
        
            
                
            
        

    
Strict Dads And Spanked Girls

Three stories of M/F bare bottom discipline

Albert Switch


Copyright © 2024 Albert Switch

An exciting collection of M/F spanking erotic stories. This is a work of fiction intended only for adult entertainment and all the characters, events, and situations depicted in it are imaginary. It contains graphic details of sex, spanking, and other sexually charged disciplinary methods between consenting adults and should only be read by legal adults. The author warns that trying to replicate in real life the actions described in these stories may lead to penal and civil actions. This book should not be copied, forwarded, resold, or given away in any form or means.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Three Well-Blistered Girls

Getting His Baby Back

A Stepfather’s Lesson


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 vacation trip for the last two weeks in December and didn’t want Victoria, their 23-year-old daughter, to spend the holidays with no 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 vacation for the summer, and then to college away from home. Once there things for Victoria seemed to have gone smoothly 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 them and more uninhibited, having grown up in a big city and not like them in a village, and Ryan was afraid that their older cousin could exert a negative charm over his daughters, precisely because of her more worldly and fashionable personality. He and Ruth were a bit 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 be on the alert and take prompt action in case he noticed that his worries were founded.

It was arranged that Victoria would arrive on the 18th, the day after Ryan’s daughters got there from college. The news was greeted with opposing feelings by 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 of average height and a little chubby, especially around their generous bottom, on the other hand, Victoria was tall and had a statuesque figure. 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 her 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 was there with them, 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 on 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 preparations for Christmas. 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 they had in front of them. 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 to suit Martha.

"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 meanwhile, 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 that still there was no sign of her daughters and niece around. 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 seeing Ryan standing in 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 booth. 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 closet of the cupboard and saw that the paddle was right where he had put it some 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 the punishment she was afraid of wouldn't be so bad. 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 to not 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 parent’s trust and now she was afraid of the possible consequences of their disappointment. And in addition, the attractive blond 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 had passed some time 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 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 have a sit in the next 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 even remember exactly when had been 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 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, and Dad and Mom will never do that. I think it's more fair 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,” replied the angry aunt. “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 else than a six-year-old being sternly corrected by a paternal parent, blubbering and uttering incomprehensible and pitiful pleads.

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 to have involved them in her misdeeds. Martha and Tara stood mesmerized looking at the show their sophisticated, pretty cousin was offering. 

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 shined in the corner, Ruth told them they were excused from church services that evening. 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.


Getting His Baby Back

"Wakey, Wakey little girl!" Chirped her 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 onto the seat of her pajamas and walked out of the room to go and 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 was more than three years since she had finished school. The problem was that the only job she had found, a waitress in fast food, didn't give her enough money to move out on herself, 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 she would play sick and get a day off work, just as she did when she was a schoolgirl and didn't want to go to class.

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

Her parents appeared at the door and remained perplexed when they saw 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?"

"Yer," 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. They look 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 came that her Mom liked those things but she had been using them for as long as she can 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 go 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 the 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.

"Lay 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 on the radiator again. 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 both with absolute shock and horror etched on them. 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 her Dad told her what he had just seen done by their daughter.

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 wide chest and staring at Elly. "You 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 the 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," commanded her Dad.

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 me and your Mother 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 of the door.

Usually work at fast food dragged on for Elly, 8 hours seemed like 18 but that day they flew away. She didn’t pay attention to anything. Her colleagues kept asking her if she was ok. 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 parent’s 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 were starting to go 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, it laid a wide, 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 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, it will show her 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 have a 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 with the 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 then 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 sideways 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 is what you did. 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 things that require to be very seriously addressed. 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 but just react as when she was 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 started to go weak just as if she was 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 to bare 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 caused another cold flush all over 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, boyish 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 will, 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 ok, baby. It’s over now. Shhhh."

"Mom I’m so sorry," Elly sobbed.

"It’s ok 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.


A Stepfather’s Lesson

Amber stood watching the last snowflakes slowly fall beyond the kitchen window panes. It had started snowing early last night and was only just finishing coming down.

"Guess what, Auntie! Because of the snowfall, there is no school today!" Eight-year-old Billy entered the kitchen all excited.

"That's terrific!" Amber said turning around and hugging her stepbrother. "I'll tell you what, Billy. I get breakfast started, and then we will go to play with the snow in the backyard."

"And we're going to build a snowman!" The little boy exclaimed all excited hugging his 24-year-old stepsister.

