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Katie and Tricia

"Katie, thanks again for driving me. I knew if my mom had to take me, there would have been no end to her crying in the airport seeing me off. She gets so emotional sometimes,” Bart was saying to his girlfriend, then added, “After you told me your car was in repair I didn't think your dad would let you borrow his Mercedes, I know how much he is jealous of this car.”.

"You're welcome. I love you and am going to miss you. I want to spend as much time with you as I can," Katie replied. "But my Dad didn't let me borrow the Mercedes, I just took it."

"Boy, here I thought you were a 'goody two shoes,' and yet you took your Dad's car without his permission. Aren't you afraid you are going to get into trouble?" Bart teased, thinking it was no big deal.

"I am not afraid of getting into trouble. I KNOW I am going to be in BIG trouble when I get home but staying with you is worth it," Katie replied. Then she muttered to herself, "I'll probably remember the trouble every time I sit down for the next few days."

"Katie, that's sweet. You're willing to get into trouble for me. But what did you say? I couldn't hear you?" Bart asked curiously.

"I am not sure I want you to know," Katie replied.

"Know what?" Bart asked.

"The kind of trouble I am going to be in."

"What?" Bart asked, "Is your dad going to ground you or take away your driving privileges? What difference does that make? How can he anyway, you're nineteen, and you are leaving for college in a few days."

"No, my dad won't ground me or take away privileges. He knows that would be useless," Katie answered.

"So what are you worried about? You aren't going to get punished at all," Bart said.

"Oh, I am going to get punished all right! Just not the way you think, that’s all," Katie said.

"Well, then how are you going to be punished?" Bart asked the inevitable question.

Katie hesitated a moment then blushing lightly she replied, "If you really want to know...I am going to get spanked, that is how."

"You're what?" Bart asked in surprise.

"I'm sure my Dad is going to give me a spanking. That's what!" Katie said defiantly, almost daring Bart to make something of it.

They were quiet in the car for a while. Katie was embarrassed at her admission but Bart was just pondering his response. He stared at her girlfriend in the driver's seat. She wore a simple pair of jeans and a plain white blouse and even so she looked stunning. She was not very tall but had the shape of a blonde doll, with blue sky eyes, firm protruding breasts, a trim waist, swelling hips, and an adorable, pert, bubble butt that stood on top of two sculptured legs. He tried to imagine her on the receiving end of a spanking and suddenly felt something growing hard inside his pants.

"I thought your parents believed in spanking. I recognized some of the signs," he said, finally.

"What do you mean you recognized some of the signs?" Katie asked in surprise.

"I mean my parents believe in spanking too when we got out of line, so once you made me think about it, the signs were there all along."

Katie was laughing in embarrassed relief, "You mean you still get spanked too?"

"Not anymore," Bart said with a chuckle, "Actually I haven't been spanked in quite a long time."

"My parents say that while I'm living under their roof and them paying the bills I'm under their rule. That line must come from some parenting book or something. So in the end, it is my choice. I can follow their rules and take their punishment or I could move out. A spanking hurts and is embarrassing and all, but overall my parents are great. I love them. I wouldn't want to move out."

"This is so unreasonable Arnold," Tricia said staring at her husband with hands on her hips, "we just really need a new sofa!"

"Come on Tricia, honey," Arnold said trying to keep the tone of his voice low not to call the attention of the people passing by in the mall aisle, "We bought the one we have barely eighteen months ago!"

"See? He's almost two years old already, we need a new one, and then the mauve one we just saw was soooo cute. I really fell in love with it."

"Ok, we will think about it...now we better hurry or we will be late at your father's. You know your dad won't like that we are late when we are expected for dinner."

And with that, Arnold took gently hold of his wife's elbow and guided her to the mall's exit.

"Mhmm, ok, but don't think this story ends here, we have credit cards, and what good are they if we don’t use them?" Tricia said pouting. "But you are right, we better go now, today Dad will be mad already."

"What do you mean honey?" Asked Arnold.

"I know that my sister took his Mercedes without asking, he won't like it a little bit, I bet my young sister is in a lot of trouble already."

Without giving more importance to it, Arnold headed for the car, mulling over his marriage. Some things were not going well. He and Tricia fought and argued too much, mostly over trivial things. He had concerns about their marriage. Tricia was so stubborn, she just wouldn’t be reasonable. Fight often started on living on a budget. Everybody has to live on a budget! It's not difficult to understand that spending more money than you earn wouldn't end well. He had to find a way to make her more reasonable, to make her listen to him.

By the time Arnold and Tricia got to her parent’s home, Tricia's mom had already set the table, so after a quick trip to the bathroom to wash his hands, Arnold sat down with the rest of the family.

