners?"

While this is going on, his mom continues to drag him, bare-chested toward the stairs and then starting down them.

"Rachel, please fetch my hairbrush from my dressing table and bring it down. Ladies, he insulted you all most crudely and called you all liars. You're welcome to come down to the living room and watch his spanking."

"Mommy!!!! No!!!! You can't!!! You can't!!!"

"Oh, I certainly can, little man!" Mrs. Mason says angrily as she begins dragging him down the stairs by his ear, as he shrieks and cries the entire way.

"Oh boy!" Rachel thinks to herself, "this is better than I ever could have expected!" She runs to the dressing table in her mom's bedroom and picks up the much-feared, much-dreaded, hairbrush. It's antique, made from heavy hardwood. The back of it is a large, fully flat oval. The hairbrush was often threatened, but never used. It seemed like today it would be! Rachel was gleeful.

Rachel runs back to the head of the stairs where the girls are waiting.

"Come on!" she tells them, and they all go down together.

"Stay!" his mother says to Peter, as if talking to the family dog, pointing to a spot on the carpet in the middle of the elegantly appointed living room.

Peter stays, his bare soapy chest heaving from his tears.

She gets a straight-backed, armless wooden chair from the kitchen and puts it down in the middle of the living room, right next to Peter.

The girls descend as Mrs. Mason takes her seat on the spanking chair.

"Sit there, girls," she says, indicating the two couches and the easy chairs pointing toward the centre of the room where she is. The girls eagerly take their places.

"As for you, young man," she says, turning to Peter, "what did I say would happen if you bothered the girls again?"

"no… mommy… please…"

"What did I say?"

"That I'd get a… a… spanking," he says in a barely audible voice.

"That's right, a good old-fashioned spanking," his mom says, emphasizing the s-word.

Peter is already ashamed to be standing there bare-chested in front of the girls. It's not that he has any kind of chest to be proud of either. He knows he's a bit scrawny still. But things in that department are about to get worse. A lot worse.

Mrs. Mason reaches her hands forward to either side of her son's track pants.

"mommy… no!" Peter pleads.

With one quick yank, Mrs. Mason pulls Peter's track pants right down to his ankles.

"Ah!" Peter cries out, bared to only his little white underpants. He's never been so humiliated in his life.

His mom grabs his arm and forces him to face toward the girls. Peter knocks his knees together and crouches.

"What have you to say to these girls?"

"I'm sorry?" he ventures.

"Sorry for what?"

"Sorry for cursing and getting angry."

"And…"

Peter knows what his mom wants. She wants him to tell them he is sorry for calling them liars. But they are liars!

"And…" his mother prompts again, more pointedly.

Peter considers his options. He realizes his evil sister has completely outplayed him. He has no choice.

"And calling you liars." Peter says, in what his mother considers to be a surly fashion.

"Get across my knee," Mrs. Mason says.

"Mom, please!" begs Peter, hoping for a last-minute stay.

"Now!" she commands, as she directs Peter around the chair to her right side and then pulls him unceremoniously across her lap by his arm.

"Oh, Mommy!" he cries out, the sheer embarrassment of it all overtaking him.

"Your behaviour today is utterly unacceptable," his mother scolds as Peter lies face down across her lap in only his underpants.

"Being crude and swearing is one thing. Being rude to our guests is another. But calling them liars and making poor Tina cry? Over an honest mistake? That is completely unacceptable in this household, and you are about to learn that the hard way."

Mrs. Mason puts her hand on the waistband of Peter's underpants. Peter suddenly gets frantic, and bucks and kicks and reaches his hand back.

"No! Mommy No! Not that! Please Mommy!!!! No!"

But Mrs. Mason is adamant. She slowly peels the back of his underpants down. Down until his crack is visible. Down further until the top half of his bottom is visible. Down even further until his whole bottom is visible, hooking the elastic waistband down at the tops of his thighs, nestled under the rise of his buttocks.

"Mommy!!!!! Nooooooooo!" Peter wails desperately at his public bottom baring.

Mrs. Mason knows exactly what she is doing. She knows that even the mention of a spanking in front of his sister and a group of girls almost his own age is embarrassing enough. She had hoped that would have been an end to it.

But he had pushed and pushed.

She felt that for her word to be respected by her unruly teen, she needed to follow through on her threat, and so she did.

She knew that any kind of spanking would have been embarrassing for the boy, even a few light taps over his trackpants. However, she meant to be taken seriously, so she lowered his trackpants, made him apologize in only his underpants, and then put him across her lap for his spanking.

She had even briefly considered keeping his underpants up for his spanking. Even an underpants spanking would be humiliating for the boy, and she knew she could have still made a powerful impression with her hairbrush even through the thin fabric barrier.

But no, the entirely surly manner he had "apologized" for calling the girls liars had made up her mind for her. At that moment, she decided that she would deploy the most potent disciplinary tool in a mother's toolbox: a bare-bottom hairbrush spanking in front of girls.

She well understood the embarrassment it brings her son and hopes he will learn a valuable lesson from it in behaving properly and respecting her authority in the home.

Alice and her girlfriends, meanwhile, are seated wide-eyed feasting on the embarrassing disciplinary tableau unfolding before them.

They could almost feel sorry for the brat. Being slapped in the face, then dragged to the washroom where his mom took his shirt right off him and then washed his mouth out with soap. Some of the girls had heard about mouth soaping, but none had ever seen it or experienced it. While they were no goodie-two-shoes, they were smart enough not to swear like a sailor in front of their parents!

Some of them thought that would be it, but when they heard his mom say he was getting a spanking, and that they were invited to watch, it was like a dream come true.

He already looked silly standing there without his shirt on, showing his scrawny boy's chest, in just his baggy grey trackpants. None of the girls dreamed what would happen next. None of the girls dreamed that his mom would actually pull his trackpants right down to his ankles.

The girls could all see the blush rising in the brat's face as he realizes that, for all intents and purposes, he's standing there in front of them in just his tighty-whitie underpants. They could even see the outline of his little penis and testicles under there. It was too good!

And how he begged and pleaded with "mommy" to spare him the embarrassment? Precious!

When he went across his mom's knee, even Rachel thought he'd at least be allowed to keep his underpants up. But no! To her absolute fiendish delight, he kicked and cried and begged like a little baby as mom took them down to totally bare his ass!

The other girls were equally, if not more amazed at this turn of events. "What a baby!" they all thought. Crying and carrying on. Spanked like a baby by his mommy. Spanked on his bare bottom like a baby.

Peter thought he would die of embarrassment. He hadn't had a spanking for over five years, since he was a little kid. And even then, always behind closed doors. Yes, he remembers distinctly that those were bare-bottomed affairs, but not like this!

When his mom first threatened a spanking, his mind had immediately gone to a bare bottom spanking while the girls watched. But that was surely silly. Surely his mom would never… or so he thought.

The mouth-soaping was already unpleasant and embarrassing. All the girls seeing him punished, like a little kid.

When his mom said he would be spanked, and spanked in front of the girls, he almost died! Yes, he thought of it being on the bare, but his rational mind talked him out of it. She couldn't. She wouldn't. Not in front of all the girls.

When his mom pulled down his trackpants, while he was incredibly embarrassed, he was also relieved that she hadn't hooked her finger just a bit deeper and pulled down his underpants at the same time showing all his boy parts to the girls. That would have been absolutely mortifying.

It was bad enough being in just his underpants in front of the group of tittering girls and having to apologize, when it was them who did it!

It was like a nightmare unfolding when his mom took him across her knee. Up to then, he was hoping she was just scaring him. Just threatening him to make the point that she could if she wanted to but wouldn't really. Or at least would only spank him in private. After he was dangling, he knew he would be spanked. Spanked while all those evil girl-freaks watched.

But having gotten that far with his underpants still up, he had thought that would be it. He'd get his spanking over his underpants, which was more than bad enough already.

When he felt his mom's fingers in the waistband of his underpants, starting to pull them down, he freaked. He couldn't help himself. He kicked and cried and screamed. He begged. He even tried to stop their descent with his hand. But it was to no avail. His mom inexorably lowered them, inch by inch. A bit on the left, a bit on the right, all the way down until she hooked them right under the cheeks of his bubble-butt. He was ass-out in front of all the girls!!!!

This could not be happening!

Then Mrs. Mason begins spanking Peter with her hand while scolding him at the same time.

"Peter, you should be ashamed of yourself."

spank, spank, spank

"Having a temper tantrum, at your age."

spank, spank, spank

"This spanking is long overdue, young man. Long overdue."

spank, spank, spank

Pete's mom keeps up a consistent rhythm, going left cheek, right cheek, both cheeks, repeat.

Mrs. Mason keeps pulling the back of his underpants lower down his thighs so she can better reach those sensitive undercurves of a boy's bottom. However, the elastic of his underpants, trapped in front as it is, keeps pulling the material back up his butt and blocking her choicest strokes.

With exasperation, she pauses his spanking, reaches her hand under him to the centre front waistband of his underpants, and pulls them down in front, much to Peter's even greater embarrassment of having his mom's hand graze his privates!

With the front down, she pulls the underpants lower, to a useless band around his knees.

Peter feels more naked than ever now!

His bare genitals are now lying right across his mom's lap. The smallest move, the slightest turn, and all his junk would be visible to the girls!

"mommmy, no" he complains as she lowers his undies to his knees. Mrs. Mason is well aware of Peter's little dilemma, worried that his privates might go "on show" to all the girls. Well, that was his problem, she figures. If he takes his spanking well, like a big boy, and stays flat and doesn't wiggle or kick his legs, he might keep his modesty, for a time.

And Peter does exactly that, gluing his legs together and staying as absolutely flat across his mother's lap as he possibly can. Moving as little as he possibly can as his little red cheeks absorb smack and smack after smack.

spank, spank, spank

After about five minutes of hand spanking, Peter's butt is a nice cherry red all over. Mrs. Mason's hand is no joke. But the worst is yet to come.

"Hand me my hairbrush, please Rachel."

Rachel stands and bring the hairbrush over.

"Now for the real punishment." Mrs. Mason says to Peter.

"nooooooo!" he wails. Isn't it real enough already?

She raises the hairbrush and brings the oval back down hard onto Peter's right cheek, nearest his sit spot.

"AHHHH!" Peter yells.

She repeats to his left cheek, then low down to both, and picks up her same rhythm.

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"No! Ah! Oh! I'm sorry! Please! Mom! Please I'm sorry! Ow! Ouch! Oh! Oh! Mommy! No! Please! No More! No More!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

Mrs. Mason is relentless. She is determined her boy will learn his lesson.

Peter bucks and kicks and turns across his mother's lap, all thought of modesty utterly gone from the fierce onslaught of his mother's antique hairbrush.

The girls, for their part, go wide-eyed again. As Peter bucks, kicks, squirms, and rolls from side to side, desperately trying to get his ass away from his mom's hairbrush, the girls get repeated glimpses of his flopping genitals: penis, testicles, everything. Flying free, squished, squooshed, and out again. The girls directly behind Peter see all his junk as he kicks his legs like a little froggy and bicycles his feet in the air. They can even see his butthole!

Peter, however, is utterly unaware of the fine "peep show" he is putting on for the girls, so consumed is he by the unrelenting application of his mom's hairbrush to his rear end.

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Noooo! Mommy noooooo!" he says as he can't help himself and puts his right hand back to try to shield his buttocks.

His mom just grabs his arm, bends it up behind his back, and then traps his two legs under her one. With Peter completely secured, she resumes his spanking with determination.

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Waaaaahhhhhhh!" Peter lets out a continuous wail as his mom puts the finishing touches on his hairbrushing.

Mrs. Mason pauses with the hairbrush resting on his by now crimsoned cheeks.

"Apologize to the girls again, and it had better be sincere!"

Peter wants no more spanking! He can take no more spanking! He's willing to say anything, to anyone.

"I'm SORRY!" he wails the tears dripping out of his eyes, snot pouring for his nose. "I'm SORRY I threw a temper tantrum! I'm SORRY I swore! I'm SORRY I called you liars. I'm SORRRRRYYYY!"

"That's more like it," says Mrs. Mason.

"Are you going to obey Mommy from now on?"

"Yes MOMMY!"

