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Bill shows he cares

It happened on a cold Friday afternoon in January, before the age of smartphones and the Internet.

Jinny had come home from school and found the house empty, so, as usual, she took the extra key from the flowerpot and let himself in. She put down her school bag and fixed herself a snack. With her sandwich in one hand and a soda in the other, she sat down on the sofa and watched TV. Nothing was interesting on television for a change, so once the snack was over, she got bored.

Noticing that the door to his parents' study was open, Jinny decided to poke around in there. Her new stepdad never let anyone go to the study when he was out and said that he didn't want his papers messed up or something. Jinny considered herself to be old enough, eighteen, to be careful about stuff like that. The desk was covered with letters and papers, not so interesting, thought Jinny. But then she saw a magazine sticking out from the pile that caught her attention. Wow! It wasn't a magazine; it was a lingerie catalog that had to belong to her mother.

At that time, with no internet, it was not easy for a girl with such an old-fashioned mother like hers to browse that kind of a catalog. 'Damn it,' Jinny thought, 'Mom still wants me dressed like a little girl! She doesn't understand that I'm a woman now.' Jinny started leafing through it, increasingly fascinated by those garments that, to her teenage eye, seemed at once sophisticated and sexy. Just when she started to think about what she could do to buy some of that stuff without her mother discovering it, she heard the front door close and her stepdad calling over his shoulder to her mother, "All right, Eleanor. Just come with me into the study."

Jinny had about three seconds to figure out what to do. She shoved the catalog into the pile of papers on the desk and jumped into the closet. She pulled the door as far shut as she could and stood there in the dark.

"Get in here, Eleanor, right now!"

"I'm coming, honey. Take it easy. What's the big deal anyway?" the 39-year-old woman answered.

The voices of her parents reached Jinny, hidden in the darkness, crisp though muffled by the closed closet doors.

"Watch yourself, young lady. You're already in enough trouble. I had to leave the office and go to the police station to look for you. Don't you ask me what the big deal is!"

'Wow!' Her stepfather just called her mom 'young lady', and stated she was in big trouble. 'This is becoming interesting,' thought Jinny,

"Well, gosh, Bill, you know, everybody does it. I mean, I just had a couple of drinks with the girls. I bet you do it when you are out with your fellows. It's no big deal. I mean, I was not drunk or anything; I can use good judgment. I was driving just a couple of miles over the speed limit when that pain-in-the-ass cop stopped me and decided I was in no condition to drive. Then took me to the station, can you believe it?"

"Good judgment? For God's Sake, Eleanor, I had to beg the police because they won't put charges against you! You insulted a policeman! I had to put my friendship with the mayor on the line for them to let you go, and I had to promise that I would make sure that something like that didn't happen again!"

"Really, Bill? You promised you would make sure that your wife would be a good girl? Oh, this sounds so...patriarchal, Bill. I had never understood till now how old-fashioned you were!"

Hidden in the closet, Jinny giggled to herself. Her mother had taken on that sarcastic attitude that makes her stepfather mad, and her father before him.

But unlike his father, the new stepfather did not give out in outbursts, but in a calm and determined voice said,' Do you think I'm old-fashioned just to have said so? Well, miss, I will show you how old-fashioned I am."

Jinny heard a noise like furniture being moved, and then her mother said, in a puzzled tone, "Bill...what are you doing?"

"What I am about to do, Eleanor, is put you over my old-fashioned knee and with my old-fashioned hand give you a very old-fashioned spanking! Maybe a good bottom roasting is what you need to show a little more respect for the law and your husband."

"Oh, Bill, get real. Come on. I'm an adult woman! You're not going to…look, just let's get it over with. I've got things to do. You just don't understand. This is so crazy."

"I'm boring you, am I? I guess you're right. Lectures are boring and useless. Obviously, very well, I guess I've just been out of touch with you in the last few days. Maybe I had been too busy with my work to take care of you the way I had, but it stops here. You know, Eleanor, I do care for you, and I'm going to get in touch. You may not like this particular kind of touch, but it's worth a try. Come over here."

'Wow, I never heard stepdad talk like this before,' thought Jinny, hearing the strict, determined streak in her stepdad's voice.

"I'm here. What do you want to tell me?'

"I already told you all I had to tell. You are not interested in what I have to say, anyway, so I'm going to save my breath. Get over my knee."

"What?"

"You heard me perfectly well. Bend over my knee. I've never thought I had to give you a spanking before, but right now I think that is exactly what you need and deserve, and damn well will leave some kind of impression. Maybe you'll think twice before you do something as dumb again. Hurry up. I'm not fooling. I want you across my knee now, and if you're not there in TEN SECONDS, I'll take out my belt and whip that big bottom of yours till you won't sit down for a week!"

'Fuck! This is gross!" Said Jinny to herself, and Intrigued, she ajar the closet door just enough to spy through the crack, careful not to make noise.

Through the gap, she could see that her stepdad had brought the desk chair to the center of the room and sat in it, looking at his watch. He had rolled up his shirt sleeves above the elbows, showing off his muscular forearms.

In front of him, her buxom Mother stood with an air of amazement and wonder painted on her pretty face. She wore a turtleneck sweater stretched over her generous breasts, one of those short skirts that were the new fashion of the times, and almost let the tops of her stockings show.

"Oh, gosh, Bill," she started to blabber in front of the new, unexpected determination of her husband, "I didn't mean…look, can't you… Don't look at me like that, Bill… don't look at your watch!"

Then, finally, head bowed, she approached the angry husband.

"All right, all right…Uh, like this?" She asked, unsteadily lowering herself onto her husband's lap. "This is so totally embarrassing."

Since her stepdad had sat giving his right side toward the closet in which Jinny was hiding, before her eyes came her mother's generous bum, barely covered by her miniskirt. That sight stunned the girl, even more when his stepdad's hand grasped the edge of Eleanor's skirt and lifted it back, leaving in plain view his wife's generous rear clamped in the garter belt, with a pair of skimpy panties that hardly contained her plump womanly buttocks.

"Hey? What are you doing with my skirt?" Was the lady's reaction.   

"Just getting it out of the way, making the target easier to see," answered her husband matter-of-factly.

What happened next would stay in Jinny's mind forever. She saw his stepdad raise his thick, broad hand to the ceiling, then bring it down, hard, on the lower part of her mother's right buttock, right where her skimpy panties left the bum flesh bare.

SMACK!!!

Before Eleanor could react, another hard slap landed, adjusted to spank both cheeks just about the center. This one caused the woman to straighten like a board and let out such a blood-chilling cry. Then another landed, kind of high on her bottom, and from then on, a flurry of more sound, hard palm slaps landed, and Eleanor bucked and wailed.

"Oh, Bill! Cut it out. Ohwhoww! That hurts! AHAWHH! It's not…funny. OUCH! Quit it! OHOWHHH! Stop it! AHARGHH! This is totally…unfair! OHWWHW! CUT IT OUT, YOU SON OF A BITCH!"

"What did you say, you spoiled brat? How did you dare to call your husband? That's what you are, a spoiled brat! This spanking is way overdue. You may be thirty-nine, but you need to be treated like a 9-year-old. And that's what I'm going to do. Let's just slide these panties down and see how much you can learn from a real, old-fashioned, bare-bottom blistering!"

And with those threatening words, Jinny's stepdad inserted his thick fingers in the waistband of her mother's panties and slipped them down to rest at her mid-thigh, right where the garter belt hooked the top of the stockings, letting her already rosy-red, plump, bare bum show in all its glory in front of more and more stunned Jinny. Then her stepdad's palm came crashing, smashing down again on its now bare, tender, wobbling target, echoing in the study, sounding like pistol shots.

SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SLAP! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK!

With her hand pressed against her lips, Jinny could see that her mother's bottom had started to turn into an ugly-looking red blotch shining in flames. And as a reaction to that, Eleanor frantically wiggled on her husband's lap. She would buck and bend so much that her feet almost touched the floor at one end and her head at the other, and she was frozen in that position from the sheer pain she was experiencing where she used to sit. But came back up when Bill would deliver a quick flurry of spanks at her high-arching bottom. At that point, her body would go rigid, arching her back the other way, making her bottom a valley.

SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SLAP! SLAP! SMACK! SPANK! SLAP! SMACK! SLAP! SMACK!SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK!

It went on like this for a long time, until the disheveled woman was babbling, with saliva dripping with bubbles forming, and she was utterly broken, pleading with her 'darling' that she would never, ever be a 'bad girl' again.

"Oh, no, Bill, please, no more! OHWHWW! AHAWHW! Oh, help! OHWHWW! Please, darling…AWHWHW! I mean. OWHWHW! I'm sorry! AHWHWW! I'll be good! OHWHWW! Bill, please. OWWW! My bottom. OWHWHW! It hurts! OWHWHW! Please, please. AHWHWW! Don't spank me anymore! OHWHWW! I'll be good! OHWHWW! I'm sorry! OHWHWW! AHWHWW! OUCH! BWUAHAAA!"

And at least, her husband stopped spanking, and Eleanor was jerked to her feet. As soon as her feet hit the floor, she started pacing at double time. Holding one sore, swollen buttock in each hand, she performed the time-honored well-spanked-girl dance, repeating again and again how sorry she was to have been a silly, uncaring wife. The severe correction she has been subjected to has reduced her to a crying, babbling girl, reduced to instant obedience.

Bill observed his wife for a couple of minutes with a smirk on his lips, and then he said, "Okay, Eleanor, stop your antics and look in the mirror. Do you see how red your bottom is? How does it feel? Do you want that to happen again? Because I promise you, things are going to change around here. No more discussion. No more fighting and backtalk. The next time you do something like you did today, you can expect to find yourself back in here again, over my knee, bare bottom. Only next time, I won't use my hand. I'll use my leather belt to really blister your rear end, do you get it?"

"There won't be another time, Bill, I promise," said Eleanor in a hoarse voice from so much crying and screaming.

"I hope there will not have to be a next time, but if there is, you know what to expect, don't you?"

"Yes, Bill."

"Do you think you have learned something today?"

"Yes, Bill."

"What is it?"

"I should think twice before I do something silly."

"Anything else?"

"If I do something silly, I'll get spanked…and it really hurts to get spanked."

"Anything else?"

"OH, I guess you care what I do. That spanking hurt, Bill. But I know you wouldn't have given it to me unless, well, unless I deserved it, and you really cared."

"Very well, off to your room now, get changed, and then go to the kitchen. I'm hungry, and I expect to get a full dinner tonight."

Hurrying to obey her newly assertive husband, Eleanor uttered, "Yes, sir," and, still holding one flaming red buttock in each hand, ran out of the study.

At that point, Jinny thought it was better to close the closet door completely, and in the hope that her stepdad would leave the study, she stood silent in the dark.

About a minute passed, and she heard her stepdad shuffling some papers on the desk.

Then, "All right, now, Jinny, open that closet. Did you think I didn't see you hide in there? Did you think I didn't notice that my papers were not where I put them? Did I ever allow you to come into this room?"

White as a sheet, and with a knot in her throat, Jinny opened the closet door.

"Since you have just witnessed the regime change in this house as of today, I don't have to explain anything," said her stepdad, seated again in the chair in the middle of the study. "Go ahead, come on out. You can just get over my knee. We may have some red bottoms in this house for a while, but we're going to have some well-behaved ladies too!"


Three Well-Blistered Girls

Usually, the Christmas holidays were Ryan's favorite time of the year. The pressures of running the farm eased for a couple of weeks, as did the workload. He was able to spend more time with his wife, Ruth, and his daughters, Martha and Tara, who came home from college for the Christmas holidays. They used to do Christmas shopping together; he and Tara decorated the house, while Ruth and Martha baked cookies and cakes. But this Christmas promised to be a little bit different. Ryan's older sister and her husband had to go out of state on a business trip for the last two weeks of December and didn't want Victoria, their 23-year-old daughter, to spend the holidays without supervision.

The problem was that Victoria had had some issues in her senior year of high school. She had begun to keep bad company, and her parents had even had to pick her up one night at the police station after she was found with some boys who had drugs on them. Fortunately, after a short time, high school was over; they took her on a summer vacation, then sent her to college away from home. Once there, things seemed to go smoothly for Victoria, and her parents had received no reports of misbehavior. But in any case, they did not wish her to remain alone in the place where she had been having those bad acquaintances, so they asked Ryan to keep his niece with him for the holidays.

Obviously, Ryan agreed. He cared for his niece, and what's more, Ruth was happy; she loved and thought the world of her niece. Nevertheless, he could not help but feel a subtle concern that Victoria might be a negative influence on Eleanor and Tara. Victoria was older than they and more uninhibited, having grown up in a big city rather than in a village like theirs, and Ryan was afraid that their older cousin could exert a negative influence over his daughters, precisely because of her more worldly and fashionable personality. He and Ruth were old-fashioned parents, although they had always given their daughters the freedom they needed to develop their personalities, they had also always exercised strict control over their lives. Being free and independent, in their eyes, was in no way to turn into being dissolute and unregulated, and a sturdy wooden paddle was kept in the kitchen cupboard to be used by Ryan on his daughters' plump bottoms, should he and his wife see the need. This had become a now-rare occurrence, given Martha and Tara's ages and good behavior, but not unknown, and Ryan fervently hoped that he would not have to resort to this, right during the Christmas vacations. So he decided to stay on alert and take prompt action if he noticed that his worries were well-founded.

