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The Taming Of Becky

Alan poured coffee into the cup before his father-in-law and sat at his unfinished breakfast table.

He had been worried about his wife and their marriage for some time already, so when Roger came by to say hello, he invited him to sit down to discuss his daughter's conduct recently. The way Becky acted since their only son left for college a couple of months earlier, was not of her. At least it wasn't from the good girl she was when she still lived at home before getting married, nor from the attentive, responsible mother she had been since she gave birth to their son after a few months of marriage.

This was probably the problem. The father-in-law and son-in-law concorded. Becky left her studies very young, when she got pregnant at 18, to marry Alan and take care of their son as a stay-at-home mother and wife, and now she found her life empty.

"She is probably trying to make it up for the time lost," said Alan sadly, "But in an odd and wrong way. I told her to go back to study, enroll in college...or get a job. I have connections, and I would have helped her with that. Instead, she's running around acting like she was still a girl!"

"Well," Roger intervened abruptly, "Becky could hardly be called a girl now, with her 36 years of age."

"This is exactly the problem," explained Alan. "Suddenly, she became lazy in attending to house needs. She made new friends, all younger than her, and started going out with them. When I tried to ask her where she goes and what she does, I had disrespectful answers…she even swore at me. I suspect she started to drink heavily, and she also started to dress provokingly and took to staying out late at night and not getting up the next day until nearly noon. Some nights, she doesn't return home at all, just like today. Try to understand me, Roger; I love Becky dearly. You know I do. But I can't stand her attitude and behavior. I sense that if she doesn't straighten herself up and look for other things to keep her busy with, she could be in serious trouble before long…and our marriage will not last this."

"To be honest," said Roger gravely, "I sensed something was wrong with my daughter, but I didn't understand the gravity of the problem. I now see that she is acting like a teenager and not the teenager she had been, studious, respectful, and obedient. No, she is acting like a spoiled and rebellious teenager, something that I and her mother would never have allowed her to be in her youth."

"Yea, I know," said Alan, who knew how Becky had been brought up the old-fashioned way by Roger and his wife. "I have to admit that sometimes I have the desire to put her over my knees and spank some sense into her."

"Well," Roger said with a smirk, "That could not be such a bad idea, Alan. I still remember that after giving her a warm bottom and after a good cry, Becky hugged me, and after drying her tears, she said, 'I'm sorry, Daddy, I won't do it again.' She looked so sweet and innocent right then."

"Yes, but she is not a kid anymore," said Alan, amused by his father-in-law's response, "Nor a teenager, even if she wants to act as one."

"That is true, but my own father used to say that no girl is ever too old to benefit from a bottom too sore to sit on it," considered Roger seriously, then lowering his voice and squinting at his son-in-law, he added, "And let it be between me and you, but in all these years Becky's mother has found herself over my lap with her rear bare more than once, and that's also why our marriage is still going well after so many years."

Alan stood speechless at that unexpected revelation. For a while, he and Roger remained to mull their problem, then a bit tentatively, he asked, "And do you think it would work for us, too?"

"What?" Asked Roger back, distracted in his thoughts.

"You said that spanking Becky's Mom helped your marriage…do you think it will help mine and Becky's as well?"

"I'll tell you something, Alan. After all that you told me, if you are not going to do it, I will certainly do it! I won't let my daughter keep acting like a hussy, and I'm sure that what she deserves to be put back on track is an old-fashioned behavior lesson."

Alan looked his father-in-law in the eyes, and a flash of understanding passed in their gazes.

"Do you think you can do it? Or do you prefer that I do?" Asked Roger.

"I feel that if I want my wife back, it is a thing that I have to do myself," said Alan with more confidence than he really had. "But your supervision is welcome."

When Becky finally appeared nearly four hours later, Alan and Roger were seated down to lunch together in the living room.

"Hi, Dad; what are you doing here?" said Becky casually, taking off her heels and heading toward the stairs.

"Good grief!" Roger gasped when he saw the state his daughter was in. The buxom 36-year-old wore a mini-skirt that barely covered her round, ample buttocks and left uncovered all her meaty thighs encased in fishnet pantyhose. The dark nipples of her generous breasts pointed through a sheer tee shirt. Becky's hair was disheveled, and there were circles under her eyes that even her too-heavy makeup couldn't cancel.

"Leave me alone," Becky grunted, noticing the look of reproach on both men's faces.

"Where have you been dressed like that?" Roger almost shouted, "Good Lord, Becky! You can see your breasts under that shirt! And that skirt...you look just like a whore!"

"Come on, Dad. Give me a break! For crying out loud, I'm an adult woman! I think I'm old enough to decide what to wear and where to go!"

Trying to keep calm, Alan got up from the table and, crossing his arms over his ample chest, said, "Sit down, Becky, we need to talk."

"Oh, Alan...not again," Becky said with a deep sigh. "Besides, I'm too tired, I just need to go to have some sleep."

"No, Becky, we absolutely need to talk right now," said Alan, standing in front of his wife. "Your Dad and I are worried sick about you, dear. We clearly see that if you keep going on this path, you could be in trouble soon."

"I don't give a damn what your stupid fears are! Why don't you mind your own fucking business!" And with that, Becky started to head to the stairs.

"Okay, young lady, stop where you are right now!" Roger roared, shocked at her daughter's outburst.

Becky had never talked like that. The way she acted and the language she used only reinforced his conviction that she badly needed to be put back on the right track and that it must be done right then and there in the old-fashioned way. He turned his gaze to his son-in-law and nodded his head in an invitation to finally take action.

"That's it!" Alan bellowed with a determined look while stepping forward and taking hold of his wife's wrist. "I've been very patient with you and far too easy for too long! The time has come to use some old-fashioned and proven remedy for your awful, unacceptable conduct."

"What...what are you talking about, Alan?" asked the disgruntled-looking woman, freeing her wrist but starting to feel a bit worried in front of her husband, who mustered authority for the very first time.

"I bet you still remember your Dad's way to correct your worst antics in the past, don't you?" Alan stated, "Well, I thought you were far too old for such a thing now, but I've tried to reason with you, and it didn't work, so you let me no other choice but to restore that old corrective method, as much as it could be weird due to your age."

"What…hey…this is crazy!" Shouted Becky, starting to realize where her husband's words were going. "I'm 36 years old; you can't possibly think I let you paddle my bottom! I will charge you for assault…"

But while Becky was standing in front of her husband, spewing improprieties and threats at him, Roger got up from the table, grabbed his daughter by her left arm, and

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

The heavy palm of his right hand delivered four sharp smacks to the back of Becky's thighs, right where her mini-skirt ended. That shocked the errant woman to the core and elicited wails of pure pain instead of empty complaints.

"Go ahead, Alan. Do what it must be done," Roger said as soon as his daughter shut down.

It was then that Becky saw the hairbrush on the table. It was a wooden hairbrush with a flat, square back that resembled in a smaller way the wooden paddle her father used on her while still living at home. The reason it was there, and not on her vanity where it usually stood, could only be one.

"Nooooooooo! ALAN! Dad, you…you wouldn’t dare…”

"You will see what I dare to do, young lady!" Alan said, taking her by the arm and turning her toward the table.

He was now strengthened in his conviction of what he was about to do by the evident fear he could read in his wife's eyes.

"Alan, stop! Please, DAD, No, you can't let him do it!" Becky begged, struggling to get free.

"Oh yes, young lady. You bet I let him do it. Even more, I counseled him to do it! And if you don't comply with it as you had been taught, after he had paddled your bare bum with the back of the hairbrush, I will take out my belt and blister your bottom with it. You, young lady, are in for a life lesson today!"

While Roger was uttering these threatening words, Alan pulled a chair from the table and sat on it. In one fluid motion, as if he had done it countless times before, he draped his shapely wife across his sturdy lap and lifted the back of her short skirt.

"You are not going to sit down for a week after I get finished with your big ass!" He promised, yanking down the fishnet pantyhose along with her thong to mid-thigh, thus discovering a pair of candid, round, meaty hillocks that clenched in pure fear.

Out of the corner of her tear-filled eye, Becky saw her Dad reach for the wooden hairbrush and hand it to her husband.

"NO ALAN! PLEASE, YOU CAN'T DO THIS!" she screamed just before the flat back of the hairbrush descended with a loud CRACK on her trembling, generous left buttock.

"OWWWWW! ALAN! IT HURTS!"

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

OWWWWW! OHHHHHHH! PLEEEEASE STOP!"