"Good."

With that, she puts the hairbrush on the ground, unclamps her leg from Peter's, and releases his arm.

"Stand up," she says, helping Peter to stand with her hand steadying his arm.

"Mommy, mommy, mommy, no, no!" Peter says desperately. His trackpants and underpants both had worked themselves all the way down and off his legs and were sent flying as he was being spanked. Other than his white socks, he was completely naked. His Mom was trying to get him to stand, which would put him completely on display to the girls.

"Please mommy! I'm bare! I'm bare!"

"Stand up," she repeats, pulling him bodily up by his right arm. As he stands, Peter desperately attempts to cover his private parts with his free hand. Standing, Mrs. Mason grabs that arm as well and pulls his two arms behind his back. Peter jumps and yells and dances, trying to get away, but his mom grasps him strongly, her one hand encircling both of Peter's wrists behind his back. Holding him like this, she bends at the knees to retrieve her hairbrush with her free hand.

Peter is blushing desperately, entirely on display to his sister and the other girls. Then he feels the whack of his mother's hairbrush once again on his already well-spanked bottom.

"Ah! Mom! Please! Ah! Ah! Ah!" He cries as his mom holds him there and spanks him upright and facing the girls.

The girls can't believe what they're seeing! Peter's junk is right out there! No glimpses, no hints, just right out there! As his mom spanks and scolds him, his legs and entire torso bounce up and down, causing his penis and testicles to bounce up and down and wave madly in the air.

"Will you misbehave again?!?" his mom asks him.

"No! Mommy! Never! Never again!" he wails.

She continues his spanking as his penis wildly bounces and spins like a little propeller, much to the girls' amusement.

Stopping his spanking and putting the hairbrush down on the seat of the chair, Mrs. Mason, still holding Peter by his two arms behind his back, conducts him to the living room wall, she places his nose right against the wall and tells him to keep his arms where they are.

"This will keep you out of trouble until bedtime," she declares, leaving the crying, snivelling Peter in the most embarrassing timeout of his young life.

"If those arms unclasp, or if that nose leaves the wall, for even one second, you'll find yourself right back across my knee, Peter Alan Mason. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, Mommy!" Peter cries, the tears still running copiously down his cheeks.

Where he stands, the girls can admire the disciplinary effectiveness of Mrs. Mason's hairbrush. Peter's ass is messed up. His entire cheek area is crimson red. Painted on top of that, in oval-shaped bullseyes on each lower cheek are concentric rings of angry blue and white. He was spanked!

The girls return to Rachel's room, eager to discuss what they had just witnessed with one another. Peter is left naked, but for his short white socks, crying, with his nose pressed against the wall and his arms laced behind his back, not daring to move.

Mrs. Mason restores the furniture and sits back in her armchair where she can keep an eye on Peter and goes back to her knitting.

After about a half-an-hour, Peter's sobs have subsided to an occasional sniffle. The girls are upstairs, playing around, talking, laughing, and making happy, shrieking noises from time to time. Just then the doorbell rings. Mrs. Mason goes to get it. It's the pizza delivery man. She invites him into the front hallway and tells him she'll be right back with her purse.

The pizza man glances into the living room and sees Peter standing there, against the wall, his spanked bottom shining like a beacon. He chuckles to himself. That's one well-spanked boy!

Mrs. Mason returns with her purse and pays for the pizza. She notices the pizza delivery man glancing over at Peter.

"Oh, don't mind him, he's being punished."

"Must have been bad."

"You wouldn't even believe it. He threw a foul-mouthed temper tantrum right at his sister and the friends she invited for a sleepover."

Mrs. Mason hands over a nice tip and the pizza man departs, thanking her for the tip.

"Pizza is here, girls!" Mrs. Mason calls up. Rachel wanted nothing more than pizza for her sleepover. The girls stampede down the stairs already dressed in their PJs. They grab the boxes of pizza and lay them out on the dining room table. They each grab a plate, a diet pop, and a couple of slices of pizza. Rachel was sure to include Hawaiian in the order, her favourite. Some of the other girls tease her about her taste for Hawaiian pizza, as is customary. The girls take their plates and pop and go sit in the living room to eat and continue gabbing.

Mrs. Mason asks the girls, "do you mind Peter standing there? I can move him upstairs with me if you'd prefer?"

"That's okay, Mom. We don't mind."

"Yeah, we like seeing his spanked little butt," one of the girls says as the rest laugh.

"Okay then. Keep an eye on him Rachel, and if his hands unclasp or his nose leaves the wall, you let me know."

"No, problem, Mom. We'll keep an eye on him."

All the girls even giggle at that for no reason.

"And keep the teasing within limits, girls."

"Okay, Mom, we will," says Rachel.

Mrs. Mason goes up the stairs to her bedroom to read her book, very deliberately leaving Peter to the girls' tender mercies. "The boy needs to learn," she thinks ruefully to herself.

Poor Peter is absolutely miserable standing there, unmoving. His timeout drags on and on, interrupted only by the untimely arrival of the pizza man who sees him like this. Now all the girls are back in the room, seeing his bare spanked ass. The smell of pizza makes his tummy rumble.

"We should give him some pizza," one of the girls says.

"You want some pizza, Petey?" another girl asks.

"He can't eat pizza with his nose against the wall," says Rachel.

"I guess not!" says the first girl as they all laugh.

"Besides, after timeout he's going to bed without his supper."

"Is he getting an early bedtime?"

"He better hope so, or else he'll be standing there a long, long time."

"Poor little Petey. Did Mommy spank you?" asks Tina.

Peter says nothing, trying hard to ignore the girls' taunts.

"Answer her, Peter, or I'll tell Mom your nose left the wall..."

"Well, Petey. Did Mommy spank you?" Tina repeats.

"Yes." He says in a clipped tone as the girls all laugh uproariously.

Meghan gets up with a slice of pizza in her hand and walks to the side of Peter.

"Ewwww!" she says. "You can see his thingy!"

Some other girls walk to where she is, and confirm that, yes indeed, you can very much see his "thingy".

"It looks pretty small. Is it small, Petey, like, compared to the average, like?"

"No," Peter says, miserably.

"Ewwww! You measured it!?! He measured it!"

"Ha ha ha ha ha!"

The girls soon tire of teasing Peter. They finish up their pizza, tidy everything up, and go back upstairs to Rachel's room where she had moved all the furniture and covered the floor with mattresses.

Before going into her room, Rachel pops her head into her mom's room.

"Mom, we're going to my room now. Peter's still downstairs."

"Okay sweetheart. Don't stay up too late. Lights out at eleven."

"Mom! C'mon, please? Midnight at least?"

"Okay, midnight. But don't make me come in there after midnight."

"We won't Mom. G'night!"

"Night night."

"Oh, and Mom, can you make sure Peter doesn't... you know... make his noises?"

"I will."

With the girls now all giggling in Rachel's room, Mrs. Mason goes back downstairs to release Peter from his timeout and send him to bed.

She descends the stairs and sees him exactly where she last left him: dressed only in socks, arms clasped behind his back, nose against the wall, bare spanked bottom on display.

"Come away from the wall, Peter, and face me. Leave your arms where they are."

Peter gratefully separates his nose from the wall, hopeful his timeout is at an end. He sheepishly turns to face his mom, embarrassed by his exposed genitals.

"Do you understand why I punished you, Peter?"

"Yes, Mom. For being rude to the girls and using bad language."

"Early bedtime for you without supper. Go upstairs, go to the bathroom, then get into bed and lights off. No games, no reading. Lie there in the dark and think about your actions and the punishment you received and reflect on that."

"Yes, Mom."

"Oh, and Peter, Rachel asked me to tell you, no touching yourself tonight. The girls don't want to hear that. Am I understood?"

"Mom!" cries Peter, desperately embarrassed.

"Don't you 'mom' me. Don't think for a moment that I don't know about those dirty magazines under your mattress. And you do realize that it's me who changes your sheets?"

Peter blushes from head to toe.

"I know there will be many pretty girls right next to your bedroom tonight, but that's no excuse for you to think disrespectfully of any of them. So, no self-abuse. Your sister can hear it through the walls, and if she tells me she hears it tonight, it'll be the strap for you at breakfast time with all the girls watching. Are we clear?"

"Yes, mommy!" wails Peter, desperately embarrassed that his mom seems to know everything.

Peter shuffles away, bare naked, to his early bedtime, his bottom still sore, his pride destroyed. As he goes into his room, he hears the girls next door talking, giggling. Talking and giggling about… him!


Story 13:  Road Rager

Kevin Feldman has a bad habit of engaging in road rage much to his wife Karen's chagrin. As Kevin and Karen are driving, a driver cuts Kevin off and he goes into a rage. He's determined to teach this inconsiderate driver a lesson. He tailgates them aggressively, dangerously cuts ahead of them into oncoming traffic, and then, having gotten in front, brake checks them. All the while Karen yells at him to calm down! But Kevin sees red and is out of control.

The other car pulls over to the side of the road. Kevin pulls over in front of it and leaps out of the car even as Karen tries to stop him. Out of the passenger seat of the other car emerges an angry looking woman.

"What the hell are you doing???" she asks. "You could have killed my daughter and I!"

Kevin only now notices through the window that the driver is a very shaken looking teenage girl, clearly just learning to drive.

Kevin, seeing the scared teen, realizes what an ass he's been. The mother, however, remains very angry.

Karen joins them and tries to calm the mother, apologizing for her husband's outlandish behaviour.

"He's a menace! He should be in prison!" says the woman. "I'm calling the police!"

"I'm very, very sorry. My name is Karen, what's yours?" she asks, trying to defuse the situation.

"Marcy," says the woman, still angry.

"Marcy, I promise you, I will take care of this. He will not behave this way again."

"How?" she asks, sounding skeptical.

"For starters he's grounded from the car. Kevin! Give me your keys and your license. Now!"

Kevin, scared the woman will call the police, hands the items over to his wife.

"You're grounded from driving for a month."

"Only a month?" Marcy asks.

"Will three suit you better?"

"Much."

"Three months it is. And I'll also add that in addition to the that, I'll discipline him in a way no court of law would ever allow. You know what that means, don't you, Kevin?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he says, now utterly defeated, a shadow of the raging bull he had been only minutes earlier.

Marcy is a little shocked at the word "discipline". The way Karen said it. Kevin's reaction to it. She can't mean a spanking can she? Is this some kind of kink? She certainly hopes not.

The daughter comes out of the car and joins her mom and Karen.

"This is my daughter, Samantha," says Marcy, introducing her to Karen.

"You're just learning to drive, I take it?" asks Karen,

"Yeah… I'm sorry. I guess I wasn't checking my mirrors and cut him off."

"No need to apologize, young lady. He was driving aggressively. We saw your flicker for your lane change perfectly well, but he accelerated to try to close the space like a complete fool. Kevin, apologize to Samantha. Right now."

Kevin looks sheepish. Looking at his feet he says, "I'm sorry for driving so aggressively and then going into a rage."

"Now go get in the car," says Karen. "In the backseat like the child you are!"

Kevin sheepishly complies. He knows he's in deep shit. He's been punished before for his aggressive driving, but this incident is the worst by far. He had totally lost it and foolishly endangered everybody involved.

Marcy seems to be calming herself now that the danger has passed. Her daughter still looks a little shaken.

"You say you're going to 'discipline him' beyond grounding him from the car. What do you mean by that?" asks Marcy, sounding dubious.

"Well, when we married, five years ago now, I made it a condition that Kevin submit to discipline from me when I believe it's warranted. And it certainly is warranted today."

"What kind of 'discipline'?" Marcy asks, suspiciously.

"Once I get him home his clothes are coming off and he'll bend over the back of the couch for the leathering of his life."

"Neat!" says Samantha, giggling and seeming happy for the first time since the incident.

"Well, he acted like a complete bully to you, Samantha, so he's going to feel what it's like to be on the receiving end."

"Wait," interjects, Marcy. "Is this some kind of S - E - X thing?"

Samantha rolls her eyes at her mom spelling out the word 'sex' as if she was a small child who couldn't spell.

"I suppose, in part," Karen says honestly. "He's a bit of a natural submissive so any time a woman is firm with him it does elicit a sexual response, true. However, I can assure you there will be nothing sexual about the strapping I intend to give him."

