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Jennifer

Facing the bathroom mirror, Jennifer finished removing the makeup she had not even thought to remove the night before because of all the drinks she had. From downstairs came the sounds of her mother preparing breakfast, and Jennifer shuddered at the thought that she would soon have to go downstairs and meet her parents.

She took a couple of steps away from the mirror and weighed her reflected image. At twenty-four, Jennifer was considered a very pretty girl, with red hair, green eyes, and just a hint of ephelides on her sunny face.

And she had a stunning figure too, slender, with firm protruding breasts, a trim waist, swelling hips, and tonic sculptured legs. She certainly had no shortage of admirers, yet that Sunday morning in her parent’s home, her body made her anxious for the umpteenth time.

Jennifer’s two concerns with her body were her short height and the size of her bottom. Mind you, it was not that Jennifer was exaggeratedly short, in fact, she was just below average. Nor was her butt unformed or altogether ungainly, quite the contrary, it was round, and swelling, just the kind that is popularly called 'bubble butt', and had always, and still, very well filled her shorts, pants, or dresses. The problem was that Jennifer was convinced that these characteristics of hers were the cause of how her parents still treated her.

As far as her height was concerned, Jennifer believed that since both of her parents, while not giants, were much taller than her, it came naturally to them to still treat her as a child despite her age. Even worse, Jennifer thought of her butt. In fact, her generous, pert bottom had always been so prominent that when she was a kid it had been impossible for aunts, uncles, cousins, grandparents, and her parents not to pat it. Often she had heard some members of her family say, "Jennifer has a bottom that just asks to be spanked." These comments were done innocently and were meant to be "nice" but had always caused great discomfort in Jennifer, given that the spankings were by no means unknown to her swelling bum.

Jennifer’s parents were of quite conservative, old-fashioned ideas and firmly believed that one of their parent's duties was to raise the new sapling as a respectable and respected member of the community, and to achieve this goal love and care should go hand in hand with the necessary discipline. So until she lived under her parent's roof, Jennifer sometimes found herself over his dad’s sturdy lap on the receiving end of a very vigorous paddling that invariably left her in a flood of tears and very sorry for whatever misbehaviors she had committed.

Even though her mom told her time and again that being punished or not only depended on her behavior, Jennifer was someway convinced that at least part of the reason why she was punished in such a childish way so late in age, was due to her being a short girl with a couple of back hillocks so round and prominent. So the times that, already in her twenties, she was with her panties down, lying on her tummy on her bed, bawling like a toddler, and frantically rubbing her blazing backside as his Dad left the room after having corrected her, she had always cursed the fact of being short and having a bum that just asked to be spanked.

Given all of this is not difficult to understand why she was in such big turmoil that Sunday morning, waking up in her old room, in her parent's house.

It was now three years since Jennifer had left her parent’s home and the town where she grew up, and was working as an executive secretary in a major construction company in a nearby town. She often came back home to visit her parents but it almost always was a one-day trip as the town where she lived was just a couple of hours’ drive from there. This time she had come for his grandmother's funeral and had decided to remain all weekend. Her parents were very happy about that and everything would have gone just well if Jennifer hadn’t met two of her high school fellows, and remembering the old times with them wouldn't have had some drinks right after the burial, during the family meeting. Her mother wasn't happy to see her drinking one beer, then two, together with those old friends who had come to offer their condolences. At the third beer, she approached her daughter, and lowering a bit her head, she whispered in her ear, "I think it's enough, Jennifer. Please behave yourself if you don’t want me to tell your father to take care of this."

Though nobody of the presents could have heard it Jennifer blushed all the colors of red and felt like a kid discovered with her hand in the jam. Luckily right then her friends decided to leave and Jennifer thought it best to go with them.

"Don't be late," her Dad told her after kissing her goodbye, but that night late Jennifer had been.

And not only late, since when she finally got home around four in the morning, waking up her parents because she had forgotten to take the house keys, she was also a bit drunk. Even more, when her father, dressed in his pajama, let her in, she stumbled on the carpet and let out profanity.

So that morning getting out of bed was a difficult task for Jennifer, and not because of the light headache of the hangover, but more because she was...uncomfortable to have to meet her parents. She was very conscious that Daddy (yes, in her mind that morning he was Daddy again) was going to take a very dim view of the combination of two of his least favorite things, alcohol, and profanity. The situation didn’t bode well with her and knowing her parents she had a serious fear that she would be punished for her behavior despite her age.

Finally, with a knot in her stomach, Jennifer went downstairs. She found her Dad seated at the table while her mother was serving him breakfast. As soon as she saw Jennifer, still in her pajama and with a contrite air, she stopped putting dishes on the table and approached her with fury in her eyes.

"Mom, Dad...I...I'm sorry..." Jennifer started to say with an insecure voice but the glare of his mother stopped her lame excuse.

At forty-nine she was still a very impressive woman, and now with her arms crossed on her chest, her foot tapping on the floor, she stood silent for a few moments staring at her crestfallen daughter.

Then she started to talk with an icy tone that sent shivers down Jennifer's spine. The poor girl felt like some leaf of skin was taken off by her tongue lashing.

"This kind of behavior will not be tolerated in this house," she finally said. "You may be twenty-four now but you are still a member of this family. George,” she then addressed to Jennifer's father, “what this girl needs is a good over-the-knee bare-bottom paddling for carrying on like that. She should be taught to respect herself and her family."

To this Jennifer's father replied, "I totally agree dear. It seem that she had forgotten how a decent girl has to behave. But don’t worry, she will learn to respect herself and her parents today. I promise you she will be in no hurry to receive another paddling from me after I’ll be done to heat up her big bum!”

After saying these words, he put the cutlery down on the table, stood up, and gently but firmly grasped his daughter's arm.

After that, it seemed to Jennifer that suddenly the situation went back several years in time. Later, thinking about the events of that morning, and why did she ever accept them, she concluded that it was because deep inside her she had convinced herself that it would happen, to the point that she would have been disappointed had things turned out differently. And even more, as weird as it can sound, standing there, head bowed, hearing her Dad talking about her big bottom being spanked, she felt that this was just the thing her behavior called for.