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

Under the flurry of hard wooden hairbrush smacks, Becky's chubby, swelling bottom cheeks soon turned red. Alan may not have ever paddled his wife before, thought Roger, and for sure, the woman that was now on the receiving end of his hairbrush spanking had a bottom far broader and more prominent than the girl he had spanked himself many years before. Still, his son-in-law was learning fast and was already in the whole spirit of the thing.

"You better not ever,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Talk to me or anyone else,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Like that again!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Do you,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Hear me?"

"YES, ALAN! OHHHHHHHH! AIEEEEEEEE! I HEAR YOU!" Becky cried, her scarlet bottom having erupted in flames. "I WON'T DO IT AGAIN! AIEEEEEEEEE! OHHHHHHH! I PROMISE!"

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

"And you will not,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 

"Dress like a whore,"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Ever again."

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"Is that clear?"

"I WON'T ALAN! AIEEEEEE! NEVER AGAIN! OHHHHHHH!"

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

Still, the hairbrush landed with unerring accuracy on the blistering, upturned womanly backside. Alan intended to make his wife's correction memorable, and he was accomplishing just that.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! "I SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"AIEEEEE! I...I WILL BE GOOOOD! AIEEEEEEEE! DAD PLEASE! AHAAWWWW! MAKE HIM STOP! AHARGHHHH!"

Never has Becky remembered a spanking that hurt so badly! Her cries turned to sobs; the salt from her tears melted her heavy mascara and mixed with the snot from her nostrils. She felt like the wooden back of the hairbrush had turned into a hot iron, branding her husband's commandments on her ample, swelling buttocks.

Alan, seeing that the message was getting through the desperately sobbing woman over his lap, turned to deliver a flurry of well-placed hairbrush SMACKS to the back of her bare, meaty thighs that made Becky howl even louder.

"ALAN! OHHHHHHHH! AIEEEEEEEE! AIEEEEEEEEE! OHHHHHHH GWADD! IT HURTSSS SOO BAAD! PLEASE STOP! DAAADDY PWLEASEEE, TELL HIM I HAVE BEEN PUNISHED ENOUGH! BWUAHAAAA! BWUHAHAAAAA!"

At that point, Roger saw that all his daughter's rear end had swelled up to an even bigger size, her buttocks had assumed the aspect of two overripe tomatoes pressed against each other, and right on the sit-spot the skin had assumed a greyish hue, a clear symptom of impending blistering. He sensed that Becky had taken all she could and was pretty sure she would be unable to sit properly for the week ahead. So he approached his son-in-law and gently grabbed his arm, which made him understand that Becky's correction must end there.

Understanding his father-in-law's silent message, Alan stopped his arm and said, "Okay, young lady, let this be a lesson to you. On your feet."

Sobbing uncontrollably, Becky reached back and gently rubbed her big, swollen behind before slowly getting up. She tried to pull up her panties and pantyhose over her smoldered bottom. Still, the welts and blisters raised by the flat back of the wooden hairbrush made it just too painful, so she left them there, at her midthighs. That, along with her flushed face damped in tears and snot and her mouth still contorted in a pitiful cry, made her the very image of an overgrowth, well-spanked little girl.

"I hope I don't have to do this again, Becky," Alan said. But be assured I will if the need arises again. You have been raised to be a nice, properly behaved lady, and you will never be too old or too big to behave differently. I and your Dad will always be here to help and correct you, Becky."

"Yes, Alan," the thoroughly chastised woman sniffled while softly massaging her smoldering, swollen, and blistered bum cheeks. "May…may I go to my room?"

"Not so fast, young lady," Roger intervened. "You had your paddling by your husband for your unacceptable behavior. But don't you remember what would happen to you when you said bad words?"

"OH! NOOOO, please no, Daddy, not that too!" Pleaded Becky amidst a new stream of tears.

"Oh yes, come with me, young lady!"

Before Becky could mutter new words of protest, her Dad grabbed her by the earlobe and pulled her toward the kitchen to the sink. Still securely holding Becky by the ear, Roger used his free hand to turn on the faucet. The weeping girl bent over the sink with her freshly blistered big bottom up in the air and gasped when she saw her father hold a bar of Ivory soap under the running water.

"BWUAHHHH! Daddy…noooo!" She wailed.

"You just shut up," Roger replied firmly. "I'm going to wash your filthy mouth out with soap! You certainly need it after the language you used within your family's house walls!"

Despite protestations and futile evasive movements, the soap was duly inserted in Becky's mouth.

"Aaaaaaargggghhhhhh...Aaaaaaaaargggghhhhh..." the buxom woman gagged as Roger twisted the bar around.

"Get a good taste of it, young lady!" Roger warned. "You're going to have the cleanest mouth in town!"

To Becky's eternal relief, the soap finally came out, but no amount of spitting and sputtering could erase the terrible taste.

Finally softened at the view of his well-chastised daughter, Roger put her arm around Becky.

"Come on, I'll walk you upstairs to your room. You need to spend the rest of the day in bed.

With her head resting on her Dad's shoulder, Becky, still her bare marked bottom in the air, was escorted out of the kitchen and toward the stairs. When she passed by his husband, who was standing in the living room with his arms crossed over his broad chest, the well-chastised woman broke away from her father and went to hug him.

"I'm sorry, honey, that I acted like a bratty slut. I promise I won't do it again," said Becky, hugging her husband and drying her tears on his chest. Alan hugged her back and reassured her of his love. She looked so sweet and innocent right then.


Three Well-Spanked Girls

It wasn't just hot that summer day; it was scorching. The oppressive heat made running miserable. Violet's hair was soaked with perspiration, and her light tee and shorts stuck to her buxom frame.

The newly married 24-year-old was trying to maintain her daily routine, including an hour-long morning run. Violet trudged on, keeping a deliberate pace. She was about halfway through her route when she heard her name called by a familiar voice. Looking over her shoulder, she saw her sisters-in-law Denise and Georgina approaching her on their bicycles.

"Hi girl, what are you doing running in this steam?" Shouted the slender 22-year-old Denise.

"It's not easy to stay a wonder," retorted Violet jokingly.

"Forget it," said chubby 20-year-old Georgina. I am trying to convince my sister to go for a swim at the lake. C'mon, come with us, let's go swimming!"

"Hei, let me understand. The 'lake' you are referring to is not that pond surrounded by unkempt grass and a bramble forest, is it?"

"Of course, it's that, or do you think another lake formed around here while you were away for your honeymoon?" Replied Georgina.

Violet looked at the two sisters. "You've been out in the sun for too long. No way am I going near that place. It must be full of rats and probably snakes, too...and besides," she added, chuckling, "don't you remember what happened to you the time we went there and were caught?"

The two sisters looked at each other and blushed. Of course, they remembered. Brad, their father, was a stern, big farm man with conservative ideas, and he and his wife raised their two daughters and one son with old-fashioned discipline.

"It was ages ago. We are all adults now, and we can decide what to do or not," Georgina said.

Denise looked her sister in the eyes with intent. She was almost about to remind her that not more than a couple of months earlier, the plump brunette had not been able to sit down for a week after having a meeting with their Dad's well-oiled strap in the barn, but she refrained from doing so, not wanting to shame her sister in front of Violet.

Violet's parents didn't share the same old-fashioned ideas on discipline. Violet hardly received a slap or two on her bottom as a child. In fact, even that time she had just referred to, when the three teenagers had been found taking a bath in the pond, while the two sisters had been severely spanked and sent to bed in the middle of the afternoon, Violet had gotten away with a weekend grounding and a stern scolding by her mother.

"Okay, let's forget about the parents' ban," Violet said, wiping the sweat on her forehead. That pond is nothing but a dangerous swamp."

Disappointed but not defeated, Georgina tried to change her cousin's mind: "I know it's a little dangerous, but if we're careful, nothing will happen." Then, turning to her sister, "And how would Dad find out? As hot as it is, we'll be dry a minute after we come out of the water."

"And just what will we wear for bathing suits?" Violet asked sarcastically. "I don't seem to have mine with me."

"Why do we need suits? I'm sure nobody will be around. And we've seen each other naked before."

"Pardon me?" Violet retorted.

Georgina chuckled. "We're all girls. Come on, Violet, the water will feel so good!"

It took Georgina a little more persuasion, but eventually, the trio got near the pond. After leaving the bikes chained to a tree, they left the road and walked through the woods, stepping gingerly through the tall grass and mud. Finally, they stood at the pond's edge and waited for someone to make the first move.

"It was your idea. You go first," Violet said to Georgina.

The plump 20-year-old took a deep breath and looked around. They were alone. She sat on a stump, took off her shoes and socks, and stood up again. Turning her back towards the other two, Georgina quickly slipped out of her shorts and took off her tee shirt. She unhooked her bra and let it fall to the ground. Down came her panties.