"The biggest one in the whole town!" Amber bragged. "And then maybe we'll have a snowball fight!"

"No way, no snowball fight. I don't want a window's glass broken in this cold!" Amber’s Mother entered the kitchen along with her husband.

Amber let go of her little stepbrother and smiled at her Mother.

"Oh NO, Mom, c'mon we will be careful..." whined Billy turning to his stepmother.

"Young man, you know better than to say no to your Mom," said Dean as he approached his son, grabbed his chin, and fixed him with a look in which affection was mixed with sternness.

Observing that tender picture elicited in Amber a turmoil of emotions. She loved her Mother dearly and so she did for that little boy who came into the life of her Mother six years ago when she married his father recently widowed just like her. The fact that her Mother's new husband was four years younger than her had not surprised her all that much then. At 38 Eleonor was a very attractive woman and she was still now at 44. So she had found it natural that the handsome 34-year-old man, tall, athletic, with a wisp of black hair and blue eyes, liked her. In fact, in the turmoil of her 18 years, she had even felt a tinge of jealousy, as she was attracted to Dean too.

"Ok, Mother, no snowball fight, right Billy?" Said Amber then.

" 'key..." Billy agreed.

"This is my good boy," said Eleonor, kneeling and clutching her stepson to her ample maternal bosom.

Over breakfast, the family chatted about this and that, but mostly the conversation revolved around Amber's fresh graduation and her fiancé, away on a business trip. That was why Amber had come to spend a few days at her Mother’s so that she could savor her home atmosphere again and also spend a few days with little Billy whom she adored and who, due to the age difference, called her 'Auntie' as if he were her nephew rather than her stepbrother.

Breakfast, and the family talk, seemed interminable to Billy, who couldn't wait to go out and play in the snow but kept sitting and waiting for his Dad, his stepmother, and his stepsister to finish. The rule was that one had to sit at the table until everyone was finished, and he knew better than to disobey.

"The driveway needs to be cleared of snow," Dean observed when they had finally finished breakfast and Billy was heading to the backyard, with visions of a huge snowman in his eyes.

"I'll get started, Dean," the redhead Amber offered, taking the shovel.

“Are you sure?” Asked the man perplexed.

“Sure, what do you think? A girl can’t do the job?” Answered Amber mockingly. “Go get ready so then you will accompany Mom to work."

The pretty 24-year-old a few months prior had noticed that her usually slender figure was getting more round, especially around her hips, and that her girlish bottom was turning more womanly and no longer fit into the jeans she used to wear. She then started to work out a few times a week and had a short run every day, so she thought that a bit of exercise with the shovel could do her a world of good.

"OK, dear. We'll be out in a few minutes, just as soon as we get dressed."

Amber got out in the early morning sun and started shoveling the porch steps while Billy rolled up the base of the snowman.

"Go ahead," she told her stepbrother, "I'll be with you as soon as I finish here."

'There is still a lot of little girl in her,' said Eleonor to her husband.

She had been listening to the exchange of banter from the window of their room, and a picture in the family album had come to her mind. It showed Amber, then Billy's age, standing next to a snowman she built by herself. Her dad, now sadly gone, stood behind her, hands on shoulders, while she snapped the picture. She had never forgotten that day.

It didn't take long for Amber to shovel the walkway.

"Thank you, Amber, why don't you go to help your brother now...he can't wait to play with his 'Auntie'," Said Eleonor who had finished dressing up and had come back down. "But I want you to promise me you won't let him throw any snowballs. The snow is beginning to freeze. It's too dangerous."

"I will Mother," replied Amber while trudging through snow that came almost to the top of her rubber boots.

Eleonor shook her head, smiled, and walked to the house to hurry up Dean.

As Eleonor said the snow had frozen by the time the snowman was finished, glazing everything and creating icicles on the trees and power line. That mattered little young Billy, though. While his stepsister stood with her back to him, admiring their creation, the mischievous imp rolled up a snowball and threw it toward her rear end. His aim was true, the snowball hit Amber squarely on her ample backside.

"Billy, you stop that this instant!" The red-faced woman screamed. The snowball hadn't hurt, not with the ski pants on and tights underneath, but it was embarrassing. "Do you hear me!"

Billy's reply was to make another snowball and hurl it. Sure enough, Amber, who had turned around, was hit again in the same place.

"Mother said not to throw snowballs!" She yelled. "If you do it again I'm going to tell your Dad! You know what that means."