Marcy continues to look dubious, protective of her daughter.

"If you and your daughter would like to watch..." suggests Karen.

"Can we, Mom?" asks Samantha, excitedly. "Please!?"

"No. Certainly not. That's not appropriate; not for a girl your age involving a grown man."

"There will be nothing sexual," repeats Karen. "He'll be humbled, and he'll be strapped until he can't sit down for a week. It can be very empowering for a woman, or a young lady, to witness that. Especially considering his behaviour toward your daughter and yourself."

"Well, yes, but... I don't know. It's certainly tempting. He's certainly earned it," Marcy says, smiling a bit, showing signs of weakening.

"Can we Mom, please? He was, like, a total jerk."

"I agree," says Karen.

"You say his clothes are coming off?"

"I can modify that if you prefer, for your daughter's sake. He'll feel it almost as much over his underpants."

"No!" says Samantha. "I want to see him get it bare ass!" says Samantha with a quite unexpected level of vindictiveness given how timid she had been.

"Samantha!" says her mother.

"I assure you again, Marcy, there will be nothing sexual about it. As your daughter surmises, the stripping is to take him down a peg. Teach him some humility. And with you two there, all the better for that."

"You've never seen a naked man before, Samantha," says Marcy.

"In books. And a movie once. One of those art films. I don't care. It's no big deal, Mom."

"Well, it is tempting…"

"Please, Mom?"

"Okay then. I guess my daughter has spoken."

Samantha beams.

"Wonderful! I'll write down our address for you... here it is. You can follow me home and park in the driveway."

Karen walks back to her car as Marcy and Samantha get back into theirs. Karen gets in the driver's seat and closes the door.

"Strip!" she says firmly.

Kevin lets out a groan. Karen has made him do this before: stripping for his spanking before they even get home. He'll have to do the walk of shame from the car to their front door in the nude. But he knows now is no time for disobedience. It would only make what he has coming that much worse. As Karen signals and drives on, he begins stripping off every stitch.

"Into the shopping bag," says Karen as she drives.

Kevin puts all his clothes into a canvas shopping bag they have in the back seat. He's now sitting in the backseat of their car, totally nude. He has his hands on his lap, strategically covering "the goods".

While at a stoplight, a woman in the passenger seat of an SUV looks down on their car from hers. She gets a huge smile on her face. Kevin sees this and turns his face away in shame.

The woman rolls down her window and makes the rolling-down-the-window gesture to Karen. Karen complies with a smirk.

"Hey! What's with the naked dude in your back seat?" the woman asks cheerfully.

"My husband. A road rage incident. I'm taking him home for a strapping."

"Wow! Nobody would believe me if I told them! May I take a pic?" the woman asks, holding up her mobile.

"As long as his face isn't in it."

The woman lines up the shot. Kevin covers himself desperately as he turns his face away.

"Can you ask him to move his hands?"

"Kevin! Hands at your sides, young man."

Kevin tears his hands away from his genitals.

The woman takes a pic. "Got it! No face. Lots of cock and balls, though. Ha ha! Thank you so much. I'll eat out on this for a year."

Just then the light turns and the cars both drive off.

Karen reaches their home and pulls into their driveway.

"Hand me the bag. I'll carry it. You go in the front door."

"But the neighbours…"

"… will see a naughty boy heading in to receive the strapping of a lifetime."

"How do I get in?" he asks, his key being in his pants in the shopping bag.

"I'll let you in. But we just need to wait here for a minute."

Kevin does not know why but is just as pleased to put off the embarrassing walk of shame ahead of him.

They wait, and before too long a second car pulls into their driveway. Marcy and Samantha.

"What are THEY doing here!?!" demands Kevin.

"They're here to watch your strapping."

"Honey! No! Please!!!!"

"Hush! They're the aggrieved parties, and they have every right to see you being disciplined."

Marcy and Samantha step out of their car. Karen does as well.

"I've stripped him already. A nice little walk of shame to the front door."

"Like in Game of Thrones!" says Samantha.

"Without the bell," says Karen with a smile.

Karen opens the rear door and invites Kevin out.

"Go on. Out you get. Walk, don't run to the front door, and stand there facing it until I let you in."

Kevin slowly emerges, hunching over, his hands covering his genitals. He quickly glances at Marcy and Samantha and blushes a deep red. He turns and slides one hand behind himself, covering the crack of his bum. He then walks in this hunched state over to the front door and stands there waiting for it to open. The three women watch his entire progression, grins on their faces at seeing the big bully so well-humbled.

"I see what you mean about the humbling," says Marcy. "Very effective."

"Thank you," says Karen, taking it as a compliment.

Samantha's eyes are wide taking in the sight of the man taking his mincing steps, bare naked, to his door; and then having to just stand there, all exposed and everything, only his inadequate hands protecting any last vestige of modesty, and not all that well at that. She can only imagine if it was her having to do that. She'd be dead of embarrassment!

"We'll go in the side door," says Karen, leading Marcy and Samantha that way. They enter the home, and Karen offers them some iced tea.

"Shouldn't you get him?" asks Marcy.

"Oh, he'll be just fine out there. All the neighbours know."

Karen serves them both iced tea as Kevin stews in his own juices outside the door.

Kevin is mortified to be standing there, bare ass naked, waiting for his wife to allow him into their house. He still has one hand covering his genitals, and the other arm and hand covering his ass crack and down between his legs as he stands there hunched over, desperately waiting for the door to open.

In the house across the street, Mrs. Adams looks out her front window.

"Peter! Come here. You have to see this," she calls to her husband.

Her husband comes over and looks out the window with her.

"Poor Kevin," says Mr. Adams.

"I wonder what he's done now?" asks Mrs. Adams, rhetorically.

"Whatever it is, he's in for a butt whooping, that's for sure."

"I imagine so," says Mrs. Adams, shaking her head.

While they had never seen his wife whip him and had never seen their neighbour "in the buff" as he is now, from conversation with her, Mrs. Adams knows that Karen maintains discipline with her husband using these means. She had passed it on to Mr. Adams, and then several other of the neighbours as well.

One of these other neighbours, Mitzy Martimer, is just then walking her little lap dog past Karen and Kevin's house.

"Hi Kevin," she calls out with a smirk.

Kevin glances behind, then turns back and says sheepishly, "Hullo, Mitzy."

"Lost your keys," she asks with a giggle.

"No."

"Just working on that all-over tan, is that it?"

Kevin doesn't answer, too ashamed to speak more.

"I imagine there's one part of you that's 'gonna get tanned, but good, and I'm looking right at it now."

Kevin blushes furiously.

Mitzy and Karen are best friends and share everything. Kevin knows that Karen has told Mitzy about his spankings. Karen and Kevin had argued about it, in fact. Karen, however, with the help of a stout wooden hairbrush, had won that argument handily, and reserved the right to tell anybody she pleased about Kevin's disciplinings.

So, Mitzy does indeed know that Karen spanks Kevin, reserving the leather strap for the most serious of offences, which she can only imagine is the case now, given his naked "timeout" in front of their front door for anybody to see.

Soon after, old Mr. and Mrs. Berkovsky walk past on their daily stroll.

"Well would you look at that!" says Mr. Berkovsky.

"That's Karen Feldman's husband. She's a spanker, that one."

"Oh! Is that so, eh? Well, I wouldn't want to be in his shoes in that case."

"pssst… he's not wearing shoes."

"Or anything else for that matter!"

"I guess he's getting it bare, then."

"Well, what the hell is he doing outside?"

"Oh, I imagine Karen is just making her point."

"Poor beggar."

And on they stroll.

As the Berkovsky's stroll on, a pair of neighbourhood teenage girls pass by.

"Hi Mr. Feldman!" they say coquettishly, pausing to watch him squirm in distress before their eyes. He does not respond.

"Mr. Feldman, it's rude not to say hi to us."

"Hello, girls," Kevin says, breathlessly.

"You 'gonna get your butt whooped?"

"yeah…"

"tsk, tsk, tsk," says one girl.

"Naughty, naughty," says the other.

"What for?"

"road rage…"

"A grown-up temper tantrum!"

"Oh, Mr. Feldman. Grow up, already."

"I hope Mrs. Feldman gives you a good spanking, Mr. Feldman."

"I'll bet you won't be sitting for a week!"

The girls giggle some more and walk on.

It was an open secret, all through the neighbourhood, that Mrs. Feldman spanks. One of those two girls lives in the house across the back yard and can hear the swats and cries in the summer when the windows are open.

Finally. Finally. The door opens. Kevin practically falls inside, but only to be greeted by more humiliation in the form of Marcy and Samantha sipping on iced teas.

"Fetch the strap and the necessities, Kevin, and give it a good oiling at the kitchen table."

"Oh, please, Marcy! Not the strap. Please! Can't you just take me across your knee? That's bad enough! Especially with them here."

"Them? You mean Ms. Marcy and Miss. Samantha?"

"Yes, sorry."

"You're not sorry. Not yet anyways. You will be sorry once I apply that strap oil to your butt. Now get going. Don't make me say it again."

"Ohhhh... yes, dear."

Kevin goes upstairs, into their bedroom, into the closet, and regretfully gets the heavy leather strap that he dreads more than anything else off its hook. He's naked as he does so, adding to his vulnerability. His knees quiver as he fetches it down.

The strap is about two feet long, an inch-and-a-half wide, and is split at the business end into twin tails. It's two quarter-inch pieces of leather riveted and sewn together at the handle end and free at the business end. The handle end terminates in a thick metal ring by which it is hung when not in use. Some call it a Scottish tawse, but Karen calls it "the strap". It's an antique and has acquired the patina of a well-used piece of kit.

There's also a shoe box nearby that he gets as well. He brings both back downstairs to the kitchen table, feeling the eyes of the ladies on his naked body.

He goes to the kitchen table, lays out some newspapers and lays the strap on top. He opens the shoe box and gets out the leather oil, conditioner, and a couple of rags. Kevin begins miserably rubbing the oil into the strap.

Karen brings Marcy and Samantha over to observe. Karen explains.

"That strap is a bit of an antique, they don't make them as thick as that anymore. It keeps as good as new if properly maintained. The leather loses some of its moisture over time, and that can lead to cracks and breaks. It's important to maintain it with the strap oil and conditioner to make sure it retains the proper levels of moisture, flexibility, and heft over time. We only get it out on special occasions, isn't that so, Kevin?"

"Yes, Ma'am..." Kevin says, his voice shaking.

"It looks like it'll do the job," says Marcy. "Right across his bare ass?"

"Yes. And the backs of his legs if he moves around too much and gives me cause."

"How many are you going to give him?"

"I don't usually have any set number. I go until I think he's learned his lesson, and so the punishment is appropriate to his misbehaviour."

"How does this one rate?"

"Top shelf. Endangering all of us. Driving like a complete idiot. Going into a rage. He's going to be in fiery hell for a good long time."

"Good," says Samantha with a vindictiveness belying her age.

"I almost feel sorry for him," says Marcy, shaking her head.

"Save it for someone who deserves it," says Karen, still angry inside about her husband's vehicular and verbal assault on Marcy and her daughter.

Kevin shudders as he continues oiling and conditioning the leather. Two and a half angry women are not something to be taken lightly.

The women return to the living room to sip their iced teas. Pretty soon after, Kevin approaches Karen, gets on his knees, his head bowed, his eyes a bit wet with tears already, and presents the oiled strap to her for inspection, his hands outstretched, his ass and genitals on full view. Shaking. It's the posture Karen has trained him to assume in these situations

"He's very placid and obedient when he knows he's getting the strap. Don't want to make it any worse than it already is, do you?"

"No, ma'am," Kevin says, his voice breaking.

Karen takes the strap from his hand, bends it and feels it.

"Very good, Kevin. Nice and supple."

Karen passes it to Marcy.

Marcy takes it and says, "Wow. That's heavier than it looks." She passes it on to Samantha.

Samantha takes it and says, "Oooooh." She stands and raises her hand, then swishes the strap through the air.

"Here," Karen says, tossing a pillow on the couch.

Samantha lines, up, raises the strap high, wiggles her bottom a bit, then brings it down with a loud SNAP across the defenceless pillow. "Youch!" She exclaims, surprised by the force of the blow she delivered.