Anyway, Jennifer had no time to be ashamed of what was happening to her in her whirlwind of emotions, because suddenly her mother rummaged in the closet under the basin, took out the old family paddle, and handed it to her husband. Jennifer’s father grabbed the feared tool and keeping his daughter by her upper arm guided her up the stairs to her bedroom.

When they got to Jennifer’s room, he sat down on the corner of her bed and gave his subdued and crestfallen daughter another brief telling-off. This time Jennifer understood little of what he said, mostly because all she could think of was, 'OMG, I’m going to get spanked again!' As always that pushed all other thoughts out of Jennifer’s mind as she started to tremble. How she felt was certainly one of the most intense combinations of emotions to experience. The traditional butterflies in the stomach, but also the almost tunnel-like vision, where the head swims and the brain pushes out all thoughts and sights other than the knowledge of what is about to happen to her big, tender buttocks that clenched in fear.

Finally, her Dad told her to take her pajama pants off. As in a trance, she obediently complied, and then following what she had been taught to do since she was a kid folded them up tidily and placed them on her desk. The imposing man then told her to stand next to him, and meekly Jennifer walked over to her father and stood facing him sideways, as she was used to in anticipation of going over his lap. For Jennifer, It was difficult to know where to look. She didn’t want to make eye contact with her Dad, such was her shame and nervousness, and facing directly onward was a mirrored wardrobe, and she had no desire to dwell on the pitiful image that reflection would create. So she lowered her eyes to the lap that awaited her. It was there that her Dad had laid the paddle, on the platform formed by his strong thighs. That tool of bottom discipline was round, a little smaller than a ping-pong bat, and with a longer handle. It was sturdy and accurately lacquered, and Jennifer did know it could impart an atrocious sting to the bare, vulnerable rear end of a girl. A shiver of turmoil increased her trembling as the awareness that soon that solid wood would flatten her swelling back hillocks, while her bare crotch would be scraping against against those man’s trousered sturdy legs.

Her Dad then patted his thighs as an invitation for Jennifer to bend over it. In little more than a whisper she half-heartedly objected, but she knew oh so very well that this was part of any of her spankings, and at that point, it almost felt like she was outside of her body, without any agency in the process, just as it has been when she was no more than a little kid. Her eyes rose now, and looking in the mirror she had a vivid image of an adult woman, bare from the waist down, trying to cup her triangle of curly red hair with her hands.

“Over you go, NOW!” Her dad ordered her, and she finally meekly lowered herself over those waiting thighs.

The height of the bed together with the lap of her Dad and her being short, made that her feet didn’t touch the floor as her head dangled in the void. All in all, she looked like nothing else than a little girl about to be corrected by her stern paternal parent.

For a moment her Dad stood admiring with fondness his daughter's white, prominent, chubby bum cheeks raised over his lap now quivering in apprehension. At that moment, like in a flash, a silly unexpected thought crossed Jennifer's mind. What her boyfriend would think if he could see her now? In effect, she was in the most undignified position she could possibly end up in. But whilst she was in the odd situation of being a grown woman lying half bare over his father's knee, she didn’t feel that way at all, rather a shamed, naughty, bratty girl that just deserved to have her bare bottom soundly spanked.

All that thoughts were cut short by her Dad's paddle landing and smashing on her upturned bare, trembling bottom.

SPANK!

“Ouch, Dad!”

Soon her father was slamming the unmerciful wood on his poor daughter’s buttocks with vigor.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Jennifer's Dad wasn’t the most creative spanker, but he was very, very effective. He smashed the paddle down in the center of one of his daughter’s cheeks, a pause, and then the same on the other cheek. The swats were not inflicted with the full force of his arm but were solid enough to burn badly. The sting was a sharp one, each smack making Jennifer flinch. He didn't scold while spanking so in the beginning the only sound was the CRACK! of the paddle spanks ringing out around the room, and Jennifer’s wails of pain after each spank. Again and again, Dad smacked alternate cheeks all around, taking especially care of the sit spots, which really made poor Jennifer twitch. The pain didn’t become unbearable right from the start but each solid swat became more difficult to bear as the sting increased into a bonfire. When Jennifer’s whole bottom reached a sore-looking reddish hue, and her Dad's paddle kept landing on already burned skin, Jennifer started to really cry her eyes out.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She had tried in vain not to openly cry out to maintain a minimum of dignity but now that the paddle landed unmercifully, flattening, in turn, her prominent buttocks, turning them into two exceptionally painful hillocks, she was unable to hold it in any longer and began to cry and plead in earnest.

“BWUAAAAA! PLEASEEEE DAAAD! BWUAAAAAA! PLEASE, DADDY! IT…IT HURTSSSSS! BWUAAAAAA!”

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Thoroughly chastened Jennifer lapsed into the old routine of desperately apologizing and promising to be a good girl forever, if only he would please, oh please stop spanking her bottom. Knowing that the correction was having the desired effect his Dad didn't slow down, and the paddle smacks continued to land.

SMACK! SPANK! SPANK! SMACK! SPANK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

When the burning sensation in all her now sore and swollen bum cheeks escalated from unbearable to excruciating the pleading stopped and Jennifer started to wail and blubber like a toddler having a tantrum.

“AHAWHWWWW!…OH GWAADDD IT…AHARGHHHH…IT HURTSSSSSS!…BWUAHAAAAAA!…DADDDYYYY!…BWUAHHHHHHHH!…AHAWWWWW!”

Knowing that he had reached his goal to turn her daughter into a very contrite girl for how she had acted, Jennifer’s Dad slowed the pace of the paddling and began to lecture her again.

“I should not have to expect to have to do this at your age, but don’t think for a second I won’t hesitate to warm your big bottom again in the future if the need arises, young lady!”

And with a last resounding SMACK!, it was over. Nothing was said for a minute or two as Jennifer continued to lie wailing over her Dad’s lap, exhausted and ashamed by what had happened. Then she was told to get up.

Jennifer stood and suddenly started to hop around the room, crying to the ceiling and rubbing her smoldered bottom. She jumped about, with her hands desperately grasping each of her ferociously hot stinging, burning red, spanked cheeks. She yammered and stomped about, obscenely trusting her crotch out, she didn’t care, right then nothing was in her world but the accumulated sting of her Daddy’s paddling.