It was arranged that Victoria would arrive on the 18th, the day after Ryan's daughters got there from college. The news elicited opposing reactions from Martha and Tara. 19-year-old Tara couldn't wait for her cousin to arrive. To her, Victoria was everything she and her sister weren't. Both of them were just average in height and a little chubby, especially around their generous bottoms. On the other hand, Victoria was tall and statuesque. Unlike her cousins, who were rather plain-looking with shoulder-length brown hair, she had a beautiful face and long, blond hair that went halfway down her back. She went to a primary college, too, not some small community college like the two sisters. Tara thought she was the smartest, prettiest girl in the world.

21-year-old Martha didn't hold her cousin in such high esteem. She liked Victoria but thought she was a little stuck up and conceited, and a bit spoiled, too. In her eyes, her cousin, who was an only child, was spoiled by her parents. Anything Victoria wanted, she got. Ruth and Ryan assigned chores to their daughters, and they had to work for what they had, but Martha doubted Victoria had ever washed a dish in her life. And the clothes she wore, Martha couldn't remember ever seeing Victoria in anything but designer clothes.

Despite his concerns, once Victoria arrived, Ryan greeted his niece warmly. At supper that evening, he listened while Victoria went on and on about college, almost bragging about her accomplishments. Tara sat transfixed at the table, waiting for her every word, and even Ruth seemed enamored, telling her how proud everyone was of her. In a way, Ryan felt reassured. If all the harm Victoria would do was to prove herself conceited, there was good hope that she would not pose a problem.

The next several days were busy. Even Victoria, always dressed up, of course, helped with the Christmas preparations. Her clothes influenced Tara. Instead of the usual plain farm clothes, she began wearing blouses and skirts. Ruth was impressed.

"I'm glad to see you're finally starting to take some pride in your appearance," she complimented her youngest daughter.

A few days before Christmas, Ruth and the girls went out shopping. They went from store to store, buying a present here and a present there. Martha was beginning to warm up to Victoria. She was particularly taken with the way her cousin had pitched in to get ready for the social. Sure, there was the occasional conceited comment, but Martha overlooked them. Tara, Martha, and Victoria were acting like sisters, and Ruth couldn't have been happier.

On Christmas Eve, a big breakfast warmed them all up and prepared them for the big day ahead. As soon as Martha and her mother finished the dishes, the baking started. Soon, the house was filled with the aroma of cookies and cakes in the oven, while carols played on the radio. The family had a light lunch together. Everything was nearly done. Then Ryan announced that he and Ruth had to go into town for a last shopping and Ruth asked the girls to do the dishes. Eleanor was surprised when Victoria said she'd be glad to help. Maybe she had been wrong about her cousin.

Once Ryan and Ruth left, and Tara and Martha started clearing the table, Victoria left the kitchen and returned a minute later. Her cousins nearly dropped when they saw a marijuana cigarette in her hand.

"Let's go out to the barn and smoke," the 23-year-old suggested.

Martha and Tara exchanged shocked glances. Ryan and Ruth strictly forbade even smoking cigarettes in their house, forget about something like that!

"Where did you get it?" Tara asked.

There was a little too much excitement in her sister's voice for Martha's taste.

"I brought it with me from college. Everyone smokes pot there. C'mon, let's go to the barn. Your parents will never know."

Tara took a few steps towards the back door.

"Where are you going?" Martha demanded. "You've never even smoked a cigarette! Dad will blister your bottom with the paddle if he ever finds out!"

"Oh, don't be such a goody-two-shoes!" Victoria chastised. "You're 21 years old, old enough to do what you want! If you want to be a baby, go right ahead! Stay in here if you want! Let's go, Tara!"

Tara turned back to her sister, "Yeah, you're a baby, alright! And a chicken, too!"

She and Victoria walked out the door.

Martha's ears burned. Ever since she was a little girl, she'd been called a "goody-two-shoes", and she hated it. Now her sister and cousin were calling her that, too. Well, she'd show them. Maybe it was time to take a chance and walk on the wild side, and Martha followed them outside.

In the meantime, Ryan, in the car, shook his head and, a bit annoyed, said to Ruth, "How could you forget your purse with the money in?"

He drove backward, pulled into the driveway, and stopped in front of the house.

"Wait here, I'll go," Ryan said to his wife, "Where do you think you left it?"

"It must be in our room. I don't remember taking it downstairs."

Ryan went inside the house; the first floor was deserted, the dishes still in the sink. He went upstairs and found the purse left on his wife's vanity, but was surprised to see no sign of his daughters or his niece. Back down in the kitchen, he heard a loud coughing, almost gagging. It was coming from the barn. He walked outside and heard more coughing and laughter. 'What is going on out there?' Ryan asked himself.

When the barn door flew open, three stunned teenagers, with the joint dangling from Victoria's fingers, gasped as they saw Ryan standing there. Martha and Tara looked panicked, while Victoria just looked astonished. The joint dropped from Victoria's hand, igniting some straw at her feet. The girls screamed and stepped away, while a quick-thinking Ryan smothered the flames with the soles of his boots. He glared at the cowering figures, anger almost spouting from him.

"Get in the house this instant!", he screamed. Tara, Martha, and Victoria scampered from the barn.

Ryan was absolutely livid! He couldn't believe that his daughters smoked pot. His face was red with rage as he followed them to the house.

Seeing his husband escort the three crestfallen girls from the barn to the house, Ruth got out of the car and approached them.

"Ryan, what's going on?" She asked, perplexed, sensing that something was wrong.

"They were smoking pot, can you believe it?" Replied Ryan, suppressing anger. "And in the barn! At the risk of setting everything on fire!"

Tara and Martha blushed at Ruth's stunned and angry gaze.

"I'm sorry, Mommy…" Tara tried a lame excuse.

"Don't you Mommy me, young lady," Ruth coldly interrupted her, "and wait, you don't know what sorry is, but you will know soon!"

The five of them reached the kitchen in silence, then, while Ruth started to grill the three girls about whose idea it had been, who had packaged the joint, and so on, Ryan went to the kitchen. He opened the cupboard and saw that the paddle was right where he had put it months ago. Ryan grabbed the wooden tool and cleaned it with his jacket sleeve. Once the dust was removed, he turned over in his hands the family paddle, the same one his own Father had wielded so successfully when he and his three sisters were growing up, the one that he had used to warm the backside of his two daughters whenever the need arose. The steaming farmer weighed it in his hand, tapped his palm with its flat surface a few times, and left the room.

In the living room, Victoria, Martha, and Tara, under Ruth's crossfire, were trying vainly to get out of that situation, each fearing for her immediate future. Martha and Tara had never seen their mother so mad. Tara was uttering desperately lame excuses, hoping her Mom would buy them. She suddenly blamed Victoria, in the hope that the punishment she feared wouldn't be so severe. She didn't really believe it would work, but it was worth a try. Martha was saying how sorry she was for allowing herself to be talked into joining the cousin and the sister, thereby contradicting her sister's version. The 21-year-old tried hard not to think about the consequences of their action, not to fall into panic, although inside herself she knew they deserved whatever they may be. Even Victoria was trembling. Since she started college, she had struggled to regain her parents' trust, and now she was afraid of the possible consequences of their disappointment. And in addition, the attractive blonde didn't know what to expect from her angry uncle.

Martha's and Tara's hearts started pounding when they saw Ryan return with the paddle in his hands. There was no doubt what he had in mind. Even if some time had passed since the last time it happened, too many times their bare posteriors had felt the searing sting produced by that flat wooden board to misunderstand their Father's intention. Instinctively, Tara's hands moved to her prominent posterior while her sister gasped for breath. Even Ruth gulped at the view of the instrument of correction. The three girls surely deserved it, she thought, but even so, she was concerned for their rear ends, knowing too well firsthand how that rectangular, small wooden board could sting and burn girlish bare bum's flesh in the hand of her sturdy husband.

Amidst the silence that had fallen in the room, Ryan pulled a chair from under the table and placed it in the center of the kitchen, then headed toward his youngest daughter.

"No, Daddy...please!" Tara pleaded.

Ryan took his youngest daughter by the arm, pulled the struggling girl to the chair, and seated himself. Tara screamed apologies and promised never to do it again while her Dad bent her over his lap and lifted the back of her short skirt.

"No, Daddy! I'm sorry! I don't need a spanking!"

Disregarding the pitiful pleas, Ryan pulled Tara's white, plain panties all the way down to her calves, baring her snow-white, chubby buttocks. Without so much as a word from the irate Father, the paddle was raised to the ceiling and then exploded across that big, round, squirming behind.

SMACKKK!

"NO DADDDDY! AIEEEEEE!"

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

Tara wailed as her bottom reddened and caught fire. Ryan and his paddle visited every inch of her tossing backside, lighting blaze after blaze on his younger daughter's bottom cheeks. For four solid minutes, he spanked and spanked, pausing not once. The flat surface of the paddle made several trips down the back of Tara's meaty thighs, leaving red square welts in its wake. But the severest damage was reserved for the base of Tara's generous, round buttocks, where a crop of gray blisters was raised. Added to the angry red that covered her whole ample backside, it was evident that this was a spanking she would remember any time she tried to sit in the following days.

When it was over, the sobbing Tara was helped to her feet. Both her hands shot back to her bare, smoldering posterior, only to be pulled away from the flaming orbs. Her bottom hurt too much to even rub! She then tried to pull her panties up, but even that was impossible. Her already generous bum had swollen up to an even bigger size, and amid a fresh stream of tears, she realized that the only thing she could do was take her panties completely off and let her skirt fall down over her so unmercifully punished rear end.

Then she put her hands on her face in shame and stood back.

"Martha, march yourself over here," Ryan ordered to his trembling oldest daughter.

White as a sheet, with both hands firmly planted on the seat of her leggings, Martha approached his Father. Even if she didn't remember exactly when the last time her Dad had used his horrible paddle on her bare bottom and felt that she was too old for that, deep inside her, Martha knew she deserved that spanking, if only for being foolish enough to get involved in that nonsense. But to say that she was looking forward to it was out of the question. Martha knew well her Father; it wasn't easy that he took out the paddle, but when he did, there was hell to pay. And the ordeal her younger sister had just been submitted to confirmed all her fears. Her brown eyes filled with tears even before she was put across the paternal lap, and once there, the waterfall broke, and she was openly crying while her leggings and skimpy panties were pulled down to her ankles. The last thing she remembered before the paddle descended was feeling a cool breeze on her round, swelling, and oh-so-vulnerable bare buttocks.

A raging fire soon replaced the breeze on the wobbling bottom cheeks. The pale-white skin reddened quickly under the hot barrage of the paddle spanks. Tears flooded her cheeks as the temperature soared in her backside. Any trace of pride vanished, Martha kicked her feet and sobbed just like her younger sister before her, more than that, like a six-year-old brat on the receiving end of strict paternal punishment.

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

"BWUAHHHHH! DADDDDY! ARGHHHHH! AIEEEEE!",

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

The screaming, pitiful pleading did no good whatsoever, and Ryan kept smashing down the scalding surface of the paddle, flattening, in turn, the tossing, wobbling, ample bum cheeks and meaty top of thighs of his older daughter. When her spanking was over, she, too, had a complete beet-red rear end and a blistered sit-spot. Observing the punished posterior in front of him, looking smugly at the job well done, Ryan was almost amazed to see no smoke rising from those burnt fleshy mounds.

Once back over her trembling legs, Martha didn't even try to rub her smoldering bottom, she just stood there, hopping up and down in the middle of the kitchen, with her leggings and panties still around her calves, her hands trying to cover the patch of curly hair on her front, her cheeks damped in tears and snot and her mouth contorted in a pitiful wail of sorrow. Her bare, big, steaming bum stung unbearably in the cool air of the kitchen, and she could not help but cry all her sorrow to the ceiling and perform the 'well-spanked little girl's dance' in front of her family.

When, after a few minutes, Martha calmed down enough to stop wailing, Ryan, still seated in his chair, directed to his niece, "You must be ashamed of yourself for bringing pot into my house and causing so much trouble to your cousins. Do you see them? They won't be able to sit down for the next few days, and if you were my daughter, you would get the same, or worse, for what you did. I just hope that when your parents know about your actions, they will do the same to you, but knowing my sister and especially my brother-in-law, I'm afraid that will not happen."

An anguished look was painted on Victoria's pretty face, hearing that her parents would be informed of her misconduct. She had been promised a Jag if she finished college without any problems, and till then she managed to stay out of trouble, she didn't want this nonsense to spoil it all. 'OMG,' she thought as she stared worriedly at the state of her well-blistered cousins, "what am I going to do?"

Her gaze shifted from uncle to aunt, and finally, taking courage, she said to Ruth, "Aunt, it...it wouldn't be possible not to inform my parents about this. I mean...Tammi and Eleanor have been severely punished, and it would be only fair that I'd be punished in the same way, but Dad and Mom will never do that. I think it's fairer that we settle it here, between us, without them knowing about it."

Ruth returned her niece's pitiful gaze with one full of reproach and anger. It has been her fault that her two daughters had been blistered till they won't sit down. From her point of view was just right that that girl suffered the same. 

"Ryan," she said firmly, turned to her husband, "I really think we should accommodate this young lady."

"I don't know, dear," Ryan replied, puzzled by the idea of not telling his sister about his niece's behavior. Then, seeing his wife's angry look that seemed to spit nails any second, he thought better, turned to Victoria, and said sternly, "Very well then, if this is what you want, you'll be satisfied. Get over here, young lady!"

Victoria, with her stomach in turmoil, slowly shuffled to her uncle's side.

"Please, Aunt Ruth," she begged, looking at her aunt with a pleading gaze, "I'm 23 years old, may I keep my panties up?"

"I'm sorry, Victoria," the angry aunt replied. "You asked to be punished like your cousins, miss, and 23 or not, the bare bottom is the way a paddling is administered. You will learn not to bring the evil of dope into my house. And if you know what is good for you, over your uncle's lap you go, NOW!"