"Here goes!" Georgina ran into the water, her white, chubby backside bouncing with every step. "Come on in! The water feels great!"

Violet and Denise looked at each other, and then, a bit shyly, they, too, disrobed themselves.

The slender Denise hid her small breasts with an arm more than adequately. A hand, however, was not enough to hide the large thatch of dark pubic hair between her legs. She walked to the edge of the pond, her slender buttocks barely jiggling.

Violet finally started wading into the water. She was not as able as her lean cousin to conceal her pert breasts or her hirsute pubic area amidst her generous hips and upper tonic legs. She could feel her round, swelling behind bouncing as she hurried into the pond, immersing herself in the refreshingly cool water. It felt so good! Suddenly, she wasn't in such a hurry to leave.

Denise and Violet were content to just wade around, but not Georgina. She began splashing water on the other two, laughing and giggling with her large breasts hopping up and down while the other two tried to dodge the spray.

"Cut it out!" Violet warned.

"Gee, you're no fun!" Georgina moaned, putting on her best pseudo-hurt look. Just as quickly, a broad smile replaced the pout. "Guess what! I'm peeing!"

"Eeeuuuuu!" the older girls moaned in unison. "That's disgusting!" Denise chided. "You can act so childish sometimes!"

She wasn't about to admit she had relieved herself the same way only a few moments before.

"I WANT ALL OF YOU OUT OF THERE RIGHT NOW!"

Brad's angry voice cut through the stagnant air like a hot knife through butter. He had seen her daughters' bikes while driving and had stopped his truck to go to control what was happening.

The girls turned around and saw the irate, stocky man standing on the bank next to his daughters' discarded clothes.

"DID YOU HEAR ME! GET OUT OF THERE NOW! THAT INCLUDES YOU TOO, VIOLET! MOVE IT!"

Trying to cover their nudity as best they could, they slowly waded towards land. In Denise's mind flashed the awareness that her precious rear end was about to discover the meaning of the term 'hell's fire.' Georgina was the first one out.

"Papa, I'm sorry..." she whined as she carefully moved her chubby naked body towards her clothes.

Brad waited until her younger daughter was close enough, then grabbed her by the arm.

"NO PAPA!" Georgina begged.

Not caring about her daughter's pleading, Brad sat down on the stump, threw Georgina across his sturdy lap, and started to deliver a rain of mighty hand slaps on her younger daughter's plump, swelling, wet buttocks, flattening them in turn as his fatherly palm smashed down. The spanking was brief but very effective and not only dried Georgina's chubby, wobbling bottom but also left it a deep shade of angry, sore-looking red.

"Denise! Get your backside over here!" Ordered Brad once he had released his younger daughter from his lap.

While Georgina was rubbing her burning bum cheeks, crying to the sky, Denise put the clothes she was about to put on back on the ground. She went obediently across her father's knee.

While her cousin was getting her lean buttocks as thoroughly spanked as those of her sister, Violet disappeared behind the bushes and got dressed.

Finally, the enraged Dad finished even the tanning of her older daughter's bum and stood her on her feet.

"Get dressed!" he told her weeping, butt-rubbing daughters in no uncertain terms.

Denise and Georgina hurriedly put their clothes on under a very watchful eye.

"Stop that crying, you shameless girls! How dare you swim all naked? And put yourself and your sister-in-law at the risk of being bitten by a poisonous snake on top of it! What you have just received is nothing compared to what you'll get as soon as I get you home," Brad barked. "I'm going to bring you to the barn and whip your behinds with the strap until you won't sit down for a week! Now, get your bicycles on the truck. We go home!"

A new stream of tears from Denise and Georgina greeted their father's threat while the two girls gently rubbed their shorts seats and walked over to their bikes. Brad waited until they were in the woods before turning to Violet.

"I marvel at you, Violet. You are the oldest and should be mature enough to understand that coming here to swim is dangerous nonsense. If I were your father, you would have to eat dinner standing up tonight…but I think being a married woman is up to your husband now. So, do you want a ride home?"

"No, thanks, Dad. I think I will conclude my run. It's so hot that I'm already dried up," answered Violet, crestfallen as she headed to the road.

"Hi, Bill!" Violet said as soon as she entered the kitchen.

"How did your run go?" asked her husband casually, intent on repairing the sink drain.

"Oh, hmm, a bit weird, if I have to be honest," answered sweaty Violet with a grim on her lips.

"Weird? What happened?" Asked Bill, turning around and looking at his wife doubtfully.

"Well," Violet replied, trying not to laugh, "I saw your Dad spank Denise and Georgina!"

Bill opened his eyes wide.

"Knowing my Dad, I'm not that surprised that he had given it to my sisters. But how come that you witnessed it?" Bill asked, growing suspicious.

Violet opened the refrigerator, pulled out a small water bottle, and took a long sip. Then, leaning on the table, she started to recount her adventure, giggling.

"And she gave it to them but good," Violet concluded the story. "Were Denise and Georgina crying and rubbing their fire-red bums once Brad was done with them," she concluded with no longer the smile that she began with.

She also showed none of the self-assuredness and confidence she displayed, having seen her husband's expression go from doubtful to angry to downright furious.

"What went through your mind?" Bill almost shouted to her fearing-grow wife. "Just going to the bank of that muddy pond is dangerous; forget about swimming in it! Don't you remember that Jimmy was bitten by a snake right there and was in a coma for three days?"

"I... I'm sorry, Bill…" Violet started to say, surprised by her husband's reaction.

"And how could you undress in a public place? Shit, you're a married woman! You're my wife now!"

"It was Georgina's Idea, and nobody was around, so…" Violet blabbered her lame excuses.

She had never seen her husband so angry, and while it frightened her, his jealousy of her body also pleased her.

"What does matter that was Georgina's idea, Violet? You were the oldest of the three and should have known better. I hoped you would be mature enough to understand that going there to swim was dangerous nonsense!" Scolded Bill, almost repeating the exact words of his stern father.

"I'm sorry, it was so hot..." Violet replied almost in a whisper, "I couldn't help it."

"And besides," Bill followed on, his hands on his hips and his ample chest vibrating in the heat of scolding, "I know very well that you have been forbidden by your parents to go there, don't you miss?"

"Oh Bill, come on, this is ridiculous. I mean, I'm an adult now."

"Oh, really? Are you an adult? Because it doesn't seem that you have been acting like an adult. Rather, you acted like a wayward and disobedient teenager, just like my sisters did!" And here Bill fell silent and, for a long moment, stared into his wife's eyes as if weighing what he was about to say. "And I don't see why you wouldn't receive the same they got!"

"What?... What do you mean, Bill?" Asked Violet, widening her fearsome eyes.

"Oh, you understood perfectly what I mean, Violet. Since we got married, you just acted like a spoiled brat. I'm fed up with your attitude, miss. I know your father didn't use the same educative methods my Dad used with me and my sisters, and I don't blame him for that. I have known you since high school, and back then, you had always been a good, obedient girl. But after you got back from college, you changed. You treat other people with sufficiency and arrogance at times. And don't listen to anyone, even me, your husband. This cannot go on like this, and I intend to put the final point to it right now. You will get it this time, young lady, good and proper! We will see if a bottom too sore to sit on it will cure you once and for all of your attitude!"

"BILL! You can't be serious, Bill! I don't deserve it, I said I'm already sorry, Bill, and anyway, I'm far too old for…THAT!"

"Not as sorry as you are going to be," Bill said, cleaning his hands with a dishcloth.

Then, opening one drawer of the kitchen closet and grabbing a small wooden cutting board, he growled, "Come with me, young lady!"

"No, Bill, you can't…you won't… I will not let you…" blabbered Violet, Backing down in front of her husband, who pressed her.

"Violet, you will be spanked today, and that's it. So try to take it like the big girl that you are, and don't make this harder for the both of us."

"No, Bill, please, this is outrageous…you don't have the right…" said Violet, on the verge of tears.

Nevertheless, she stopped her retreat. Seeing her husband's fury scared her, but the menace of having her bottom paddled by her man started something unexpected inside her. Suddenly, she experienced a tingling between her legs, and a shiver ran through her body, sensing that she was wetting her panties.

Seeing her wife's resolve weakening, Bill took two steps toward her, got a firm grip on Violet's upper arm with one hand, and began smacking the seat of her wet running shorts with the cutting board.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"How dare you say that your husband doesn't have the right to correct you, young lady!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"I'M SORRY BILL!" Violet screamed, all the while thrusting her pelvis forward, trying to diminish the force of the wooden board spanks. "I…I didn't mean it!"