"You're a natural, Samantha. I'll let you have a go at Kevin. Is that alright, Marcy?"

"Only if I get a go as well."

"Of course!"

Kevin whimpers.

"Let's get it over with," says Karen. "Come around here, Kevin. You know the drill. Bend over the arm of the couch."

"Please, Karen. Not just raw like this, please. May I at least have a spanking first? Please?"

Marcy and Samantha, inexperienced as they are, both think it odd that Kevin is begging for a spanking before his strapping.

Karen knows, however, and explains it to them: "The strap is pretty excruciating on an unspanked bum. I usually warm him up a bit with my hand first. But if you ladies are hellbent, I'm happy to raw dog it."

"No. Nothing cruel and unusual. Do as you normally do."

"I usually sit there in the middle of the couch and put him across my lap for a good hand spanking. Perhaps that might be a nice warmup for you Marcy, or you, Samantha?"

"Sam's the most aggrieved party here. I leave it up to her. Sam?"

"Sure! What do I do?"

"You sit here, dear, right in the centre. Kevin! Get across Miss Samantha's lap. Now!"

Kevin hastily complies. Had he known he would be going across the sixteen-year-old girl's lap, he wouldn't have been so quick to beg for a spanking.

The girl visibly smirks as the fully unclothed Kevin drapes himself across her lap.

"Ewww! I can feel his junk on my lap!"

Karen and Marcy laugh at that.

"Occupation hazard, dear," says her mom. Turning to Marcy she asks, "He won't get... excited... will he, across my daughter's lap like that? Or leak at all?"

"I think he's more preoccupied with the strapping he knows he has coming."

"So, what do I do? Anything I should know?" asks Samantha excitedly, her hand poised above Kevin's bare ass.

"Keep your fingers closed and your hand a little cupped like this, then start in on those undercurves, alternating cheeks."

"Like this?" Samantha asks, beginning the spanking.

"Good! You can go harder, though. Really as hard as you can. It will actually be a mercy for him. Just don't hurt your hand."

Samantha smiles and picks up the force and the pace, the strikes from her palm echoing throughout the room. Kevin starts crying out a bit.

"That's it. Now go all over. Yup. Even a bit down his legs. That's good!"

"Bad, Bad, Boy!" Samantha says as she spanks.

Peter is starting to cry out even more and squirm under the onslaught.

"Pull up here to get into those areas," says Karen as she leans over and pulls Kevin's right cheek up and out, presenting the unspanked flesh lower down his buttocks and more inside his cleft to the teen's palm.

"Neat!" she says as she spanks there, then takes over the pulling and opening herself.

Kevin, meanwhile, feels his buttocks cheeks pulled apart and feels the air on his exposed anus making him squirm in impossible embarrassment as the teen and the lady, along with his wife, get a good view of his hidden hole.

Samantha seems to greatly enjoy belabouring Kevin's inner ass cheeks with a rain of spanks all up and down the length of his cleft.

"Quite sensitive there," says Karen. "And very embarrassing to boot."

"Indeed," says Marcy with a smirk at her daughter's precociousness.

Samantha ends Kevin's spanking with a flurry of quick and hard strokes all over his backside, rendering it a deep shade of pink.

"There!" she says as she delivers the last spank.

"Well done!" says Karen. "You're a natural."

The teen is sweating a bit, panting, and a little out of breath. But her eyes are gleaming with delight at the act she had just completed.

"That was fun!" says Samantha as Kevin, still across her lap, whimpers and squirms.

"Up!" Samantha says with a final smack to his bare ass.

Kevin quickly raises himself up, covering his genitals from the teen's gaze.

"Thank Miss. Samantha for warming up your sorry ass."

Kevin stands in front of her and says, "Thank you, Miss. Samantha."

"My pleasure!" she says, enthusiastically.

"Time for your strapping, now, Kevin. Bend over the arm of the couch. Don't make me tell you again."

"Yes, Ma'am."

Kevin goes and drapes himself across the broad high left arm of the sofa. Karen approaches him from his left and adjusts herself so as to optimize the distance between her outstretched arm and his vulnerable pink ass so the twin tails of her tawse, at full extension, just reach the center of his far cheek. She pulls her arm back and then forward again, lining up the strike perfectly, taking a few preliminary swings that serve only to make Kevin whimper in fear.

"If your hands come back, if your legs block me, of if you stand up at all, we'll start back from the beginning with a few nice strokes to the backs of your legs. Understood?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

Karen lines up a final time, pulls the strap back and whizzes it down toward Kevin's ass.

SWACK!

"Arghhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Nooooooo!" mewls Kevin, his little legs kicking up and down a few inches.

Karen smiles as a broad rectangular welt comes up on her husband's backside.

Marcy and Samantha look slightly horrified at the force of the blow.

"Why are you getting this strapping, Kevin?" she asks him firmly.

"Because I was a bad boy!"

The women all smile.

"Be more precise."

"I lost my temper when driving and almost caused an accident."

"Yes. And you scared this poor girl who was just learning to drive."

"I'm, sorrrrryyyy!"

"Not as sorry as you're going to be," mutters Karen to herself as she brings the strap back for a second mighty swing.

SWACK!

"Ahhh! Ohhh! Owwww!!!"

A second broad welt forms on his ass, slightly criss-crossing the first.

Karen looks over at Marcy and Samantha with a smile as she lets the full effects of that stroke settle into her husband's rear end.

"Effective," comments Marcy.

"Cool!" says Samantha, feeling not the least sorry for Kevin. More excited by his pain if anything.

Karen delivers another ten strokes with equal intensity, allowing ten to fifteen seconds for the effects to fully soak in before proceeding to the next. By the end of Kevin's first dozen, his ass is already a mess. Dark red, welted, with some light bruising already appearing.

"Care to have a go?" asks Karen of Marcy, handing her the strap.

"Don't mind if I do," she says, taking the strap from Karen.

"No, no, please," cries Kevin feebly, his tears already wetting the sofa seat.

"Oh, yes," says Marcy with a determined grin, remembering her fear at the out-of-control man storming out of his vehicle toward her daughter. Mama bear is taking her pound of flesh!

Marcy lines up and gives a swing. It lands on target, but without the force of Karen's blows.

"Just getting my range," she says as she lines up her second shot. She raises her hand higher and whips her hips and arms into it more, bringing the leather slashing down with the twin tails wrapping around Kevin's flank.

"Ahhhh! FUCK!" yells Kevin.

"Language, mister!" scolds Karen.

Karen examines the nasty mark the strap left on his right hip.

"It's not that intuitive," says Karen to Marcy, "but don't aim the center of the strap, aim the tip."

Karen adjusts Marcy a bit so the tip of the strap with her arm outstretched lands right in the center of his far cheek.

"The tip swings the fastest and does the most damage. That's what you want to aim, not the middle of the strap. If you're too far over, it wraps around like that last one. We want to punish him, not injure him."

"Sorry!" says Marcy, a bit sheepishly.

"You can aim the tip here, or here, or here," she says, pointing out general areas of his bum. "If you aim for the midline, it wraps around nicely into his crack, which is just fine. A little strapping in there means he won't be very comfortable for quite some time."

Marcy lines up again, being careful to aim the tip to the low center of Kevin's right ass cheek. She pulls back and whips down with good force and speed.

SWACK!

"Arggghhhhh! Ah! Ha! Ah! No!!! Oh Please!"

"That's better!" Marcy says to herself.

"No, no, no!" complains Kevin as Marcy lines up her third stroke.

SWACK!

"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Fuuuuuuuuuuaaaaack!

"Language, Kevin," warns Karen again.

That one Marcy had aimed deliberately to wrap into his inner crease.

"That's getting it, Mom," says Samantha.

Marcy gives Kevin a total of six.

"That felt good," says Marcy, handing the strap back to Karen.

"Samantha, how about you? Want to try?" asks Karen.

"Sure!" she says, almost too enthusiastically.

"No, no! Please! No more. Please!"

Ignoring Kevin's pleas for mercy, Samantha takes up the strap and lines up on Kevin's ass.

"Aim the tip, right?" she says.

"That's right," says Karen.

Samantha centres the tip on his near ass cheek. She then rocks back and then steps into it, whipping the strap down hard and fast exactly where she aimed.

SWACK!

"OOOOOOOOHHHHHH!" wails Kevin.

"Perfect!" says Karen.

"You're a natural," says her mom.

Samantha looks at them both and smiles.

"Can I do more?"

"As many as you want," says Karen.

Samantha gets a gleam in her eyes. She too had been extremely scared when Kevin stormed toward her, fearing for her physical safety. She has zero qualms whatsoever regarding making this man pay while teaching him a lesson he'll never forget. Samantha finds it incredibly empowering and validating.

She lines up again, takes a step back and then drives back in whipping the strap across both his cheeks with a prodigious crack.

SWAAAAACK!

"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" screams Kevin, at the hardest hit yet.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" he complains.

"That's enough!" says Karen. "I warned you!"

Karen storms to the bathroom and comes back with a bar of soap. She goes to the kitchen to lather it. She then returns to Kevin and very roughly washes out his mouth. When she's done, she leaves the bar half inside half outside his mouth, instructing him to bite down on it. "Hold it!" she commands him.

"Go ahead," she tells Samantha.

Samantha has a big grin on her face. She raises the strap again, takes a step back, and runs into her stroke hitting him low on his buttocks in a rising stroke, like a tennis forehand with topspin.

SWAAAAAAAACK!

"HHHHMMMMMMM!!!!!" Kevin gurgles, the soap preventing any more articulate vocalization.

"Yeah, you take that," mutters Samantha, mainly to herself. "You take your ass beating."

The teen shows no mercy whatsoever. Her only purpose in life seems to be how fast and hard she can bring the leather across Kevin's ass.

Samantha gives him the full measure of a dozen vicious strokes, proving teens are every bit as adept, if not more so, at delivering strappings than their mom's generation.

Samantha goes to raise her arm for the thirteenth stroke. Marcy puts her hand on her arm.

"I think he's had enough, honey."

Kevin is lying there, his face in a puddle of tears, spit, and suds, his backside epically beaten. He barely even screamed for the last few strokes, completely broken under the teen's forceful ass strapping.

"Get up!" says Karen, her voice betraying no pity whatsoever for her beaten husband.

Kevin slowly gets to his feet, the bar of soap still ridiculously stuffed halfway into his mouth. He winces and clutches at his poor punished ass cheeks leaving himself completely on display in front.

"Open!" Karen commands.

Kevin seems to have trouble opening his mouth, so deeply has he bitten into the bar of soap. He eventually works his top teeth out. Karen pries the bar of soap off his bottom teeth with some strength. She shows the bar of soap to Marcy and Samantha. It has deep teeth indentations and is practically chewed right in two.

"Can I keep that?" asks Samantha.

"Sure!" laughs Karen. It's a nice souvenir of Samantha's very first ass beating of a male.

"Well, I must say that I'm very satisfied with that as his punishment," says Marcy.

"I'm not quite done yet," says Karen.

"Oh?" queries Marcy.

"Yes. A little too much testosterone circulating for my liking. I have half a mind to snip off these ridiculous testicles and be done with it once and for all."

Samantha laughs out loud. Kevin eyes go wild.

Karen walks up to Kevin, reaches down with her right hand and squeezes his testicles.

"What do you think, Kevin, just get rid of them?"

"No, please!" he begs. He does not think she is serious, but given current events, he cannot be completely sure.

"No, maybe not this time. But I have another good way of lowering that testosterone level. A good old fashioned panty training."

"Panty training?" enquires Marcy, suspecting its meaning.

"All his male underwear is tossed. He wears nothing but panties, at least for the three months he's grounded from his car, and we'll just have to see after that. I'll be right back."

Karen walks away. Marcy and Samantha look at each other and giggle. They make the nude Kevin turn around and show them his ass again.

Karen returns holding a frilly pair of pink panties.

"These are his punishment panties," says Karen, showing them off. "Tomorrow we'll go to VS and buy him a week's supply, but these will do for today and tomorrow."

Karen holds the panties out and down. Kevin steadies himself on her shoulder and steps into his panty. Karen pulls it up his legs and tucks him into place.