While her cheeks started to get streaked with crocodile tears, the trembling college girl draped herself over her uncle's sturdy lap. Her skirt was yanked up, and her lacey black panties were efficiently whisked down to her ankles by Ryan. Victoria blushed in embarrassment at the baring of her cute bottom and buried her face in her hands. Even Ruth noticed how shapely her niece's backside was. Although she was surprised at its immaculate whiteness, she knew it wouldn't stay white very long.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Victoria got her first spanking ever, and it was a sound, smoldering one. Ryan applied the paddle long and hard to her niece's behind, causing the 23-year-old to howl and scream like a baby.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Her rounded hips tossed, and true tears ran down her face as the flat surface of the paddle turned her bottom into a smoldering inferno.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"ARGHHHH! AHAWWWWW! !' M SOOORRYYYY UNCLE RYAN!"

She screamed in anguish while her shoes drummed on the floor. Soon she, too, was turned into nothing more than a six-year-old being sternly corrected by a paternal figure, blubbering and uttering incomprehensible, pitiful pleas.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"ARGHHHH! I'M SUORRYYEEEEEE! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

Only once a suitable crop of blisters had been raised on the crimson and purple bottom cheeks, Ryan helped Victoria to her feet. Modesty didn't matter to the well-spanked college girl anymore as she stood sobbing and wailing in front of her uncle and aunt, allowing a still-crying Martha and a teary-eyed Tara a look at her welted and blistered backside and at her pubic patch. With her mind ravaged by the hell's fire that her strict uncle had lit in her hindquarters, Victoria kicked her panties out from her ankles and pranced around, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot. Wailing to the ceiling, she shouted to her uncle how sorry she was to have been a bad girl, and to her cousins, her sorrow for involving them in her misdeeds. Martha and Tara stood mesmerized, watching the show their sophisticated, pretty cousin was putting on. 

Ryan let his niece do her own frantic version of the 'well-spanked little girl dance" for a couple of minutes, then started to deliver to the three assembled girls a scathing lecture on the evils of smoking drugs. The girls stood facing him, their bottoms raging out of control. If anything, their backsides hurt even more now than they did when they were being spanked.

"Go to your rooms and stay there until I call you," Ryan finally ordered.

Walking was nearly unbearable for the punished girls. As soon as Victoria got to her room, she wiped the tears from her eyes and sat down on the edge of the bed. "OHHHHHH!", she moaned when her bottom touched the mattress. She was on her feet in a flash. Tara and Martha experienced the same painful reaction, and all three soon found out that the only comfortable position was face down on the bed.

The girls sought solace alone in their rooms. Each was shamed beyond belief to go along with their burning behinds. Doing something they shouldn't, was bad enough, but being spanked on the bare bottom like misbehaving little children, and in front of each other on top, had been horrible. Martha was especially ashamed, and when she gently peeled down her leggings, which she had struggled to raise before going up to the room, and saw the swollen red color of her generous bum and the grey blisters on her sit-spot, she broke down again.

Around midnight, Ryan called the girls downstairs. Victoria, Martha, and Tara, now in their pajamas, hobbled into the living room, grimacing with each painful step. Their eyes were red and puffy from crying. Beneath their pajama bottoms, three crimson bums continued to sizzle and glow, still hurting too much to even rub. And their hair, even Victoria's, was a mess.

While the Christmas tree shone in the corner, Ruth told them they were excused from the evening church services. She knew from experience that sitting on the hard pews would be next to impossible with blisters on their sit-spots.

"You should be ashamed of yourselves for having to miss church tonight," she lectured sternly. "I should make you sit on your blistered bottoms anyway, but I won't."

The well-spanked trio, thankful for the reprieve, nodded. Sitting down was the last thing in the world any of them had on their minds. In fact, they were expecting the seats of their pajama pants to burst into flames any second.


A Strict Landlord

There was no sound at all from within the house. 

Jinny stood with her back to the door and facing into the corner. Some dust tickled at her nose, and she wanted to sneeze, but she held it in so that she might be able to hear his footsteps on those creaky wooden stairs. 

She was dressed solely in her pajama top, and in her right hand, she held a sturdy leather strap. Her mind raced at the thought of what was to come, and her free hand went to give a gentle rub to her bare, round bottom. At that moment, and in that shameful position, she felt it so vulnerable and, oh, so dear to her. She caressed her generous, supple, even if well-toned girlish buttocks. They felt cold in the fresh air, but she feared that they would not stay that way for long. She sighed, and reaching back into her memory, she pulled forth the reasons for her present predicament.

It had started out quite innocently. Jinny had been sitting at the table with her host, discussing life back in her country. That was the nice thing about living in the home of Mr., or should she say signor, Bianchi. During the daylight hours, only Italian was spoken to give her more practice, but at night she could speak English. The sixty-something retired Italian widower calmly listened to her stories of her homeland and had even commented on a few things he had seen when he had visited it. Mr. Bianchi had worked as an engineer for a major company building dams around the world and had a cosmopolitan culture, as well as speaking good English. At one point, the conversation had somehow turned to discipline in the home. She had told him about some of the shows she had seen as a child that featured an old-fashioned parent or even a grandparent from her city's Italian community. He had laughed about it as well, for he had seen some of those same shows when he had visited her country, involving old-fashioned parents that were not Italian at all.

"And how did your parents handle such a bratty child as yourself," he had asked then.

That was their private joke. Whenever Jinny was behind in her art history studies, the reason she had come to attend a master's degree in Florence, he would cluck like a father hen and tease her by calling her a 'bratty child'. He struck a pose, shook his finger, and repeated those words. It usually sent both of them into laughter.

"Well," she had said, "my parents were always fond of spanking me, Dad especially. Ouch!" 

Her face blushed a little when she said it, but he had just nodded as if it was expected. He then pointed to the photos of his daughters. 

"As you know, my job often kept me away from home, and my wife had her hands full raising two girls, smart, spry, and full of life. That's why when I was at home, I had to play the strict parent. A firm hand was needed to keep the young ladies on the straight and narrow. If you can get what I mean."

Those words intrigued Jinny. She was curious to know how exactly 'played the strict parent' that man was so polite and gentle, always neatly dressed in his tailored suits and with a perfectly groomed beard and hair.

"Honestly, no," she said in a somewhat impertinent tone, "what exactly do you mean?"

Mr. Bianchi looked into her eyes and read her curiosity, so he answered, "Well, when my daughters were little girls, my fatherly hand was more than enough to dust their rear and send a clear message that they had to obey their mother and behave. Of course, when they got older, say in their teen, something more severe was required."

"How much more severe?" Jinny asked.

By this time, she was becoming increasingly involved in that discussion, which was taking an interesting and unexpected turn. Even though she was a student, only twenty-two years old, she had immediately felt a fascination with that distinguished man who had hosted her in his home since she had first met him. He looked both stern and jovial at the same time, and imagining him playing the role of the strict disciplinarian sent thrills into her groin.

"If you really want to know," Mr. Bianchi answered, sensing that the pretty young lady was intrigued by the subject, "an old leather razor strap that my wife's Dad had used on her, and bare bottoms, were the answer to misdeeds. But it was not a common occurrence; happily, they were good girls, and a good application of the leather medicine now and then was enough to keep them on their best."

Jinny had just stared at him. 

"A leather strap? On the bare bottom? WOW! That must have hurt."

"You said your Dad spanked you, didn't it hurt?"

Jinny coughed a bit, "Well, when I was younger, they did. But Dad only used his hand, and it was never on my bare butt."

"Oh well, then I understand why you still act like a bratty child," replied Mr. Bianchi, following in their joke. "Evidently, that was not enough to teach a good lesson."

"I disagree. I learned my lessons well enough," said Jinny and pouted, following her implementation of a brat.

"Well enough? Oh, yes, I'm sure. Is that why you were the rudest young girl today when I took you shopping at my favorite bakery?"

"Oh, you mean that incident with the baker and the scale?"

"Incident? Is that what you call it when someone deliberately and unjustly accuses a man of cheating on the weight of what he is selling?" Asked Mr. Bianchi, dropping the playful tone.

"It was a mistake. I thought he had his thumb on the scales," said Jinny, lowering her gaze and blushing at the memory of the bad scene she had in that store.

"Oh, really? Well, let me tell you, young lady, that was one of the most embarrassing things of my life... I've been going to that bakery to buy sweets since I was a kid."

"I apologized," Jinny defended herself.

"And fortunately, the owner of the bakery, who knows me, accepted your apology with such grace. That, my girl, is exactly one of the bratty, I-know-all, arrogant attitudes that would need to be taken care of by a well-applied bare-bottom strapping."

Hearing those words, Jinny had felt a curious stirring. Momentarily speechless, she stared at Mr. Bianchi, who, having abandoned his jovial appearance, had taken on the air of a stern patriarch. She could not deny the evidence of her attraction to him. Despite the age difference...or perhaps because of that, she had felt a mixture of shame and arousal when those words had fallen from his mouth.

"Well, I...I guess you are just right, sir." 

Oh my God, she thought, how that came out of my mouth...I even called him sir! A thing she never did before.

But it was too late to regret it. Mr. Bianchi stared at her with a half smile on his hardened face. Right then, Jinny felt like he was reading her mind, thoughts, and emotions that were hidden even from herself.

"Are you suggesting something, Jinny?" Mr. Bianchi asked with a sly air.

"Suggesting? No, sir, I just agree that I deserve to be punished for this morning's mess," she said, blushing, again not fully believing that she was saying it.

Mr. Bianchi, for a few moments, weighed the words of the young, attractive woman in front of him who had just candidly admitted that she deserved to be punished.

"And how, exactly, do you think you would get the punishment you say you deserve, Jinny?" He said, finally.

"Well, sir... that's up to you. I mean, you said I embarrassed you this morning, it's just right that you decide what I deserve for my behavior."

"But I already said it, Jinny. Remember? I said that your attitude deserved to be dealt with by a well-applied bare-bottom strapping. Is that what you mean? That you want me to whip your bottom, your bare bottom, with the strap?"

Jinny just sat there for a moment. Her mind was working feverishly, torn between the fear of pain and shame, and the desire and excitement of that weird, unexpected situation. She could say, 'c'mon, forget it, I was joking!' and the matter would most likely be dropped. If she said 'yes, sir,' however, she might get that man to do something that she was curious about and whose mere thought caused an itch of excitement between her legs. If that was what she wanted, she had to act then, or the chance would never arise again.

"Well," she finally said, "if it helps to improve my behavior, then I'd think that it might be necessary."

"Do you actually realize what you are saying?"

"I think so," Jinny replied, faking a confidence she didn't have.

"I do not think so. If you'd realize what a whipping is really like, you would never ask for one." 

"Is that so bad?... I don't think it can be all that bad."

"Well, my girl, maybe someone can do it as a joke, but believe me, if I inflict a whipping with the strap, it is not a joke. First of all, there is shame. The shame of presenting to a man's gaze your bottom, your bare bottom, and not only that. Even if you try to keep your thighs tight to prevent that, I see your...charms, under the onslaught of the strap's strokes, there would be no way you could remain still and not open your legs wide and wriggle all around."

At this revelation, Jinny blushed to widened her eyes.

"And then there is the pain. When I whip, I whip to punish, and to punish, a whipping has to really hurt. At every swing, the strap leaves an ugly, swollen, red stripe on the bottom's surface. Every stripe feels like pure fire on the skin, and soon they merge into a solid engine-red heat. When the lashes overlap on already strap-burned flesh, the stinging sensation reaches an unbearable level. This is when the lesson really sinks in for the punished girl, but it also elicits loud crying and pleading. By then, your face will be drenched in tears and snot, and you will regret your misdeed. Once the whipping is over, the fire in your rear will continue for a considerable amount of time, and you will find that trying to rub it away will do no good. The only comfortable position you can use will be lying on your tummy on the bed, and even the next day, sitting down will be difficult. This, Jinny, is what you are asking for. Do you understand that?"

An unnerving silence fell in the room. Unable to look Mr. Bianchi in the eyes, Jinny drummed her fingers. What was she going to do? Was she going to ask that man to whip her?

"I get it, sir, and...well…I understand that is not something one can desire. But...I think it would probably do me some good. So, yes, sir, I deserve a whipping, sir," she finally answered with a lump in her throat and blushing wildly.

A few seconds passed before Mr. Bianchi spoke.

"Fine," he said finally. "If that is what you want, you will be satisfied. March upstairs and change into your pajamas. You will wait for me in your room."

Jinny scurried to obey. It was weird, it was exciting...and it was something she had been curious about since her youth. In fact, in her younger years, she had often wondered about such punishments, especially when watching movies in which the heroine was threatened with being whipped by the villain, though the whippings were not shown on screen, or were shown very poorly. Every time she felt a strange feeling of fear and excitement, thinking about how that would be done or what it would feel like to be whipped. Well, everything suggested that now she was going to get her questions answered firsthand.

And so she waited. Changed into her silk pajama and nothing else, barefoot, seated on her bed, her hands nervously rubbing each other. She strained her ears, but she could hear no sounds from the house. What was he doing? Did he suddenly lose his nerve? What was...

There were the footsteps. He hadn't lost his nerve. He had just been waiting a sufficient time for her to really get worked up about it. And it had worked. Her stomach was in knots. She wondered for the umpteenth time how badly it was going to hurt. Would she really not be able to stand the pain and cry and plead in shame like she had been advised to? Would she humiliate herself by displaying her pussy, and worst of all, what if she gets wet down there? 'Oh My God,' she thought, 'I already feel a distinct tingle between my legs.'