After watching her performance with a satisfied half smile, her Dad rose from the bed and headed to the door. Jennifer lay down on her bed on her tummy, so she could hide as much of his modesty as possible, as futile as it was after showing her Dad all a girl could show during her frantic spanking dance. While she was still bawling like a toddler and frantically rubbing her blazing, smoldered backside, her Dad left the room.

It took a while for Jennifer to end her bawling and when finally the sobs subsided, as always she has done she turned her back to the mirror and spun her head to inspect the results of the session over her Dad's lap. She couldn’t help but stare at her completely dark red bum cheeks and the lighter red on the top of her thighs. It felt like a shocking image given her age, but she also felt thoroughly ‘set right’ as her parents sometimes put it.

Then something happened that had never happened before. While she laid down again over her tummy, to rub, more gently now, her inflamed rear, suddenly a wave of heat swept through her and she put one hand between her legs. Rocking more and more frantically on her bed, with eyes shut, and reviving in her mind the shaming and painful ordeal she had just been submitted to, her fingers danced over her clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure she was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation she was experiencing, and finally, juices flooded her pussy and she had one of the best orgasms of her life till then.


Jessica

It was almost midnight when Jessica, wondering why her husband had not yet joined her, opened the door of her bedroom and wearing her silk pajama headed down the hall to the staircase. Halfway down, she heard her husband's voice. A deep murmur, no clear words, and then "Father-in-law" "Wooden hairbrush".

She stopped, crouched on the staircase, and looked through the oak rails into the living room. She could see her tall, handsome husband sitting on the couch. His bearded face was obscured in shadow and partly hidden by a table lamp. Jessica could see that he was talking on the phone. She stood there and listened.

Whoever is on the phone with him must be talking now, Jessica reasoned, since her husband was not speaking. He was sitting back on the couch, wearing blue denim and a white shirt. His long sturdy legs were outstretched and his socked feet were up on the coffee table, crossed at the ankles.

"Hm, hmm," his husband said again, "Anthony, I understand what you're going through. I've seen it and heard it many times. I really can't give you any advice, though. The best I can do is to tell you what worked for me and Jessica."

It's just a men’s talk, Jessica thought to herself. Maybe she had only thought she had heard him say ‘wooden hairbrush’.

Maybe it was guilt, maybe it was fear, but when she heard him say that word it always meant trouble for her. She looked at his trousered legs again. He had a long lap and strong legs. And a hand that could caress her as gently as a summer breeze and yet it could feel like it was made of iron. She knew it well enough! She shivered and quickly went through her mind for any recent behavior that might have seemed inappropriate for a good wife. 

"As I said it is the advice of my father-in-law, he counseled me this when he finally accepted that his daughter at twenty-two, wanted to marry a man almost twenty years older...hm, hmm...yes he gave it to me soon after my marriage...yes, the very same hairbrush he used on Jessica whenever the need arose..." Jessica heard her husband say and her heart began to pound. "So when Jessica disobeys, talks back, is disrespectful, or in any other way acts silly, I don’t get angry, I don’t shout at her, I just turn her over my knee, pull down her panties, and spank her bare bottom but good with the flat back of that hairbrush my father-in-law gave me."

Jessica broke out in a cold sweat and felt lightheaded. She put her head down on one of the stairs. Her husband was simply explaining his form of domestic discipline to a friend in a casual, matter-of-fact way. He was not angry and yet Jessica swore that he put a special emphasis on the word 'spank'.

Her husband paused while he listened to his friend. 

"I know it can sound, well, weird. But honestly, it helps our marriage to go well, and besides that, believe me or not, it even... improves our performance in bed."

Jessica gasped audibly and clapped her hand over her mouth. She stared at her husband's form and waited an endless couple of seconds to see if there was any sign that he had heard her. 

Down in the hall, he spoke again, "Anthony, I'm not criticizing you or your wife, but I've seen how she behaves, and how she acts as if she still was a silly teenager. How long do you think you can stand that before you can't stand it anymore and screw up your marriage?... Exactly bud, that's what I'm saying, so...why don't take the matter into your hands and try it?... I don't know, I don't know how she will react...I just know that in my own situation, spanking my wife keeps her in line, and our marriage happy."

Whose husband is that? Jessica wondered.  Whose husband now knows that she gets spanked by her husband?  Will he tell her wife that Jessica gets spanked? Will he say "I should just spank you the way Jessica's husband spanks her"?  Will he say "Jessica's husband spanks her bare bottom when she can't stand her silliness"?  She will tell everyone her friends, whoever this blabbermouthed woman is. I'll be ruined, Jessica thought miserably.  Butterflies fluttered in her tummy, her heart pounded, and her hands tightly gripped the banister.

"Just to let you know what I do, for example, a couple of weeks ago Jessica, instead of doing her chores, was lying down on the sofa watching her favorite series. Now I'm not against her watching tv but that comes after chores, not before. She disobeyed a house rule. She knew it and she knew what the consequences would be. When she deliberately breaks a rule, as far as I am concerned, she is even asking to take the known consequence. And the known consequence is me spanking her bare, chubby bottom with the hairbrush ‘till she can’t sit down. So I told her to stand up. I sat on the sofa. I pulled her shorts down and turned her over my knees. I pulled her panties down and spanked her pert, round bottom until she was a crying mess, kicking and wailing and promising to be a 'good girl' forever."

Jessica closed her eyes. I'm dead, she thought. That man will tell her wife and she will tell everyone. I'll never live it down. By tomorrow the whole neighborhood will know it.

"I realize that, Anthony," her husband was telling. "I'm just telling you what I do. What works for me and Jessica. I'll just say one more thing. You said that you've tried everything and nothing works," he let that sink in. "There's one thing you haven't tried yet. It's up to you but, at this point, what have you got to lose? " He listened for a moment.  "Well, I'm glad to hear that.  Hm?  Ah! She's home?  Perfect timing. If you need any pointers, let me know...oh yes, I'm sure, a plastic hair brush will just do, if is flat-backed and sturdy enough. And let me know how it goes, too. Good luck, bud. Bye."