"There we go," she says, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

"Adorable," says Marcy.

"Just like a girl!" says Samantha.

"Do a slow turn for us," says Karen.

Kevin is blushing madly. His package is barely contained in his pink panty. He turns slowly 360 degrees.

His panty is a bit "cheeky", and the bottom half of his well-leathered bottom is on display, showing the extreme markings they gave him.

"Don't you think he needs a bra too?" asks Samantha.

"Would you like him in a bra for the next few months also? That will be very hard on him," Karen says.

"Yes," she says, cruelly.

"Then so it shall be. We have one his size, one of my mother's old brassieres. I'll get it."

Karen goes away then comes back with an old-fashioned full cut white brassiere. She slips it on Kevin and fastens it from behind.

Samantha spies a box of tissues on a side table, picks it up, and asks Karen, "may I?"

"Be my guest."

Samantha stuffs Kevin's bra with the tissues, filling him out.

"There we go. Very good. I approve. Kevin, you're to wear a stuffed bra and panties every day for the next three months.

"We'll get you properly fitted out at VS tomorrow. See if they don't have some breast forms as well. Won't that be embarrassing for you, going for a bra fitting? We'll see if some pretty lingerie doesn't serve to lower your testosterone."

"Oh, I'm sure," says Marcy with a grin. "Hard to fly into a toxic male rage when you're wearing a bra and panties."

Kevin whimpers in humiliation.

"Apologize once more to Ms. Marcy and Miss. Samantha and thank them for assisting with your punishment."

"I'm sorry for my rage," says Kevin. "Thank you for helping to punish me."

"Now off you go and put your nose in the corner for the next hour."

Kevin goes off in his panty and bra and puts his nose in the corner.

"Panties at your knees," Karen instructs him.

Kevin pulls his panties to his knees and clamps then there. His spectacularly coloured butt is fully revealed again.

Marcy and Samantha leave, saying fond farewells to their newfound friend, Karen.

The next day, Karen follows through on her promise and drives Kevin to the mall to go to Victoria's Secret. Karen gets several salesgirls to help them, picking out seven pairs of panties for him with three matching bras. She happily explains to them all why she is panty and brassiere training her husband.

The lady specializing in bra fitting goes into the changing room with them where she has Kevin remove his shirt while she measures his bustline. They decide on a fairly large set of breast forms and get the bras to match.

After they pay, with the shop's permission, she takes Kevin back into the change area to put on one of his new panties with the matching breast forms and bra. She invites her sales help in to view the final result. They all get a good laugh at the embarrassed husband being panty and brassiere trained. They all comment on the marks from yesterday's strapping and seem to approve.

Karen forces Kevin to walk back through the mall sporting a rather magnificent set of knockers, for which he gets several jesting wolf whistles and cat calls.

Things are no better back home. Part of his panty and brassiere training is for anybody who comes by the house to be informed of it and shown.

Of course, the large breasts he is forced to wear inside the house are unmistakable. But the show and tell goes on to involve an undoing of his pants clasp by Karen, and an opening of his pants so their guests can clearly see his pretty panty. And likewise, a few buttons of his blouse to show off his lacy brassieres. Karen recounts the entire road rage incident, and the manner in which he received the strap afterwards with the targets of his rage present and assisting.

While Kevin is being panty and brassiere trained, he is essentially on probation. Even the slightest misbehaviour results in a panties-down, breast-dangling, over-the-knee spanking, regardless of who may be there to see it.

On one occasion, this included even Karen's parents who came to visit from out of town. When the story was told, Karen's bisexual father decided Kevin needed an additional lesson in controlling his road rage across his knee. He stripped him down to bra and panties, put him across his knee, lowered his panties, and spanked his bare bottom raw with just his powerful hand. After his spanking, he carried him like a blushing bride to the bedroom where he proceeded to give Kevin a long hard session of anal intercourse ending with a full ejaculation up his backside. Kevin knew of his father-in-law's bisexuality, but never dreamed it would be applied to him punitively via a long, drawn-out session of rough anal. The fact that Karen's dad has a large cock made it that much worse. And the deep-throated oral to prepare Karen's dad's erection for the anal was difficult as well.

Of all the indignities during Kevin's three months of panty and brassiere training, the episode with Karen's dad was the worst.

Once Kevin's three months is up, Karen gives him back access to his car, and relaxes his panty and brassiere training. He no longer has to wear the brassiere and breast forms at all, and he is only required to wear panties when driving, as a residual calming influence on his male hormones.

However, this does not completely end his embarrassing predicament, as Karen takes a certain satisfaction in "outing" him whenever the opportunity arises.

One such occasion is when it is Karen's turn to host a half-dozen women for book club. After they arrive, Karen goes to get a bottle of white wine from the drinks fridge. She is distressed to see none there.

"Kevin! Where's all the white?"

"Oh, no! Sorry, sweetheart, I forgot to restock. I'll go out right now to buy some chilled ones!"

Kevin, in a bit of a tizzy, jumps into the car, drives to the nearby wine store, picks up several bottles of Karen's favourite white wine from the cooler, and rushes back home.

"About time. We're practically dying of thirst here. Please serve, Kevin."

Kevin sheepishly opens the wine, puts the bottle and seven wine glasses on a serving tray, and brings it out.

"You were supposed to keep that stocked, weren't you?"

"Yes, sweetheart. I'm sorry, sweetheart," Kevin says, blushing at being scolded in front of six strange women. He serves the wine and hands out the filled glasses to the ladies.

"Kevin, when you went out just now for the wine, were you wearing what you were supposed to?"

Kevin's face drops. In his haste to get the wine, he had forgotten!

"Ummm, ahhh, well, I was in such a rush, I just forgot, I guess."

"What did he forget to wear?" asks one of the women, intrigued by Karen's tone.

"Tell Mrs. Simpson what you forgot to wear, dear."

Kevin looks desperately at Karen. Karen looks back implacably.

"I... umm... my... p... p... panties..." Kevin says his voice trailing off at the end.

"Speak up, dear," says Karen.

"My p... panties," Kevin says, blushing wildly.

"Oh dear!" says one of the other women with a huge grin.

"Kevin had a little road rage incident six months ago. I grounded him from his car for three months and gave him full-time panty and brassiere training. After that, he is required to wear his panties whenever driving, to curb some of that male aggression. Isn't that so, Kevin?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Kevin says, squirming in embarrassment.

"Go to your room and change into your panties now."

"Yes, Ma'am," says Kevin, hurrying away.

"Oh, and Kevin."

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"Put your brassiere and breast forms on as well. We'll see if a week of supplemental panty and brassiere training won't cure you of that forgetfulness."

"Oh.... yes, ma'am," Kevin says as he turns to escape.

"Oh, and Kevin."

"Yes, ma'am?" Kevin says, stopped in his tracks.

"Once those are on, come back here for inspection."

"Ohhhhh... yes, ma'am," he says forlornly.

After he leaves, the women erupt in questions for Karen, asking about this regime she has her husband on. Karen succinctly describes the method and benefit of panty training and brassiere training for a husband. The women are all fascinated.

Kevin returns sheepishly. He has on pants and a white shirt as before but is now sporting a pair of magnificent breasts.

"Those are huge!" exclaims a woman.

"It helps remind him of his brassiere training. Tell us Kevin, why are you being panty and brassiere trained again?"

"Because I... because I didn't wear my panties while driving."

"Have you got your panties on now?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Come here."

Kevin approaches Karen who is seated. Karen reaches out and begins undoing his belt.

"Let's just see, shall we?" she says rhetorically.

After finishing unbelting him, she opens the clasp on his pants, unzips them, and then pulls the two corners apart and down, revealing his lazy red panty.

"Oh, the red ones is it? Very nice."

Karen turns Kevin to face all the women. He is blushing furiously. She continues holding down and apart the two sides of his unfastened pants. She then reaches in front for the waistband of his panty and pulls up to taughten them.

Kevin's large breasts are heaving as he begins hyperventilating from the embarrassment of six strange ladies seeing him like this.

"Does the bra match?" Karen asks, standing up. She unfastens the top several buttons of his shirt and pulls the shirt open at the bust, revealing a lacy red bra. His breast forms are a realistic flesh tone that matches Kevin's complexion, which everyone can see as his considerable cleavage goes on display as well. His fake "nipples" and "aureole" are prominently visible under his sheer bra.

"Now, Kevin, I'm not going to give you a spanking in front of all these ladies. We have book club to attend to."

Several of the ladies giggle at this first mention of spankings.

"However, I will give you a good spanking after these ladies leave. You'll go over my knee and those panties are going to be taken right down to your ankles."

"Yes, ma'am," Peter says miserably, still facing all the ladies with his red panty and bra on view.

"So, it will be on your bare bottom. And I won't just use my hand this time. This time I'll use my hairbrush. And it won't just be a few strokes. It'll be a good long spanking, to tears. And you won't be sitting very comfortably after that, will you?"

"No, ma'am."

"Now you go put your nose in the corner until after book club, and I'll give you your spanking then."

Kevin dies a little bit inside. His punishment corner is here in the living room, right where the ladies are meeting. He turns to trudge to his corner, fastening his pants.

"No need to fasten your pants, Kevin. I'm sure all the ladies would like to see that little bottom of yours in your sexy red panties. Pants at your ankles. Arms behind your back, you know the drill, hold your shirt up in behind so we all get a good view."

Kevin let go his trousers allowing them to drop to his ankles as he steps toward the corner. He knows the drill. He knows the drill very, very well indeed from having spent hours and hours being punished in this very same corner.

He gets to the corner and has to lean in to get his nose in. Karen insists his nose be literally in the corner, touching both walls. Karen has placed a piece of tape on the floor that his feet must stay behind. This means he has to lean forward with his head up and his back arched. He must compress his big tits against the walls to get close enough so his nose touches. He clasps his arms behind his back, gathering up his shirt as he does so to expose a couple of inches of bare flesh all around above his panty waistline. His arched position presents his panty-clad bottom very nicely to all the ladies.

"Any complaints, Kevin?"

"No ma'am."

"Don't you get out of position and make me take those panties down to your ankles in front of all these ladies."

"No ma'am!"

The women move on to their discussion of the Jane Austen book they read the previous week. Kevin, meanwhile, suffers through the hour-long discussion not daring to move a muscle lest his panties be taken down in front of all the ladies.

However, the position is very hard to hold, and Kevin moves a little too much for Karen's liking.

One of the women notices the squirming and silently points it out to Karen.

"Kevin! What did I tell you about moving? Panties DOWN, young man."

"Ohhhhh! Please!"

"DOWN. NOW. Or would you also like a spanking in front of all these ladies?"

"Noooooo..."

"You have to the count of three. One... Two... Thr..."

Kevin desperately pulls his panties down to his ankles and then stands back in position in the corner, this time with his bare bum showing. And more than his bare bum. Bent and arched as he is, his bottom hole is plainly on view as well, eliciting comments and giggles from the ladies.

"That's better. I'll be adding a half dozen whippings with the strap to that bare bottom for your laziness and disobedience."

"Yes, ma'am..."

The women all smile and smirk at one another, seeing Karen's husband trembling in embarrassment in the corner showing his bare bum and anus with his panties at his ankles.

Eventually, the guests all say their goodbyes. The last to leave is Karen's best friend from next door, Mitzy Martimer.

"Karen, I was wondering," says Mitzy. "You've told me all about it, but I've never seen Kevin actually being spanked by you. May I stay and watch?"

Karen's eyes light up.

"Why, Mitzy, I thought you'd never ask!"


Story 14:  In Loco Parentis

Jeff Mason is a sixteen-year-old boy growing up in the 1950's in middle America. His dad passed away many years back, leaving only his mom to look after him and his younger sister, Andrea, aged thirteen. Jeff has become quite rebellious since his dad passed on, and is a handful for his mom, Caroline.

Caroline believes in the old adage, "spare the rod, spoil the child". However, she stopped spanking the children when they reached ten years old. While Andrea is good as a little lamb, Caroline's gradually had more and more difficulty controlling Jeff's increasingly poor behaviour. She's tried grounding, withholding of allowance, and extra chores; but more often than not it's having zero effect on Jeff, and he seems to do just as he pleases.