Finally, the door of the room swung open. Jinny saw him enter the room and walk to the bed. In his hand, he had it. The strap. It was a broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle, and in Jinny's eyes, it looked like a fearsome tool immediately.

Holding the strap in both his hands as if to show her what she was about to get, he asked Jinny, "For the last time, miss, are you sure you want to be whipped?"

No, Jinny was not sure of anything at the time. She was too nervous and scared, and excited to even talk. But for sure, it was too late to go back. If she had not gone through with it, she would have blamed herself for the rest of her life. She had to fulfill that weird desire, and she had to do it then.

"Yes, sir, I...I deserve it," she finally managed to say.

"Ok then, you are a bratty child, and you are long overdue for a good correction, young lady. You will now learn what it is to be punished for real," he said, and his words sent shivers down the young lady's spine.

"Get up," Mr. Bianchi ordered, and once she complied, he took the two pillows of her bed and placed them in the center of the mattress, one on top of the other.

"Take them off," said Mr. Bianchi, pointing at Jinny's pajama pants.

Unable and not wanting to put up any resistance to his determination, Jinny took off her pajama bottom, showing her pert, round, girlish bottom, which matched perfectly with her slender legs, in front of Mr. Bianchi. She felt a wave of heat run through her face as she could feel his gaze on her charms.

"Over," was all he said then.

With a sigh, Jinny lowered herself bottom-up, over the pillows strategically placed in the middle of the bed. Her bare, vulnerable bottom was the highest part of her body, and her two white, round, meaty hillocks stuck up impertinently, forming a perfect target for what was coming to her.

While Mr. Bianchi began to lecture her about keeping her mouth shut in public situations and paying respect to her elders, Jinny became very conscious of her bare bottom. She had never felt so defenseless, exposed, and vulnerable before in all her life.

"You are going to be taught a lesson you won't soon forget, young lady." With that, he concluded his scolding and brought the strap down on her cheeks with blinding speed and incredible force.

CRACK!!!!! 

She sucked in her breath to shout, but the second strap stroke had already landed before the sound had passed her lips.

CRACK!!!!!

It sounded like gunshots as the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Jinny's proffered bottom. The strap buried into the fleshy mounds, causing them to bounce from the impact.

"ARGHHHH!" She screamed.

The shock and the intense sting had taken Jinny's breath away. It stung way more than she could have imagined. With just two strokes of that horrid strap, all her bottom was on fire. She wriggled and writhed in pain.

"Keep still," was all Mr. Bianchi said after allowing a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time.

Even though her bottom was burning, she managed to stay as still as she could. And he then started the whipping in earnest.

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

Her tears started at the first strokes. She was wailing in pain and shame before six had cracked against her pretty, round, swelling buttocks. Her mind had lost count after ten, and she had just given in to the pain and humiliation. From then on, she bawled like a baby throughout the entire whipping.

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

The gunshot sounds of the strap that stroked her bare, round rear end echoed loudly around the room, along with Jinny's loud screams. The strap's lashes had overlapped, and by now all of her bottom was covered by ugly, swollen, red strips. She was a sobbing mess by now, and it was evident that she was already a very sorry, contrite girl.

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

Now the strap was landing indiscriminately on the tortured flesh of her buttocks and down the still untouched skin of her upper thighs. The red strips had blended, and all of Jinny's rear end had assumed a darker, painful-looking shade of swollen redness. Jinny's pitiful cries and pleas got louder, and her bucking became harder for her to control.

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!! CRACK!!!!

And then. Suddenly, Mr. Bianchi stopped the rain of lashes, but her mind hadn't yet registered that the whipping had stopped. She just kept bawling and begging for forgiveness.

Only when finally her tears had stemmed somewhat, he asked, "Are you ever going to act in such a disgraceful manner ever again?"

"NO! NO SIR! I SWEAR I WON'T!" Replied Jinny through her tears, choked by sobs, and at that moment, she truly believed it.

Mr. Bianchi could see that she was a really repentant girl by now, but his long experience with mischievous young ladies told him that to drive the lesson home a bit more had to come.

CRACKKK! "ARGHHH!

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE, SIR, I WILL BE GOOD, SIR. AHARGHHHH! I WILL OBEY, SIR, ALWAYS!"

Satisfied with her response, Mr. Bianchi dropped the strap on the bed and came closer to her. He ran his hand across her naked, proffered bottom cheeks. They sure looked very sore, and felt so hot to the touch, and swollen.

"Now you know what naughty young ladies receive in this house when they have crossed the line," Mr. Bianchi said.

With her face buried in her hands, Jinny nodded her head in agreement.

Mr. Bianchi patiently waited for her to calm down a bit, then he gently raised her from the bed, took a candid tissue from his trouser pocket, dried her tears, and blew her nose. After doing that, as a caring father with his well-chastened daughter, he wrapped his arms around her. She hugged him back and held him tight while she lay her head on his ample chest. They stayed like that for a while, as her sobs faded and he caressed his hand over her blazing bottom in a soothing way.

"Tell me, Jinny," asked Mr. Bianchi once he felt she was reassured enough, "what is going to happen from now on if you ever disobey or act careless or disrespectful again?"

She looked at him with still teary eyes, standing, with her hands now gently rubbing her smoldered buttocks, trying in vain to lessen the ferocious sting.

"I…I will be whipped with the strap again," Jinny managed to say with her voice hoarse from crying, in her soul a warm new feeling of affection and respect for the man.

He nodded, satisfied with what he had heard.

He trudged off from her room, and she settled into bed. She winced and even gasped a little as her flaming rear made contact with the sheets. She savored the feel of her sore ass and relished the heat that was emanating from it. Slowly, her hand slipped between her legs as she relived those painful but wonderful cracks of the leather strap against her naked bottom, and her fingers were already dancing over her clit. Shaken by the thrill of pleasure, she was forced to admit the fact that her fate was sealed, and for the upcoming months, she would be submitted to the will of her powerful tenant.


A Caring Husband

Spankings really hurt one's rear end and are shaming.

All right, this probably isn't the most original of statements, but boy is it true! And right now, writing this account on my pc, while I am lying on the bed on my belly because it is just impossible for me to sit down, I am living proof of that. But spankings are also a demonstration of care and love, apart from an efficient way to keep a wayward female in line.

During the years, from when I was four years old and I had my little tushy dusted by Dad's hand for having bitten another kid in kindergarten, to this very day as a forty-year-old married woman, I have often had occasion to mull over these truths.

There are good reasons for a spanking to be delivered to this eminently spankable zone of the body. A woman's bottom is soft and has some padding (in my case, more than some) and can easily absorb the smacks of a spanking. Spanking her on the bottom, specifically on her very bare and obediently proffered bottom, as my spankings have always been, is best also because it is very humbling, and that fits in with the nature of the punishment.

Spanking on the bare bottom fits the character of a relationship and is intimate and personal. The result of a well-applied bare bottom spanking is that the lady has to learn to live with a sore backside either for hours or even into the next day. The soreness that always follows the flaming fire ignited back there acts as a reminder to her. She is reminded of the consequences of her actions by the soreness of her backside as she goes about her life, especially whenever she tries to sit down. But along with this constant reminder, there is also, strongly, the knowledge that she has by her side a person who loves her and cares enough about her to correct her foolishness and keep her on the right path. Well, this is precisely how I feel this Saturday morning, writing this account after I had to eat my breakfast standing at the kitchen counter, facing my alpha male... yes, in short, my husband, and after he went for his weekly golf game.

It all started yesterday morning, while we were having breakfast, with me still able to sit down. In the evening, I was supposed to go to the annual reunion of my old sorority, but I found myself without a car, as mine was at the mechanic for its annual overhaul. I know, I should have thought it was not a bright idea to schedule the car overhaul for the same day as the reunion. What could I do? I didn't think about it. My husband says I'm careless, but with the kids' school, the gym, the friends' reunions, the babysitter... in short, I can't always keep my head in everything. However, there was nothing else to do, and I asked him to borrow his Jag. If you ask me, I'm jealous of that car. Since he bought it about six months ago, he cares more about it than me. So there I was hearing his lecture about how careless I have been and all the recommendations about how I have to drive the damn car and about not drinking too much with friends and not coming home too late and Bla Bla Bla...believe me, even my father when I was sixteen didn't take it that far with his preaching, and my father certainly wasn't a soft touch if you know what I mean. But I finally got the car for the evening.

The evening itself had not started in the best of ways. All right, in a way, I had brought it on myself. I know full well that he doesn't like the skirt I had chosen to wear. He considers it too short, and well, in a way it is, but certainly not excessively so. Ultimately, it reaches my mid-thigh, well, almost...but certainly don't let my panties show, even if I have to bend over. But I mean, if one can't even show off one's graces what's the point of all those hours spent in the gym toning and twisting my legs, keeping my belly flat, breasts erect, and buttocks firm (however...generous)?

So I chose that black leather tight skirt, a black blouse let open enough to show my still firm decolletage, black sheer pantyhose, and matching pumps. Before leaving the room, I watched myself in the mirror and, wow, I was a hottie. At least for a forty-year-old lady, but for sure, I could easily compete and win with many of the younger girls around.

When I went down to the living room before going out, my husband squared me reproachfully. I could tell he didn't like the way I looked. Or rather, he liked the way I looked. I know very well what effect I have on him when I put myself up, even after all these years of marriage. What he didn't like was me walking around like this, at night, alone. So before he had time to open his mouth, I blew him a kiss on the fingertips and hurried out.

The reunion itself was fun. As at every meeting, there was the open bar and the striptease guys. The girls and I always knew how to party. And it wasn't even that late when the club closed, and we went out. It was about 2:30 am when we said our goodbyes and headed for the cars. The real problems started just after that.

I had traveled just a couple of blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection, and I didn't have time to brake. I ask myself, but how is it possible to cross an intersection like that without some attention to other vehicles? The other driver justified himself by saying that it was I who had the right of way. Yeah, after all that sparkling wine and shots of tequila, imagine if I felt like paying attention to even these details! Happily, the damage to both cars was minor, and eventually the other driver turned out to be a gentleman who demanded nothing more than a picture of my driver's license and my phone number. I assured him that we would calmly exchange insurance information the next day.

So there I was, past 3 am, entering my home's driveway a little tipsy and with a dented car. I was experiencing the unpleasant feeling that sitting down was a luxury I couldn't afford for the next few days.

As soon as I entered the house, I heard my husband's voice calling me from the living room. 'Shit,' I said to myself, 'how is it possible that he waited up for me?' I mean, I was no longer that teenager whose return time was checked by her stern Dad, was I not?

I entered the living room on uncertain legs, with one hand trying to lower as much as I could of that skimpy skirt, and stopped on my tracks in front of him. My husband sat in an armchair, in pants and a white shirt, with a glass of single malt in one hand and a book in the other.

"Hi," he said, staring at me with an air of reproach, "Are you ok, Juliet?"

"Mhmmm...yes, I'm ok," I answered while trying to fix my messy hair and creased skirt a bit, in vain.

"Everything ok with the car?"

"Ohoo...mhmm...more or less," I answered, bowing my head and blushing

"What do you mean, more or less? Is everything ok or not?" I could sense his rage mounting.

Before entering the house, I had hoped to be able to go to bed without meeting my husband so that he would not notice my state, and the morning after, sitting down to breakfast, I could calmly explain the accident, and so perhaps, but it was only a faint hope, I would be able to save my butt. But by now, there was no reason to postpone the inevitable, so with my head down and in a trembling voice, I confessed to the accident.

"You did WHAT to my car?"

The expression on his face was thunderous. I've rarely seen him so angry.

"It's just a very little damage," I offered weakly, my arms folded defensively across my breasts. "It was an accident," I stressed.

He set his glass and book down on the small table beside the chair, stood up, and fixed me with a look that seemed to want to incinerate me.

"You come back home in the middle of the night, with disheveled hair, that skirt that barely covers your bum all crumpled, and smelling alcohol, and you say that it has been an...accident!" He almost shouted, incredulous.

"Your insurance will cover the damage," I said, my voice broken and my lips tightened in a frightened grimace.

"Really. What a comfort," the unappeased anger in his voice sent shivers down my spine.

"Well...what can I say? I've already apologized. It was an accident," I repeated. "And the damage is a minor one. What's the big deal?"

"I will show you the big deal," he said.

In two steps, he was in front of me and grabbing my arm firmly, he half-turned me around and delivered six sharp slaps on the back of my thighs, right where my short skirt ended.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

"OUCH! OUUCHH!...HEY...STOP...AUCCH!"

"How is it possible that you still haven't learned that driving after drinking is dangerous?"

SLAP!

"What if something had happened to you?"

SLAP!

"How is it possible that you still act like an irresponsible teenager?"

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

While he scolded and fired rhetorical questions, his hard palm connected again and again with the back of my pantyhosed thighs, raising the temperature down there to a very uncomfortable level.

"Ok...ok...I'm sooorryyy!" I started to hop into place, trying to turn around, to get the soft flesh of my poor thighs away from the reach of his punishing hand.

It was so shameful, apart from being painful. I did know that I would bear the marks of his fingers over my snow-white legs for days.

"Alright," my husband finally said, massaging the reddened palm of his right hand with his left thumb. "I want you to go straight to the bedroom, take off that skirt, and stand with your nose in the corner. While you're there, I want you to think about why you'll be punished. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," I said resignedly.

"Alright then…march!"

Rubbing the back of my already scalded thighs, I went to the bedroom and threw myself on the bed miserably. It wasn't fair! Damn, I was going to get it again! And seeing how furious my husband was, I was really afraid that it would be a true-to-god blistering!