Her determined husband hauled the hapless girl through the living room and up the stairs to their bedroom. All the time, Bill never stopped to smack randomly her wobbling rear end.

Once in the bedroom, Violet had already begun a subdued weeping at the indignity of it all. She was not only afraid of the tanning her husband was about to inflict on her tender bottom but also of the shame she would feel when he became aware of her wet arousal.

"Save your tears for what is coming to you, Violet," said Bill, "You will need them. I'm going to paddle your bum till you won't sit down!"

He sat on the bed, flipped Violet over his lap, and, with a swift move, lowered his wife's shorts.

"This is long overdue!" The irate husband stated emphatically while lowering his wife's skimpy panties to her calves.

"BILLY NO!" Violet begged a last plea, ashamed to present so shamelessly her wet charm to her husband. "PLEEEEASE!"

For a moment, Bill stood, admiring with pride the perfection of his wife's rear end. Her bum cheeks were round, swelling but firm, and he thought the two pale orbs formed a perfect target for what he would do to them. He then steeled himself, raised the solid wooden board at shoulder high, and smashed it down on Violet's right bum cheek.

SMACKK!

"OUCH!"

Bill started a quick rain of solid board strokes on his wife's wobbling rear. As her bottom started heating, the buxom 24-year-old started to kick, buck, and bounce just like a little girl across a paternal lap.

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

"AIEEEEEEE! AIEEEEEEE! NOOOOOO BILLY! IT HURTS! AIEEEEEEE!"

Soon, having her naked backside and wet vulva on display became the least of Violet's worries, for the board was doing a splendid job of setting her swelling meaty hillocks on fire. The squirming bottom cheeks, until a few minutes ago a whiter shade of pale, were a bright, fire-engine red in no time.

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

"Weren't you warned to stay away from that pond?" Bill lectured. "You think you're too old to listen to your elders?"

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

"NO BILLY! AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHHH!"

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

"I'M NOT TOO OLD! AIEEEEE! PLEEEEASE!"

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

"Do you think that because you went to that college, you are too intelligent to listen, mind, and respect your husband?"

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

"NO! NO BILLY! PLEEEASE! I'LL OBEY YOU FROM NOW ON! AIEEEEEE!"

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

The cutting board continued to blister the purpling, swelling buttocks and meaty upper thighs, ensuring Violet would not sit comfortably for the foreseeable future.

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

"WAAAAAAAAA! WAAAAAAHAAAAAHAAAAA! I’LL BEEEE A GOOODDD GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE! WAAAAAAHAAAAHAAAA! WAAAHAAAAAHAAAA!"

When Violet was reduced to sobs and her bottom a badly smoldered, raging inferno, Bill decided that his wife had learned her lesson, and he stopped spanking. He stood seat for a couple of minutes, allowing her wife's sobbing to taper down to controllable whimpers. Finally, he helped Violet to her feet.

The well-chastised woman stood up slowly, every motion bringing a fresh round of hot pain to her spanked parts. Once on her feet, she started to frantically rub her hot, pulsating bottom with both hands in a desperate attempt to relieve at least some of the burning pain Bill had ignited there with that awful board. For the first time in her life, she did the time-honored spanking dance, oblivious of the shame of that all and concerned only about her stinging, burning bottom, while her tears were dripping streams down her face, and snot was coming out from her nostrils. She was sobbing and sniffling just like a very well-spanked little girl.

Eventually, Violet stopped hopping around the room and crying even if the burning sensation that she was feeling in her smoldered, smocking bum was still unbearable. Overwhelmed by her ordeal, she ran to hide her face on Bill's chest and dried her tears on his shirt. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her head, whispering healing words in her ear.

"Shhhh. Shhhh. It's over now, sweetie," he said softly.

She sobbed a comforting cry into his chest for what seemed like an eternity while he reassured her of his love. Then he took off a tissue and dried the tears and snot from her pretty face, telling her how lucky he was to have her as his wife. Violet melted in his embrace. Right there in his arms, she felt more loved than ever before.

About the time Violet and Bill, on their marriage bed, were having their best intercourse since they got married, Brad was dragging his daughters to the barn behind the farmhouse.

"Get those shorts and panties down!" he commanded.

Without hesitation, amidst tears of pure terror, the two girls obeyed. They stood naked from the bottom of their tee shirts to their ankles, displaying two bottoms already bearing Brad's handprints. They endured a scathing lecture from their stern father before she took the well-oiled strap from its nail on the wall and ordered Denise to bend over a hay bale.

Once Denise trembling complied, he proceeded to whip all the truth out of her older daughter. While her lean buttocks were covered by puffy red, painful-looking strips, Denise was forced to say that Georgina was the instigator of the wrongdoing. So after Denise was dealt with, Georgina got it. For being the ringleader, the imposing farmer gave his younger daughter ample, chubby, behind a whipping so thorough that it sent her almost into hysterics. After such a whipping, Denise thought, still grabbing big handfuls of her badly whipped buttocks in each hand, her poor sister wouldn't be riding her bicycles for a while, not with the blisters their Dad's strap had raised on her sit-spot.

'The old strap always does the trick,' thought the satisfied father while, with a grin on his lips, watched her well-chastised, half-naked daughters wail and howl, hopping around the barn grasping one welted buttock in each hand, assuring time and again how sorry they were to have been bad and promising to obey their Daddy forever.


The Korn Sisters

I

"Papa will be mad about this!" Said Madison with a worried look.

She and her newly married husband, James, observed how the chubby but pretty girl was released by police officers after her documents were checked while the boy accompanying her was cuffed and put into the patrol car.

"Papa had already told my sister that he doesn't want her to hang around with that boy. He is a bad subject known in the neighborhood as a gang member. But she didn't listen to him, and now…this," Madison continued dejectedly. "And on top of it, all this happened right in front of the church at the time of service, and therefore many of the neighbors are watching!"

"A real bummer," James interjected.

"Oh, I know some BUM that will pay dearly for it."

"What do you mean, honey?" Asked James.

"As I said, Papa already told my sister that he doesn't like that boy and that he doesn't want her to go out with him. And now I'm sure there will be no shortage of people letting him know what happened on the street. And I know he won't like that Holly didn't listen to him and with what happened, well…I bet my young sister is in a lot of trouble already."

Without giving it more importance, James took his wife by the arm, and they both headed toward her sister, who had stayed behind to watch the police car drive away.

"I'm pretty sure she won't do any sitting down in the next few days," Madison followed on almost in a whisper.

"What did you say? I couldn't hear you," James asked, curious.

"Nothing, honey, I just said I think Holly is going to be punished."

"Punished? C'mon, she is nineteen."

"Mhm, believe me, she is going to be punished," Madison said.

"Well, then, how is your Dad going to punish her?" James asked, intrigued by his buxom girlfriend's words.

Madison hesitated, then blushing, she said, "Well, I think that sooner or later you will get to know it, so…Dad is going to whip her big bum."

"Is he what?" James asked in surprise.

"I said that Papa is going to whip her bum with the leather strap," Madison said, finally clear and loud.

They went silent, Madison embarrassed at her admission and James pondering her response.

"I didn't imagine your Dad believed in corporal punishment for his two princesses. I mean, I know he is a bit old-fashioned, but until now, I saw him just pampering you both."

"Dad always says that while we live under his roof, we are under his rule. And also that no girl is ever too old to benefit from a hot bottom now and then," said Madison with an unconscious rub at her own leggings-covered plump rear.

"I will remember these words those times you acted just like a silly teenager," said James with an allusive smile. "I could always call your Dad to visit us and tell him how you've been acting."

"Oh, shut up, James," said Madison, looking at him with a resentful look. "This is not a laughing matter, especially now that Holly is about to have her bum blistered, poor girl," said Madison, but James's devilish look made her doubt that he was joking. "Come on, let's drive Holly home."

As he and Madison took Holly home, James realized that what his wife had said must be true. The poor girl was clearly a little worried about her boyfriend's fate. Still, from the sparse exchange he had with her older sister, James realized that she was much more concerned about her ability to sit in the near future.

All that elicited in the young man a considerable curiosity and a sense of excitement at the mental image of her young sister-in-law's cute round bottom being whipped by her imposing father. Suddenly, he felt his manhood grow inside his pants and started to think about a way to learn more about all that.

Mulling it over, James remembered something his wife had told him. At the back of her one-story house was a grove that could be easily accessed from the hill behind, where one could hide and be close enough to the house to observe unseen the inside of the bedrooms. When Madison was a teenager, it was from there that she would let her boyfriend pass by once she was sure her parents were in bed. So, since he understood that Holly's correction would most likely take place after dinner, James decided to try to go there and spy on what would happen.