Caroline's last straw is when Jeff mercilessly teases his sister on the day they come home from buying Andrea her first training bra, calling her flat-chested and making her cry, seemingly with glee. That was it. That was the very last straw.

"Jeffrey Mason! What's gotten into you? This past year you've been an absolute brat and I'm putting an end to it today."

"What are you 'gonna do, ground me?" he asks with a snicker. His last grounding was a joke. He routinely violated it with no consequences.

"No, young man, I'm going to spank you."

Caroline says it before she can think, she is so angry.

Jeff just looks at her then bursts out laughing.

"Oh, that's pretty rich, Mom. I'm not nine-years-old anymore. I'd like to see you try."

In truth, Caroline did not fully think it through. Jeff is taller than she and has started developing some muscles. Forcing him is out of the question.

"If you apologize to your sister, I'll let you off with a warning this time."

"No. I'm not apologizing to her if she can't take a joke. You need to lighten up, too, Mom."

"That's it. Spanking! I will get my hairbrush, I will pull your pants down, put you across my knee, and give you such a spanking..."

"No, you won't. Don't be stupid, Mom. I'm sixteen-years-old. You can't push me around like a little kid anymore."

"So, you refuse to accept my discipline?"

"You're just being stupid, Mom."

"Fine. We'll see about that."

Jeff is not sure what his mom means by that, but figures it too is stupid. Everything to Jeff is stupid, or a joke.

Jeff ignores his mom and starts turning away to leave the room.

"I have not dismissed you yet!"

"Sure, Mom, whatever. I'll be in my room," he says as he leaves.

Jeff is annoyed and embarrassed that his mom threatened him with a spanking so that his brat sister could hear it.

"I'd like see her try," he repeats to himself. "Mom or no Mom, I'd kick her ass," he tells himself as he throws himself onto his bed, grumpy at life, and starts reading Popular Mechanics.

Caroline, however, is not to be trifled with. She is aggravated and concerned about her boy. He has no structure and no discipline. No telling what will become of him. He's already hanging around with an unsavoury crowd and his schoolwork is suffering badly. She's worried about his future. And she is just plain pissed off now at having her parental authority so blatantly disregarded. She knows it's time for something drastic.

With no remaining male relatives anywhere near, she phones the police station and asks to speak with Chief Williams. The police chief in Caroline's town is elected, and Chief Williams is always open to taking a call from a concerned voter in need. Caroline voted for him, in fact, as he espoused strong family values.

Caroline explains the whole situation to him. He is very sympathetic, and glad that Caroline reached out to him. He asks directly what he can do to help. Caroline asks if it's possible for him to send an officer to their house to act in loco parentis, and give her son his promised spanking. Preferably an older married officer with boys of his own who spanks his children.

Caroline is afraid the chief will think it's a joke. She's relieved and pleasantly surprised when Chief Williams says he has someone in mind and asks Caroline if he can put her on hold.

The chief calls over Officer Johnson who fits the bill perfectly. He's 45-years-old and has raised three rambunctious boys not "sparing the rod". Officer Johnson, hearing the story, is happy to assist.

Chief Williams takes Caroline off hold, gets her address, and says an officer will be there within the hour.

About forty-five minutes later, there's a firm knock on the door. Caroline goes to answer it. A tall, rugged, fit, and well-built police office is at the door.

"Mrs. Mason?" the policeman asks.

"Yes, that's me. Please come in." Caroline finds herself blushing a little at the man's obvious virility.

The officer wipes his police boots carefully on the "Welcome" mat.

"Officer Johnson, Ma'am. Apologies for the boots. Regulations."

The officer removes his hat and steps into the house.

"Oh, don't worry about that at all."

"I understand from the chief that you're having trouble with your sixteen-year-old son?"

"Yes, Officer. He's refusing to accept my discipline. I'm at my wit's end. He was horrid to his little sister this morning, teasing her mercilessly over her training bra. She was in tears poor dear, and it's a pattern with that one. Disrespectful to me. He ignores it when I ground him. This was the last straw. Even though I haven't done it since he was nine years old, I told him I'd give him a good spanking. He said, 'I'd like to see you try'. Those were his exact words."

"I see. Very disrespectful. How can I be of assistance, Ma'am?"

"Well, I understand from Chief Williams that you're a parent of older boys yourself, and believe in not sparing the rod?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"I was hoping you could teach him a lesson. Teach him a lesson in respecting his mother and submitting to my authority."

"I take it from the Chief you want him spanked?" asks the officer, grinning slightly.

"A good old-fashioned spanking, right across your knee. Take him down a peg or two."

Office Johnson grins more broadly. "I'd be happy to Ma'am. I take it you are formally asking me to act in loco parentis?"

"Yes, indeed, Officer. Full rights."

"Yes, Ma'am. Where's the boy now?"

"He's upstairs in his room. I'll call him." Caroline goes to the foot of the stairs and calls up. "Jeffrey Mason! Come down here, please."

The boy's voice rings out from above. "I'm busy, Mom. What do you want?"

"I want you to obey your mother and come down here when I say," Caroline says, sounding very annoyed.

"You 'gotta do better than that, Mom. Tell me what you want or forget it. I'm busy, like I said. Yeesh!"

She turns to the officer in exasperation. "Do you see what I mean?"

"I certainly do," he says, sounding a bit angry on Mrs. Mason's behalf.

"No son should treat his mother like that," Officer Thompson thinks to himself. "And after I'm done with him, he won't."

"I'll go to him," the officer says.

"First door on your left at the top of the stairs. Do you want me to be present?"

"No, Ma'am, unless you wish to be. But I think in this case a little man-to-man time is called for."

"I agree completely, Officer. I'll leave you to it."

"I'll bring him down to you after we're done. Hopefully with a much more respectful attitude."

"Thank you so much, Officer."

Officer Thompson's heavy footsteps climb the stairs. He sees the boy's closed door on his left. He opens it without knocking, enters, and closes it behind him.

Jeff is sitting propped up on his bed which is in the corner of the room. He looks up at the imposing officer in his large police boots and full police uniform in shock. He is speechless.

"Hello, young man. My name is Officer Thompson," he says in his deep, manly voice. "I understand you've been disrespecting your mother and refusing her discipline?"

Jeff breaks out in a cold sweat. Weakly, he retorts, "I'm sixteen, I don't 'gotta listen to her no more."

"The law disagrees, young man. You're considered a minor until you're eighteen years of age, or graduate from high school while still living at home, whichever is later. While a minor, your parent or guardian is responsible for your actions, and therefore has full rights to discipline you within the boundaries of the law."

"But... but... she wanted to spank me! I'm too old for spankings, legally. I read that."

"Maybe in California, but not in this state, young man. Provided it involves no serious injury – and the state Supreme Court has found a good red ass doesn't qualify – spanking is allowed throughout your minority and may be imposed by reasonable force if necessary."

Jeff, still reclined on his bed, visibly gulps.

Officer Thompson then begins removing his jacket and his equipment belt, and then starts rolling up his right sleeve.

"What are you doing???" asks Jeff, fearing the answer.

"Your mom has asked me to teach you a lesson in obeying her."

"But what are you going to do?" he asks again, his adolescent voice rising in pitch.

"I'm going to give you a damned good spanking is what I'm going to do. For a kid your age it would normally be the belt bent over a desk. But seeing as how you haven't been spanked in several years, and seeing as your mom wants you taken down a peg or two, I'll use my hand and spank you bare-ass over my knee, like I would a little kid, or a woman."

"No. No. You can't! You're not my dad!"

"No, I'm not. I understand your dad was a very brave man who was killed in the war. What do you think he would say about your behaviour toward your mom?"

"I 'dunno..."

"He wouldn't appreciate it one little bit, would he?"

"But... but... I meant, you can't do anything to me because you're not my parent."

"Your mom has granted me in loco parentis. It's Latin, do you know what it means?"

"no..."

"It means 'in the place of a parent'. It's a legal term. Parents can grant in loco parentis to whoever they please."

Jeff's heart sinks, his face flushing with embarrassment. The idea of being disciplined by someone as big and strong as the officer is mortifying. He feels small and vulnerable, his pride wounded by the humiliation of the situation. The officer's large hands, ready to carry out the punishment, add to Jeff's sense of vulnerability.

"please... no..."

The officer easily picks up an armless wooden chair in one hand and plunks it down facing the bed. Finishing pushing up his sleeve he says, "come over here now, boy, time for your spanking."

"No... please!" Jeff begs, cowering on his bed.

"Don't make it any worse for yourself, son. Take it like a man. Come over here now and drop 'em."

"No!"

With a sigh, the officer stands up and goes toward Jeff. "If you won't take it like a man, I'll have to give it to you like a woman."

"No! No! No!" Jeff says, cowering back toward the corner.

The officer reaches his arm over, grabs one of Jeff's kicking legs, and pulls him toward himself on the bed. As Jeff struggles the officer laughs at the ridiculous boy's resistance. He lifts him and using both hands flips him over so he is face down. The officer pins him in the small of his back with one hand as he reaches around and unfastens Jeff's pants.

"Nooooooo!" Jeff cries, kicking his legs violently as the officer begins stripping his pants right down his legs exposing his white-underpanted bottom. When the pants are fully off, he picks Jeff up face down by his waist and carries him in this undignified fashion to the chair where he sits and then plunks Jeff across his lap.

"Oh noooo! No! No! Please! No!"

Officer Johnson puts his hand on the back waistband of Jeff's underpants and yanks them down to his knees in one fluid motion, briefly catching on and pulling at his genitals on the way down.

"Nooooooo!" Jeff wails as his lower-half is bared by the officer. He's acutely aware of his bare penis and testicles lying directly on the officer's uniform pants.

"I told you, if you wouldn't take it like a man I'd treat you like a woman," the officer says with a chuckle.

Jeff imagines a woman receiving a spanking from Officer Johnson. Forcibly stripped, picked up under his arm, carried kicking and screaming to the spanking chair, then plunked down with her bottom bare and her genitals squirming against the officer's legs. He instantly blushes at the comparison. The officer implied this is how he spanks a woman. How many women has he spanked like this? And now it is his turn to be treated this way. Like a frantic screaming woman.

SPANK!

The officer's large hard hand spanks Jeff's defenceless bare bottom.

"Ow!" Jeff exclaims, shocked by the strength in Officer Johnson's palm. That first swat, more than the pain, causes a jolt of embarrassment to course through his entire being.

The officer falls into a cadence, every stroke of his strong hand as hard as the first.

"No! Oh! Ah! No!" Jeff squirms and kicks his legs, desperate to escape his bare bottom comeuppance. However, the officer handles him with ease, clamping him tightly down against his lap and into his body with his left hand while he spanks with his right.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

As he endures his bare bottom spanking across the officer's lap, Jeff's pride and dignity are thoroughly stripped away by the officer's large hand, spank by spank, replaced by a profound sense of shame.

Jeff is amazed at the strength in the man's hand. He should have taken his spanking from his mom! Is this what it's like to be a chick and get spanked by a man? Jeff can't help thinking that he is that chick!

Caroline Mason watches Officer Johnson ascend the stairs with some trepidation, wondering if she's doing the right thing. She goes into the living room, directly underneath Jeff's bedroom and sits and worries herself. "No," she tells herself, "he gave me no choice. It's for his own good and the good of the family."

She hears the muffled sounds of a conversation. She cannot make out the words, but she can distinguish the calm baritone of Officer Johnson from the scared alto of her barely post-pubescent son.

"No!" she hears her son crying out. She hears a tussle. She wonders if she should go upstairs. "No, it's better this way."

SPANK!

She hears the unmistakable sound of a hard male hand on a bare boy's bottom.

"Ahhhh!" She hears her son cry out.

Then she hears a continuous tattoo of spanks accompanied by a desperate wailing from her boy. "It serves him right," she tells herself.

Just as the spanking gets underway upstairs, thirteen year old Andrea comes in from playing with her friends outside and hears the swats. "Mommy, what's going on?"

"Hush, hush, now darling, nothing to worry about. Jeff is just getting a spanking."

"From whom?"

"I asked a police officer to come over and help me with Jeff. He's spanking him now."

"Wow..." says Andrea, mouth agape.