And so I was there, lying on the bed, feeling sorry for myself and gently caressing the burning out of my pantyhosed thighs, when I heard my husband's footsteps on the stairs. I slipped off my skirt in a flash and hurried into the corner, placing my nose against the wall.

My husband came into the room, and I could hear him behind me as he opened the door to my part of the closet. I did know what he was doing. Behind that door hangs the paddle. It is kept there so that every time I open the closet, I see it and I remember what is waiting for me if I dare to disobey. It is about the size of a ping-pong bat, but rectangular. It is made of solid wood carefully varnished, and it can sting the soft buttocks of a lady like nobody's business, believe me.

"Alright, Juliet, come here."

I walked over to the foot of the bed, where my husband was now sitting, trying not to look at the paddle he held in his lap.

"Did you think about why you're going to get punished tonight, Juliet?" He asked.

"Cause I dinged the car," I mumbled.

"Is that ALL you could come up with, miss?"

"No, honey," I said urgently.

"Then?"

"'Cause…I guess...I shouldn't have driven after I'd had drank a little bit, and doing so, I had put myself in danger, and dinged the car too."

"That's right, Juliet," he nodded his assent. "So tell me, Juliet, what happens when you act like a foolish teenager?"

I felt the blush rise on my face and couldn't say anything.

SLAPP! SLAPP! Two hard hand smacks on the side of my left thigh rewarded my silence.

"I asked you a question, Miss, and I expect to hear an answer! Now, what happens when YOU don't obey your husband, mess up, and act like a foolish teenager?"

"I get spanked," I whispered.

SLAPP! SLAPP! Another two hard hand smacks this time on the side of my right thigh.

"OUCHH, OHOWW...I get paddled," I hurried to say, almost shouting, "I get my bare bottom spanked with the paddle!"

"That's better," my husband said, opening his legs.

This was the signal for me to get closer, and I did. He inserted his fingers in the waistband of my pantyhose and took them down along with my lacy black panties, to form a heap at my ankles. Then he gently but firmly guided me to his right side and bent me over his trousered lap. He positioned me so that my plump, vulnerable, bare bottom was sticking up and out for the paddle. I half turned my face backward, and I saw him pick up the paddle and lay its cool, flat surface across the center of my still snow-white bum cheeks.

"You have had this coming for a long time, young lady!"

With that, he raised the paddle high and smacked it down against my right cheek. I felt the hard wood flatten my swelling, meaty hillock, and I cried out at the searing fire the wood had ignited there.

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

He started to spank methodically, that damned paddle going up and down, one side and then the other. He didn't say anything, and all that could be heard in the room was the crack of the paddle and my agony's yelps and cries.

After a few minutes, the stinging sensation in my bottom had become unbearable, and I began crying in earnest and begging and pleading for him to stop. But my husband ignored my heartbroken cries and continued to deliver a steady rhythm of blistering spanks to all my poor, smoldered rear.

"AWW….PLEASE, HONEY…AHARGHHH...PLEASE STOP… I'LL ACT RESPONSIBLE AWWW…I  PROMISE…AWWW!!"

"Yes, Juliet."

SMACKK!

"I'm sure you will...for a while."

SMACKK!

"But I don't want to have to repeat this lesson anytime soon."

SMACKK!

"So, I'm going to make sure that you remember it every time you try to sit down for a while."

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

By then, I was in PAIN, I tell you. He covered the entire area from the crown of my poor swelling hillocks down to that tender area where buttocks meet thighs, just above where he had already reddened me well. Did he want to make sure that I would remember this lesson every time I sat down for the next few days? My goodness, what I wondered was if I would ever be able to sit down again at all!

"Are you going to mind me, Juliet?" My husband asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of me.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! YES, HONEY! AIEEEEEE! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!"

"Are you going to act silly again?"

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO HONEY! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER EVER ACT SILLYYYY! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I'LL BE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE! I WILL BE GOOOOOD!"

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

All my tears, pleading, and agonizing outcries were to no avail, as he continued laying on solid paddle strokes until I felt that my poor bottom had swelled double its already remarkable size and was to the point of literally exploding in flames. Once, I couldn't even make words and just cried and screamed, tears choking me. He finally said, "All right, I think you've been spanked enough."

I was hiccupping from crying so hard that I didn't even understand what he had said, and that he had stopped paddling my bum. All my poor plump bottom was just ON FIRE, I felt it mottled and so hot that I could have fried an egg on it. By now, I was pretty sure I wouldn't be able to sit down again.

"All right, Juliet… It's all right, honey." He soothed me while he rubbed my back gently.

"I… I'm sorry, honey...Oh, honey...it hurts...it hurts so bad," I uttered between sobs when I regained the ability to speak coherently while his hands massaged my back soothingly.

When he finally spoke, there was kindness mixed with the stern, "That's it, honey, you're all done."

I slowly rose from my prone position only to crouch on his lap. My cheeks were damp with tears and snot, and I felt my melted mascara drip down my chin. I was a crying mess, and I hid my face against his sturdy chest. He let me do and kept me close to him, with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand soothed the raged inferno that was my bum. I melted in that embrace, drying my tears on his shirt. Once again, the bratty teenager inside me had taken over, and I had acted like a fool. But fortunately, I had someone who took good care of me. I had been punished (God knows I had been), and now I felt right again, protected and loved by my authoritarian male. Soon our mouths found each other and joined in a deep, intense kiss.


Julia

Hey, you are probably asking yourself how come such a big, pretty girl like Julia is standing in the living room corner with her plump, pert bottom very bare and very, very red, aren't you?

Well, I will tell you why. All this started a couple of years ago when Julia's Mom married her stepdad. Until then, all was going smoothly between her and her Mom, as they lived by themselves after her Dad divorced her Mom when Julia was nineteen. So, yes, the girl who is paying her corner time with that spanked bottom is twenty-five now, so what? She likes to live under the family roof. Her Mom pays for everything: university tuition (she is still in university, not so much craving to study, probably), books, car insurance, food… everything. And she is cool as well, she always let Julia have the freedom to do what she wanted. That was at least until her new stepdad stepped in.

As soon as he became Julia's stepfather, he started to say that things couldn't go on like that. And that she needed to have some rules if she wanted to keep living there. As incredible as this was to Julia, her mother agreed. Indeed, it was she who set the rules that Julia would have to follow from then on to continue living under the family roof. And what is worse, it was precisely her easy-going Mommy who gave her stepfather the task of enforcing those rules with severity and a firm hand.

"Is about time that you straighten up, young lady." She had said her. "And a man's strong hand is just what you need to get you back on track."

Julia couldn't believe that it was her Mom who said that, as she couldn't believe the new regime she had set for her. She was sure that none of the girls her age still had a curfew, yet she did. And she also now had a set study time. And even a bedtime, like she was five instead of twenty-five. During the week, she was expected to be home for supper at six. Once dinner was done, one of her chores was clearing the table and helping her Mom do the dishes. After that, she was expected to get her books, sit at the table, and study for at least an hour. It was possible that after that she could go out, but during the week she was expected home by eleven and to be in bed, with the lights out, by eleven thirty! Although if she was reading, a little leeway was given, but not much. Now that really seemed dumb to Julia. Girls her age are just heading out to start their nights at that time! On the weekends, things were better. Not great, but better. She was allowed to stay out until two am, but two means two, and not ten minutes after. And no way she could come home even a little tipsy. As well, she had better not be too hard to wake up on Sunday morning.

Now you probably already got how Julia's stepdad imposed these stringent rules. As much as it was shaming and pitiful for his stepdaughter, the first time she broke one rule, he spanked her. And right in front of Julia's Mom, who encouraged him to give it to her nice and firm. And from that day on, spankings were the standard answer to any of Julia's infractions of the rules, as well as talking back, lies, and general misconduct.

According to Julia, her stepdad's spankings are embarrassing, and they hurt. I mean, we could go into a lot of words, but in the end, it is as simple as that. Julia's spankings are embarrassing, and they hurt, a lot. Therefore, she learned soon to better obey if she wanted to avoid getting spanked.

But of course, nobody's perfect, and girls are girls, so now and then, poor Julia ends up getting it but good like this Sunday morning. Last night she went to a party at a friend's house and probably drank a bit too much. She was lucky her parents hadn't found out when she came home, but this morning, waking up was hard for her. Her Mom had come into her room and asked her to get up like three times, but Julia didn't really hear her, and she just mumbled out an 'okay, okay, whatever' each time. Regardless, the first thing she remembers is her Mom coming in, throwing the blanket off her, and telling her to get up, that her stepdad needed to have a talk with her. So finally her Mom had her attention, and she woke up and headed downstairs on jelly legs, already trembling from pure fear. She did walk towards the living room, and by the time she reached there, her Mom was standing with her arms crossed over her bosom, and her stepdad was sitting in a chair. What her Mom did next, which Julia really hated, was that she undressed her, like every time she had to be spanked. While she had to stand by her stepdad, her Mom pulled down her pajama pants to her ankles. Next, she put her hands on Julia's panties and pulled them down too.

Now think about it, this means Julia's patch of pubic hair was all but in her stepdad's face, and she doesn't know why, but every time she is in that position, about to get her chubby bare bum roasted by that mean man, she is damp and wet down there, would you believe it? Anyway, only when she was standing beside her stepdad, with her pants and panties at her ankles, only then did her parents lecture. And both her stepdad and her Mom took their time lecturing. And poor Julia was all red-faced and antsy, with her wet crotch and plump bare bottom shamefully on show. While they lectured, Julia stood there, with her hands obediently at her sides, and her feet felt like she was standing in quicksand. And the more they lectured, the madder they seemed to get, and the madder they got, the shakier Julia became. By the time the telling-off was done, Julia wasn't answering as much as she was nodding her yeses and nos. And already she had water in her eyes, and that man hadn't even put a finger on her.

Lecture completed, it was time for the spanking. Julia's stepdad took her by the wrist and led her over his knee. At least at this point, she didn't feel so much on display. Every time, her stepdad wants her swelling buttocks well up in the air, meaning her face is always this close to the floor. At that point in time, all poor Julia was worked up about was the pain she knew was coming soon. She would have danced naked at an open bazaar, with bells on her toes, if she thought that would save her from being spanked by her stepdad's ample, hardened palm.

Julia's stepdad does not believe in warm-up smacks, so even the first hand spank felt like Julia's life flashed before her eyes. There was the burning pain, yes, but in her mind, she was seeing all these colors flashing as if inside a blinding light. As always, she couldn't count strokes and wonder about those people who claim they do. What she usually does is break her spanking down into thirds. The first third is the worst because she is so consciously aware of what is occurring. She can feel the pain with every stroke; at this point, each time that man's thick hand lands, it feels like her tender, wobbling bottom is being branded. So painful. That and she kind of floats in and out of her body. A part of her is in real pain, yet it seems that a small part of her mind is standing outside, and watching, or at least it feels this way, as she can tell how she is getting all wiggly over her stepdad's lap, and she can see the way she is rocking from side to side. And know that her actions, including the way her hands are waving, are the same as they were when she was a little kid over her real Dad's lap.

The second part is really bad too. It is at this time that she gets really loud, the pain is becoming too much, or so it seems. And when she gets loud, she begs. She just can't help it and wishes she could stop doing that, but she can't. Is like it is programmed into her. Her bottom is on fire, and when that happens, she is promising to behave, listen, and obey. And she is doing so loudly, and she is either looking over her shoulder, trying to beg through blurry eyes, or she is beating her hands into the carpet and wailing.

Now, the third part, by now she is in some super pain, yet when in that much pain, all she can do is cry and blubber like a toddler having a tantrum. Now and then, she might scream, 'Stop, oh please stop, please,' but mostly she is just crying. Very loudly. And she is tired also. I don't think people realize just how much energy you use up if you are being spanked, and spanked hard with a hand so hardened that it feels like a paddle. That could be how Julia's stepdad knows when it is time to stop. When she is just too tired to kick or push off the floor and to look over her shoulder and beg. When all she can do is just cry, and cry hard.

Well, all this happened just a few moments ago, and when her stepdad finally stopped the rain of hard hand spanks, Julia was not aware that her spanking had stopped. Her mind was stuck in this cry mode, and nothing else got through her, at least at first. Eventually, it did, though, and when that happened, that was when she cried the loudest. Weird it might seem, but it's like when she knows her stepdad is done spanking, she can let it go, so it all comes out in a giant rush. So there she lay over his lap, all shaky and crying, and crying loudly. And it took several minutes before she was able to choke back the worst of her cries and start taking deep breaths.

Anyway, she didn't think of getting up until she was told she could, and even then, when told she could, it was like she needed help up; otherwise, she would just roll off her stepdad's lap and fold into a ball on the floor. Right then, she had just enough self-awareness back that she could understand what a sight she was, yet she was in way too much pain to care, as she moved around a lot, rubbing madly her poor, badly scorched rear end. Right then, she was a sore, sorry, self-aware, and contrite girl, I can tell you.

I'm sure that now that you know all her pitiful story, you are asking yourself why Julia keeps living with her Mom and her domineering stepfather. Good question. Julia would be lying if she said she didn't wonder about it herself, but in the end, she doesn't have a sure answer. But one thing she knows for sure. As weird as it can sound, the thing that she desires the most every time she is paying her mandatory corner time after one of her stepdad's spankings is to be let go to her room, where she can satisfy the urge to masturbate that she feels so incredibly strong.


The Compulsive Buyer

42-year-old Lucinda parked her small Toyota in front of the apartment building, shut the engine off, and let out a heavy sigh. It was good to be home. Finally, after a truly busy Friday of a truly busy week and a battle with rush-hour traffic, she was home. Now she could relax.

