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Bill shows he care

It happened on a cold Friday, January afternoon, 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, 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 parent’s 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 did see some kind of magazine sticking out from the pile that called her attention. Wow! It wasn’t a magazine, it was a catalog of lingerie, which 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 be able to browse through such 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 to leaf through it increasingly fascinated by those garments that to her teenager's 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 randomly under the 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 got to 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 look for you at the police station. 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 will 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 of voice, "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 have been just 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 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, 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 and one of those short skirts, that were the new fashion of the times and almost let see the top of her stockings.

"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 on 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 mini skirt. That sight stunned the girl, even more when his stepdad's hand grasped the edge of Eleanor's skirt and lifted it her 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 out like a board, and give 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.

"Ohw! 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 completely 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 submitted to had regressed 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 to have that 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 completely the closet door, 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!"


How Becky quit smoking

"What!" Becky snapped at the knock on her office door.

Nancy cautiously peeked her head in, hoping not to rile her. She had concerns about her close friend and colleague. Becky had been in a bad mood lately, and when questioned she had remained silent as to the possible cause.

"I'm heading home and thought I'd wish you a good night," Nancy replied. "Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yes, I'm fine," Becky said, biting her tongue as best she could. "Good night, Nancy. I'll see you tomorrow morning."

Nancy felt as if she had just been dismissed, and quietly closed Becky's office door as she left.

‘Damn, why can't everyone just leave me alone, I am so sick of everyone asking me how I feel.’ Becky silently wondered, then, looking out the window at the brightness of the relentless middle July sunbeams, ‘And I am so sick of this blasted heat!’ Becky continued to silently review her life of late while she started to pack things up to head home. ‘And that stupid doctor telling me what I could do and not doing, just because I had a blood pressure problem. Damn him anyway, and damn Raul for being so strict about it. No salty food, no drinks, and, worst of all, no cigarettes!’

Right then the only bright spot the 34-year-old commercial director could think about was her secret stash in her office at home. She kept a pack of her favorite cigarettes in a hollowed-out book and would sneak one whenever it was possible. In fact, she had gone through a whole carton in just one week while Raul, her husband, was out of town for work. Unfortunately, he had been home and hovering for the past week, and the lack of nicotine was beginning to take its toll on the patience of the buxom redhead. These thoughts reminded her that she needed to pick up another carton of cigarettes on the way home. With her temper barely in check, she headed toward her car.

‘I wonder why Becky has been such a bitch for the last week,’ thought Raul as he steered his car toward home after finishing another work day. The 38-year-old chief sales account couldn't remember ever being around Becky when she'd been so edgy. When he patiently tried to question her, she mumbled or ignored him altogether.

‘I consider myself a patient man, but that girl is heading for a blistered bottom if things don't change around our house,’ Raul silently decided while parking in the apartment complex lot.

As he stepped out of the car he saw Nancy's car pull in.

Recognizing Becky’s friend and colleague he walked over and called out, "Nancy, can I see you for a minute?"

Nancy was startled to see Raul but immediately knew what he wanted. Becky's lack of patience had been so very evident at work, that she guessed Raul wanted to question her about it, but she was no closer to finding an answer than him.

"Sure, Raul. What's up?" Nancy responded as Raul drew near.

"Is there anything going on at work that might be the reason for Becky's short temper lately?" Raul asked. "She's been on edge so much and I confess that she is ending my patience, and I can't seem to get any kind of answer out of her."

"I know what you mean, Raul, and believe me there's nothing at work that I know of,” said Nancy sadly.

She felt that something was wrong with Becky and if anyone could help, it would be Raul, but now she understood he too didn't know which way to turn.

"Okay, thanks, Nancy. I'm going to try and get it out of Becky again tonight. See you later."

Raul was in the kitchen starting dinner when he heard his wife come in the front door.

"Hi sweetie, how was your day?" He called out.

"Just fine," Becky snapped, unable to keep the sarcasm out of her voice. ‘Fine if you like to drink water, that is.’ She said to herself and headed directly to her office to put away the carton of cigarettes she had just purchased and hid in her briefcase.

Raul could tell it was going to be a long night with Becky's response. She'd probably end up spending all night in that damn office of hers again, ignoring him. The more he thought about it, the more his temper began to flare.

"Enough is enough," he thought as he left the kitchen and headed toward her office.

Becky had just slipped the cigarettes behind the books in her bookcase when she heard Raul, "Becky just what in the hell is the matter with you?”

Becky was startled when she saw him storm into her private sanctuary. "Nothing, not a God damn thing. Just leave me alone!" she yelled back, afraid that Raul may have seen what she was doing.

"Listen here, young lady," Raul continued sternly, "I've had just about enough of your bad temper. If it doesn't improve quickly and I mean now, I'm going to take you over my knee and give you something to really feel bad about. Is that clear?"

Becky knew immediately that he meant business. She had to somehow calm down so he would leave her alone.

"I'm sorry Raul, it's just things at work. And this fucking hot that gives no respite. I'm just sick of everything right now. I'll try and be better, I promise."

Raul knew that Becky was just telling him what he wanted to hear and sensing that she was hiding him something he decided on another tactic, "Okay then. I'm going to take a quick shower before I make dinner. You're right, the weather has everyone on edge." And with that, he left Becky's office.

About two minutes later, Becky heard the shower go on.

"Finally" she sighed and grabbed her open pack of cigarettes from the hollowed-out book. She opened the window in her office and lit up. ‘Ahhhh, now that's what I needed’ she thought. She put her elbows on the window ledge and inhaled the wonderful smoke she had missed all day. Becky was careful to exhale so the smoke would go out the window and could not be smelled in her office. ‘This is heaven’, she thought, enjoying every puff she took.

In the meanwhile Raul had decided to just turn on the shower and come back to see what Becky was up to. He got more than he bargained for when he peered around the corner and was truly surprised at what he saw. Becky's round rear end wrapped in her stretched mid-thigh skirt was sticking up, her elbows were on the window ledge, and… she was smoking!

Raul stood speechless and shocked that Becky would risk her health for a stupid cigarette. She had told him last month she had quit. He crept back to their bedroom and sat on the bed. He was so angry that she had lied to him, not to mention her putting at risk her health. He knew he had to calm down, and decided that a shower may be a good idea after all. He quickly undressed and got into the shower, turning up the cold water. By the time he finished, he did feel better and was ready for a showdown with his misbehaving wife. After putting on his shorts, he picked up Becky’s antique wooden hairbrush that had been her Grandma's and her Mother’s and headed for her office.