Indeed Billy did, and that effectively put an end to his stunts. Soon he busied himself with another project, another snowman, of his own this time. He was about to start creating the base when being bent over, he presented to Amber a target she could not able to pass up. Her brother had his bottom up in the air stretching his ski pants and almost asking to be hit. The little girl inside her took over and disregarding everything Eleonor and even herself had just said, Amber scooped up some snow and molded it into a heavy and tightly-packed ball.

"I'll fix him...", she muttered and threw it as hard as she could.

Suddenly, Amber saw everything in slow motion. Billy turned around to tell her something just as the snowball left her glove. He had turned towards her at the worst possible instant. The eight-year-old never had a chance, the frozen snowball hit him right in the face. Amber stood petrified as Billy let out a blood-curdling scream that could be heard down the street. Instantly, Eleonor was out the door and running to her stepson. Blood ran down his face.

"Mother, I didn't mean it!" Hearth-broken and scared Amber pleaded from the other side of the yard. "I didn't mean to hurt him!"

Dean too, heard Billy's cries and rushed over.

"I think we better get him to emergency," he said after seeing the blood, throwing Amber a look that seemed to want to incinerate her. "Get in my pick-up, it'll handle the frozen roads better than the car. I'll go get the keys."

While her husband got the keys to the truck, Eleonor scooped Billy up in her arms.

"I come too!" The distraught Amber begged, forgetting there wouldn't be any room in the cab for her.

Eleonor eyed her daughter coldly, "Haven't you done enough already?"

"Please Mom," said then Amber despaired with head bowed, "send me a message as soon as you know his condition."

Tears streamed down Amber's face as she watched the truck slowly maneuver down the icy street and disappear onto the main road.

'Please let him be all right,' she prayed.

The next three hours were the longest of Amber's young life. She got out of her wet clothes and put on an overall before starting to cook some lunch.

'Why did I have to throw that stupid snowball!' She repeated herself again and again.

Amber paced back and forth in front of the picture window, her eyes leaving the street outside just to go at the display of her phone waiting for a message reassuring her of Billy's condition.

'What's taking Mom so long to let me know something?' She asked herself over and over.

All kinds of thoughts troubled her mind. No wonder she was a nervous wreck by the time the message arrived. And it was the message she wanted to read. No major damage was done, and Billy was ok. But then, after the relief for her little stepbrother, she read something that made her anxious again.

'Don't move from the house. We are going to have a talk with your stepdad in my bedroom once we are back.'

"It's not possible, it can't be...I'm 24 years old and an engaged woman…and besides he is not my father!" She said out loud in the empty living room.

But as absurd as this may have sounded, images of previous 'talks' with her Dad in her mother's bedroom flashed through her mind.

Eleonor and her Dad had always been real loving and caring parents and they believed in doing whatever it took to raise her daughter, healthy, educated, and well-behaved. So every time Amber brought home a note from school, she told lies, came home late, and generally did not obey, she was escorted to the master bedroom to have a 'talk' with her Dad.

The procedure was always pretty much the same, as well as pretty simple, while she stood in front of her determined Father, often with tears already streaking her cheeks, her pants were lowered or her dress raised, then while Eleonor scolded her about whatever she had done, her panties were lowered. She was gently but firmly doubled over the sturdy paternal lap and secured by his strong left arm. Her no-nonsense Father then applied his work-hardened palm repeatedly and vigorously over her tender upturned bare bum cheeks, until she felt that his daughter had truly learned her lesson. This was never before poor Amber was wailing in full swing, pitifully pleading for her Daddy to stop spanking her bottom, and promising to be the best-behaved daughter in the world, with her face dumped in tears and snot, and her rear end so hot that she could have cooked an egg on it.

As these memories flashed through her mind, Eleonor's hands went behind her and protectively grasped her ample buttocks under the fabric of the overall. Suddenly, however, this terrifying image was overlaid in the mind of the trembling 24-year-old by that of her attractive and mature stepfather getting her bare-bottomed over his sturdy thighs...and this image elicited in her a weird sense of arousal.

Right when she was experiencing these mixed emotions, Dean pulled into the driveway and Amber ran out on the porch. Eleonor and Billy emerged from the truck, a small bandage under the boy's left eye. Still shaken after the day's events, the little boy held his stepmother's hand while they entered the house.

"Billy's going to be fine," Eleonor announced once the four of them were in the living room, to the great relief of Amber.