She walked quickly down the driveway leading to the building's entrance in her black heels, her curvaceous, still-fit body wrapped in a stealth black dress that reached her mid-thigh. As she climbed the two flights of stairs that would take her to the coveted bathtub, her buxom breasts bounced up and down, and her round womanly bottom swayed on her well-sculptured legs.

"Hi, honey," Lucinda shouted, entering her and her husband's apartment.

"Hi," her husband, Robert, replied to her once she entered the living room. He was standing, staring at her, his arms crossed on his muscular chest, a sheet of paper in his right hand.

"I found this, and I was checking it," he said as he shook the papers. "An amazing lecture. I was wondering…what did we agree upon about shopping?"

Lucinda took a look at what Robert was holding. Oh, shit! He had found the credit card bill before she could get her hands on it. She bleached and froze on the spot.

"We, mhm, we agree that we can just buy what we need and can afford…" she answered, her voice uncertain.

"Exactly so, my dear, and did you comply with it?"

"OH, mhmm…I think so," replied Lucinda, avoiding eye contact.

"So you are telling me that you didn't buy things you didn't need. Is this what you are saying?"

"Well, no…I mean, yes, I bought only what I…needed."

"Okay, I'll ask you one more time, and think carefully about what you want to answer Lucinda. You know what happens to girls who tell lies," Robert asked, staring into his wife's pretty green eyes with intent. "Are you telling me that you didn't buy things you didn't need?"

"Mhm…it was just one pair…" she said, her eyes downcast.

"Just one pair, I see," said Robert with gravity. "Tell me, honey, maybe I haven't been clear enough the last time that we had to have a chat about shopping and overspending? It has been just last month, if I'm not wrong."

Lucinda nodded, “Yes honey…you were clear but…”

"But?"

"I saw one pair of Christian Louboutin and…"

"And what?" Robert cut short his wife's lame explanation, "Another pair of Christian Louboutin, I am sure, is not something you needed. How many do you already have? Half a dozen?"

"Just two," answered Lucinda resentfully. "And it was marked down, on sale," Lucinda said tentatively. 

"On sale?"

"Right, exactly!" She said more confidently. "A good price for a great quality."

"For God's sake, Lucinda, don't mess with me. Even if they had cost just $1 instead of the $300 and up I see in the statement, that would have been a dollar too much since, aside from all the shoes of all kinds you have in your closet, you already have two other pairs virtually identical to these and of the same expensive brand!" Said Robert, finally letting all his frustration shine through. "Didn't you agree that you can't overbuy? It is not only a problem of money, as if that were not enough. Compulsive buying is an addiction, and buying things that you don't need is compulsive!"

"I do so need them…they are really nice," Lucinda interrupted him, pouting.

"Okay, young lady, if you put it this way, then I think the time for discussion and explanation is over," said Robert after hearing her childish comment. "The time has come to put an end to this silly and compulsive attitude of yours once and for all. What you need right now is something that makes you understand the silliness of your attitude."

"No, Robert! I got it now, really. And besides… I'm sorry, okay?"

"You don't sound sorry at all, Lucinda, but I can assure you that you will be once I'm done addressing this attitude of yours."

"No, Robert, I said I'm sorry, and I am. You…you don't have to do it, Robert," said Lucinda, backing up slowly.

"Oh yes. I definitely have to," said Robert gently but firmly, grabbing her wrist and leading her to their bedroom.

"OH, please, Robert! I promise I won't do it anymore!"

"I am sure you won't after today, young lady. I'm going to give you a good reason to never buy things you don't need again!"

At that point, Lucinda began to panic. Since she had married Robert in her third marriage six months before, she had already been given 'a good reason' for things quite a few times. She had been given a 'good reason' not to lie, a 'good reason' not to have an attitude, a 'good reason' not to be stubborn, etc., etc. And by now, she knew well enough that the 'good reason' he would give her would be a red, hot, and well-whipped bottom.

Once in their bedroom, Robert let her wrist off, unbuckled his belt, and took it off the loops of his trousers. By then, Lucinda was almost in hysterics. That simple movement, which in other circumstances wouldn't have mattered at that moment, assumed a relevant and definitive significance.

Before their marriage, Lucinda agreed that Robert had complete authority over her, including the right to chastise her whenever and however he thought fit. And now, once again, it was time to pay the price of her conduct. And she knew it was a high price to pay. The belt in Robert's hand scared her to the depths. It was heavy, thick, and supple, and she knew from bitter experience that getting hit across her bottom with that thing was like being branded by a hot iron. Nonetheless, she just stood in front of him, head lowered, and started sniffling like a scared child, casually rubbing the back of her dress.

Snapping the leather belt in his hands, Robert ordered her to bend over the bed. Hesitantly, Lucinda complied. Once his wife was bent angled with her belly on the mattress, her legs dangling down, and her generous bum up in the air, Robert raised the bottom of her dress over her back and pulled down her panties and pantyhose. Lucinda shivered when she felt her husband's hands roll up her dress to her waist and then his fingers in the waistband of her panties, which slowly, inexorably, went down, along with her tanned pantyhose, until they bunched around her mid-thighs. When Robert finished manhandling her, Lucinda found herself there, doubled on the edge of the bed, feeling helpless and very conscious of her bare, big, plump bottom up in the air. She felt so defenseless and vulnerable, and could almost feel Robert's eyes staring at her bare mounds, obediently protruding for the whipping ahead, quivering slightly in fearful anticipation.

In a last desperate attempt to avoid the lashings, she looked back and said, "Robert, please, you…you don't have to..."

But she was cut off, "I'm sorry, honey, but I'm afraid I really have to! I love you, Lucinda, but I won't let you treat me as you treated your first two husbands. I won't let your attitude, your stubbornness, and your childish pose lead to the breakup of our marriage." Then, doubling the wide and heavy leather, he ended his scolding, "Take your punishment now, Katie. You're getting two dozen."

And with that, her sentence had been handed down. Two dozen with that awful belt. Oh, no, Lucinda could hardly believe it, so many lashes…she would not be able to sit down for the weekend ahead!

Whoosh. CRACKK!

"ARGHH!"

Robert stood for a moment to admire the broad red stripe the leather had painted right in the middle of his wife's candid, voluptuous bottom. Then he raised the belt again.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

The sounds of the belt that stroked her bare, tender rear end echoed around the room, along with Lucinda's loud screams. The four lashes had covered both cheeks of Lucinda's buttocks, painting them with ugly and swollen red stripes. She had started crying after the first lash, and she was sobbing now. She tensed and then felt the belt explode into her ample, round bum four more times.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda just howled to high heaven, "No, Robert, no more! I've learned my lesson! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! Pleeeeease! Nooooooo mooore! Ohhhhhh! ROBERTTT!"

Each whack of the leather had her bucking and crying more and more. Robert had started slowly at first, the whacks being hard, deliberate, and carefully aimed. Every blow had left a clear, sore-looking, puffy, red strip. But now that every inch of Lucinda's wide, plump bottom had been turned a bright, glowing red by the application of the unmerciful leathering, he increased the speed.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda screamed even louder, pleading futilely with her determined husband to stop, "Pleeeeeeease pleeeeeeeease pleeeeeeeeease... Noooo, I WON'T OVERSPEND ANYMORE! BWAAAA! I PROMISEEEE!"

Having finished the first dozen, Robert changed his position and went right back to work with his sturdy, wide belt at his wife's other side, this time aiming lower and whipping repeatedly her tender sit-spots and upper thighs.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

That was too much to handle for poor Lucinda. She jumped up and reached back, which was a big mistake, as her husband pushed her back down onto the bed and said the last two hadn't counted.

"Noooooo," she yelled in despair.

"You asked for this, miss!" Robert hissed through his teeth as he gave her two even harder ones at the top of her legs while she wailed in misery.

CRACKK! CRACKK!

By now, Lucinda was crying and hiccupping like a toddler. Her face was covered in tears, her mascara dripping, and her nose running with snot. The burning sensation she was feeling in all her rear end was unbearable.

"Are you going to mind and obey me, Lucinda?" Robert asked, stopping for a moment to beat the daylights out of her.

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! YES ROBERT! AIEEEEEE! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!"

"Are you going to overbuy again?"

"AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO ROBERT! AIEEEEEE! I'LL NEVER BUY ANYTHING AGAIN! EVER! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I'LL BE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOOOOD!"

CRACKK! CRACKK!

After those last leather lashings, the burning pain the poor lady was feeling escalated from unbearable to excruciating. Lucinda was hiccupping, bawling so hard, and had no idea how she would take the rest of her whipping. She had no choice, though; it was entirely up to her domineering husband when to end her ordeal.

"AHWWWW! OHOWWWW! AH GWADDDD…IT STINGGGS! PLEASE, HONEY, NO MORE, SIR!"

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Lucinda wailing at the top of her lungs pressed against the bed as to try a futile escape from the branding leather, while Robert continued the next four licks on the smoldering, smoking flesh of her meaty hillocks and down the still untouched skin of her upper meaty thighs till the bunch of panties and pantyhose.

"Are you ever going to not mind what we agree on?" Lucinda heard his husband's commanding voice ask her.

"NO! NO ROBERT! I SWEAR I WON'T, SIR!" Lucinda replied through her tears.

Robert could see that her rear end was already completely scarlet hot, crisscrossed by ugly, puffy red stripes. On the spot where her husband was used to sit, right on the sit-spot, the skin had turned a greyish hue, which anticipated the impending blistering. Even so, he knew that to drive the lesson home, the promised two dozen must be fulfilled.

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHH!"

CRACKKK! "ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!"

"And what is going to happen if you act foolish again?" Robert asked her.

Completely submitted to the will of her domineering husband, she got the answer out between sobs, "I…I WILL BE WHIPPED AGAIN! BWUAHHHH!"

He nodded, satisfied with what he had heard.

"Okay," he said in a softened voice, "you can get up now."

But instead of getting up, Lucinda collapsed on the bed, a sweaty, tear-stained, inconsolable mess.

Robert leaned down to hug her.

"Shhhh. Shhhh. It's over now, sweetie," he whispered in her ear.

Eventually, Lucinda stopped crying so hard. The burning sensation that she was feeling in her striped bum was still unbearable, and her face was flooded with tears and snot. Overwhelmed by her ordeal, she hid her face on Robert's chest and burst into a new cry. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her head, whispering healing words to her ear. She sobbed a comforting cry into his chest for what seemed like an eternity while he reassured her of his love. Then he took a tissue and dried the tears and snot from her pretty face, all the while telling her how beautiful a woman she was, and how lucky he was to have her as his wife. Lucinda just let him do it, right there in his arms, amidst the agonizing burning sensation she was suffering on her rear end, she realized that what Robert had given her was no more than the loving guidance she needed. She knew she had so richly deserved this punishment, and in the depths of her heart, she was grateful to her powerful husband for giving it to her and making her feel more loved than ever before.


The Unfaithful Stepmother

"I'm so sorry for what I did, but please don't tell your Dad."

Sitting on the bed, her face wet with tears, Mirel appeared to Dave more attractive than ever. At 46, she looked 10 years younger, and since she had married his Dad three years earlier, Dave had always considered her to be very hot. Right now she was in nothing but a sheer, short nightgown that more than covered and enhanced her shapely body, sculptured from hours spent in the gym.

"I'm so sorry for what I did," she repeated for the umpteenth time, "There's no excuse for it, but I swear it's the first time I did such a thing. It'll never happen again."

With an expression more sad than angry, Dave gazed upon his stepmother's luscious body. The dark nipples of her generous breasts pointed through the thin fabric, her ample hips, and the triangle of pubic hair between her toned thighs.

"Mirel, you can't expect me to let something like that slide," Dave finally found the strength to say. "You can't think you can get away from this with some lame excuses and a couple of tears!"

The 24-year-old had just returned home after graduating from college. He was supposed to arrive the following Monday, but his plan to spend a weekend of revelry at the beach with his roommate had fallen through as Jeff had had to rush home because his mother had been hospitalized. So, Dave had decided not to warn his family of his arrival and to surprise his father and stepmother. Instead, the surprise had been his when, upon entering the house and starting to climb the stairs to the bedrooms, he had caught a man in only his pants running out, and his stepmother in just her underwear.

"Dave," Mirel answered with a shaking voice, "I understand that I can't get away from this with just a 'sorry'. But please consider the consequences, not only for me but also for your father. You know that ours is a happy marriage, and I swear to you that this is the first time I have been unfaithful to him. In fact, I haven't even been because your lucky arrival interrupted us before I could consummate the betrayal."

With the flowing blond hair that framed her sad and frightened face, Mirel nervously squeezed her hands together, her green eyes wandering around the room, avoiding eye contact with his stepson's. The sweet and spicy scent of her perfume assailed Dave's nostrils as she stood, towering over her and observing how she struggled to think of a way out of that situation.

"Look, Dave, my parents raised me and my sisters to be responsible for our actions and to expect and accept the consequences when we did not act appropriately. And sometimes consequences were…a severe bottom paddling," Mirel blushed while she followed on. "So, if you just could correct my behavior by yourself instead of going to tell your father about it, I, well… I'll be glad to undergo a punishment for my behavior."

Dave stared at her, puzzled.

"What exactly are you suggesting, Mirel?"

"Well, Dave…you could spank me," Mirel blurted out.

"What?" He leaned forward, unsure if he had heard her correctly.

"Your Dad is away for a two-day business trip. Instead of telling him what you saw, you can paddle my bottom till I can't sit down. I will be punished for my sin, and mine and your Dad's marriage will not be ruined," Mirel said as her teary puppy eyes stared at Dave.