Becky was in Eve, already smoking her second cigarette. She had heard Raul's shower go off and figured she had another couple of minutes before he would be done. She was just making her move to put out the cigarette in her hand when she heard the swish and immediately felt the intense SMACK on her behind.

"Owhwww!" She yelled as she stood straight up and turned around.

There was Raul, dressed in shorts, with his fit body towering upon her and holding Grandma's hairbrush.

"Now Raul...." was all that Becky could get out of her mouth before Raul grabbed the cigarette from her hand.

Seeing the ashtray on the window ledge, he quickly put it out and took Becky's wrist firmly in his hand.

"Raul, please, let me explain," Becky yelled, knowing her fate was sealed as Raul dragged her behind him toward the bedroom.

When she began to fight back, Raul turned her over and planted five very hard spanks with the flat back of the hairbrush on her backside. "OHWHWWW!...Raul, that hurts!" Becky cried.

Motivated by Raul in the hallway, Becky began to rub her butt furiously as she tried to keep pace with his long-legged stride. She knew no words would possibly save her precious rear end at this point as Raul sat on the foot of their bed and almost threw her over his lap.

"You have deserved this spanking for a whole week, young lady, and tonight you are going to feel your Grandma's hair brush on your chubby rear once again!" Raul sternly said as he tossed up Becky’s skirt. "And believe me, you will get a spanking like this every time you even think about smoking."

Becky wiggled her plump fanny and tried to move off Raul's lap. She felt the hairbrush smack on her panty-covered bottom as Raul continued, "You just stay exactly where you are, or we will repeat this every night for a week."

Becky knew better than to test Raul's patience and she tried her best to be still as he gripped the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her midthighs.

"Now when we get done, you are going to tell me why you've been such a bitch the past week, young lady,” Raul said seeing the reddish, oval marks the hairbrush had already made on Becky's smooth, pale, swelling buttocks.

With that, Raul gripped Becky's small waist and raised his arm and the hairbrush. It came down and made contact with Becky's bare, chubby bottom with a resounding SMACK. Becky yelled and the hairbrush started coming down again and again. 

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

Soon Becky’s generous bottom turned rosy red as her yelling turned to sobs of tears. Raul began to scold Becky as he spanked her, not caring if she heard him or not. He had enough of Becky acting like a spoiled two-year-old.

"Becky, you have been acting"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"like a baby"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"and I won't put up with it anymore"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"If you are going to act like a baby"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"then I'll be more than happy

"SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"to treat you like one."

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

Becky's buttocks flattened and bounced each time the hairbrush made contact. She was now bawling like an actual baby and the skin of her bum cheeks felt like it was on fire. She knew that Raul was scolding her, but could not make out any of his words. The pain coursed from her bottom through her entire body. While her meaty hillocks grew redder, hotter, and more sore and tender with each searing and scorching crack of Grandma’s hairbrush, she sunk in a cacophony of howling and sobbing and begging and pleading, with snot running down her nose and hot tears melting the mascara flowing down her cheeks.

She could hardly tell when Raul stopped the bombardment on her excruciatingly sore backside.

Becky had barely caught her breath when Raul got up off the bed and lifted her to her feet. He put the hairbrush on her vanity and placed his hands on Becky's shoulders. He turned her around and firmly pushed her down to sit on her vanity stool. Becky's sobs increased again as the hard seat came into contact with her scorched sit spot.

Becky tried to put her hands under her backside, but Raul took both of her hands, held them, and kneeled in front of her.

"Now you tell me just what is going on. And I'm warning you, Becky, I'm in no mood for back talk. If I don't get some straight answers, we can always try washing your mouth out with soap!"

Becky sat huddled in the chair, her hands firmly held in place with Raul peering at her almost nose to nose. She tried to control her sobs and looked down at the floor.

"I...hate my...life," like a toddler having a tantrum Becky began between the hiccups of tears.

After getting more control, she continued, "I can't drink anymore...and...and I can't smoke anymore...and the Goddamn sun just keeps shining and shining." Having said that, it made Becky more unhappy and she began to cry harder again.

Raul tried his best to suppress a smile as he listened to Becky's gripes, "Baby, you know that smoking and drinking aren't good for your health. Besides, from the look of things, you haven't given up smoking. And so help me, if I ever see you smoking again, you will think this spanking was a piece of cake, do you understand me?”

Somewhat reassured by Raul's calm tone of voice Becky nodded her assent.

"But I want you to tell me the truth. How much have you been smoking?" Raul then followed on.

"A lot, okay. Are you satisfied? I never quit. Only now I have to sneak them like a little kid. I even hide it from Nancy because I know she'll squeal," Becky snapped.

"Well Becky, that's why you are so on edge. You are going through nicotine withdrawal. Why don't we run down to the drugstore and get some of that gum to help you quit? Because Becky you are going to quit, I assure you of that!"

"Well damn it, Raul, I don't want to quit. So what do you think of that!" Unable to control her temper Becky snapped back.

"Here's what I think of that, young lady," and with that, he pulled Becky up by her waist and carried her into the kitchen.

Raul stood behind her as he positioned her up against the sink. Then taking one hand and pinching Becky's nose shut, he took the liquid soap dispenser and squirted the white cream into her mouth. Unable to breathe through her nose, Becky's opened her mouth. Then without hardly a struggle, Raul put down the dispenser, held his hand over Becky's mouth, and released her pinched nose.

Becky could taste the disgusting liquid slosh around in her mouth and fresh tears sprang from her eyes as she choked and gagged. After what seemed like an eternity to the poor lady, Raul allowed Becky to spit out. She reached for the knob to turn on the water, but was stopped by Raul. Instead, he again picked Becky by the waist and carried her back into the bedroom, sat down on the bed, and placed her over his knees. Raul picked up the hairbrush, tossed up Becky's skirt, and resumed the assault on her already red, swollen bottom.

Raul continued to scold Becky as he firmly spanked her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK SMACK SMACK

"If you want disgusting things"

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK

"in your mouth, little girl,"

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK

"then I will be happy to accommodate you"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK SMACK SMACK

Becky sobbed and cried, not knowing what was worse, the horrible taste in her mouth or the unbearable burning sensation on her rear end. She had completely lost any fight resigned to her helpless situation, and her crying had become extremely infantile when finally Raul landed the last flurry of the flat back of the hairbrush strokes to just the area where Becky's meaty thighs met her by now swollen, smoldered buttocks.