As the food was being passed around Arnold noticed that Katie was wearing a pair of lightweight pajamas. He jokingly asked her if she was planning on an early bedtime. She blushed and just stared down at her dinner plate.

“Why is she in her pajamas?” Arnold then asked in a whisper at Tricia, but Tricia too stared at her plate and her face got red.

At this, Arnold thought it better to let it drop and the rest of dinner passed uneventfully. It was only after supper, when they all pitched in to help clean, that Tricia approached him.

“As I suspected Katie is going to get a spanking after supper. She had to change into her pajamas so she would be ready,” Tricia said in a whisper.

Arnold's surprise couldn't be greater. He couldn't believe that the 'troubles' Tricia mentioned before, referring to Katie taking her father's car without permission, were...a spanking!

'For god's sake, she is an adult, about to leave for college' he said to himself, and nevertheless, the very idea of that pretty girl on the receiving end of a spanking enthralled him at the most, and he started daydreaming about how it would be and if she would get it...on her bare bottom!

When they were about finished, Mrs. Thompson said to her older daughter with an allusive tone, “I’ll finish up here. Tricia, why don’t you and Arnold go out on the back porch to talk?”

"Yes, Mother," Tricia answered and took hold of Arnold's hand guiding the more and more confused man to the door.

As they were walking out the back door Arnold could hear Mr. Thompson say, “Katie, go wait for me in the den please.”                 

He turned back in time to see Katie shuffling off down the hallway with her head hanging down.

As soon as they got outside, Tricia turned to Arnold with a chuckle.

"Do you want to see it?" She asked her husband in a winking tone, while a sly smile lit up her face and her eyes sent arousal lighting. Then without even waiting for a response from her astonished husband, she said, “Let’s go watch.”

Even if Arnold had wanted to deny that thrilling invitation he had no choice as she grabbed his hand and walked them around the side of the house to the den’s window.

“Daddy never adjusts the blinds. I guess he figures that with the bushes around no one can see in,” Tricia said to Arnold.

"I had never seen anyone get spanked before," Arnold said, feeling a growing sense of excitement about that whole strange matter. "We had never been spanked. My parents didn’t believe in it."

Tricia was still holding his hand as they crouched down to peer into the window. The den was brightly lit, one wall was completely covered with books, and there was a desk and chair, a small sofa, and a lounge chair.

Mr. Thompson was sitting on the edge of the sofa, which was directly facing the window. Katie was standing right in front of him so her back was towards them. She was fidgeting and standing first on one leg and then on the other. She had her hands clasped behind her bottom almost protectively. Arnold could see that Mr. Thompson was saying something to Katie but couldn’t hear very well what he was saying. Now and then Katie was nodding her head.

“What is he saying?” Arnold asked Tricia.

“Oh. Just the usual stuff about behaving and did you know what you did wrong and blah blah blah...watch, it’s going to start soon.”

Arnold looked back inside. Tricia must be right. Katie had stopped fidgeting and moved her hands to her sides. Mr. Thompson reached up to the waistband of her pajamas and lowered them to her ankles leaving her bare from the waist down.

Katie showed up to be as pretty as Arnold always thought she would be. She had more of her mother’s coloring than her father’s. Her skin was fairer than Tricia’s. Her legs were tan from the summer sun, which served to call attention to her much lighter, bare bottom. Her bubble bottom even if not ample like that of her older sister was certainly full, the two buttocks springing out as two white meaty hillocks.

Mr. Thompson took hold of Katie and draped her over his left thigh. Her head and chest were on the couch, her legs were between his. Katie’s bottom was bent and propped slightly up. Mr. Thompson clamped his right leg over the back of her left leg and his left leg over the back of her right. His left arm was across Katie’s back and he was holding onto her hip.

Mr. Thompson then said something to Katie that Arnold couldn’t hear. The next thing he saw was his right hand come down hard right in the center of Katie’s upturned bottom.

While Arnold couldn’t hear well the conversations they had, he heard very well the sound of the SMACK and Katie’s yelp of pain. Her right hand shot back and covered her bottom.

“Uh oh, Daddy doesn’t like that,” Tricia said.

Mr. Thompson took Katie’s wrist in his left hand and pinned it to the small of her back. Arnold thought to himself that not only was her arm pinned, but she was also now completely pinned and helpless. There was no way she could do anything except lie there and take whatever spanking her father decided to give her. He even thought that if he were lying there like that with his legs and arm being held, there would be no way he could get loose either.