Dave stood incredulous at what he had just heard, "I don't know what game you are playing, Mirel, but…"

"I'm not playing any game, Dave, honestly!" Frantic Mirel interrupted her stepson. "I'm just trying not to ruin my life…our family's life. During my childhood, I learned about the benefits of a well-paddled bottom as a form of punishment. It is sufficiently painful to help a girl understand that she has done wrong, to be sorry for what she did, and to convince her not to make the same mistake again. At the same time, it's fast, it cleans the air, and after a few days, one's able to sit comfortably again, everything is forgotten."

"Not that you wouldn't deserve a good, old-fashioned blistering," Dave said doubtfully. "On the contrary. I think you certainly would benefit from it, but you can't tell me that I, a boy of 24, should paddle my stepmother."

"I know it sounds odd, but this is the only way I know of to convince you that I am serious about making my marriage work. I honestly love your Dad, Dave. I don't want to lose him, and you, my new family."

"Even if I would agree with your suggestion, I never did such a thing, and we don't have any paddle here," said Dave, a little doubtful, as if considering his stepmom's suggestion.

"You can use that," Mirel pointed to a hairbrush that stood on her vanity.

Dave picked it up and weighed it. It was rectangular, a little larger than his hand, flat on the back, made of solid wood, and actually resembled a paddle. He tapped it a few times on his palm, and it stung.

"And as for you never having done that," Mirel continued, "I'm sure that a strong, athletic guy like you will have no problem in keeping a mature girl over his knee and wallop her bare rear but good."

Dave stared at her, 'Wow, so that is exactly what she is suggesting, being held over my lap and spanked on her very bare bottom!' he said to himself.

"It will be a shameful business," said Dave, now seriously considering it, "and to be of any effectiveness, it must be very painful."

"Yes, Dave," Answered Mirel with a lightly shaking voice. "I know that a spanking has to hurt to be effective. And of course, being kept over a boy's knees, the knees of my stepson, actually, with my bare bum up in the air, makes me blush just at the thought. But, well, I think that a bit of shame has to be part of a punishment, isn't it?"

A turmoil of emotions shook in Dave's mind. Was it right for his father to learn how Mirel had behaved in his absence? Or was it better for him not to learn about it, if that had really been just a moment of his stepmother's weakness? And after all, his buxom stepmother, to whom he could not deny he had always been attracted, was begging him to spank her half-naked on his lap, and the very idea had already caused an almost painful erection in his pants.

Finally, faced with the genuinely distressed look of the beautiful lady staring at him with her sweet pleading eyes, Dave relented.

"All right, Mirel, I won't tell Dad what I saw. But you will be punished, and severely!"

"Thank you, Dave," was all Mirel could utter.

Now that her suggestion had been accepted and her marriage was safe, she started to feel her legs trembling slightly and a well-known pit in her stomach at the very idea of what was expected of her tender rear end.

"Very well, let's do this," said Dave decisively, and then a bit more doubtful, "How…"

"I think you should take a seat here," said Mirel, rising from the bed on shaking legs. "I will lie down on your lap."

Dave complied, and soon he found himself with the luscious body of his stepmother lying on her belly over his thighs. Mirel's already short nightgown had risen to leave the lower half of her round buttocks exposed, and Dave raised it entirely to her back to have the target of his impending job completely clear. He stood for a moment, stunned by the candid roundness of Mirel's derriere. It swelled out full and prominent from her relatively narrow waist, the two meaty hillocks protruding almost arrogantly outward as if asking to be slapped. And just below, her meaty but still tonic thighs kept closed, concealed the moist secret of her womanhood.

Steeling himself for the task ahead, he said as severely as he could, "Mirel, you have behaved in the most reprehensible way for a wife, and for this, you will be paddled till you won't sit down!"

"I know Dave…and I deserve it," wailed the distressed lady.

CRACKK!

The flat back of the wooden hairbrush smacked down hard on Mirel's upturned bottom, stinging more than she remembered it would.

'OH MY GOD! IT STINGS! IT STINGS! IT STINGS!' She told herself, but she managed to keep silent. Then a flurry of hard hairbrush spanks landed mercilessly on her meaty buttocks, growing in frequency and intensity as Dave got the hang of it.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Dave paddled Mirel's upturned bare bottom again and again. Soon her frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect her inflamed rear, was intercepted by Dave's left hand and held resolutely away from the target while he continued to spank, good and hard, as if he had done that tons of times before. With her right wrist held firmly in Dave's left hand, Mirel was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp while his now resolute stepson spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of her tender, ample behind.

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

"Okay, Dave! Okay! It… It's enough! OHWW! OHWWW! IT'S ENOUGH!" Mirel wailed as the spanking continued, the hairbrush smacking her bottom harder as Dave's enthusiasm for the task at hand increased. Tears began flowing freely from Mirel's eyes as the sting of the hairbrush got worse with every spank.

Dave paused for a moment to push up his right sleeve, then resumed spanking Mirel's already well-reddened bare bottom even harder. He was entirely in the spirit of things now, and Mirel felt that her burning bottom continued to increase in temperature as her stepson spanked, and spanked, and then spanked some more her sizzling buttocks, leaving no area untouched.

CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Crying freely now, and very contrite, Mirel marveled at the change that was taking place in her; her just become disciplinarian stepson was turning her into nothing else than a little girl having her bare bottom soundly spanked for her bad behavior. 

It was then that the spanking suddenly ceased. With her face covered in tears, her nose running, and her mouth in a grimace of pain, Mirel welcomed that moment of rest.

"I hope all this will help you understand the error of your way, Mirel," Dave stated, lightly panting with the exertion to deliver such a severe correction.

"YES! Oh yes, Dave. I know what I did was wrong, and I am truly sorry for it. I swear I am! I LEARNED MY LESSON!"

"We will see," was all that Dave told her, and then he raised the hairbrush again.

Getting a firm grip on Mirel, he smacked her already well-spanked bare bum smartly.

"ARGHGGG!" She wailed and bucked wildly from the awful sting, and soon she was howling and kicking wildly again as the flat back of the sturdy hairbrush did its unmerciful work, deepening the bright crimson of her buns with every whack.

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

"WAAAAA! WAAAAAA! DAAAVE! PLEASEEEE! WAAAAA! I'M ON FIRE!"

Bawling like a child, pitifully begging her merciless stepson to stop, firmly pinioned in place, she felt the wooden hairbrush resume its journey from bottom to mid-thigh, branding the area it had already visited so thoroughly.

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

"WAAAAAAA! ARGHHHHHH! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTSSS DAAAVE! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!"

In Dave's unyielding grasp, Mirel bawled and sobbed her penitence and promises of good behavior as she was spanked until she couldn't form coherent words anymore.

“I’M-UH-SUH-ARRREEE-UH-WAAA-UH-HUH-UH-AAA-UH-WAAAAA!”

With her face covered by tears, snot, and dripped mascara, with her voice choked by the sobs, she promised that "I-UH-BWAAAA-WILL BE-UHHHH-ARGHHHH-GOOOOD-WAAAA."

Sensing that his stepmother was now crushed and truly repentant, Dave stopped the rain of hairbrush spanks and admired the result of his efforts. Mirel's bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the hairbrush crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit spot, the starting to blister skin had assumed a greyish hue. He did not doubt that his stepmother would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

"Have you learned your lesson?"

"Yees, yees," Mirel sobbed, "I will never be unfaithful again. BOHOOOOO!"

"Alright, I think you've been punished enough."

Dave tossed the hairbrush to the floor and released his grip from her wrist.

Mirel barely noticed that her spanking was over. So much was the searing pain in her bum cheeks and upper thighs that she couldn't move, so she stood there over Dave's sturdy thighs, blubbering and feeling sorry for herself. Dave waited for a while until her sobbing calmed, then gently helped her rise from his lap.

As soon as she was on her feet, Mirel started to prance about, hopping up and down, bawling lustily. While her big boobs wobbled wildly under her sheer nightshirt, both her hands were frantic to rub her stinging big bum, desperately trying to take away even a little bit of the searing burning pain from her soundly paddled nether regions.

Dave watched fascinated as his stepmother performed the well-spanked-girl dance. Inside his pants, his manhood had grown as hard as a rock, and when finally Mirel's crying subsided, and she threw herself face down on her bed to quietly sob into her pillow, he strode out of her room and closed the door. He hurried into his room and threw himself on his bed, lowered his slacks and boxers to mid-thigh, and started to work with his right hand on his rock-hard penis more and more frantically. With eyes shut and reviving in his mind the shaming and painful ordeal his buxom and luscious stepmother had just been subjected to, it took just a few strokes of his hand for his manhood to explode in a violent spurt while his whole body was shaken in a powerful orgasm.


Getting Their Baby Back

"Wakey, Wakey little girl!" Chirped Elly's Mom as she walked into her room.

The lady went to the curtains, threw them open, and pushed both windows open. It was December, and it was freezing outside in the morning.

"Come on, Up! Up! Up!" She said as she grabbed her daughter's cover.

Elly groaned and tried to curl up into the fetal position as she knew what was coming. In one swift motion, her Mother ripped the cover off her and threw it down to the bottom of the bed, leaving her shivering on the mattress. She planted two playful but not too gentle slaps on the seat of her pajamas and walked out of the room to get breakfast ready.

"Shit," Elly said to herself. "I can't stand it anymore!"

Her Mother had woken her up in the same manner without fail every day since she started school when she was 5. She was 21 now, and it had been more than three years since she had finished school. The problem was that the only job she had found, a fast-food waitress job, didn't give her enough money to move out on her own, and her parents just couldn't get it into their heads that their only daughter was a woman and no longer a baby!

On top of all that, Elly hated her job. The same routine, always, with the usual customers, not exactly lords, trying to stretch their hands on her bottom. 'Hey, they looked like they had never seen an ass before! Okay,' she thought with a hint of pride, 'my butt is not just any butt, not for nothing was it known to be the best butt in school. But even so, what the heck, it's not like the holy water pile that anyone can stick their hands in!'

Furthermore, Elly was broken that Saturday morning. The previous evening, she had been at the club until closing time, drinking and fooling around with friends, and now she had no desire to get up from bed and go to work. 'Yes, but...if I don't get up and go to work, who would hear from Mom and Dad? Fuck, those two really treat me like I am still a ten-year-old schoolgirl!' Then that thought stuck in her, 'Mhm, a schoolgirl?' And in that split second, she decided to play sick and get a day off work, just as she had when she was a schoolgirl and didn't want to go to class.

She grabbed the covers around her ankles, pulled them back over, and in as feeble a voice as she could manage, she called, "Moom…Daad…”

Her parents appeared at the door, perplexed to see her still in bed.

"Elly? Baby, what's wrong?" Asked her Mother with concern as she quickly sat on the bed next to her daughter and placed a hand on her forehead. "Are you sick?"

"Yeah," Elly moaned.

"Okay. Stay here," said the mature woman, then addressed to her husband, "Honey, please, go and grab the strip."

The strip was a thermometer strip. It looked like a little piece of camera film that sticks on the forehead, and it gives a temperature reading based on color. Elly never knew how it came that her Mom liked those things, but she had been using them for as long as she could remember. That was the standard sick test in her house.

Once Elly's Dad returned with the required tools, her Mom stuck it to her head and planted a kiss on her cheek before walking out to check the pancakes, followed by her husband. Now it was time for Elly's usual master plan. Behind her headboard was the radiator, which, at that time of year, was on. She only had a few minutes, which was all she needed. She stuck it to the radiator and left it for 60 seconds before peeling it off and sticking it back on her head.

"Oh, baby, you're burning up!" Elly's Mom said after she walked back in and checked the strip.

"Stay in bed, I will go ring your job and tell them you're not going in," and with that, she squeezed her daughter's cheeks together between her hands.

'Exactly like when I was in school. I have done it!' Thought Elly. She was in sixth form when she realized she could fake being ill thanks to the radiator and the simple way in which the strips worked, and she got away with it quite a few times. All she had to do after that was keep the strip to the right color and look sick for the next half an hour or so till Mom and Dad left the house, and then she was free to sleep all she wanted.

"Lie down, Elly, stay still. I will be back to check your temperature in a bit and bring you some herbal tea," her Mom said, walking out of the room.

Elly didn't waste any time. She peeled the strip off her head and placed it back on the radiator. And it was right then that it happened.

"Elly, your Mom needs the phone number..." she heard her Dad say while coming into her room.

Elly looked at him; he looked at her. Their faces were both etched with absolute shock and horror. Elly's for being caught red-handed, quite literally, as she had her hand on the radiator. Her Dad's for the raising fear that her baby had been playing her parents for a fool, for years! There was silence for a few seconds, and Elly started to feel a weird fear grip her. Ironically, it was at this Moment that she actually did start to feel sick!

"Elly! Just what the hell are you doing, young lady?" Dad growled as he marched towards his daughter.

It took him a nanosecond to reach out and grab Elly's hand, which was still frozen in disbelief on the radiator. Yanking her out of bed and onto her feet by her arm, he showed just how strong he still was and how he could still handle his grown-up daughter like he did when she was a kid.

SMACK! SMACK!

"HONEY! Came here this instant, please," Elly's Dad called his wife while he planted two resounding slaps to the seat of his errant daughter just in case she was in any doubt as to just how cross he was.

You must know that leg slaps and bum spankings were not rare for Elly growing up. Of course, they had stopped for some years now, but right then, standing with her right arm in the grip of her irate Father, she felt the same well-known feeling of butterflies in her stomach that preceded each one of the severe corrections he had been used to administer to her tender rear end. And her fear only worsened once her Mom got to the bedroom and told her Dad what she had just seen their daughter do.