Raul again put the hairbrush down and looked at the resigned figure sobbing on his lap. Becky's bottom was a solid, livid, bright red and he marveled not to see smoke rise from those sizzling mounds. And he could still hear her occasionally spit the now nonexistent soap from her mouth. He gently lifted and turned Becky around so her head was on his chest and her bottom between his masculine thighs.

"Baby, you are just going to have to learn that we don't always get to do the things we want to do," Raul gently hugged Becky as he spoke softly.

"But it's so hard, Raul," Becky cried, putting her arms around his neck.

"I know, Baby, I know it's hard. But you can do anything you put your mind to," Raul replied. “I love you with all my heart, Becky. I don't want you to ever forget that fact."

As always after one of Raul’s corrections, Becky began to calm down The nervousness she had felt for the past week seemed to drain away with her tears. She finally felt reassured of her husband’s love and felt safe in the arms of that man who could control her antics and guide her through life with strong loving care.


A hot sunset at the beach

‘It is not easy to be married to a woman twenty-five years younger,’ Burt thought when, as always, he found the house empty that afternoon on his way back from his job as editor-in-chief of a major publishing house.

It had been five months since he married Alice, a 24-year-old aspiring writer whom he met at the presentation of his latest editing work. She was an attractive platinum blond, long-legged, with pert hips that swelled off from a narrow waist, protruding breasts, and a round, firm, bubble-butt bottom. And she was high-spirited and loving-fun as well. Maybe a little too much loving-fun In the eyes of the almost 50-year-old Burt who could not keep up with her, partly because of his work schedule and partly because...he wished for a quieter home life.

He tried to call her, but her phone was unreachable. 'Whatever,' he said to himself, ‘did you want the bicycle? Now ride it.’ He thought he would pour himself a single malt and start reading a manuscript he had brought home, but then he reconsidered. It was a couple of hours before sunset, and that was his favorite time to go to the beach with the summer sun's rays stopping burning and the salt-soaked air becoming warm, so he decided to go read the manuscript at the beach. He went into his room and took off his business suit. Looking at his image in the closet full mirror, he appreciated how his belly was still flat, his chest muscular and his shoulders wide, and thanked all the athletic activities he had done in college as well as the morning runs he still did daily. He then pulled on a pair of, thin, short board shorts, along with an old t-shirt. Stepped into his flip-flops grabbed a beach towel from the bathroom closet, the manuscript he wanted to read, and walked through the garage to the SUV Mercedes.

It took less than fifteen minutes to get to the nearest beach. Being a workday the beach was uncrowded, except there was a group of young people near the smoothie stand. Burt set up his site, laying out his towel, far enough not to be disturbed in his reading, put on his reading glasses, and lay down on the towel. But just after he turned the front page something called his attention.

In the group of boys and girls that now were heading toward the ocean, he recognized his neighbors, a young couple who had become friends with Alice, and close to them, he saw the back of a girl who looked like his wife, a little short, buxom, with thick platinum blond hair.

‘No, she can’t be her,’ thought Burt. First of all, coming to the beach was always a problem for Alice because of her complexion. It was so delicate that it immediately flushed under the sun. And then…the entire round, bubble-butt bottom of that shameless girl was bare except for a string that went right in between her bottom cheeks, and Alice sure wouldn’t wear such a shaming thing, would she?

Burt put the manuscript down, removed the glasses, and observed better. All the girl’s swelling buttocks had already turned rosy by the sun, in contrast with the light tanning of the rest of her body. It looked like that was the first time the girl wore a thong on a beach and that her complexion flushed easily under the sun. Then the girl turned her head and Burt's eyes bulged when he realized that the shameless girl was…his wife!

He had no idea how Alice dared to wear that suit but he darn well was going to find out right away. He quickly got up from the towel and ran for the beach. He arrived at the youth group when his neighbors had already dived into the ocean.

"Hi, everyone," he said waving his left hand and grabbing his wife's arm with the right. Then, turning to Alice, "Excuse me dear, come with me for a moment, I need to tell you something."

“Hi, honey,” said the young woman somewhat astonished and embarrassed, noting the suppressed anger in her imposing husband’s face. “What…what’s up?”

“Come with me and don't make a scene. You have embarrassed me enough by showing your bare bum in front of your friends and all the people on the beach,” Burt hissed beside himself with anger and shame.

“Come on Burt. What’s the big deal?” Said Alice astonished by her husband's behavior as she was dragged around the beach. "You're acting like a caveman, you know?"

Without answering Burt continued to drag his young wife along. At that moment he was a man with a purpose, he had decided at that very moment to teach that girl a lesson in respect for her husband and behaviors for a wife, and to do it right there and that. Almost at the end of the beach, he happened to see a rock hidden by a dune and some bushes and dragged Alice right over to it. Sat down and practically threw his wife over his lap.

“Hei! What the hell are you doing?” Wailed Alice starting to panic.

“I’ll show you what. I’m going to teach you a lesson in respect, young lady!”

Alice fought and struggled like a wild cat, but her small body was powerless against her strong and imposing husband who had her over his sturdy bare thighs in no time. He pinned her waist down with his left arm and raised his right knee slightly thus swelling up the two meaty mounds where he intended to imprint the lesson at burning letters. He raised his right arm and then slapped his wide palm down hard eliciting a wail of surprise and anguish from his wife.

SPANKK!

“AHARGH!”

In no time the silence of the beach and the sound of the waves gently crashing on the sand was broken by the pistol-like cracks of solid smacks and subsequent anguished screams. Again and again, Burt raised his thick hand and brought it down on Alice's bare meaty buttocks with shots that rang out like a church bell, followed by teary cries from Alice.

‘OMG, I’m getting spanked right here on the beach!’ was all Alice could think, while her pretty fanny, already rosy from the sun’s ray, now sported his husband’s red handprints all over. Overwhelmed by burning pain and shame she was not even able to complain about the indignity she was being submitted by her own husband, and could only scream her desperate discomfort about it.

“AHAWHHH! OWHWHWWW! STOP! AHARGHHH! STOP IT, IT HURTSSSS!”