Jessica heard her husband hang up the phone. She let out the breath she had been holding.

"Come in here, Jessica," she heard her husband say in his deep low voice.

Jessica jumped, her heart beating wildly. She stood on shaking legs and walked down the stairs and into the living room.

"What's up, dear?" She choked in a hoarse whisper the greeting she wanted to be bright.

"Were you listening to me talk on the phone with one of my friends?" Her husband asked.

"Well, not really. I mean I heard you when I was coming down the stairs and I could make out some of the words."

"Are you telling me that you didn't sit down and listened to every word I said?"

Jessica had heard of X-ray vision, but never X-ray hearing. She was convinced his husband could hear through lead. Even so, she managed to keep her point. Avoiding eye contact and dragging a foot on the ground she uttered, "Mhm, no honey, honest. I...didn't."

Then as from nowhere his father's hairbrush appeared in one of her husband’s hands.

Unable to keep lying Jessica hung his head and shrugged.

"I didn't mean to," she murmured.

"So, sitting down on a stair, settling in comfortably, and listening intently to my conversation was not deliberate on your part? Were you doing something else on that stair besides listening to me?"

"No," Jessica admitted.

"So on top of eavesdropping, you just lied to me, young lady. And what does that call for in our home?" He inquired with his deep voice turned stern now.

"A...spanking..." Jessica answered blushing.

She looked up at her husband, her large blue eyes as wide, as innocent, and as pitiful as she could make them. 

"I'm sorry, honey. Please don't spank me this time. I'll never do it again. I promise. It's just that I heard you say 'wooden hairbrush'...and I froze and I couldn't move. I really didn't mean to listen."

While saying this Jessica’s hands reached back and gently massage her generous, swelling buttocks through the thin, silk fabric of her pajama. She was staring at that instrument of bottom torture in her husband’s hand. It was made of accurately lacquered wood, it was sturdy, and had a square, flat back that could impart a ferocious bite to the tender, vulnerable bottom flesh of a girl. She knows it so well. Suddenly memories of previous encounters with it flashed through her mind 'You have been a bad little girl’ 'You lied to Daddy.' 'You are going to get a spanking, young lady.' She was back at that once again, with the man that she loved the most in her life ready to deliberately inflict a considerable amount of pain where she usually sits down. 

Suddenly she felt nothing more than a bad little girl. While the first of many tears streaked her cheeks, her husband beckoned her in front of him, took down her pajama pants, and patted his thighs.

"Over my knees, you naughty girl. You misbehaved and lied and I'm going to spank your bottom. When you do something bad, knowing full well that a spanking will be the result, then you are asking me to spank you. And that's what I'm going to do right now. Spank your naughty bottom good and hard," he said while Jessica laid down on his lap, obediently presenting to him her candid, bare, vulnerable bum cheeks.

For a moment her husband stood admiring his wife’s obediently proffered bottom. It was wide, with the buttocks swelling, and at the same time firm and compact. He let his left hand rub it for a moment, then he raised the brush and smashed it down on those soft mounds with a resounding SMACK!

Jessica’s husband knew how to spank a naughty woman. She lifted that nasty hairbrush high and it came cracking down on Jessica's sit spot. At some point, she started to let out some loud yells and her husband said in his calm deep voice that if she wanted to yell then he would give her something to yell about.

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

He whacked and spanked and she sobbed and yelled and then he whacked and spanked some more.

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

By this time Jessica's bottom was hurting so bad all she could do was cry and hiccup. Her nose was even dripping onto the floor. All she could think was that she had been a bad little girl once again, and bad little girls have their bare bottom spanked till they can't sit down. And her husband, just like Daddy before him, was doing just that, spanking her bottom to the point that sitting down was not an option for the rest of the day.

She didn’t even realize when her husband stopped that spanking. She was just lying there waiting to be spanked some more and crying her eyes out, with her pretty lips contorted in a grimace and her cheeks damped in tears and snot.

Then, when her sobbing subsided a little, her husband helped her to her feet.

Jessica stood up and suddenly her hands were feverishly massaging her swollen, engine-red bottom cheeks, while she hopped from one foot to the other.

"Ok, Jessica, now that we have dealt with your rules breaking let's take care of your lying," her husband said raising from the sofa.

He grabbed his wife’s ear, dragged her hampered by her pajama pants wrapped around her ankles to the hallway, and then frog-marched her into the bathroom. Once there he took a bar of soap and calmly ran it under the water working up a lather, before turning to Jessica.

"Open." She ordered.

Redubling her weeping she looked at him with an imploring look, but seeing his unmoved glare, meekly opened her mouth.

"Your lying and silly attitude are going to be the death of you, miss! You’ll be tasting soap every time you tell me lies, and your buttocks will be as red as two ripe tomatoes until you’ve learned to behave like a responsible, and obedient wife!" He scolded her as he rubbed the soap on her lips and mouth for about 30 seconds while Jessica gagged.

After her mouth was soaped, her husband took the opportunity to have her there, with her buttocks still bare and exposed, to deliver a last flurry of hard hand slap to her rear end.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Even if quite short it was a painful and embarrassing spanking, while poor Jessica was still standing at the sink, her pajama pants down around her ankles, her eyes already stinging with fresh tears from the bitter nightmare of the soap and her swollen, red buttocks waving under the barrage of hard palm spanks. By the end, she was breathlessly swearing to her husband that she would never, ever lie or eavesdrop again, in between choking sobs. She could both feel tears and snot, and soap stud all over her face and she certainly imagined the little make-up she was wearing to be a total mess. If she could actually bring herself to look up at the mirror just inches from her face, she knew she would see a pitiful, shaming image looking back at her.

When finally her husband spoke there was kindness mixed with the stern, "Ok, honey, that’s it, you're been properly punished. Now be a good girl and don’t make me repeat this anytime soon."