Madison was slightly surprised by her husband's insistence on having an early dinner. Still, he told her he had agreed with friends to meet for a few hours at bowling. So, about the time James knew dinner was being served at his wife's parents' house, he was hiding in the grove opposite Holly's bedroom window.

All the lights were off on that side of the house, and James hoped nothing had happened yet. A good 15 minutes passed without him being able to see any movement in the house, and he began to think that it had probably been a stupid idea and that he was acting like a horny teenager. Another five minutes passed, and he was already deciding to leave when suddenly the lights on the French window in front of him came on, and Holly entered the room. Luckily, the curtains were open, and James saw that his wife was right; looking inside the small room from the grove's dark without being noticed was easy.

James saw Holly open the closet and take out a pajama. She undressed to her bra and panties and put just the pajama top on. She then inserted her fingers in the waistband of her plain white panties and took them down to her knees.

Even if on the chubby side, Holly was really pretty, thought James. He had always imagined that, but now he had the confirmation of it. Her flesh was firm, and her forms were deliciously voluptuous. Her legs were tan from the summer sun, which served to call attention to her much lighter bottom that was ample, with her protruding buttocks resembling two white, meaty hillocks that wobbled around as she undressed.

Holly had just seated herself on her bed when Mr. Korn entered the room with a fearing-looking leather belt dangling from his right hand. James noticed that it was wide and looked sturdy. Holly got up from the bed, and Mr. Korn stared at his daughter, who obediently stood half-bare before him, one tear already crossing her left cheek.

"Move your pillows," in the silence of the backyard, James could hear Holly and her Dad's voices, even if muffled by the window's glass.

He saw Holly pick up the two pillows and place them in the center of the bed.

"Get yourself into position," her Dad barked.

Holly obediently lay down on her bed with her crotch strategically placed over the pillows so that her bum was the highest part of her body.

As the subdued girl wiggled into the proper position, her Dad began a lecture about the importance of listening to her parents and obedience, which ended with these fateful words: "You disgraced yourself and your family in front of the whole neighborhood. Therefore, your bum will be whipped till you won't sit down, young lady!"

The next sound James heard was the CRACK of leather against poor Holly's wide, protruded, bare butt.

CRACKK!

'OMG, that must have stung,' he told himself.

Again, the merciless leather bit in the two wobbling mounds, and  "AHAWW!" escaped the punished girl's mouth.

CRACKK!

A third time, Mr. Korn swung the strap, and it connected with the soft flesh of Holly's lower bum cheeks.

"OHOO, AHARGHH!" She cried.

At this point, Holly started moving on the bed, alternately turning to one side and the other.

"I'll teach you to move around!" James heard Mr. Korn say, and with that, the strap danced across Holly's upper thighs.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

"NO! No, Daddy, please stop," Holly pleaded and shouted as her sobbing began in earnest.

'Oh my, she called him Daddy,' James said to himself. Then he realized that acting like the mature girl Holly was was long gone by now. Under such a painful-burning fatherly correction, she had regressed to the state of a little brat punished by her severe Daddy. Yet her Dad delivered another CRACKK across the top back of her thighs. This stoke was followed by two more stripes just upward from her knees. Holly was sobbing uncontrollably now as the stinging and burning increased on all her rear end.

"ARGHHH! DADDYYY! BWAAAA! Please, don't strap my legs anymore! Please whip my buttocks!" She pitifully pleaded.

Can't believe this, James thought; she is actually begging for her Dad to whip her buttocks!

In the meanwhile, that strict, big man had gone back to strapping his daughter's bum.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACcKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

"BOHHHH OHHHH! DADDYYYY! BWAAAA! PLEASEE NO MOOORE! BWUAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOOO BAD!"

Holly's loud crying and pitiful pleadings were in full swing when her Dad stopped momentarily to change his position.

"He must have seen some parts of that big bum bruising too much," thought James.

He didn't know that Mr. Korn had seen some part of his daughter's rear end still white, and he believed that to drive the lesson home, all the flesh back there must be a mottled, purplish red.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Again and again, that leather strap caressed Holly's bum.

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-DADDYYY-UH-WAAAAA-I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA.”

The poor girl wailed almost in hysterics.

"Have you learned your lesson, young lady?" Mr. Korn asked at that point.

"AHAWWW! YEES, yees" She hiccupping answered, "BWUAA! I will always listen to you. AHAWWW! I PROMISE!"

"Let's" CRACKKKK!

"see" CRACKKKK!

"if" CRACKKKK!

"that" CRACKKKK!

"is" CRACKKKK!

"true." CRACKKKK!

And with those six hardest lashes, right on Holly's sit-spot, Mrs. Korn ended her daughter's merciless beating.

It took a while for Holly to realize that her ordeal had ended. When she got up from her laying position, she was still a crying, hiccupping mess with her nose running profusely and her face full of tears and snot. James was stunned at the change the poor girl's bottom had undergone! The sit spot was the darkest color, sort of a blotchy, beet red. The rest of her bottom faded evenly to flaming red near the very top of her bottom, the sides, the very top, and the inside of her thighs. And everywhere, the ugly marks of the strap's edge overlapped. All in all, it was a very painful sight, thought James. 

He waited for the lights in Holly's room to go out and then ran home. The erection in his pants was almost painful, and he looked forward to being able to satisfy his urge.

II

CRACK! "OWWWWWW! PLEEEEEASE DADDY!" CRACK! "OHHHHHHH!" CRACK! "NOOOOOOOO! STOP!" CRACK! "AIEEEEEEE!" CRACK! "AIEEEEE! I WON'T DO IT AGAIN!" CRACK! "OHHHH!" CRACK! "OWWWWWW! CRACK! "PLEEEEEASE!"

Sitting in the living room, James shivered, hearing the pistol-shots-like sounds of his father-in-law's strap and the anguished wails of his wife coming from upstairs.

"NO MORE DADDDDY!" CRACK! CRACK! "AIEEEEEEEE! STOP!" CRACK! "OHHHHHHHHHHH!" CRACK! CRACK! "THAT'S ENOUGH!" CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! "WAAAAAAAAAA! WAAAAAAAA!" CRACK! "WAAAAAHAAAAAHAAAAA!

'Poor Madison,' he said to himself, 'it sounds like he is skinning her bum with that strap. I wonder if I better go up and intervene."

But despite his concern for the state of his wife's bottom, James remained seated in the living room sipping his single malt. He knew in his heart that Madison deserved what had come to her, and after all, he was the one who had asked his father-in-law for help with what his eldest daughter had done.

That afternoon, Madison had been surprised to find her father sitting on the living room sofa across from James when she returned from work. After saying hello and putting her bag down, she noticed a document on the coffee table near the tray with the coffee pot and cups. And she also noticed her father's grim look.

"What is this?" Madison asked, keeping the paper sheets and starting reading.

She read the document with growing apprehension. It seemed that their tax return had not been filed within the legal deadline.

"What does this mean?" She said with a lump in her throat once she had finished reading.

"That means that this," answered James to his wife while showing the envelope that contained their tax return, "had never been submitted, and now we face a big fine and hope we don't get sued for tax evasion!"

Madison's face blanched.

"I found it in your closet under a mountain of unfolded clothes. I highly recommended that you mail it to the post office, and you promised to take care of it. Do you remember?"

"Oh well, I have so many chores to take care of that…that…" Madison tried pitiful self-defense.

"That what?" Said James, more sad than angry. "That you didn't find the time to pass at the post office between the manicure and the cocktail with your girlfriends? For God's sake, Madison, you have a part-time job and help in the house; if you can't be reliable on these simple tasks, what will you do when we have kids?"

"What do you mean? That I don't have the right to take care of myself? Do you want to prevent me from having friends?" Madison retorted, blushing at her husband's scolding.

Although she felt guilty for not sending in her tax returns, her rebellious and stubborn nature couldn't accept James's words. Indeed, only her father's presence kept her from responding even more aggressively.

James shook his head and assumed an even sadder air; he was about to open his mouth to retort to his wife when Madison's father intervened.

"You'd better not add anything else if you know what's good for you, young lady," said the middle-aged, big man in an icy tone. "Your inexcusable forgetfulness caused serious consequences, and from what I had just heard from your husband, that's just the straw that broke the camel's back in a marriage that you're trying to screw up with your behavior."

"Papa, I…I don't know what James told you, but…" Madison started to say, clearly intimidated by her father's words and presence.

Madison's Dad was an imposing man with quite a large, powerfully built body. He gave the impression of a man you wouldn't like to cross.