Meanwhile, back upstairs, poor Jeff's bottom is looking more like a ripe tomato than anything else as Officer Johnson continues belabouring his bare bum with his hard palm. Jeff started crying many minutes ago and has not stopped since.

Officer Johnson pauses Jeff's spanking with his hand on his bottom.

"Now young man, are you going to start obeying your mother?"

"Yes, Sir!" he cries out, thoroughly broken.

"Including pulling down your own pants and going across her knee like a good little boy when she decides you need a spanking?"

"Yes, Sir!" wails Jeff, still crying with snot coming out his nose.

"Good. Because if I have to come back here, it won't be just my hand across my lap on your bare butt as if you were a chick. I'll drape you face down over that bed and take my belt to you. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir! Yes, Sir."

"Good. Now get up. Go get your panties; you kicked them across the room." The officer emphasizes the word 'panties', deliberately emasculating the formerly disrespectful boy. "Put them on. Pull them up. Now let's go downstairs and you can apologize to your mother and tell her that you'll obey her going forward."

"Yes, sir," says Jeff, doing so and then standing there in only his short T-shirt and white underpants – his panties as the officer called them – rubbing his smacked bottom, still teary-eyed. He heads toward the bed to retrieve his pants.

"Door is that way, lad."

"But, my pants, Sir..."

"... are just fine where they are. You can apologize in your panties. Unless you'd like another spanking first?"

"No, sir," says Jeff as he turns, exits his room, and trudges down the stairs followed by Officer Thomson in only his skimpy white underpants beneath the waist.

Mrs. Mason and Andrea are in the living room when they hear Jeff's light footsteps followed by Officer Thomson's heavier ones coming down the stairs.

When Jeff sees his little sister is with his mom, and he's only in his underpants, he turns to run back upstairs in shame, but runs smack into the brick wall that is Officer Thomson.

Officer Thomson turns him around and with a smack to his already sore pantied ass sends him into the living room. His sister gets a huge smile on her face seeing Jeff like that.

"Well, hello, young lady," Officer Thomson greets Andrea.

"Hello, sir," she replies in a small voice, both intimidated and feeling something different and unfamiliar at the very male presence in her home who has just spanked her brother. In fact, what she starts feeling is the inklings of a childhood crush on the Daddy figure of Officer Thomson.

"I understand your brother has been teasing you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, I just gave your brother a good spanking – I'm sure you heard it – to teach him to respect your mom and her discipline. I'm sure your mom will put a stop to that teasing now."

"Thank you, officer." Then, with a little glint in her vengeful eye, looks right at Jeff standing there in his little white underpants and asks, "Did you spank him on his underpants or on his bare bum?"

Understanding the girl is wanting to get a lick in herself, he goes with it. "On his very bare bum, young lady. Right over my knee. He cried like a little baby, didn't you, Jeffrey?"

"Yes, sir," blurts out Jeff, blushing to his roots.

"Now, I believe you have something you want to say to your mother..."

Officer Thomson stands there with his arms crossed, an imposing figure, as Jeff stands in front of his mom in only his short T-shirt and underpants, his little sister watching everything with great interest.

"I'm... I'm sorry Mom, for being rude and disrespectful to you..."

"Go on," Mrs. Mason prompts.

"and... and I'll obey you from now on."

"Including about discipline?"

"Oh... yes, mommy."

"Well, let's put that to the test. Andrea, would you please be a dear and fetch my hairbrush from my dressing table and bring it down here, please?"

"Yes, Mommy!" says Andrea, eager to help. She runs up the stairs two at a time, gets the hairbrush, then runs back down, quick as a wink, and hands the hairbrush to her mom.

All, the while, Jeff stands there in silence, not believing this is happening to him, a sixteen-year-old boy!

"What did I say your punishment would be for teasing your sister to tears?"

"please... mom..."

"What did I say?" she asks again, tapping the back of her hairbrush into her palm.

"A sp... sp... spanking."

"What kind of spanking?"

"On my bare bottom, with the hairbrush..."

"That's right. And right over me knee. Come on then," Caroline says, inviting him over her lap.

"But please, mom, I just got a spanking!"

"And now you'll have one from me. Over you go."

Jeff looks up at Officer Thomson who looks grim and unyielding. If he refuses, things will go very badly for him, he knows.

"Okay, but... send Andrea away. And after Officer Thomson leaves, please Mom?"

"Trying to dictate the terms of your punishment? I have news for you, young man. I dictate the terms of your punishment. Now get across my lap."

Officer Thomson, trying to keep a straight face, nonetheless smirks at this. He's glad Mrs. Mason understands discipline. She's clearly a high-quality woman, and a good looking one at that, he can't help but notice. She just needed a bit of a male backup to enforce her will: a role he has been happy to play and would again if asked.

Jeff very reluctantly places himself across his mom's lap, dying of embarrassment.

"Young man, you were very rude to your little sister. As the aggrieved party, she may stay and watch your punishment. After we're done, you will apologize to her and then stand with your nose against the wall for an hour. For now, though, let's have these underpants down."

Caroline goes to the back waistband of Jeff's underpants and begins pulling them down.

"Nooooo!" Jeff wails in dismay as his bare bottom is exposed to all.

"My, my. That's a very thorough job, Officer Thomson," Caroline says, remarking on her son's ripe-tomato-red bottom. Andrea's eyes go wide at the sight of her big brother's spanked red butt.

"In light of Officer Thomson's fine work, I'll just give you a few with my hairbrush to make you mind me. But if I have to spank you again, it will be much longer, and you'll wind up with a bottom as red or redder than what I'm seeing now."

Jeff groans from his position bent over his mom's lap, his head near the ground, his feet off the ground, his bare spanked bottom the highest point on him.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Ahhhh! Oh, Mommy! Please! Ow!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"I'll be good! I'll be good! I won't tease her no more!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"I promise, Mommy! I promise!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

"Waaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

"There!" says Caroline, upon delivering the final stroke. Jeff has again been reduced to tears.

"Very thorough job, Ma'am," Officer Thomson says.

"What do you think, Andrea? Will your big brother be teasing you anymore?"

Andrea shakes her head 'no' in awe. Her big brother had just been reduced to the status of a little baby across Mommy's knee.

"If Jeffy does," Caroline says to Andrea, "no matter how minor or insignificant, you run and tell me, and your brother won't be sitting for a week. Am I clear, Jeffrey Mason?"

"Yes, Mommy!" sobs Jeff.

Mrs. Mason restores Jeff's underpants then lets him up from across her lap.

"Apologize to your sister. Sincerely, now."

"I'm... I'm sorry for teasing you Andrea, I won't do it again."

"You had better not," says Mrs. Mason. "Now you're going to stand with your nose against the living room wall for one full hour."

Mrs. Mason takes the still-crying boy by his arm over to the wall. She stands him against it, puts his hands on his head, and pushes him forward until his nose literally touches the wall. She steps back and considers, then steps forward again and lowers his underpants to his ankles. "Yes," she thinks to herself, "that's better."

Caroline thanks Officer Thomson profusely. She pointedly asks him, within Jeff's earshot, if he's available in case she needs him again. He gives Mrs. Mason his personal number and tells her to call him anytime, night or day, on duty or off, and he'll come right over to give the boy another spanking.

After that incident, Jeff's behaviour comes under control once again thanks to the liberal application of Mom's hairbrush to boy's bare butt. If he even makes a peep of protest, Caroline asks Jeff if she needs to call Officer Thomson back over? Jeff always becomes meek as a lamb after that.

While there is no need to call Officer Thomson for the purposes of disciplining Jeffrey, Officer Thomson, a widower himself, does call Caroline, asking for a date.

The two begin dating and tie the knot within the year, much to Andrea's delight and Jeff's horror. Officer Thomson's three boys are grown and moved out, so he has full time to devote to his new family.

As soon as he becomes the children's stepdad, he takes over the disciplinary duties from his grateful wife. Jeff continues to be spanked throughout high school, and spanking is reintroduced for Andrea when she enters her rebellious teen stage at age fifteen. Andrea, in fact, becomes quite the little flirt around her new Daddy, and seems to almost encourage her own spankings.

Even Caroline Mason is reintroduced to spanking, something her first husband and she practiced for sex and discipline. She loves when her masterful policeman treats her like a naughty little girl and uses his hard hand (he has no idea of his own strength!) to spank her across his knee.

Once Andrea graduates high school, she winds up dating and eventually marrying her step-brother, her stepdad's youngest son. The apple does not fall far from the tree, and he takes over from his grateful dad the job of satisfying his newlywed wife's almost insatiable need for a firm hand and a hot bottom.

Jeff winds up graduating from high school and later University with top marks and goes on to become a successful man. He marries a woman with a dominant steak, and winds up on the receiving end, like his mother and his younger sister, of ongoing and strict bare bottom discipline.

And everybody lives happily ever after.


Story 15:  The Punishment Enema

George and Dianne are a married couple. George's mother, Stella, comes to stay with them for a week much to George's consternation. George does not get along with his mother. Spending an entire week with her is horrible for him to contemplate. Dianne, who quite likes Stella and does not understand George's dislike for her tells him to be on his best behaviour, or else.

George, a spanked husband, knows exactly what "or else" means. The thought of receiving a spanking from Dianne while Stella is visiting is so embarrassing that he vows to be on his best behaviour.

Stella arrives. Initially, George is very polite and obsequious to his mom. But she grates on him constantly in small ways. Over the course of the week, he gets more and more annoyed with her. One fateful morning, in the kitchen alone with his mom she makes one comment too many and George loses it.

"Mom, you can be such a bitch at times!"

Stella stands with her mouth agape, never expecting such rudeness from her son.

Unfortunately for George, Dianne overhears his comment and storms into the kitchen.

"George! What sort of way is that for you to speak to your mother? Apologize. Immediately."

George, realizing he got carried away and is in for it now, desperately apologizes.

"I'm sorry Mom! I didn't mean it. Please?"

Stella considers him for a moment. She walks up to him, pats him on his cheek and says, "you're just a little out of sorts, aren't you Georgie?"

George instantly blanches. "Out of sorts" was a sort of code phrase as he was growing up. It always meant something very specific and very unpleasant was coming.

Despite her anger, Dianne couldn't help but smile at the interaction, she had never seen George go so instantly pale.

"What's this?" asks Dianne, now looking amused.

"I had a little treatment I used to give Georgie and his Dad, God rest his soul, when they got out of sorts that always perked them right up. Isn't that so, Georgie?"

"No, Mom. You can't. I won't let you. I'm an adult. I'm married and moved out!"

"What is this treatment?" asks Dianne, suspecting it is not as simple as her usual spankings.

"A nice, big, soap-suds enema," Stella says clearly as George seems to deflate completely.

Dianne laughs aloud, and observing George says, "oh, he doesn't seem to like the sounds of that!"

"It can be a tad... uncomfortable," says Stella with a smirk.

"No," says George. "No, I won't stand for it," he adds weakly.

"I think a good treatment is just what you need, Georgie," says Dianne, mocking the diminutive term of address his mom uses for him. "I have one of those ancient old enema bags I inherited from my parents. The big red ones. Up in the attic."

"Perfect!" says Stella. "Sounds like just the sort I used to use on little Georgie and his Dad."

"No... Dianne... please!"

"Shush!" Dianne says harshly. "Not another word out of you. For that language, I'd say a good treatment is exactly what's called for. Go put your nose in the corner until we're ready for you." Dianne points toward George's timeout corner as she says this.

"Dianne... please..." George begs one last time.

"IN THE CORNER!" Dianne bellows, "UNLESS YOU'D LIKE TO SPEND TEN MINUTES UNDER MY STRAP FIRST, LITTLE MAN?!"

"Ok, ok, ok," George says as he scurries to the corner and glues his nose tightly against both walls.

"You have him well-trained, I see," says Stella with a chuckle.

As George stands with his nose in the corner, Dianne and Stella go to find and assemble the necessaries.

They find the enema bag with its hose and nozzle and give it a good cleaning. Stella then fills it to almost the brim with warm water, adds two teaspoons of Castile soap, seals it, and gives it a good shake. Dianne fashions a makeshift hanging hook out of an old wire clothes hanger and hangs the pregnant enema bag in the bathroom high off the ground. Stella tests it by bringing the nozzle to the sink, unclamping the hose, and seeing the soapy water spray freely. She clamps it again not wanting to waste any more. Under Stella's direction, they stack three pillows on the bathroom floor and cover them with several bath towels.