He took a towel, bathed it under the stream of water, and with that lovingly wiped his wife's beautiful face still contorted in pain. Jessica let him do it, leaning on his ample, sturdy chest. He hugged her, softened at the sight of the tears-covered face of the woman he loved. He kept her close to him with his left arm in a cuddling embrace, while his right hand gently soothed her burning, hot, crimson bottom cheeks. Jessica melted in that embrace, drying her tears on his wide chest. Soon their mouths find each other and joined in a deep intense kiss.


Julia

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Jinny and Alice

That summer afternoon Jinny was in her room bored to death. All her friends had gone to a nearby lake to have fun and she had to stay home. She had passed a red light and her Dad took the car keys from her. That just sucks, thought Jinny, ok, the car was not her car, it was one of the family cars, but, as her parents always say they were a family, so the car was her car too, wasn't it? Anyway, her thoughts followed on, she was eighteen, and she didn't need to be punished like a little kid.

She was wishing that she was outside because it was one of the first nice days of spring, but she was in a too bad mood to just go to take a walk. So there she was, sitting at her desk and staring out the window. From her window, by the other things, she had a clear view into her next-door neighbor's house. Well, not into the whole house, but right into the bedroom of the daughter of her new neighbor, a girl named Alice.

She had been used to peeking into that room because till a few months before it had been the room of a very handsome guy that had always been friendly with her even if he was six years older. He was a nice guy, friendly and sociable, with a tuft of blond hair falling over his forehead. He was tall and looked strong and muscular and Jinny had a crush on him. So she was used to spying in his room to see if she could steal a glimpse of that guy.

Well, he and his family had gone now and in that house had moved in the family consisting of a mother, a father, and Alice.

Alice was older than Jinny, probably she didn't even apply for 'girl' as she was twenty-eight. She worked as a nurse and was a cute gal. She had thick brown hair that she often led encased in a ponytail and that highlighted her intense green eyes. And she had a voluptuous figure too, thought Jinny with a hint of envy, with small but firm protruding breasts, generous hips, and slender legs. But probably her best asset was her generous, very nicely rounded bottom, which when she walked swayed here and there with a movement that made men’s heads turn around.

Mr. Whoodhouse, her father, was a tall, still handsome executive in his fifties, while her little younger mother was a lady on the Junoesque side.

Well, there was Jinny, pouting out the window that Saturday afternoon, and she saw a sight in Alice's room that she will never forget. As she was sitting there she saw Alice's Dad kind of drag her into her bedroom, and suddenly there was no doubt in Jinny’s mind that Alice was in some kind of trouble. Alice's window was wide open, and Jinny could hear her father speaking to her in a deep, stern tone of reproach. Jinny couldn't make out the words well, but it was evident that he was mad about something. Alice looked like she was on the verge of crying, and kept shaking her head, then nodding her head, and it seemed like she was trying hard to get out of trouble.

Seeing all that Jinny felt bad for Alice, and a little mad at her Dad, because, c’mon Alice was a woman, a nurse, and to Jinny’s eyes, her Dad sure didn't have the right to treat an adult daughter like that!

It was then that among the excited voices coming from Alice's room, Jinny seemed to hear a word that left her bewildered, ‘spanking’. And suddenly Alice's argument became even more frantic. The idea that Alice was about to be spanked hit Jinny like a glass of ice water, but she discarded that thought soon because she pretty much considered it impossible. Alice was an adult woman, a registered nurse that worked in the local hospital, and also she was so pretty and so nice that it would be just impossible even to think that her Dad could spank her.

While Jinny was having this thought Mr. Whoodhouse had taken a wooden chair from under Alice’s desk and put it in the middle of the room, then keeping hold of her daughter’s arm sat down on it. Jinny’s eyes almost popped out of her head when Alice’s Dad pulled Alice right up in front of him and started to open up the top of her jeans! In an instant, he had pulled down Alice's jeans and Jinny was looking at the prettiest woman in the neighborhood wearing just her underpants. Alice has started crying now and was trying her best to keep her hands over her underwear, but she wasn't doing a really good job. Alice was wearing some pretty white lace underpants and so Jinny thought that if she got a spanking, even if it seemed incredible, it would sting like the devil with just those skimpy, thin underpants on.

What happened next is something that Jinny could hardly believe. Mr. Whoodhouse reached out again and pulled Alice’s panties all the way down to where her jeans were!

Jinny knew she should have looked away, and that keeping to look into that room was a blatant violation of his neighbors' privacy, but she couldn't do otherwise. She was stuck in that window by something, and she couldn't look away for even a second. So while Alice didn't know it, she was showing her neighbor all that a girl can show everything. Since her Dad had her back to Jinny having Alice in front of him Jinny could see her bare front, and when in the frenzy of the discussion she turned as to step away from his Dad she could see her bare rear. And Jinny had to admit to herself that Alice's bum was really cute. Again Jinny thought that he really must leave the window, Alice was a kind girl, and she had always been polite and friendly with her, and besides it was not right what was happening to her. But staring at her chubby, round, white bum, and at her domineering father, sent shivers down Jinny’s spine and a tingle between her legs, and she was compelled to stay there and watch.

Alice had yelled, "NO!" real loud when her Dad pulled down her panties, and Jinny sensed she had to be really embarrassed. She was trying hard to keep herself all covered up with her hands, but it wasn't working at all. Sometimes she put her hands over her bottom, and sometimes she put them between her legs, and sometimes she covered her face and rubbed her eyes. Jinny knew she had a lot to be embarrassed about since even she could see her generous white bum and that, dark triangle of hair, and she was clear over in her house. If she could see so much, sure her Dad was seeing her private parts even better because she was standing right in front of him!

Jinny’s stomach was all in knots. She was so excited that even if she considered injust what was happening to Alice and felt bad for her, nonetheless, she had to open her shorts and insert her right hand inside her panties to stroke her clitoris with her fingers to satisfy her arousal.

The next thing that happened was horrible. Alice's Dad pulled her around so that she was over at her side, and right then Alice looked out the window and saw Jinny. Jinny was sure she saw her, because their eyes locked on each other for a second, and the look on Alice’s face was awful for her. Right away Alice bowed her head and looked down at her feet, sort as if she couldn't see Jinny then Jinny couldn't see her, and she tried to cover up the front of herself where she should have had her panties on.