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

Burt spanked every square inch of his wife’s bottom. Every time his palm connected with his desperately crying wife’s buttocks, they flattened and then sprung back, more red and mottled. The skin on her buttocks already reddened by the rays of the fierce summer sun, grew redder, hotter, and more sore and stinging with each searing and scorching smack of Burt's hardened palm.

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

Having made his point by reducing his young wife to submission Burt started to scold her. He told her that such shameless behavior was not welcome in his home and that from then on she would act as a decent, obedient wife or she would find herself in this very same position, having her disobedient bum roasted by him. By this time Alice was crying and begging and acting like a little girl with her pretty cheeks damped in tears and melted mascara, her pert nose running, and her lipstick-red lips contorted in an agonizing wail of pain and sorrow.

“AHAWHWWW! I’M SORRYYY! OWOWHHHH! I’M SORRY HONEY! AHAWHWWW! PLEASE…PLEASE NO MORE! AHARGHHHH! I PROMISE I WILL BE A GOOD WIFEEEEEE!”

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

Wanting the lesson to stick, Burt gave his wife a dozen more really hard hand slaps very low on each of her already smoldering buttocks. By then the heat building up in the poor girl's fanny could never be put into words as on top of her husband turning her bottom a bonfire, the sun had already primed it. Only once Burt was sure Alice would not be able to sit down not only at dinnertime but also at breakfast the next morning, did he stop the horrible tanning.

After Burt applied the last spank, and she was released from her husband's lap, Alice ran for the beach direction of the ocean. Once there she plunged to his waist in search of some refreshment for her steaming hindquarters in the cold water. But instead of refreshing her, the salt water irritated even more her mottled flesh.

Suddenly she got out of the sea and right there in front of God and everyone she grabbed one burned buttock in each hand and started to jump around bawling and sobbing. The skin on her butt cheeks radiated a prickly, throbbing heat as she ‘danced’ around on the sand, clutching her flaming buttocks and wailing to the sky.

Burt let his wife do her frantic rubbing and hopping for a bit and then he went to comfort her. She had been punished and now it was time for forgiveness. He reached Alice, who was still crying her eyes out with her hands feverishly trying to rub away some of the awful smoldering sting her old-fashioned husband had ignited down there. Nevertheless, when she saw Burt, she came to him and buried her head in his ample, muscular chest. He hugged her and dried her face with the towel. He held her against him, while he whispered comforting words into her ear, reassuring her that all was cleared now. Alice melted in that cuddling embrace and shivered when Burt’s hand gently soothed her throbbing bottom cheeks. She was mortified, not only her husband had spanked her like she was still a little brat, but he had done it in public. But strangely she felt also reassured and safe in the arms of that man that had had the strength to correct her that way. And right then in his arms, Alice realized that she was damp between her legs.

“I love you, honey,” she whispered in his ear and let his husband kiss her moist trembling lips with a deep kiss before lifting her into his arms, carrying her to the car, and heading to their bedroom.


The tame of the unbroken horse

"Sarah, what were you thinking?" Amanda cried desperately as she helped the dusty nineteen-year-old into the house. "Your uncle told you not to go near that stallion, it's an unbroken horse, and what do you do? You mount him the moment Paul left." The 25-year-old blonde glared at the pretty redhead. "You're lucky you didn't break your neck on that fall!"

The girl rubbed her bottom ruefully, pleased it was impossible to break one's backside since that was the part of her that hit the dirt first when the damned horse bucked. 

Amanda scolded as she wiped the grim from Sarah's face with a tissue. 

"And what if you had cracked a limb? What would I tell your dad, I'd like to know. We have you here at the ranch for a week, and when he comes to get you he finds you with a broken leg or worse? I know my husband told you not to go near that horse, I heard him with my ears."

"Oh, Amanda," Sarah turned her big blue eyes appealingly onto her young acquired aunt. "I'm sorry I worried you."

"Worried me? My heart nearly stopped when I rounded the barn and saw that stallion throw you!"

"Yes, I'm very sorry, so sorry, but please, can't we keep it between us."

"You mean not tell Paul?" Amanda's stomach flipped at the thought. 

She'd only been married two months and rather hated the thought of lying to her new husband.

Amanda bit her lip, "I can't not tell him, Sarah."

"But, Amanda, he'll take the strap and whip me!"

"Don't be silly, Paul wouldn’t do such a thing."

"Oh, yes, he will! I know my uncle!"

This was news to Amanda. She grew up and always lived in the city, only since she had married that kind of cowboy she had fallen in love with two months earlier had she gone to live in the country. The people there were different, definitely old-fashioned, and certainly if she had not been in love with Paul she would not have even tried to adapt to their customs. She couldn't imagine her loving Paul whipping a young woman with a belt, however, she knew there was a great deal about her husband she had yet to learn, and if Sarah said he'd whip her, well...

Sarah saw wearing emotions flit across Amanda's face, "Please, I promise never to do such a thing again."

"Well, if you promise..." Amanda was still uncertain of the wisdom of her choice.

“I promise but so must you. Not to tell Paul and especially not to tell my Dad."

Amanda thought of the tall, big guy that was Paul's brother. She did want to be accepted in Paul’s family and supposed that letting Sarah fall off a horse while she was with her did not make a good impression. 

"Alright Sarah, I promise I won't say a word to either of them."

"Now, Paul," a deep voice spoke from the open door behind them, which made both turn fast, "You see how my daughter is? She can coax honey from a bee."

Paul did not answer as he propped his shoulder against the doorframe and pinned his wife with an unreadable expression.  

"Dad!" Sarah squeaked. "You're here."

"Just in time too, it seems. How did you get that rip in your jeans, miss?  No, don't lie to me, we've been standing here a full five minutes listening to you browbeat your aunt."

Kris walked swiftly across the kitchen and grabbed his errant daughter by the ponytail. 

"It seems that you're owed one spanking young lady. Paul, she disobeyed you, would you like to see it done?"

Paul directed his cool attention to his niece who stammered apologies while trying to back out of her Dad's hold, then said, "Kris, she's your daughter, you do as you see fit."

Kris gave a sharp nod at his brother's words and turned to Amanda, "Have you got a hairbrush?" 

Before Amanda could catch her breath to reply, Sarah started up a shrill pleading, "No, Daddy, not the hairbrush. I'm so sorry! I only wanted to try the horse…"

Her Dad gave Sarah's ponytail a yank, "Hush up or I'll borrow your uncle's leather strap."