"What James told me," her Dad interrupted, "it's nothing new to me. What do you think? I don't have eyes to see how you acted in these first months of your marriage? I don't know your character and attitude when you are not sufficiently supervised. You, young lady, are overdue a good lesson in behaving like a decent girl and wife!"

With these words, he opened the briefcase that was standing on the sofa next to him and pulled out the very same strap that James had seen used on poor Holly's bottom just three weeks ago.

Silence fell In the living room, save for Madison's heavy, erratic breathing. "Papa…Papa, let me explain, Papa," said Madison with a trembling voice and even more trembling legs once she saw that instrument of bottom torture in the hands of her strict father.

"Save it!" Her father commanded, rising from his seat and grabbing Madison's arm.

"Papa, please!" Said Madison, already on the verge of tears. "I'm sorry!"

"Not nearly as sorry as you're going to be!" After delivering a sharp SLAP! to the seat of her daughter's thin leggings, the determined man promised. "Come with me! I'm going to give you something to really cry about!"

James cringed as he watched his wife fly up the stairs, followed closely by her father holding the strap. His father-in-law looked so very mad and his wife so scared, and he could not blame her since he had seen what that man could do to a woman's derriere with that strap. For a moment, his conviction that he had done the right thing wavered, but then, thinking back to his wife's irresponsible behavior, he poured himself a shot of single malt and, glass in hand, went to sit in the armchair.

Meanwhile, upstairs, the irate father nearly threw Madison inside the master bedroom and slammed the door.

"Pull those pants off, young lady, panties too, and bend over the bed!" Ordered Madison's Dad while he took two pillows and placed them in the center of the bed.

Trembling slightly, unable to stand against her powerful father, Madison inserted her shaking fingers in the waistband of her leggings and pulled them and her thong down to her feet and off. Then, without even being ordered, she lay down on the bed with her crotch over the pillows and started to cry softly. Now, her generous, ample, snow-white bottom pointed upwards, the two protruding meaty hillocks presenting the perfect target for her Papa's strap and anger.

"Nooooo..." she moaned, burying her head in the bedspread.

Strap in hand, the angry father stood for a moment observing the two bare, shaking bottom cheeks of his daughter.

"You're going to get it, but good this time, young lady," he vowed, raising the stiff leather above his shoulders.

It whistled through the air and landed with a loud

CRACK!

across the chubby buttocks, leaving a red-hot stripe on the pale skin.

"How dare you act so thoughtless, irresponsible, and lazy as you did?" Scolded the angry Dad while swinging the strap.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Downstairs, James was shocked by how loud the strap strokes could be heard. 'OMG, if she goes on like that, I fear Madison won't be able to sit down for a month!' He thought with apprehension.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Upstairs, Madison's father swung the strap slowly and deliberately, making sure her older daughter felt the full effect of each blow. From the young woman writhing and tears, he was more than successful. Madison had gotten the strap other times before, of course, but never had she been so thoroughly leathered.

"What got into your mind? You have been raised to be a responsible, caring person, not a careless brat!"

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

All consumed by the fire being relit over and over on her swollen, smoldered backside, Madison's only responses were sobs, cries, and babbling pleading.

"BOHHHH OHHHH! DADDYYYY! BWAAAA! PLEASEE NO MOOORE! BWUAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOOO BAD! AHARGHHHHHH!"

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-DADDDDDYYY-UH-WAAAA!” With her face covered by tears and snot, with her voice choked by sobs, she promised that "I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA."

Her Dad then stopped to whip her bottom and asked, "Have you learned your lesson, young lady?"

"YEES, yees. AHAWWW! I promise. BWUAAAA! I WILL BE A GOOD WIFE! AHAHWWWW!"

"Let's see if that is true."

With that, her Dad aimed the leather inside of her left thigh and

CRACK!

Then,

CRACK!

On the inside of her right thigh.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Soon, the strap thoroughly visited the insides of both meaty, toned thighs. Poor Madison was in agony, unable to utter coherent words with her choking crying anymore.

"Let this be a lesson to you." Told her Dad finally, but not before she had delivered a last flurry of six of the hardest lashes right on Madison's sit spot. "Get up, now!"

As soon as Madison was up to her feet, she grabbed her burned bum cheeks and started to prance around the room, desperately rubbing her smoking bottom, crying like a little girl having a tantrum.

Her father let her do it for a couple of minutes, then she grabbed her arm and said, "Stop your antics, young lady, and come with me."

She marched her sorrowful and penitent daughter down to the living room and in front of her husband. Once downstairs, Madison was still crying pitifully, and with her hands, she tried to cover her hairy pussy on display. James could see that she had been transformed into a crying, hiccupping mess, with her nose running profusely and her face full of tears and dripping mascara.

"Turn around and show him!" Her Dad hissed.

Overwhelmed by the shame and avoiding her husband's gaze, Madison meekly turned around and obediently bent a little to show him her bare, chastised rear end.

James was stunned at the change his poor wife's bottom had undergone! All her attractive rear end, from where the buttocks start to separate till mid-thighs and even the inside of her legs, was swollen and flaming red. Everywhere, there were the ugly marks of the strap's edge that overlapped, and the sit spot was the darkest color, sort of a blotchy, beet red with grayish blisters forming.

"Go ahead, tell him what you had promised while we were in the bedroom," Madison's Dad ordered.

Still lightly bent and obediently presenting to her husband her well-punished rear end, the repentant girl meekly said between soft sobs, "I promise I will be a good wife, James."

"I'm sure she will," concluded her Papa, "but just in case she will not, you can always count on my help, James."

III

"How could you do such a thing?" Mr. Korn told Holly, seated on the sofa with a dejected air.

The middle-aged imposing man was standing in front of the sofa with his arms crossed on his chest, his gaze sending lightning. Next to him stood a rabid James, who stared at his wife with disapproval.

Madison was seated in the nearby armchair, blushing with an embarrassed air. She had tried to intervene, to explain that it was mostly her fault and not Holly's. Still, Mr. Korn had told her firmly to shut up and was pretending to get an explanation from her younger daughter.

Madison felt terrible about what had happened because she was the one who suggested, and suggested firmly and repeatedly, that Holly took her husband's car to go shopping.

"Dad got the car at the workshop till late afternoon," she had told Holly to her sister when she came to their house at breakfast that Saturday morning to ask to borrow her car to go to a new mall just out of town.

"I would gladly do it, but unfortunately, I am out of battery. The other night, I forgot the lights on, and so it drained completely," Madison answered her; then, seeing her sister's disappointed look, she added, "Why don't you wait till next weekend to go to that mall?"

"Because then the sale will be off," Holly said with an annoying tone.

"Hey, you know what? James is working today, and he didn't take his car. Maybe you can take it," proposed Madison

Holly stared at her sister doubtfully. "Do you mean James's new car? Those that you said you don't even have permission to drive?"

"Well, I don't have permission to drive it because I'm not the best driver, as he put it. But I won't drive it, you will, you know you are a better driver than me. Dad always says that."

"Yes, but…" answered Madison, unsure if her older sister's was the best idea.

"And anyway, if you come back from the mall before he gets back from work, he won't even notice."

Holly hesitated for a while, but in the end, she agreed, partly out of a desire to go to those sales but also because Madison kept her point. Finally, she convinced Holly to commit that ruse.

So right then, Holly was in absolute distress, having to explain to her annoyed father and angry brother-in-law how James's brand new car had been taken to the body shop by the tow truck. Her heart was racing, and her face blushed as she explained that she had rear-ended another car while she was driving home. It didn't help that under rapid-fire questioning, she had to explain how she came up with the idea of driving the car and admit that she was rushing to be home before James arrived so as not to bring to light the fact that Madison had let her take his car without permission.

Then, it was time for Mr. Korn to speak, and he took advantage of it. How could it be that she had listened to the thoughtless advice of her foolish sister of using James's brand-new car, knowing very well that he had expressly forbidden even his wife to use it? How could she have been so irresponsible to drive in traffic at too high a speed? And then why? Just to hide something she shouldn't have done?

"I'm sorry, Papa. I'm sooo sorry, James!" Was all the crestfallen nineteen-year-old could muster to say.

Poor Holly started softly crying when Mr. Korn  told her, "You may think that you are sorry now, but you will be much sorrier by the time you'll have your bottom well tended to, young lady!"

"Now, Dad," Madison finally intervened, "It really was my fault. I convinced Holly that she could take James's car. Please don't be too harsh with Holly. She doesn't deserve it."

"Don't think you are getting off easy on this, Madison," James growled to his wife, "I can't believe you did such a thing. Disobeying me and convincing your sister to use something that you had been forbidden to use! You must be ashamed of yourself. As the older one, you are supposed to be the responsible one, and now, for your fault, I have a ruined car, and I bet Holly will not be able to sit down for dinner. You surely need to have your own bare bottom blistered, miss!"