Before Alice could tell her Dad that someone was watching or anything, her Dad grabbed her hands and pulled her way up over his lap. Because Alice wasn't really big, and her Dad was such an imposing man when he pulled her across his knees, Alice was completely off the ground and her feet were just floating in the air. Since her Dad had her back to Jinny, all she could see then were Alice's feet and her legs on one side, her head and shoulders on the other, and her Dad's back in the middle. As soon as he got Alice settled there, Mr. Whoodhouse, raised his arm up in the air and then brought his meaty, large palm down hard.

SLAPPP!

Right in front of Jinny’s incredulous eyes, Mr. Whoodhouse started spanking Alice's bottom hard with his broad hard hand, and poor Alice was hollering and crying in no time.

Jinny had never imagined a spanking could be such a noisy affair and could go on so long. She got spanked sometimes when she was a little girl, but they were just a few mild slaps, with her standing, and her Mom never pulled down her panties for it. So she was amazed about how Alice got her spanking, because her Dad just spanked and spanked and spanked, and he was evidently smashing his big hand hard on Alice's poor chubby bare bottom. Jinny could see all that hurt poor Alice really bad since she could hear her squealing, bawling, and pitifully pleading with her Dad to 'stop, oh please stop...it hurts sooo bad', assuring him that she was going to obey him, always, while she squirmed around like she was being stung by a bunch of bees. Her legs were going up and down like she was trying to swim away, and her head was flying around, just swishing her long hair like a horse's tail.

Finally, Jinny saw Alice's Dad's arm quit flying up and down, but Alice just kept on wriggling around. She just stayed on her Dad's lap for a little while, and Jinny could hear that she was still crying pretty hard, but at least she wasn't shrieking anymore, that sound really made Jinny feel bad for her poor neighbor.

At least, Mr. Whoodhouse helped Alice stand back up. Right away the punished girl grabbed her bum and started hopping around so that Jinny got to see a well-spanked bottom for the first time. Since it was early spring, Alice didn't have any tan yet, and the white on her bare legs made the solid dull red color of her complete rear look so scary. Jinny had never seen a bum that red before and swollen too, and Alice was leaning back and forth as she tried to rub the sting out. Jinny was stunned by how such a cute and generous rear had turned swollen and awfully flaming red all over and on the top of Alice’s pretty thighs too. She didn't know what Alice did to get that spanking, but right then Jinny was sure she would never do it again after such a bum blistering.

Alice hopped around half-bare for just a little bit and seemed to Jinny that she had forgotten that she still didn't have her panties back on. She wasn't trying to cover herself up at all as she had tried to do before the spanking, she just hopped around, crying and showing her spanked bum and the front of her like it didn't matter at all to have her Dad seeing her all bare! While she danced around Jinny knew she should not have watched, but she did and she got to see her bare crotch and her smoldering bottom a bunch more times. Finally, Alice must have remembered that she didn't have her panties on then she leaned over and pulled them back up where they belonged. As soon as she got her panties up, her Dad left the room and Alice laid down on her bed, put her face on the pillow, and had a good cry. She then reached back and took down her panties again and went on rubbing her bare, sore-looking rear for all it was worth.

As things settled down, Jinny started realizing what she had seen, what had happened to her neighbor, and how bad it was for her to watch, but also how so very exciting has been all that as the state of her damp panties certified. Reviving in her mind the show she had been just assisted to, she took off her shorts and panties, lay down on her bed, and masturbated wildly.

Once resolved her state of arousal she peeped out the window again, Alice's curtains were closed.

The more she thought about what she had seen, the more scared she got.

What if Alice hates her now? What if Alice tells my parents...or the whole neighborhood, I was spying? And worst of all...what if Alice tells her strict dad what I was doing?

Just the thought of what that formidable man could do to a bottom made Jinny’s hands go to clutch her tender rear in an unconscious act of protection, and strangely she felt her vagina water again.

All these horrible questions revolved in her mind as she stayed in her room long after Mom called her for dinner.

For the next few days, Jinny did everything to avoid encountering Alice. And if they met she just could not look at her, she was so ashamed of what she had done. Alice was a nice, kind gal and she had spied on her on what must have been one of the worst days of her life. Jinny had seen her shame while she, all bare front and back, had been reverted to the state of a young-age brat, and the worst part was that she was sure Alice knew I did. Jinny felt that she had to be ashamed of herself.

After a week Jinny happened to be outside and so was Alice in the company of her Dad, their meeting couldn't be avoided. She held her breath, blushed, and squirmed, but Alice acted as if nothing had ever happened. She wasn't quite as friendly as she had been before, but she was nice. Her Dad terrified Jinny, though. After seeing him pull down Alice's panties and turn her cute bottom into a beet-red swollen balloon with just his big hand, she was scared to death of him.

'No way I ever want to go over his lap as Alice did,' she said right then to herself, 'because if he can pull down a twenty-eight girl's underwear and spank the daylight out of her, then he would have no trouble pulling down an eighteen-year-old girl's panties and spank me till I can’t sit down!' she looked at how wide his chest was, and how strong he looked. Any man who was mean enough to pull down a woman’s panties and spank her until her complete rear end was as red as an apple and as swollen as an overripe tomato was too tough and mean for her to mess with!

Then Jinny blushed to realize two things. First, that thought was weird, why on earth that man would have to spank her? And second, that thought once again had made her panties soaked wet!

As the days passed by, Jinny’s mind couldn’t avoid going back again and again to the event that had happened on that fateful afternoon. On one hand, she felt guilty about how she had behaved toward Alice, even more so since she didn't tattle on her. But on the other, she felt aroused every time she went back to it. Whenever she saw Alice, or if she peeked through her window, Jinny would stare at her generous, pert bum and remember what it looked like after her Dad's spanks barrage. And not only the memory of Alice's spanking stood in her mind, but Jinny even dreamed of her being over the sturdy legs of that intimidating man. What it would be like to be spanked as Alice had been? And, as silly as it sounds, did she want to be spanked by that man? After she had seen what he could do to a womanly bottom with his broad hand?