"He needed a couple of stitches. The doctor said it looked worse than it really was. He also said Billy was lucky. If that snowball had been just a tiny bit higher, he would have had real problems with his eye."

"Thank God..." Amber said softly, she was so embarrassed, so ashamed of what she had done that she could not even look his little stepbrother in the face, let alone ask for his forgiveness.

Eleonor squared her, her motherly gaze could see the sincere remorse in her daughter's eyes. Nevertheless, and indeed because of that, she knew what needed to be done, the guilt had to be washed away along with the sin. Her adult daughter must learn to always act conscious of her age and never make such a stupid move again. And she was going to see that Dean took good care of it, just like her previous husband, Amber’s Sad, did. And If it took a few blisters on her daughter's chubby bum, so be it.

"Billy, why don't you go to see a movie on TV while I make you a cup of hot chocolate?" Said Eleonor heading to the kitchen, then turning to her daughter, "Amber, go to my room, please, I need to give Billy a snack and talk with your stepfather. We will be there soon to have a talk with you, now move!"

Amber's complexion turned ashen, she swallowed hard and slowly headed for the stairs. Once upstairs she entered her mother's and stepfather’s bedroom. Unable to stay still she paced around the room. 'This is not going to happen...it just can't happen after so many years, Dean won’t do it…he is so kind, so amiable…' repeated herself again and again as if she were trying to convince herself. But the memory of the angry look her stepfather had given her when he saw his little son's face covered in blood brought her back to the reality of what likely was coming to her. With her belly in knots, she held her dear buttocks in her hands while hearing the sound of her parents’ steps coming up the stairs.

If Amber had any doubts about what would happen to her bottom, as soon as she saw her mother's determined gaze and Dean's stern frown, she lost all hope of sitting comfortably for the time ahead.

"Please, mother, I...I'm sorry, Dean…you know that I didn't mean to harm Billy..."

"Shut up, at your age you should know that foolish actions always have painful consequences. Your action was painful for poor Billy, now it will be painful for you too!" Her mother shushed her.

"I'm sorry," the discouraged daughter whispered.

"Oh, I know you are, and still you are in bad need to have that big bottom of yours tanned but good!"

"Please, Mama!" Amber pleaded, "Don’t make Dean spank my bottom…it’s too shaming." Her broken voice was that of a penitent child, not that of the self-confident 24-year-old she actually was.

Her pitiful pleas went unheard and Eleonor guided her by the elbow to the bed where Dean had seated.

Amber fought back tears as her Mom took down her overall pants right there, in front of her stepfather. She then covered her eyes when she felt her briefs being rolled down to mid-thigh. Now her full, ample bottom and the triangle of her pubic hair were bare and exposed to her stepfather's gaze. At that point was Dean who took action. He gently but very firmly took hold of his stepdaughter’s wrist, had her hand removed from her face, and with that he guided her firmly onto his lap. For a moment Dean stood admiring those white prominent hillocks, then he raised his thick hand high and let it fall down with full force.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

The large, wide palm of Dean’s hand seared into Amber's plump buttocks, leaving hot-red handprints on the milky-white skin.

"AHARG!", Amber squealed, already feeling the heat beginning to rise in her backside.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

She bit her lip, trying not to cry out when the first tears ran down her cheeks, not wanting her stepbrother, down in the living room, to hear the shame of a fully grown-up woman chastised like she was still an inconsiderate child.

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Bonfires erupted each time Dean's palm exploded on her bottom cheeks.

"Oh, Mom, please...AHAW" Amber pleaded, "I'm sooo very sorry! Please, make him stop, PLEASEEEEE!"

“Don’t ask your Mother for help,” Dean admonished his stepdaughter looking at her rapidly reddening behind with satisfaction. “This is well deserved, young lady, and is my intention to impart a lesson about behaving like the adult girl you are supposed to be, that you will never forget!”

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

From then on Dean did no lecture, no scolding, instead, he let his hand do all the talking. He knew that Amber was conscious that she had acted like an inconsiderate little kid and that her actions could have caused a serious injury, and exactly because of that he felt that she needed a lesson just like the ones her wife had told him she was used to get when she was a little girl, and more.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

"OHHHH DEANNNNN!", Amber wailed eventually, abandoning any pretense of remaining dignity. "AIEEEEE! IT HURTS SO BAD! PLEASE...NO MORE! AIEEEEEE! PLEASE…DADDYYYYY!"