"You are right, James; Holly deserves not to be able to sit down at dinner, and definitely so does Madison," agreed Mr. Korn.

After that, he fell silent, massaging his chin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand as if pondering a serious problem.

Finally looking at his son-in-law, he said with gravity, "You know what, James, I think the task of punishing the two brats falls to you."

Three pairs of widened eyes stared at Mr. Korn after he pronounced this unexpected sentence.

"As for Madison," the big man continued, "It's high time for you to finally assume your disciplinarian role as the man of the house. And as for Holly, well, you are the main casualty of her wrongdoing, and as a family member, it seems only fair that you make her pay for it yourself."

"Well, Dad, if you think that is appropriate..." said James, trying his best not to show the arousal that caused him the very idea of having little, voluptuous Holly pantless over his knees.

"I absolutely think so, James; furthermore, a bit of adding shame would do to this girl a world of good. Despite her age, she is acting so foolish lately," Mr. Korn said, and then turning to his younger daughter, "Get up, you silly girl."

On the verge of tears, blushing, not knowing where to look, Holly got up from the sofa. Her teary eyes were breaking Madison's heart.

"Take off your skirt," was her father's next order.

"Please, Dad, don't make me do it...is too shaming, Dad. Please, whip me yourself in my room, please." Holly started to whimper, but she unzipped her skirt with shaky fingers anyway.

Seeing that the poor girl was in too much distress to comply, Mr Korn approached her and efficiently slipped her skirt down her shapely pantyhosed legs. Then he inserted his stocky fingers in the waistband of her pantyhose and took them, along with her skimpy panties, down to her knees.

It was then that Holly, overwhelmed by the indignity of showing herself half-bare in front of her sister and brother-in-law to be spanked like a little girl, started to openly cry. Without paying any attention to her pitiful moaning, Mr. Korn led his subdued daughter in front of his son-in-law while she tried to hide her furry crotch with one hand and the other protectively splayed across her big, chubby and still-candid bottom.

"Since this is your first time administering punishment, I don't think the strap is the best tool for you," Mr. Korn told James as he held his weeping daughter firmly by the arm. "An old-fashioned spanking is certainly easier to administer. Sit in a chair and put this brat on your lap while I get the clothes brush."

Feeling his dick grow harder inside his pants, James took a chair from under the table and put it in the middle of the room. Looking lusciously at his young sister-in-law's beautifully plump, bare hindquarters, he ordered her before him. Moaning a soft, pitiful "Noooooo..." Holly complied and was soon turned across her brother-in-law's lap, feet high in the air and her head almost on the floor. James gulped, admiring on his lap that big, soft, and nevertheless firm, generous bottom as white as snow, and felt his already hard-on going at full mast.

Right then, Mr. Korn returned with the clothes brush and handed it to James. He took it in his hand and stared at it. It was a solid, flat-backed, wooden tool, oval-shaped and accurately lacquered; it sure could impart an important lesson to a tender feminine rear.

"Okay then," said James, steeling himself and raising the clothes brush to the ceiling, "Brace yourself, girl. This will teach you to respect other people's properties!" And with that last sentence, he smacked the wood down, hard, on poor Holly's broad right buttock.

SMACKK!

"AHARGHHH!"

James spanked Holly's plump, meaty, protruding buttocks with solid smacks of the broad, flat back of the wooden clothes brush. In no time, the poor girl had a painful-looking red hue spreading on each chubby, bare cheek. Right from the start, Holly howled and squiggled as best as she could, but her brother-in-law was already in the whole spirit of things, and he held her on his lap without missing a beat. Soon, her bottom was on fire, and she felt like she was the sorest-bottomed girl in town as that darned clothes brush spanked, and spanked, and spanked her chubby buttocks. She was sobbing and squealing enough to break Madison's heart and kicking as much as the garments ruffled around her knees would allow her.

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

"OWH! JAMES, OWOWH! PLEASE! I'M SORRYYYY! AHAWHHH! PLEASE STOP! OHOWW!"

Paying no attention to her please, James continued to spank, hard and firm. Holly shouted and called out whenever his determined brother-in-law smacked her tender sit-spots. Soon, she was kicking and flailing her voluptuous legs like a ten-year-old. The flat back of the clothes brush was spanking full force, and Holly's legs and feet were kicking wildly with each spank. Her bottom was a low-stoking fire at this point.

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

It seemed like the flesh on her bottom was burned by pure hell's fire, and the flames were searing into Holly's brain, exploding tears from her eyes, mucous from her nose, and screams from her mouth. It was incessant, and Holly was screaming, pleading with his Daddy to make James stop, apologizing, begging for forgiveness, promising she would never, ever again be bad, and do whatever she was told whenever she was told. At that moment, she was just 10 years old again, getting a blazing spanking, and all she could think about was how much her poor buttocks hurt and stung and burned.

"PLEASE, OH PLEASE, AHAWWWW! IT'S ENOUGH! OHOWWWWW! I LEARNED MY LESSON! BWUAHHH! PAPA, PLEASE TELL HIM I HAVE BEEN PUNISHED ENOUGH! AHARGHHHH! PLEASE! BWUAHAAAAA!"

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

After what could have been barely four minutes, but that seemed like an eternity to Holly, the smacking of the merciless clothes brush finally stopped. Then Mr. Korn retook charge of his daughter and ripped her off James's lap, placing her back onto her feet.

With her legs clamped by the garments ruffled around her knees, Holly put on a comic show, stomping and bouncing up and down, with both hands plastered on her smocking hot, red rump, rubbing and rubbing, trying to extinguish the fiery burning. She was so humiliated to have been taken over her brother-in-law's knees and spanked like a little brat. Now she was crying and jumping around, clasping her throbbing butt. Still, she continued rubbing (she couldn't help it), trying to extinguish the inferno of pain, not caring what kind of show she was putting on in front of her family.

Mr. Korn let Holly do her 'well-spanked-girl-dance' for a couple of minutes, then ordered her to put her nose in an empty corner of the room. Still softly weeping, she instantly obeyed and parked herself in the corner with her buttocks turned into two swollen, smocking red balloons on show.

Then, Mr. Korn turned his attention to his older daughter, "Your turn, young lady."

White as a mop, terrified at what she had just seen happen to her little sister, Madison, stood rooted in the armchair, unable to speak, nodding her head no.

"I don't know what went through your mind, Madison, when you convinced your sister to disobey and lie," intervened James with an authority unknown to his wife. "You really disappointed me. I hope that what you are about to receive will serve you as a lesson so that you will never do something so foolish again. So now get up and come here, or so help me God, after I have blistered your bum with the brush, I will skin your buttocks with your Dad's strap!"

Ashamed for the scolding and completely submitted by the authority of her determined husband, Madison complied. Once she was in front of him, James reached out and began rolling her leggings down. Then he inserted his fingers in the waistband of her skimpy panties and drew them down, too. Eventually, he ordered her over his lap with a stern, no-nonsense voice. Not wanting to prolong the shame of standing with her garments ruffled at her ankles and her bare crotch and bottom all bare for her husband and father to see, she placed herself gingerly over his lap. James sat back so that Madison's bare bottom was in the proper position for the brush.

For a few moments, James admired with pride the smooth, round, bare bottom of his wife. He slid the palm of his hand over those chubby, soft buns. They felt cool now, but they wouldn't feel cool for long.

"Brace yourself, Madison, this is going to hurt!" He said menacingly, raising the brush to the ceiling.

SMACKK!

The first brush spank cracked across Madison's bare bottom, giving her more surprise than pain. Soon, a flurry of painfully burning cracks followed.

SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK!

As James continued the rain of hard brush spanks, the tingle in Madison's buns grew into real smarting, and she started to wriggle and whimper. Then her husband brought the flat back of the brush down with a mighty crack onto the tenderest flesh where her thighs and bottom meet and curve inward. She shrieked, flailed her arms and legs in the air, and rolled off his lap onto the floor.

James was surprised at having lost his wife, but he was not as experienced as his father-in-law in disciplining wayward females. Madison lay on her side on the floor, pretty surprised herself, with cheeks streaked with tears, her crotch in full view, and her hands grabbing her assaulted buttocks.

After the initial surprise, James retook charge. It was evident that Madison's punishment hadn't ended yet, so he took hold of her arm and pulled her up to her feet.

Madison cringed at displaying once again her pubic triangle almost to the face of her husband but soon forgot about her shame when James gave her a flurry of hard cracks on the back of her tender thighs. The clothes brush stung her flesh there even more than over her bottom, and she tried to comically dance her bare rear away from the unforgiving, punishing wood.