Jinny spent more than one night, awake in her bedroom, daydreaming of herself being just a little kid being left in charge of someone who always had the features of Alice's Dad. And regularly she misbehaved, once drawing on the living room wall, another time breaking a lamp while she was playing football at home... and so on. A spanked bottom was the standard response to her misbehaviors. 'Daddy' would bring her to her room, sit down on a chair, roll up the sleeve on his powerful arm, yank down her shorts and panties, put her across his knee, and spank his little, tender bottom until she was in a flood of tears and couldn't possibly sit down.

In her dream, Jinny could almost feel the power of his arm and the hardness of his manly palm against her defenseless, bare buttocks. The sting of his meaty hand would feel quite incredible, and the sound of her bare bottom being soundly slapped would mix with her wails of anguish and the same pitiful pleading to 'please, oh please, stop it. It hurts sooo bad!’ that she had heard from Alice.

Every time those daydreams caused her an almost painful excitement, to relieve which she had to masturbate again and again.

That situation only got worse and it became a real obsession until Jinny came to the conclusion that things couldn't go on like that, she had to do something to fix her conscience and... her hormones.

It was a late afternoon when Jinny finally found enough courage to ring the bell of her neighbors. As soon as she did it she regretted it. Running back to her front door seemed like an excellent idea, but before she had time to act, the door opened, and Alice said, "Hi."

Jinny stumbled with a reply. A curious look crossed Alice's face while she waited for her to say something.

Finally, blushing lightly and almost in a whisper, Jinny said, "I've got something to confess to you and, mhmm, to your father."

With a puzzled look on her face, Alice made Jinny sit in the living room and called his father. Her father joined them in the living room accompanied by his wife. Alice's mother greeted Jinny somewhat doubtfully as to why she was there but nevertheless offered something to drink, which Jinny politely declined. With the lump she had in her throat, she could not have swallowed anything.

After those pleasantries, silence fell in the room until Alice's Dad asked, "So, dear, is there anything you want to tell us?"

Jinny bowed her head to avoid eye contact and, blushing, in an unsteady voice, started to relate her inexcusable conduct.

“I never thought I'd have the courage to confess this to you, Alice, and you, of course, sir," Jinny said when she finished talking.

Her eyes went from Alice to her Dad and to her Mom, all seated in front of her on the sofa. She hadn't entered in details, of course, but the evident blush on Alice's cheeks, the puzzled look of her Dad, and the angry look of her mother told her she didn't need to.

It was Alice's mother that broke the embarrassed silence, “I’m glad that you are so honest with us about your...disgraceful behavior," she said with a calm icy voice. "Nevertheless, and indeed for that very reason, peeping through the window of your neighbor's room and being excited by what you saw is not something acceptable, young lady.”

“It...it didn't excite me,” was all an astonished Jinny could utter with a shaking voice.

How that woman could know that it did? Of course she hadn't mentioned that part of the story!

Mrs. Whoodhouse shook her head in denial and tapping a finger on the tea table between them started a meaningful scolding about the importance of respect for others, especially your neighbors. And about the disgusting habits of playing with oneself and lying about it. As she ended the telling off Jinny felt as if some layer of her skin had been taken off by her tongue lashing, and she feared that the worst was still to come.

"I suspect, young lady, that your parents never gave you the spanking you so richly deserved, am I right?" Alice’s Dad intervened at that point.

“Well, sir…I don't think so. I mean, sometimes Mom smacked the rear of my shorts when I was a little kid, but no more than that,” Jinny admitted, as she blushed even more.

“Oh but we know that that is very far from what a real spanking is, don't we?" That mature gentleman pressed on Jinny.

“I guess so sir, but please...you don’t have to…”

“I believe that my husband very much has to show you, in first person, what a real spanking feels like,” Alice’s mother said nodding to her husband.

Nodding back to his wife, Alice's father stood up and with his arms crossed over his broad chest said, “Ok then, young lady. Get up, I can assure you that once I'm done with you, you won't be sitting anywhere for a while."

"What do you mean?" Jinny cried as he gently but firmly took hold of her arm with his mighty hand.

Mr. Whoodhouse got Jinny up from the armchair and pulled her right through the living room. Jinny knew exactly what he meant, he was going to spank her exactly the same way he had spanked poor Alice!

"I'm going to teach you that you can't get away with stuff like this," he said, "And I don't care how old you are and if your mother never gave you the spanking you so richly deserved!"                                               

Jinny had never been so scared in all her young life as that man pulled her right in front of the big oak table, and nevertheless, she started to feel tingles inside her panties. She tried weakly to squirm away, but he had too good a hold on her, and anyway, apart to be completely subdued by his strong personality, she had gone for it, and now it was useless for her to try not to take it.

That big imposing man took a chair from the table, put it in the middle of the room, and sat down on it. It was then that the reality of what was about to happen really hit Jinny. And ashamed, she realized that while she was on the verge of tears the thrills of excitement in her nether regions only grew. She started promising to be good, telling him and Alice and her mother that it only happened once, that it was an accident, that she was not used to peeping into Alice's bedroom, and how sorry she was for all of that, and meanwhile, she could feel her panties getting wet.

She was horrified as that man’s hands reached for her belt and started to pull down the zipper of her jeans. It was scary and exciting at the same time, to have that man's fingers fumbling around down there and reaching inside the waist of her pants to get them open. Alice's Dad finally got everything undone and calmly pulled Jinny’s pants all the way down to her feet. Jinny stood in front of him in just her skimpy white panties, begging him not to spank her.

"It isn't so funny to be the one getting spanked as it is to be the one staring from the window, is it?" Jinny heard Alice say then.

She had raised from the sofa and stood a few feet from her watching closely the show developing in front of her.

"I bet you had a lot of fun watching me get my spanking, but now that it's your turn you're standing here begging not to be spanked."

"I never liked to see you getting spanked, Alice, I didn't, honest!” Jinny lied. “I was sorry for you!" She couldn't tell that she had passed days masturbating just thinking of his powerful Dad spanking her.

"Don't make it worse by lying, young lady, I've had enough of you today," Alice's Dad said.

"It's true Alice. And I only saw it once... and I thought that your Dad was so mean, and he never should have done that," Jinny said with her torso turned in Alice’s direction showing her her repentant face and teary eyes.