"Amanda," Paul spoke quietly but firmly from across the room. "Please, fetch Kris your hairbrush." 

Amanda took one look at his face and decided there was no point in arguing.  She'd done all she could to save Sarah's hide today and there was no way she was going to antagonize her husband further.

When Amanda darted upstairs, Kris with no other delay hauled his daughter across the large room to the table and took a seat on the long wooden bench, pulling Sarah across his lap.

"No, Daddy, please, not here! Please, take me home first! Please, punish me at home!" Sarah didn't dare kick or struggle, she knew what that would get her, nothing good. But she did cry out as her Dad literally ripped her jeans down to her knees, and then inserted his thick fingers inside the waistband of her panties to slip them down at her midthighs so that her candid, pert bottom was bared before her handsome uncle's eyes.

This was the sight that met Amanda when she came silently down the stairs, wooden hairbrush in hand. Sarah laid docile across her Dad's lap, with her bare round, firm bottom upturned and awaiting ministration, while Kris rolled up his sleeve and scolded his daughter harshly about doing what she was told and respecting elders. Amanda felt positively faint as she watched Paul's brother raise her right broad palm high, to his shoulder, and bring it down upon Sarah's trembling bum cheeks.

The girl squeaked and called over her shoulder, "Please, Daddy, I'm sooorryyy..."

Kris paid no heed as she smacked the girl's naughty seat, again and again, flattening in turn her candid meaty hillocks. Amanda pressed herself to the wall, wide-eyed and intent. Her blood coursed through her body with a speed and heat she'd only experienced at night when her husband thrust his stiff cock into her slick sheath.

"Amanda," Paul's voice sounded like a gunshot, "Give my brother the brush."

Kris stopped slapping Sarah's bottom already bearing his red handprints and held out his hand. Amanda's legs felt as though they were filled with buckshot as she crossed the room and delivered the hairbrush. She glanced down at Sarah's writhing form, noting how the girl hooked one foot over the other ankle to keep her legs from kicking and pressed her legs together to somehow preserve her modesty. 

Amanda stepped back as Kris swung the wooden hairbrush high, holding it for just a second before swooping it down in a wide arc to connect with Sarah's tender flesh just at the base of her bottom. That set the girl into motion. Her right hand flew back as she squealed and pummeled her toes upon the floor.

Kris took hold of his daughter's wrist and pinned it to the small of her back, bringing the flat back of the hairbrush down for another painful swat. Paul watched with interest as his young wife stumbled back to her place along the wall, her eyes never leaving Sarah's bouncing seat.

With two sisters, dozens of cousins, and nieces of all sizes and ages, Paul knew well the howls of a thoroughly spanked girl. What was curious to him now was the effect his niece's spanking was having upon his sensual blond wife. Amanda's smooth cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her eyes wide and dazed, her nipples tightened visibly under the snug cotton of her shirt. Seeing her thus was enough to make him randy as hell. However, he thought as he glanced back at the good, hard smacks Kris was applying to the squirming bottom over his knee, there was something he was going to take care of before he took his pretty wife to bed.

When Kris finally set the brush aside and allowed Sarah to rise, Amanda felt kinda a sting of disappointment. It only lasted an instant, however, as a new thrill flashed through her loins when Sarah began to hop and stamp around the room, holding her glowing buttocks tight in each hand while sobbing lustily. 

Kris allowed her to indulge in this performance for a long moment before he took hold of Sarah's arm and told her to straighten up and listen up, "You apologize to your uncle for being such a brat, you collect your things and you get yourself into the truck outside. Do you hear me?"

With her cheeks damped in tears and snot, her nose running, and her mouth still contorted in a pitiful sobbing, the well-chastised girl nodded. She managed to get her panties and jeans back in place, wincing when the fabric of her garments came in contact with her swollen red flesh. Then followed her Dad, sniffling and whispering a "goodbye" to his uncle and Amanda, without having the strength to look them in the eyes.

When the door closed behind them, Amanda felt Paul's stare upon her. Here she was alone with her husband and right then there was nothing more she wanted than for Paul to unbutton her shirt and fasten his warm mouth to her soft breast, but, even without lifting her head, Amanda knew that there was a glimmer in Paul's eyes which had nothing to do with passion.

"Were you spanked as a girl, Amanda?" Paul's voice made her jump.

"What? No, never," Amanda answered honestly. 

Could he guess Sarah's punishment had affected her? Amanda thought. No, he couldn't unless he slid his fingers into her panties to find them damp.

"I didn't think so. Amanda, look at me."

She didn't want to, she was too ashamed at her thrill of desire, and too acutely aware of his irritation with her.

"Amanda?" It wasn't a question, it was a command. 

She lifted her eyes and her cheeks blushed.

"Were you going to tell me of Sarah's ride today?"

"Uhm..." She knew she'd be catching herself in a lie if she voiced the only right answer to that question.

"Are you still children, Amanda, or are you an adult?" Paul’s voice was low, determined.

"Paul, that's not fair. She made me promise not to tell," Amanda answered in a whisper.

"Yes, I heard her, and I expected to hear you tell her to stop behaving like a brat. But that isn't what you did, was it, dear? Instead, you allowed her to think that it is right to play around with people. That she can get away with breaking the rules.”

"I didn't tell her that!" Amanda defended.

"Didn't you?" Paul's brows drew up in mock inquiry. "Not in so many words, perhaps."

"Okay, Paul, I'm sorry."

"No, Amanda, I am sorry."

She swallowed hard, "What for?"

"For having to be the first man to give you a spanking."

"WHAT?!”"

“Come here, Amanda," Paul's voice was firm, implacable.

"No, you've got to be joking. I'm not some child," said Amanda, her voice not showing the same security as her words.

"But you've just behaved as though you were a child, Amanda, as though you were Sarah's playmate and not her aunt, covering for her, lying to your husband."

"But…"

"No buts, Amanda. You deserve a good tanning, and from what I understood, it’s long overdue.”

In a turmoil of emotions, Amanda took one look at the tight, resigned line that was Paul's mouth. The realization of how much seeing Sarah's chastisement had excited her clashed with her pride as a grown woman. She'd be damned if she were going to end up with her bare bottom over her husband’s knee, she thought, but suddenly the very image of herself in that position made her wince with excitement.