Finally, she was dragged once again over her husband's lap, and her wobbling bottom was the highest part of her anatomy. This time, James put her just over his sturdy left thigh and crossed her calves with his right leg. Then, he held her right arm in his left hand and pressed it to her waist. Madison felt locked and unable to move around.

"Now stand still, Madison; your spanking hasn't even started yet," said James menacingly.

Madison shuddered as she saw James raise the clothes brush over her shoulder again.

"I'm sorry, honey…PLEASE, NO MORE!"

SMACKK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Despite her pleading, the rain of brush spanks started again.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Her husband was spanking her protruding buttocks with the strength of a blacksmith beating on the anvil, and she wriggled for what she could as tears started to literally sprinkle from her eyes. She felt like her flesh was branded with each solid smack of the punishing wood.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK! SMACKK! SPANK!

From the beginning of her ordeal, she had tried to maintain at least the last vestige of a bride's pride. Still, as her excruciating correction followed on, it was way too hard to do so.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

She broke down and started crying and pleading in earnest, squirming and kicking her feet just like she had seen Holly doing just a few minutes ago. How embarrassing! There she was, bawling and squealing over her husband's lap, "Please Honey, AHAWWWW! Please, darling, no more, BWHAHAAAA! I'm soooo sorry! AHAAWWWW! It hurts…IT HURTS SOO MUCH! BWUAHAAAAA!" and squirming her bottom around.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

The next flurry of brush spanks did a painful dance on the back of her thighs, and then James went back to her buttocks, aiming the CRACKS of the flat back of that horrid brush right on Madison's tender sit-spot.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SPANK!

Those rapid-fire strokes ignited a new level of fire in poor, discolored Madison's bum, and James saw grey blisters starting to form over that sensitive part of his wife's rear end. Madison's face was now dark red with sobbing; snot was running from her nose, her cheeks were flooded with tears, and her mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! OHHHHHHH! I WILL BE A GOOD GIRL JAMES! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILL DO WHAT YOU SAY! AHAWHWWWWW! JUST STOOOOP IT! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

It seemed to go on forever, but finally, the long and horrible taming was over, and Madison lay on her husband's lap, desperately crying, just like a well-spanked little girl.

Having delivered that last soundest brush smack, James tossed the brush to the floor and released his grip from Madison's waist and legs. For a moment, he stood looking at his wife's swollen and discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile. The poor woman's bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the clothes brush crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit-spot, that instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking moist blisters. There was no doubt that she would have trouble sitting for many days to come.

In the meantime, Madison was still shaken by hiccup crying.

"Ohoo Gwood...it hurts...it hurts so bad..." She wailed between sobs.

James waited a few minutes until she calmed down, and then he made her rise from his lap. Painfully, Madison got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear. She comically pranced around, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with tears and snot, restrained by the garments ruffled at her ankles, her discolored, swollen buttocks that wobbled all around.

"This happens when an adult woman acts like a silly girl, and it can happen to you again, Madison. Do you understand me?" James said, his voice turned soft and paternal.

"Whaaa!" 'Who can feel like an adult woman after having my panties pulled down and getting a bare-bottomed spanking over his knee?' Thought Madison, but she politely got the correct answer, "Yes darling, I understand. I will be a good wife, I promise."

"Very Well, go stand in the corner next to your sister and think about all this," ordered James.

Madison hopped to the corner and stood there, holding her smoldered buttocks and bowing her head. She had screwed up, and she had been punished, God knows if she had been, and she felt like she was ten-year-old again, with her rear end far too hot and swollen to even think to sit on it. But she also felt at peace with herself; the punishment had washed away the guilt, and now she could look at her sister, husband, and Dad in the eye again.







The Date

“I’m glad you don’t think spanking is too old-fashioned. My two daughters were over my knees well into their college years. Every time I doubled them over my lap, they’d beg that they’d do better and that they were too old to have a panties-down spanking. No matter what they said, I always found them afterward to be set back on the right track,” the handsome fifty-year-old gentleman said, bringing the glass of whisky on the rocks to his lips.

Roxana blushed at that statement and felt a stir running down her spine. She looked around, fearing that someone in the bar heard their conversation and would notice her embarrassment. But, of course, no one was paying attention to them. So Roxana returned to devoting her full attention to the impeccable gentleman before her.

Roxana had met Benjamin a couple of months earlier on a dating site. She had been struck by some of his profile words, ‘mature’ and ‘not accepting nonsense.’ So, despite the twenty-year difference, she had contacted him, and now they finally met.

“Your daughters are lucky to have such an attentive father who takes care of them and guides them in life with a firm paternal hand,” Roxana said. “Unfortunately, I lost mine about a year ago.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Were you very close?” Benjamin asked with sincere sympathy.

“Yes, we had a very close relationship, and honestly, I don’t merely miss his company, friendship, love, and advice; I also miss his… guidance.”

“Guidance?” Benjamin said, placing the glass on the table.

He stared at her with a look that seemed to reveal her thoughts, and Roxana lowered her eyes, unable to stand the gentleman’s gaze.

“Yes,” said Roxana in barely more than a whisper, “He had always guided me in my life.”

The shameful truth was that Roxana had needed her dear Dad’s discipline all her life. Discipline without which Roxana seemed lost, drifting about in a state of benign complacency, complacency leading to inaction and irresponsibility and then onto guilt and further inaction. That’s where his father had always come in. He imposed structure, expectations, and accountability. All geared towards helping Roxana function productively. Until well in her twenties, he imposed the needed discipline in the form of a vigorous bare-bottom spanking. No fuss. No theatrics or excuses. Over his lap, she’d go, and he’d just smack her bare, tender bottom as long and as hard as was called for. And even in recent years, she had always come to him for advice and directions, even if not put over the paternal lap anymore. But now, with her father gone, Roxana felt herself drifting with no anchor, and she had wondered if she would ever find someone who could fill that vacancy.

Could Benjamin be such a person?

Benjamin sensed Roxana’s nervousness and strove to detect the cause.

“So I guess that right now you feel the need for a fatherly figure, don’t you?” he probed gently.

“In a way,” Roxana responded. “It’s about having… firm guidance in life again.”

Benjamin picked up on the subtly coded message immediately, “I see. So not only do you miss your father, but you also miss his discipline?” Benjamin’s quick perception of the point of her words surprised Roxana, but not nearly as much as what he said next. “Well, I can understand that. The way I see it, you have three options: first, you can move beyond the need for imposed order on your own, or you can find someone to take your dad’s place, or lastly, you can just let things go on as they are. Naturally, the first option would be the best, and the last option the worst.”

“I know, Benjamin. I thought the same thing myself. Even back when Dad was alive, I wondered why I couldn’t seem to focus on myself and be responsible without imposed consequences. But whenever I tried, I could only manage it for a short while.”

“Well, then you are left with option two. And if the point of this appointment is to see if I would be willing to pick up where your father left off, the answer is yes, young lady.”

“Really?” Roxana replied,

Benjamin chuckled, “Don’t thank me just yet. You may regret this decision. Remember, I used to spank my own daughters, and I don’t recall them ever being very happy about it,” he said and then added, “Now tell me, what exactly is going on right now that you feel the need to be disciplined for?”

Roxana explained how she hadn’t accomplished much in settling her father’s estate. She never sent out the death certificates to the companies that needed them, nor had she finished the forms required for probate and the claims for his small policies.

“I can see why you feel you deserve to be punished because I sure do. You could easily have done that work if you had just put your mind to it,” frowning Benjamin said with calm authority. “And there’s no need to procrastinate on a suitable punishment, either.”

With that, he finished the whisky left in his glass, stood up, went to the counter to pay the bill, and then, holding Roxana’s hand, went outside to look for a taxi. Roxana followed him just like a little girl carried around by her father, with little steps on her high heels and swaying her generous, round bottom stretched in the evening dress.

Once inside Roxana’s living room, Benjamin plainly asked, “What did your Dad use to punish you?”

With a sheepish, penitent look, Roxana went to the mantle fire. She grabbed a sturdy, flat-backed, wooden hairbrush that stood there in plain view and handed it to Benjamin. He took hold of the punishment tool and weighed it briefly, then said, “Your Dad was a wise man; I can see that this surely can impart a very profitable lesson even to a big girl like you. Kindly go to your room, young lady, raise your dress, take down your pantyhose and panties, and wait for me in the corner.”

“Right now?” Roxana gulped.

“Yes, right now,” Benjamin replied sarcastically, “no dawdling, either. You may be a procrastinator by nature, but I’m not.”
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