"My Dad was not being mean, he was just doing what had to be done. I had acted like a silly brat that day, and I needed somebody to take down my panties, turn me over their knee and give my bare bottom a good spanking, just like you need somebody to give you a good spanking today!" Replied Alice, crossing her arms over her breasts.

Then Jinny turned again to Alice's Dad and said one of the most stupid things that she had ever said in her life.

"Please, sir, don't spank me on my panties!"

Mr. Whoodhouse smiled at her, he really smiled, "Oh, no, young lady, don't you worry about that. I have no intention of spanking you on your panties."

Just as Jinny realized what he meant, the imposing gentleman started to pull her soaked panties down. Jinny was too ashamed to even try to wrestle with him, and in an instant, he had his big hands right down inside her panties and was pulling them down. Jinny couldn't believe it, she was right in front of a man without her panties on...and she was feeling her vagina throbbing with excitement. She was so embarrassed and tried to put her hand in front of her to cover up her shame.

"Please, sir, I'm too big to get a spanking, and sure I'm too old for you to see me bare!” Jinny begged with a voice turned almost childlike.

"I'm already seeing you bare, you bad girl, and believe me you are showing me nothing so impressive that I didn't see before!"

That man then grabbed her wrists in his huge hands and started to drag Jinny over his sturdy thighs.

"Oh, I bet it was more fun to be peeping in the window and seeing me getting my panties pulled down than it is to be you right now, isn't it?" Jinny heard Alice's voice say. "It was pretty funny to see my bare bottom and my bush of hair, but it's not too funny to have me seeing yours and your plump bottom right now, is it? Well even though nobody is peeping in that window to watch today, you're gonna know what it feels like to get spanked, and not a wimpy little spanking with your pants on like you said your Mom had given you. It's gonna be a real spanking like the ones I'm used to getting by my Dad and that let me unable to sit down!"

Alice's Dad then pulled Jinny over to his side, and then across his knees. She was horrified because he was sliding his hand around on her bottom and her legs and everywhere as he tried to get her in the right place on his lap. It tickled a little as he tried to pull her all the way up on his lap, and Jinny’s bare belly rubbed across the fabric of his pants. It was such a shaming and exciting sensation at the same time. Shaming to be treated like a brat, shaming that Alice and his Dad and her Mom were looking right at her unprotected vulnerable chubby bottom, shaming that that man was feeling that down there she was soaked wet showing how much all that and the fear of how bad the spanking would sting, excited her to the most.

SPANCK!

Alice's Dad wasted no time in starting the spanking, and the burning sting of his hardened palm on Jinny’s bare rear was even worse than she had imagined!

Jinny hollered and screamed and squirmed as hard as she could, but Alice's Dad just kept spanking her. It was awful and went on and on and on, and Jinny thought her bottom was going to burst! This was worse than anything she had experienced so far. And at the same time, she felt far more excited than any time before.

That huge man was easily holding Jinny on his lap as if she really was his naughty kid, and spanking her so hard that even though she tried to kick and squirm off, she couldn't do anything but lie there and cry. When Jinny put her hand back to try to cover her bottom, he grabbed her wrist and gave her three or four hard spanks right on the palm before he pulled her hand up on her back and started spanking her bum harder than before!

From the very first spank Jinny was hollering and begging him to stop, but he didn't listen to her at all and just kept right on smacking her burning rear with his meaty, heavy hand. Pretty soon poor Jinny couldn't even try to ask him to stop, she was just crying too hard.

Only after Jinny was sure she couldn’t sit down anymore, Mr. Whoodhouse finally stopped spanking her. She was crying hard, hiccuping, and was so worn out from the experience that she just went limp, and laid across his lap, bawling and rubbing her awfully stinging rear.

Jinny felt pretty dumb now, knowing that her underpants were still down as she just laid there crying, but at the time she just didn't care about anything else but crying. Alice’s Dad just held her steady with his hand on his back and let her cry.

Finally, he patted Jinny gently on her hot rear with his hand and told her that it was all over and she could get up. He held Jinny’s arm and waist as she tried to get up, and helped her get back on her feet again. Once standing she didn't care anymore that she didn't have her panties on, all she could do was try to rub some of the burn out of her rear.

Now she realized why Alice did so much hopping around after she got her spanking....you can't do anything else after having your complete rear set afire like that! Jinny didn't think of it then, but she looked silly as she danced around holding her scorched bum right in front of Alice’s family like that, oblivious of the show she was offering.

While Jinny was doing her performance of the 'well-spanked girl dance' she heard Alice's Dad say, "I don't regret having done that, and if you ever put a stunt like that again, I'll spank you again, just like this one, only longer and harder. I hope you have learned to never do something so shaming again. I know Alice never did the same thing again after I gave her a spanking, and I hope you learned the same lessons she did."

As he talked, Jinny was still crying and rubbing her bottom. She turned from him to Alice and her mother, telling them all how sorry she was that she had been a bad girl bad and everything. Thinking about it later she felt so dumb and so stupid remembering to stand there talking to them without her panties on as if it was the most natural thing in the world standing in front of a mature man with no panties on, and her bare, throbbing, engine-red backside on show.

Jinny then saw Alice’s mother, the woman that had sentenced her to have her poor rear almost skinned by his husband, opening her arms as in an invitation for her to go and hug her. And she went and gave her a big hug, and promised to never, ever be bad again. She gave Jinny a good hug back, reached down, and pulled her panties back up over her poor smoldering buttocks, causing more wincing and another stream of tears, and told her to go and apologize to Alice.

With her face scarlet, her cheeks wet with tears, and still sniffling, Jinny approached Alice and stammered an apology.

"Well, I think you have been punished enough, girl. I forgive you," said Alice hugging her as well.

Then Jinny turned to her punisher, strangely he didn't look scary to her anymore, on the contrary, she felt a kind of fondness for that gentleman that for the first time in her life had corrected her antics so thoroughly.

"Beware, girl that now I live right here, near to you. If I come to know any more stunts by you, you will have a repeat of what you just had, I made myself clear?"

Jinny nodded her understanding and, as weird as it can sound, she felt reassured by his statement.
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