"I'm going to count to five, Amanda, and if you don't come over here yourself, I will come to get you and I will use your hairbrush to spank you instead of my hand as I intend to do, being your first bum roasting."

Amanda glanced at her husband’s broad, thick palm, held deceptively loose at his side while a shiver curled through her insides. Some choice! 

"One."

And all that just for the promise to keep a brat's secret! She thought with resentment.

"Two."

She looked at Paul's eyes and his gaze melted her inside

"Three."

Sarah had been warned and she deserved every smack she'd gotten, she concluded. Would she deserve as many smacks from her newly domineering husband?

"Four."

Paul wasn't bluffing and Amanda knew it.

"Fi…"

"Alright, alright!" 

She moved quickly from behind the sideboard to stand in front of him where she could have sworn for the briefest second she saw a smile cross his lips but it was gone now, for Paul looked cool and determined as he took her arm and led her to the stool by the fire.

"Paul, I'm not any daughter or niece," Amanda cried, pulling back as Paul sat on the stool, "I'm your wife, for god sake!"

"Yes, a wife who has a lot to learn," with this said, he gave a jerk of his wrist which sent her spilling over his lap.

Paul's hand was instantly at the hem of her mini skirt, tugging it up her back. How Sarah endured this indignity without fighting, Amanda couldn't guess as she had already begun to squirm. But she was powerless in the hands of fit, muscled Paul, who inserted his fingers in the waistband of her panties and slipped them down her thighs, to her calves, and then completely off her now bare feet that in her struggle had lost the shoes.

"No, Paul, not like this!" Shouted Amanda.

She was now bare from her waist down, her generous yet firm womanly bottom propelled upwards, and her tonic legs swaying in the air.

"Yes, Amanda, exactly like this," Paul said as he brought his hand up and then delivered a SLAP Amanda was never to forget. Weighty and stinging and instantly, painfully arousing.

“AHAWW!" Amanda gasped.

Paul brought his wide palm down again in exactly the same place, the very crease where her bottom curved into more sensitive areas. Amanda gasped even more loudly from the fire left by the blow. She wiggled again but her strapping husband held her easily over his knee, her hips positioned perfectly across his thighs, her bottom a perfect target for his fast-descending palm.

The next SLAPP sent Amanda spilling forward with a gasp, her palms to the floor. Her long gold hair shushed down her neck and puddled on the rug. Paul's hand bit into her bottom flesh again, same spot, increased sting. She cried out this time and twisted to look back over her shoulder, just in time to see him raise his hand again.

"Wait, no, Paul, I've had enough!" Amanda uttered with a choking voice.

"Had enough?" He met her eyes with a slight quirk of his mouth. "Wife, I've only just gotten started." 

He smacked her bottom again and was rewarded with a girlish yelp for his effort.

"No, please. Don’t! I’ve learned my lesson!" Amanda began to struggle writhing from side to side.

Paul spanked her wiggling cheeks, right then left, anticipating her every squirm.

"No, no, no, Paul! It hurtssss!" Amanda desperately tried to push herself upright.

SMACK! SLAPP! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! 

"Yes, that's the point, sweetheart."

The fire in her backside had reached an unbearable level and as Paul's broad palm continued to rain down on her buttocks, top of thighs, and hips, Amanda wailed aloud. That did not stop him or even slow him, if anything Paul picked up speed, offering hot meaty palm spanks all over her squirming rear end. Amanda bucked and twisted in exactly the way he imagined the wild horse threw Sarah.

"No! OHWHWWW!" She wailed. "Pleeease, Paul! AHAWHWWW!  Oh, Pauuuul…AHARGHHHH! BWUAHAAAAA! PLEEAAASE!"

Her struggles became frantic, as she kicked her feet high, rolled her hips, and pounded his left leg with her fist, but was no match for Paul.

Amanda hadn't the experience in avoiding the blows, so he was easily able to aim each meaty smack of his hand exactly where he chose. 

SMACK! SLAPP! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP!  

While his onslaught of hard palm spanks followed on, Paul realized that never had found himself so rock hard. Amanda's waist was so small and her seat plumped out so appealingly, it was almost difficult to concentrate on the task at hand. He was tempted to stop and rub that pair of fiery-red cheeks before he'd delivered all the spanking that was long overdue in his estimation. His wife was a beautiful and headstrong woman and he loved her for it, yet there were times she pushed a patient man too far. So he steeled himself up and renewed his efforts on her bottom. Amanda wailed and kicked and cursed him, but this spanking was long overdue and he would simply have to ignore the insistent throb of his loins for now. Just as he made up his mind to do so, Amanda lifted her hips slightly as if directing his aim toward the lower part of her backside. The soft flesh there was already a mottled, livid red but Paul obliged her, delivering several hard SLAPPS just at the spot on which she usually sat. Amanda hollered and instantly ground her hips into his leg as if cringing from his blows.

SMACK! SLAPP! SMACK! SMACK! SPANK! SLAPP! 

Paul’s hand was hot and sore from administering the spanking, so he continued at a slower pace, but despite this, Amanda's cries became wilder and her hips rocked with a new intensity until she gasped and collapsed softly.

Paul, stunned, stopped the rain of spanks and for a moment stood open-mouthed astonished. Then his hand caressed the cleft of her ass down to the silky skin of her pussy. It was sopping, wetter than he'd ever known her to get. As he tucked his fingers into her, Amanda bucked into his hand, a low moan catching in the back of her throat. He moved his fingers tenderly bringing her to another climax while she was still draped over his knee. As Amanda groaned with gusty relish, he pumped his fingers in deeper and before he'd even realized she'd finished, she scrambled from his lap to kneel between his legs.

Paul looked down on Amanda's lovely face. Her cheeks were red, damped in tears, and her nose running, from the fiery pain of the spanking. He felt her struggling with the buttons on his trousers to set about freeing his cock. Finally working his pants open she drew his hard manhood out. Leaning forward quickly, her golden hair spilled over her shoulders, over his thighs and she wrapped her hot, wet mouth around the head of his cock and sucked it down her throat. Paul's fingers dug into her shoulders and he threw back his head, crying out at the intensity of sensation Amanda created as she suckled passionately.