Dianne then goes and fetches George from his corner and brings him to Stella waiting in the bathroom.

"Does it look familiar, Georgie?" asks Stella of her son.

George blanches again. The setup is an exact replica of the setup his mom used with him throughout his teenage years.

George turns to his wife, "Please, honey, please just give me a spanking instead? Okay?"

"Never seen him so eager for a spanking," Dianne tells Stella. "No, George, I want to see this treatment in action. Get undressed. Every stitch."

"Please, Dianne, not in front of my mom."

"You insulted your mom right to her face. She'll be the one to give you this treatment. I'm only here to watch. Now do as you're told. Strip."

With an audible groan, George begins removing his clothing. When he's down to only his underpants, he gives Dianne one last pleading look. She looks adamant. He slips off his underpants.

"Why, Georgie, are you all shaved down there?" Stella asks.

George just blushes and covers.

"Show your mom, George," Dianne says.

Very reluctantly, George pulls his arms away from his genitals. He does indeed keep them completely shaved, as Dianne insists.

"Just like a little boy!" Stella exclaims, seeing her son's "manhood" for the first time in years.

She continues, "Over the pillows now, Georgie. You know the drill."

George lies on the towels, face down across the three piled-high pillows.

"Have you any lubricant, dear, for his anus?" Stella asks Dianne.

"Sure, I'll get it." Dianne goes to her bedside table and brings back a tube of "Anal Pleasures" brand lubricant.

"Hmmm... 'Anal Pleasures' is it?" Stella asks with a grin.

Dianne blushes and mutters, "I use it on him," by way of explanation.

Stella puts the lubricant on her fingers and then rubs it onto the enema nozzle. Then she applies more to her fingers and rubs it around her son's anal entrance.

"Noooooo..." George cries in embarrassment as he feels his mom's fingers rubbing and even penetrating his anal entrance as his wife watches with an amused grin.

"There we go. Nice and slippery," says Stella as she takes the nozzle and inserts it into her son's bumhole. She keeps pushing it deeper and deeper until the entire six-inch length is firmly implanted in him.

Dianne has never experienced one or even seen an enema being given. Poor George looks ridiculous, draped over, bottom high, with a long snaking tube coming out of his bottom.

Stella opens the valve allowing the warm soapy water to flow into George's rectum. After a few seconds, George starts squirming and complaining. Stella shuts the clamp and allows George's bowels to settle. She then starts it up again and repeats. She continues in this way.

When the bag is half empty, it's taking longer and longer for George's cramps to subside. His mom reaches around to his abdomen and gently rubs, encouraging the settling down.

"Mom... please..." George begs as his mom massages his low abdomen, nearest the stalk of his penis.

"Shhhh... hush, hush, now... that's better... that's better."

When his cramps subside to a tolerable level, Stella starts the flow again. The cramps come quicker. Stella shuts the flow. The time she reaches between his legs from behind and massages his abdomen from that angle.

"Mom! Ohhh! Ahhhhh! Noooo..." George says, the cramps mixing with his intense embarrassment at feeling his mom's arm grazing his penis and balls!

"This is something special I did for his father," Stella tells Dianne. "Let's have these back," she says, pulling his genitals back between his legs, trapping them on her side of the pillows.

"Mom... nooooo..."

George squirms both from the cramps and from his embarrassment.

His mom picks up his testicles and begins pulling on them and massaging them.

"I don't know why, but this always helped his father with his cramps," she tells Dianne as she continues the testicular massage.

Dianne is eyes wide. She can't imagine how embarrassing this must be for poor George. A wonderful way to show him his place with regards to his mom.

And the strange thing is, it does actually help George. When he settles down again, Stella continues the flow, massaging his testicles as the flow continues.

"Naughty boy," Stella says, noticing that George has developed a sizeable erection. "Just like your father."

As she allows the flow to continue, Stella puts some more lube on her hand and begins stroking and tugging on George's penis.

"Let's get all the nastiness out, all at once," says Stella as she tugs, rubs, and pulls his penis and his balls.

George is devastated. His mom is actually masturbating him! However, with the enema flow and the cramps all happening at the same time, George is frantic, confused about everything.

"Have you got a little cup, dear?" asks Stella.

Dianne hands her a plastic bathroom cup. Stella takes it and puts it under the tip of his penis to catch the half dozen spurts of ejaculate. The spurts ring loudly as they strike the base of the hard plastic cup. She milks the remaining nastiness out of George's penis tip as if milking a cow's teat.

"Thank you, dear," says Stella. "Pour that nastiness down the toilet and you may want to wash that cup."

"That's alright, it's his," says Dianne, pouring and shaking most of the contents into the toilet but then putting the still cum-coated cup back on George's side of the sink.

Finally, the enema bag is empty. George is writhing in some apparent discomfort.

"I'm taking the nozzle out now, George. You hold it all in, now."

Stella slowly removes the enema nozzle as George clamps his anus desperately tight to avoid any "jets".

Stella allows George to just lie there for a minute or so to let everything settle.

"Alright, George, give yourself the middle finger."

George groans but knows what is expected. He reaches his right hand back. Stella applies some lubrication to his middle finger and then he inserts it deeply into his own bumhole.

"Up you get," Stella says, and she and Dianne both help George up to his feet while he's still plugging his bottom hole with his middle finger.

Stella closes the toilet lid.

"Stand right there, George. Let's let that soapy enema do its good work now."

Apart from the embarrassment, this was always the worst part: having to hold it directly facing the object of his relief: the toilet that he so desperately craves. This was the true punishment part of the enema. How long would he be forced to hold it?

"I think a solid ten minutes should teach you a good lesson in being polite to your mother."

"Oh no, Mom, please! Not ten minutes! Please!?!" George says as he squirms in place, trying desperately to hold it all in.

"Ten minutes... starting now," Stella says with finality, waiting until the second hand of her watch reaches the zero mark.

George knows from experience what ten minutes means. His mom, when he was a teen, for lesser offences, made it one minute, three maybe, five even. But TEN WHOLE MINUTES?

Stella and Dianne watch and chat as the time counts down, periodically letting George know his progress.

George does the "toilet dance", completely bare, hunched over, with his own middle finger lodged up his bum.

"That's ten minutes, George, you may go now."

Not even caring that the women are there, George throws the lid of the toilet open, sits desperately, pulls his finger out of his ass, and lets loose a massive foul-smelling stream into the toilet bowl.

Stella flushes early and often to dissipate the stink. Dianne can't help but giggle at the terrific scene her husband makes. Stella uses toilet paper and a soapy washcloth to clean off George's middle finger and then washes her own hands.

As George sits, utterly deflated, on his "throne", little dribbles and small shots still coming, Stella cleans all the equipment; rinses out the enema bag; fills it half full of fresh, clear, warm water; then rehangs the bag.

"Time for the first rinse," says Stella.

George resignedly drapes himself back over the pillows. Stella cleans his bottom hole with toilet paper and soap and water, and then reinserts then enema tube for the rinse. She empties the half-full bottle in one go and then allows George to release it immediately into the toilet.

She repeats the operation one more time. When he releases that second one, nothing but clear water comes out of his rectum into the bowl.

"There, are we feeling in better sorts, now, Georgie?" Stella asks pointedly.

"Yes, Mummy."

"That's a good boy. That's mummy's good boy. You take your time, recover and get dressed, then you can come back down and be in polite company again."

"And then I'll strap you," says Dianne.

George's face drops.

Stella and Dianne walk out of the bathroom, high-fiving one another as they go.


Story 16:  Skinny Dipper Spanked

It's 6:40 am. The sun has just risen. David, in his robe, looks out the picture window longingly at the lake. He gets a naughty thought. Nobody is around yet. He'll get in a quick skinny dip!

David has a swimsuit right there, and a towel, but he drops his robe and forgoes both. He takes a quick walk, completely nude, onto the deck, down the stairs, onto the dock, and right to the end. He feels the cool morning air on his bare body. He feels so naughty! Glancing around furtively, he dives in with a big splash feeling the sleek velvety water flowing over his nakedness. He swims, acutely aware of his bare penis and testicles floating free of their usual swimsuit confines. The water is relatively warm, and he luxuriates in his naughtiness.

Julie awakens groggily from her slumber. "No David?" she asks herself, not feeling him in bed beside her. She hears a splash in the lake. "Mmmmm. An early-morning swim sounds great." she pulls on her one-piece Speedo swimsuit intending to join him in a dip.

As she puts on her swimsuit, she sees his, unused. "Is he skinny dipping again?" Julie has talked to him about this before. Her sister and niece are literally just next door. She picks up his swimsuit and walks toward the door.

Julie makes her way to the end of the dock carrying her towel and his swimsuit. The air is warm and the lake is misty. David is out about thirty yards away, treading water, looking toward the sunrise.

Just then, Julie looks to her right. Oh my gosh. Her sister and niece are on the dock next door in their swimsuits! They wave, and Julie waves back.

"David!" Julie hisses out, trying to keep her voice low, it being so early still. David turns and sees his wife. Julie points toward the other dock. David sees his sister-in-law and niece slipping into the water. He has no swimsuit!

David hopes he can just stay far out there, treading water, and go back when the coast is clear.

Julie, however, amused by the developing situation, is determined to take advantage and teach him a lesson.

"David!" she hisses out. She holds up his swimsuit in plain view. "Come back and put your swimsuit on!"

Her sister and niece see this and laugh. They swim closer to David.

"No swimsuit, Uncle David?"

She dives under the water and approaches him. Despite her blurry underwater vision, she can clearly see he has no swimsuit and his dangly bits! Going behind, she sees his bare ass.

"Naughty, naughty!" she says, surfacing with a big smile.

"David! Shame on you," says his sister-in-law with a big smile on her face.

David treads water, a huge blush suffusing his face.

"Go to Julie, she's calling you, naughty boy."

David starts swimming back to Julie. He gets to within a couple of feet from the end of the dock.

The two swimming women follow him in and are treading water just beyond.

"Want your suit?" Julie asks, holding it up in front of him.

"Yes, please," David says, very embarrassed. When he went skinning dipping at 6:40 am, he did not expect three women to be watching his every move!

"Just throw it to me, please," he begs, hoping to put it on under the water.

"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?" Julie says teasingly, making his swim trunks dance in front of him. The two women in the water laugh along with her. They know they're all involved in teaching him a lesson.

"Come and get it," Julie says, dangling it well beyond his reach.

"Come on, Julie. Please?"

"No. I've talked to you about skinny dipping before. Now you're going to learn your lesson. Come out here and put it on."

"Go on, David," encourages his sister-in-law, finding this hilarious.

"Go on, Uncle David, take your medicine," teases his niece.

David's heart beats madly. He feels the start of a stiffy in the lake. When he goes out skinny dipping, it's the danger of exactly this sort of encounter that gives it its tingly excitement. He knows if he goes through with it, he'll have fantasy fodder for the rest of his life.

He swims to the dock ladder and slowly emerges from the water, completely bare.

His niece gives him a wolf whistle. His sister-in-law cries, "David! You're shameless!" as she notices his burgeoning erection.

Julie holds his swimsuit just out of reach. He lunges for it and Julie times it perfectly to sit on a chair and use their joint momentum to pull him across her lap. She uses her open palm and gives him a prodigious whack on his bare rear end.

"Owww!" David says, desperately embarrassed to be draped like a child across his wife's lap in front of her sister and their niece. Julie pins him to her lap and begins spanking him in earnest.

"Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!"

Julie ends his short spanking as abruptly as she started it.

David stands and Julie tosses him his swimsuit with a big grin.

David grabs the swimsuit and quickly pulls it up his legs, wiggling his pink ass as his sister-in-law and niece hoot and holler.

"Nice ass, Uncle David!"

David, with a giant blush speed walks up toward the cottage as the women laugh together.

cover.jpeg
Spanking Stories

Inspired by A.l.
(Vol.1 F/M)

By Julie Delmar

Copyright © 2023 Julie Delmar
All Rights Reserved





OEBPS/image_rsrc4RT.jpg