In the frenzy of the burning, scalding correction she was submitted to, the poor graduate had regressed to be just that little girl over her stern Dad knees who was deservedly and accurately spanked for her misdeeds.

SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

Up one womanly bottom cheek and down the other, over and over, Dean’s calloused hand did its terrible job of teaching a lesson that, as he had said, wouldn't be ever forgotten. Poor Amber cried and screamed as her bare behind ignited in various shades of red and purple. Those various shades soon blended into one deep solid crimson. Her feet drummed the floor, her swollen backside twisted over her stepfather’s lap. Still, the blistering spanking continued in full swing.

SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK! SPANK! SLAPP! SPANK!

"OWWWWW! AIEEEEEEE! NOOOOOOO! AHAWHHHHH! PLEASE DADDY I WON'T DO IT AGAIN! AHARGHHHH! I'M SORRYYYYYYYY!"

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

"WAAAAAA! WAAAAAHAAAA! WAAAAHAAAAAHAAAAHAA!"

By this point, all of Amber's generous buttocks as well as the top of her meaty thighs were turned to a dark, mottled, swollen red by the searing application of Dean’s heavy hand. The concerned stepfather looked at his wife seeking silent advice on ending that burning correction. The look he received in response convinced him that a little more was needed. Aiming at the very base of her discouraged stepdaughter's buttocks he let out a last flurry of the hardest hand spanks yet, that turned the already smoldered skin of Amber’s sit-spot a sore-looking gray, literally raising a few moist blisters exactly where she was used to sitting down.

SPANKK! SLAPP! SLAPP! SPANKK! SLAPP! SPANKK! SPANKK!

"BWHOOOOOOOOO! AHWAAAAAA! BWUAHHHHHHHH!"

Amber, by now unable even to make words, tears choking her, and exhausted from the painful ordeal, just lay there as Dean finished blistering her bottom.

"Alright, I think she has learned her lesson now," Dean said at least.

He released his grip from Amber's waist and stood looking at his stepdaughter’s discolored rear end with a satisfied, even if sad, smile. Poor Amber’s bum cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of thick fingers crisscrossing all over, and on the sit spot, she sported the crop of painful-looking moist blisters. There was no doubt that she would have big trouble sitting for some days to come. Dean waited a few minutes before she calmed down, then he made her rise from his lap. Painfully, Amber got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear.

"I…I'm sorry, Dean...Dad, Mom...I'm so very sorry...it...it hurts...Mom, it hurts so bad…Daddy," Amber uttered between sobs once she had regained the use of the word.

She stood in front of her stepfather, oblivious to the fact that her panties and overall were still at her ankles, and hopped up and down, rubbing her swollen, smoldered buttocks, with her face contorted in an agonizing grimace, her cheeks covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot. For a few minutes, Eleonor and Dean stood watching their daughter's performance of the ‘well-spanked little girl dance’, then when Amber calmed down and stood just sniffling and rubbing the blazing furnace that was her rear end, Eleonor helped her to raise her garments and escorted her to her own bedroom.

Once in her bedroom, Amber got rid of her overalls and panties and lay down on the bed on her belly. She started to massage, more gently now, her smoldered, smoking buttocks and was stunned by how the sensation of her burning hot flesh under her soft touch elicited in her the same sense of arousal she had felt when waiting for her Mother and Dean to return. Reviving in her mind the shameful and oh-so-painful experience her strong stepfather had just submitted her, she directed her hands between her legs and soon her fingers were dancing over her clit. When her sheets reeked and soaked she was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation she was experiencing after the ordeal she had just undergone. All of a sudden juices flooded her pussy and she had the best orgasm of her life to then. She was shaking as climax after climax shattered her body, sending chills down her spine. She gasped and moaned as in her overexcited state she felt the walls of her pussy pulsating around her fingers.

Little by little Amber calmed down her stimulating excitements, as gradually she pulled her wet fingers from her overflowing pussy. She lay there on the bed, confused, painfully sore, and totally satisfied at the same time. What had just happened had gone beyond her imagination, it had been painful, it had been shaming, and it had been exciting, exciting at an almost unthinkable level.

Finally, exhausted, Amber indulged in a restful sleep. When, a few hours later, she awoke, the burning fire in her backside had turned into a slightly bearable pain. As her hands returned to gently massaging her still swollen and aching flesh a conviction formed in her mind, in the future she was going to spend more time with her Mom and her strong stepfather.
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