She pushed his trousers open wider so she could stroke, press, and tickle his balls while she devoured him. Paul forced his eyes open to look down at the beautiful woman on her knees before him with her skirt still hitched up to her small waist and her swollen, flaming buttocks fanned out behind her much like a fiery red heart. The sight pushed him over the edge. Amanda's mouth closed in, picking up speed. Paul gripped her arms for balance, thrust upwards into her throat, and roared out in a pleasure that seemed to suspend time. When the emotion that pounded through his body waned slightly, he opened his eyes to find his wife's liquid gaze upon him from her position between his legs. He could get stiff again simply from the way her breasts were pressed to his balls.

“Get up, sweety,” Paul whispered, his voice turned soft.

Amanda threw herself into his lap with a force that nearly knocked him backward off the stool. She straddled his legs and sat with her belly pressed to his, her arms wrapped snugly around his neck drying her tears and snot on his shirt. Paul gathered her in even closer, sliding his palms down to grip the swelling hot flesh of her ass. She squealed but his hands remained clamped, one on each bottom cheek, as he rubbed his stubbled chin against her cheek.

"Will you spank me again?" She murmured.

"I'm sure I will, sweetheart, but next time I'm afraid I have to use the leather strap.”

She squirmed and he couldn't tell if it was from fear or excitement. He forced her to lean back and meet his eyes.

"You aren't supposed to like it, you know," his voice was warm.

"I know," she peeped up at him through her lashes. "Next time, I'll try very hard not to."

He laughed then, a deep throaty warm laugh that sent shivers dancing through Amanda's body as she took his face between her hands and kissed his mouth with all the passion and love she was feeling.


The risks of gambling

Linda came out of the gambling shop in a foul mood. She had lost almost her entire weekly salary after only a few hours of being paid. With her head down and heedless of the people around her, the shapely secretary, swaddled in a tight knee-length skirt that wrapped her meaty thighs and generous, swelling bum, hurried home on her vertiginous black heels.

Gambling was Linda's problem, it had started in college and it had only gotten worse since then. That damn addiction had cost her a marriage, a good job, and a house, and now, almost in her thirties, she found herself up to her neck in debt, and a month earlier she had had to ask her ex-husband to move back in with him so she could at least have a roof on her head.

She did know that Tom, her ex-husband, still loved her, and she had hoped he would have accepted her back into the house behind the solemn promise that she would stop gambling. And actually, it had gone like this. After some crying, praying, and promising not to play anymore, Tom had accepted her back but he had been less than enthusiastic about it. Knowing her he feared that sooner or later she would fall into the gambling abyss again.

Upon entering the house Linda found her sister-in-law Kimberly and Tom sitting in the living room, the young girl wearing a funny expression while her ex-husband had a somber look.

"What's the matter?" Linda asked.

Kimberly looked up at her but said nothing, while her husband rose from the sofa and walked straight up to Linda and stared.

"Where have you been, Linda?" He demanded.

Linda paled slightly. Why did Tom ask her that question? Did he perhaps know something about the fact that he had broken her promise? And how?

For a few awkward seconds, she remained silent, trying to avoid eye contact with her ex-husband, finally, she said in the most casual voice she could, "I just went to have a drink with colleagues after work. Why are you asking?"

"Don't you lie to me!" Tom yelled, sending chills down Linda’s spine. "Kimberly just saw you coming out of the gambling shop!"

Linda's body went limp, her breathing became heavy and erratic. That young brat of her sister-in-law had a tattle tale on her. She must have been happy to do that, Linda thought with stinginess, she never liked her. Well, at that point there was nothing left to do but admit it.

"Ok…I’m sorry Tom. I don't know what got to me, I had just had my weekly salary, and the gambling shop was just the opposite to my office...it just happened...I'm so sorry," Linda whispered, her head bowed in shame.

"Not nearly as sorry as you're going to be, young lady! How dare you break your promise after I welcomed you into the house when you didn't know where to hit your head anymore? For God's sake you are already broke, do you think that to give a damn about the promises you made and on top of that to lie to me is acceptable in any way? I have half a mind to throw you out of the house right now and send you to sleep under a bridge! In the end, maybe that is just the place you deserve!."

"NO, please Tom not that. It was just...just a moment of weakness. You don't want to destroy my life, want you? Please Tom, anything but that."

Tom's eyes were glaring as he stood for a moment thinking with his arms crossed on his chest. His gaze told Linda that he was really considering that possibility.

“Okay look, Tom,” Linda said with a shaking voice, “I know I deserve a punishment for breaking my promise. But can’t it be something else?”

“What do you mean, Linda?” Asked Tom with a suspicious look on his angry face.

“Well, Tom, you know how my Dad punished me and my sisters while growing up, remember, I told you about it.”

“Yes, he spanked you, but…”

“Yes he did, and it worked,” Linda interrupted her husband. “I absolutely didn’t like to go over my Dad’s knees to have my bottom spanked. But I knew that Papa did it because he cared enough about me to be sure I behaved and I didn’t make a mess of my life. And every time, despite the burning pain in my rear, a sense of relief followed those corrections, a feeling of having paid for my crimes, been washed clean again, and ready to go forward for better.” Looking at the floor, with her cheeks lightly blushing, Linda followed on, “I came to learn that a spanking accomplishes three things, it helps a girl to understand that she has been naughty, it helps a girl to be sorry that she has been naughty, and it gives a girl a darned good reason not to be naughty again. So…I know it sounds old-fashioned, but this is the only way I know of to convince you that I am serious about wanting to quit gambling…take it like a cry for help…Tom please, spank me for what I did.”

Tom stared at Linda, she was pretty, and right then, desperate and pleading with him to help her, she looked more sensual, more desirable than she had always been. And he still loved her.

"Okay then. If this is what you want…but believe me, you are not going out easy from this,” said Tom suddenly becoming stern and determined. Then, remembering what her ex-wife had told him about her Dad’s punishment, he ordered, “Go up to your room, change into your pajamas, and come back down. You are in for the spanking of your life, Linda!"

Linda blinked her eyes while the light blush deepened, turning her cheeks red as two cherries.

She started to timidly protest, "Tom, look…it doesn’t have to be exactly like Dad did it. Besides I’m almost thirty years old....”

Tom didn’t let her go on. His right hand flew through the air and landed with a loud SLAP! on Linda's skirted, ample left bum cheek.

“OUCH! TOM!” Wailed Linda, sensing tears forming in her pretty eyes more for the shame of being treated as a little girl than for the sting of the smack she'd just gotten from Tom's heavy palm.