SMACKK! SMACKK!

Two even sounder slaps were administered by Elly's Mother on her pajama-covered buttocks before she spun her around to face her.

"Don't dare to lie, young lady. This is not the first time I have read the temperature of the radiator, is it?" She asked, her face hardened with the knowledge that she had long been deceived by her baby.

Elly stood speechless while her cheeks flushed a much darker red than her bottom was by then, out of sheer embarrassment. That blushing by itself told her parents that their fears were right.

At that point, it was her Father who took over again, "You have exactly 5 minutes to get your backside ready for the job. 5 minutes!" He stated, crossing his arms on his broad chest and staring at Elly. "You'd better be downstairs and dressed and at the breakfast table, or I will come up here and get you. If I have to do that, I will be bringing the clothes brush up with me, and you know what that means, don't you?"

"Y..y..yes, Dad," was all Elly had the nerve to stammer.

"Good! And don't forget to brush your teeth!" Her Mom added, leaving the room with her husband.

Elly stood for a second, dazed and confused, brought back ten years. Then quickly changed and sprinted into the bathroom. 'Oh my god...it can't be possible...it just can't be happening' was her thinking, but she was so utterly focused on getting downstairs in time that she paid no attention to anything else. Slightly out of breath, she made it. A plate of pancakes was waiting for her on the table.

"Sit," her Dad commanded.

He was still as pissed off as he was a few moments ago, "Don't talk, just eat. I don't want to hear a single word come out of your mouth. Do you have any idea how disappointed, how mad your Mother and I are at you right now?"

'Well, does he want me to talk or not?' Was the thought Elly had.

In the end, she figured it was safest to just nod her head. Her Dad sighed and took a moment to calm himself.

"We don't have the time to deal with this right now. Today we want you straight home as soon as your job ends. No dawdling, no hanging around with your friends, or that good-to-nothing of your boyfriend. Is that clear?"

Again, Elly nodded.

"Good. I want you to think long and hard about what you have done all these years, Elly. You have truanted from school, and you've been lying and deceiving your parents."

Elly didn't dare to speak; she didn't want to dig her hole any deeper, and she didn't know what else to say.

"Well, young lady, I assure you we will discuss this further when you get home. I can promise you two things: first, you are not going to fool us any longer, and second, you are going to be one sorry girl when I have finished with you. Now get off!"

Elly winced when her Dad mentioned that she was going to be a 'sorry girl', but she didn't dare get to the bottom of the issue; she stared at the floor as she grabbed her bag and made her way out the door.

Usually, working at a fast-food restaurant dragged on for Elly; 8 hours felt like 18, but that day they flew by. She didn't pay attention to anything. Her colleagues kept asking her if she was okay. All she could focus on was her impending return home. Her Dad had said that she was going to be 'a sorry girl,' and that kept turning over in her mind. That was her parents' standard threat, and that threat always was followed by a very soundly spanked bottom for her.

'But not now,' Elly kept trying to reassure herself, 'I'm an adult now...he can't...he won't...' And what about if he would? The more she thought about it, the more she realized that, in the end, she would not be able to oppose her parents' will. It wasn't just the fact that she was still living under their roof; the conditioning she had received growing up was still firmly imprinted on her. They were Mom and Dad, and you don't stand against your Mom and Dad, period. The knot in her stomach grew bigger and bigger as zero hour drew closer. Once she was only a few blocks from her house, her legs began to grow weak.

"I have to admit, it was rather clever," said Elly's Dad. "We clearly didn't give her enough credit."

He was seated at the table, stirring his coffee as he and his wife waited for their daughter to come home. Before him lay a broad, sturdy, flat-backed wooden clothes brush. When he got home, nearly half an hour before, he had grabbed it and sat talking with his wife.

"I'm not looking forward to this, but at the same time, I think we have to do it; she has been so disappointing, so unfaithful," said the mature man gravely. "Yet I am a bit torn. In the end, hasn't it been just a silly childish stunt? And she is an adult now."

"Well, honey, that's exactly the problem," said Elly's Mother, her face still hardened in a sad reproach. "With that silly stunt, she fooled us who knows how many times when she went to school. If we should accept a little childish stunt, what we could never accept is that she deceived us. And I'm certainly not going to start to accept it now, 21 years old or not!"

Elly's Father picked up the brush and rubbed his hand over the smooth surface of its flat back. He sighed. She was his baby, and he loved her. He had only ever spanked her with the cloth brush just a few times, reserving the use of that tool for when her actions called for something really impressive, and he did know how it could really blister a girl's soft bottom. But his wife was right, they couldn't stand being fooled and definitely couldn't accept that their daughter was a liar.

"Do you think I should do it with her panties down?... She sure has developed quite a big butt," he asked his wife, still a bit perplexed.

"Are you serious? Why shouldn't you? That's the way it has always been done, and you are her Father, for god sake! She hasn't got anything you haven't seen before. Plus, it will show her we mean business and who is in charge in this house once and for all. A sound, bare bottom spanking over his Daddy's lap, hard enough to make her not want to sit till Monday, when she will get back to work. That's it, that's what she needs, and that will do her a world of good," the determined woman put a point to the conversation.

"Mom? Dad?" Elly said quietly entering the house.

Too quietly for anyone to hear. The house was silent. She wandered into the kitchen and found her Mom and Dad sitting at the table, coffee cups in front of them. They glanced at their daughter and gave her what can best be described as a stern smile. In the back of her mind, Elly clung to the faint hope they would have changed their minds, that a day to think about it had made them see sense…that she was an adult girl and certainly didn't need to be spanked.

"Elly, please come here," her Dad beckoned her with his finger.

He didn't sound happy. Elly dropped her bag on a kitchen chair and walked over to him.

"When did you start doing that? Cheating on your sickness, I mean."

"Dunno...mhmm...may be in the sixth form..." Elly shrugged as she looked at the floor.

Her Dad placed his hand under her chin and lifted it to look at him.

"Why did you do that?"

"I...I just didn't like the school, I guess," Elly replied with a shrug.

"Teachers were too harsh with you? Were you being bullied by your schoolmates?" Asked her Mother.

"No, Mom, of course not!" Elly said defensively.

"So you're telling us that you did it because you felt like it?" Her Dad's voice sounded tense, and he tilted his head to the side at her.

Elly suddenly got a cold shiver down her back. She couldn't think of how to answer this without signing her own death warrant.

"Kind of," she shrugged.

Both her parents sighed.

"You know what would have happened to you if we caught you acting that way, don't you, Elly?" Asked her Dad.

"You…you probably would have spanked me," blushing, Elly answered almost in a whisper.

The more that kind of questioning went on, the more she became convinced that she was in deep trouble, and started to feel really scared that she could come back to that shaming and oh-so-painful childish punishment.

Her Dad hummed in agreement with her and pushed himself back from the table. Still sitting on the chair, he took hold of Elly's wrist and gently but firmly guided her to stand between his legs. As she moved towards, Elly noticed the clothes brush on the table. Her stomach started to do backflips. She thought she might throw up right there and then. She had only got the brush a few times before, and every time she had thought she was going to die. It hurt so very much and left her buttocks blistered and her unable to sit. She was so lost in her panic that she didn't notice her Dad was talking till he shook her back into reality.

"Elly!"

"Yes, Dad?"

"I was saying, I think you are old enough now that I don't need to lecture you on how wrong what you did is. I think you know that, but I just want to make sure you understand that what you did was not only truanting but also lying and betraying your parents. Do you understand that?"

"I guess," Elly whimpered.

The last thing Elly wanted to do was admit she had done wrong. She closed her eyes for a second, hoping that she would disappear or wake up in her bed dreaming.

"Good, as you know, this is not acceptable in this house, no matter how old you can be. These are serious issues that need to be addressed very seriously. Which is why you are going to get your bare bottom spanked with the brush. Now, let's get it over with, shall we?"

"But, Mooom…Daaaad, do you really have to?" Her Dad had just mentioned she was going to get spanked, and Elly couldn't help but react as if she were his baby. "I'm really sorry, I promise I won't lie or betray you ever again!"

"Yes, I really have to do it. Sorry, sweetie, but it's too late for promises. I know that once I've finished spanking you, then you will have your soul cleaned and you won't do it again," her Dad's tone was soft, but there was a strictness and a no-nonsense in his deep voice, which told Elly it was over, she had no chance of getting out of that.

"Arms," her Dad ordered.

"Oh, Dad, come on, please don't!" The first tear escaped down Elly's cheek, and her knees went weak, as if she were still ten years old.

"You know the drill, young lady. Come on," he said sternly as he patted his shoulders.

Elly stepped closer and placed her hands on his shoulders. She fixed her gaze on the clock above the fridge as she felt her Dad's fingers on the waistband of her jeans. He unzipped and unsnapped them and let them fall to her ankles after tugging them down past her hips. This was the same way he had done it since Elly could remember, whenever he spanked her, he insisted on baring the target himself. It was utterly humiliating. She was 21 years old, and her Dad was undressing her in order to spank her bare bottom!

"Please, Dad, don't. Not on the bare!"

Her pleas were ignored, and she felt him tug her panties to her knees. A rush of cold air around the previously covered area triggered another cold flush throughout Elly's body. She was sobbing quietly to herself for the shame of all that. Her Mom said something, but she wasn't paying attention. Her Dad placed his hand on her elbow and guided her around to his side, and as soon as she was in this position, he tipped her over his lap. All Elly could think was 'Oh my god', over and over again, as she stared at her feet from under her Dad's trousered thighs while he made some minor adjustments to her position.

"The less you struggle, the quicker it will be," her Dad's voice was very business-like.

She felt his cold hand on her waist as he pulled her in closer to his body, and then the flat back of the wooden cloth brush rested on her right buttock. Its cold, soft touch was unexpected, and Elly couldn't help but flinch. Her Dad rubbed a circular pattern on her bottom for a few seconds, then.

SMACK!

Without warning, he had raised the brush high and brought it crashing down in the middle of both Elly's bum cheeks. She yelped and bucked over his lap. As she settled, the next one came crashing down on her left bum cheek.

SMACK!

"OWWWW!" Elly moaned and fidgeted.

SMACK! SMACK!

"OWIE! OWHWOW!" She cried and wriggled.

Each brush smack was followed more quickly than the last as Elly's physical reaction was replaced by her ever-increasing verbal one. Her Dad quickly settled into a steady rhythm after the first few swats.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! WHACK!

The flat back of the cloth brush assailed Elly's plump buttocks, sensitive undercurves, and inner thighs until Elly was screeching and sobbing hysterically, blubbering and bawling in ascending-pitched, girlish cries, pleas, apologies, and promises.

"OHWW! PLEASE...DADDY!...AHAWHHH! I WON'T DO...AHARGHH!...I WON'T DO IT AGAIN!"

He ignored her pleas as she became more and more desperate. She was in agony, her bottom feeling like it was on fire.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! WHACK!

Suddenly, Elly didn't care about anything anymore other than the unbearable sting her Daddy was raising in her poor wobbling bottom. As her shapely legs had freed themselves from the jeans and panties and repeatedly thrust up and out, and dropped again, her Dad moved his right leg out from under her and over her legs, trapping her in position for firing off strike after strike of the wood, blasting her hindquarters.

"This should help you remember who is in charge of this house! To remember that lie is not acceptable, and even less to betray your parents."

Wailing and squalling, in a much higher and urgent voice, Elly squawked out exclamations of pain and sorrow, but also her agreement to her Dad's words. Confined over her Dad's lap, she was once again nothing else than a defeated, broken, naughty baby who would, who eagerly wanted to mind her parents forever.

SMACK! WHACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

At such a point, Elly went limp over her Dad's lap and just cried and cried. She no longer tried to put her hand back, move her hips, or kick her legs. She knew from so many previous experiences that her bottom must be a purple, scarlet, and blistered mess by then; it sure felt like that.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

Finally, she realized that the spanks' rain had stopped. Was it over? 'Oh, please God, say it is over!' Elly thought, feeling her Dad place his hand on her back and start to gently rub it. It took her a while to calm down and notice that he was talking softly to her. Something about being forgiven and loved. But she was still a crying mess over his sturdy lap, her cheeks damped in tears and snot. Once Elly was a little calmer and started to feel a bit awkward about her current position, he helped her to her feet. She immediately bent down the second she was back on her feet, and with one hand rubbing the snot away from under her nose, she searched for her panties on the floor and slipped them back up into position. It hurt like hell as the fabric rubbed over her sore, blistered bottom. Before she could look for her jeans, her Mom came to her and pulled her into the tightest hug she'd had in years, and Elly's crying got a little harder as she rested her head on her shoulder.

"Shhh shhh. It's okay, baby. It's over now. Shhhh."

"Mom, I'm so sorry," Elly sobbed.

"It's okay, Elly," her Father intervened, "I'm sorry too, I had to do that. I didn't like doing that any more than you do."

Her Mom held her tightly, switching between rubbing her aching bottom and rubbing her back. Elly rested her head on her shoulder, and even though her rear end hurt so much, she enjoyed the affection. Eventually, she calmed down, though, and started to find that embarrassing. She felt a little stupid standing half bare, with a bum as red as an overripe tomato, in front of her parents, not knowing what to do or say. She just wanted to disappear and pretend this never happened.

"Did you see? Her reactions told me we did just the right thing. In the end, a sound spanking is always the best way to turn our misbehaving daughter into our good baby again," Elly's Mother said to her husband once their daughter had retreated to her room. "Okay, her bottom is killing her now, but she understood that she had done wrong and that we care enough for her to dish out the discipline needed."

The gray-haired man could only nod at his wife's wisdom, glad to have his baby back again.
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