“Now, young lady, I suggest you get moving and scramble to your room. When you come down you'll be in your pajamas to take all the spankings you've deserved and believe me it will be a lot. Hurry up!"

"Yes, Tom," a defeated Linda replied, staring at her feet.

Slowly Linda walked from the living room while her stunned sister-in-law sat amused. She walked to her room, dragging her feet, her stomach gnawing with anxiety. Once inside it, she opened the closet where her pajamas were. She took off her white blouse and skirt and put the pajama top on, Then she slipped out of her tanned pantyhose and panties and put her pajama bottom on. So, like a sheep headed for slaughter, she descended the stairs to the living room. When she saw her husband sitting in the high-backed chair strategically placed in the middle of the room Linda definitively understood that she would get from Tom what she had boldly requested, and more. All at once she became conscious that he was going to act just as her stern father had, and the realization of what was about to happen to her once again after so many years made her want to throw up for the dread.

“Come here,” Tom ordered once she saw her ex-wife descending the stairs in her pajamas.

Linda crestfallen placed herself in front of him. Efficiently for a man who had never done that, Tom inserted his fingers in the waistband of Linda’s pajama pants. With a firm tug, he took them down to her ankles.

"TOM!... NOO…not like this, I’m almost thirty years old!” Linda's voice rose as the shame of what was happening got in her entirely.

Without even taking note of her pleading, Tom seized her arm and, in one motion, dumped her unceremoniously over his knees.

“You know all too well that this is the way it must be done!” Tom said.

As Linda was getting her pants taken down for her, like a six-year-old, she began to cry like one. She felt her pants dangling at her ankles and her meaty thighs and ample, womanly buttocks quivered involuntarily, then tightened as the air movement telegraphed the first smack, just before it landed.

SMACK! "OWWWW!"

SMACK! "Tom…EEOWWW!" 

The hand slaps were forceful and stinging and repeated! 

SMACK! SMACK! SPANCK! SMACK! SMACK! SPANCK! SMACK!  

"OHOWW! TOMMY! OWHWWWH! PLEASE, TOMMY! AHAWHWW!!" 

Tears were blinding poor Linda as she struggled vainly. Tom held her easily immobile and continued the fiery spanks while Kimberly watched her sister-in-law buck and yell like she was just a punished little girl. Linda’s hands were flying everywhere and her legs jerked every time her ex-husband’s hard palm connected with her wobbling bum cheeks.

Then between her crying and sobbing Linda heard Kimberly say calmly, "Here, Tom, you better use this, otherwise, if you keep using your hand the way you are, you'll have to put ice on your palm when you're done!"  

Twisting to see, Linda instantly regretted having done so. The little devil was handing her husband a small wooden cutting board.

"NOOOO, TOMMY!... YOU WOULDN’T…PLEASE, NOT THAT!" Linda howled.

Oblivious to his ex-wife's pleading Tom connected squarely Linda’s bare bottom with the hard, flat wooden surface and the poor woman nearly leaped to the ceiling!

CRACKKK!

"AHARGHHH! OWHWWH! PLEASE! NO..NO..NO!" 

Just for a moment, Tom stopped, letting Linda calm down. Just that long. Then a flurry of hard cutting board spanks fell, aimed to connect at the fleshy center of Linda’s ample, swelling buttocks.

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

"TOM…EEEE!...OWHWWH!… IT HURTS!…AHARGHHHH!...IT HURTSSS!”

Linda was screeching every time Tom scored a swat, her buttocks feeling like two incinerated burgers on a grill, but Tom only accelerated the rate of the spanking, giving her another flurry that she thought would kill her.

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

Finally, the rain of smacks stopped but the fiery pain in Linda’s rear continued as she lay pinned over Tom's lap. Her yells continued too.

"Ooooooh…ohhhhh…owwwwww! Ahawhhhh! it hurts, Tom, it hurts sooo bad!" 

Evaluating the crimson backside of his ex-wife Tom asked his sister, “You think that's enough? Blistered her pretty well, it looks like. She ought to know better by now." Then, turning to Linda, "Well, young lady? Have you learned your lesson?" 

Unable to form coherent words Linda blubbered, got a terrific SMACK! for not answering properly, and then howled, "YESSSS! OHWWHWW! PLEASE STOP!"

“I think it’s enough for the gambling, Tom, but still there is the matter of her lying to you,” answered Kimberly ruefully.

"I guess you are right," said Tom, pragmatically. "Then this is for lying.”

Again he raised the board and Linda squealed continuously while a couple dozen more burning welts were added to her sizzling bum.

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

"Don't make me do this again," Tom admonished his ex-wife once even that last flurry of branding smacks ended, pulling her to her feet where she ignominiously leaped around with one flaming, swollen buttock in each hand.

"No, No, No...OH Tom, OHOW, please it hurts. NO...not again, I promise I won’t do it ever again!...OOOOH…OHHHHH…OWWWW!...It hurts so bad, Tommy!”

She kicked her pajama pants out from her ankles and pranced around, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot. She rubbed her big, swollen bum and cried, cried and rubbed, again and again promising that she would never gamble ever again.

Tom let her do her frantic ‘well-spanked-girl-dance” for a couple of minutes then she said, “Go to your room, young lady. You have an early bedtime!”

"No, Tom, please…not an early bedtime too...it’s mid-afternoon!" she started to say when her ex-husband’s hand flashed through the air and landed on her scorched, swollen bottom.

"I've had more than enough from you already, Linda, now off to bed with you, or I'll take the board to you again right now!" Tom exploded as his hand met his ex-wife’s big discolored bottom several times in a flurry of hard palm spanks.

Wailing Linda quickly walked up to her bedroom holding her pajama pants in one hand while the other held one smoldered buttock. Once there she lay pantless and sobbing on her bed for at least ten minutes, trying to cool her bottom with her two hands. Then she limped into the bathroom, whimpering with immense self-pity. She washed her face and turned to look in the bathroom mirror, craning to see if her backside looked as bad as it felt. It did, flaming red from the hand-spanking and overlaid with purpling bruises and greyish blisters from the horrid cutting board paddling. 

She tried to put her pajama pants up, but the pain they induced just brushing her punished bum cheeks was intolerable and she pulled them down again and off and returned to her bed where, crying more softly now, she promised herself to never gamble again.
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