While Arnold, more and more intrigued, was watching and thinking, Mr. Thompson was spanking in earnest. He was swatting different parts of Katie’s bottom with each solid spank. His broad hard palm flattened one bottom cheek and then the other bottom cheek, right at their roundest part. Then a flurry of hard spanks down lower on each cheek, then on the top part of her bottom. Soon he was spanking, again and again, the very lowest part of her bottom and then the very tops of her thighs. He even spanked the sides of her bottom. There was no particular order or rhythm that Arnold could see, he was just spanking every part of poor, plump Katie’s bottom.

Katie certainly wasn’t quiet while this was going on. At first, she was yelping each time her father’s hand landed on her bottom. Arnold now could hear some frantic pleading going on as well. As the spanking progressed her cries blended together until she was just bawling her eyes out.

Before Arnold's astonished eyes, Katie's bottom was undergoing an interesting transformation. Her cheeks were jiggling with each swat and what started as a creamy white in sharp contrast to her tan legs had turned at first pink, then red, then scarlet, and now all her rear was of a painful-looking, swollen, cherry red!

After what seemed like a long time to Arnold and that must have seemed like an eternity to Katie, Mr. Thompson stopped spanking. Katie just continued to lie there and cry. Mr. Thompson sort of had a grin on his face as he placed his right palm next to her bottom and looked at both, he must have been comparing their colors!

And Katie's poor bottom certainly was colored! The sit spot was the darkest color, sort of a blotchy, almost beet red. The rest of her bottom faded evenly to flaming red near the very top of her bottom, the sides, and the very top of her thighs. All in all, a very painful sight, thought Arnold.

After a minute or two of letting Katie cry herself out, Mr. Thompson helped her to stand up. She immediately got to her feet and rushed both hands to her smoldered and swollen rear. She kicked her pajama pants out from her ankles and pranced around the den, her face contorted in a grimace, damp with tears and snot. She rubbed her bum and cried, cried and rubbed, all the time promising in high pitch her 'daddy' that she would never be 'a bad girl' again.

Arnold stood mesmerized looking at the show that the adult girl was putting on and even more surprised he was when at the end of her performance of the 'well-spanked girl dance' she threw her arms around her dad and gave him a big hug.

“Let’s go,” Tricia said at that point and led Arnold back to the porch.

“That was some spanking,” Arnold murmured as they were walking.

“Yes. Dad never let one off easy,” said Tricia with an unconscious rub at her own leggings-covered plump rear. "He always said that while we were going to live under his roof we were under his rule, and also no girl is ever too old to benefit from a hot bottom now and then."

"You know what, Tricia?" Asked Arnold in the direction of the bathroom where his wife was completing her night grooming.

"What, Honey," Tricia replied as she came out of the bathroom.

She was wearing a short white nightshirt that enveloped her voluptuous form and highlighted her tanned skin. She had a fuller body than her younger sister, but that did not make her any less attractive, on the contrary. It was hard for men not to turn their heads when she walked past them with her generous and provocative butt swaying.

"Well," said Arnold seated at the foot of the bed in his tee shirt and boxers, "observing Katie's spanking I have been struck by the consideration that you too, dear, have had to be on the receiving end of such a correction. Probably many times before. Isn't it true?"

"Y...yes, so what?" answered Tricia puzzled while a light blush colored her pretty face.

"Well," Arnold said winking "all that gave me some ideas dear."

"Which ideas?" Asked Tricia suspiciously.

"Just that all that looks really useful, very efficient if I can say it, to keep even a fully grown girl on the right path. I have to agree with what you said your father believes in, that no girl is ever too old to benefit from a very hot bottom now and then." He stared at Tricia with intention. "And I bet it can be as efficient to solve minor marriage problems if you can see what I say."

"You won't mean...OHOOO, you can't be serious, can you, Arnold?" Asked Tricia with an outraged glare as her hands went backward in a gesture of protection over the fabric of the nightshirt stretched over her protruding buttocks.

"I'm very serious, in fact right now we have something that needs to be arranged regarding your attitude toward our family budget, young lady. Came here in front of me, NOW!"

"Arnold, you...you wouldn't dare..." she said, nodding her head no, but all the same obeying his order and putting herself in front of her suddenly become authoritative husband.

"Hands," that was all that she said.

Automatically she put her hands at her side and stood attention in front of him.

Arnold had feared that there would be arguments and opposition from his wife, but now that he saw how well-conditioned to the authority she was, he was happy he had taken decisively the matter into his hands. 

He scolded her briefly about their family economy and her stubbornness, then, just as he had seen Mr. Thompson do, he reached under Tricia's nightshirt and lowered her skimpy panties to her ankles.

He then patted his leg and ordered, "Over!"

As she obediently started to bend herself Arnold took hold of Tricia and draped her over his left thigh. He had her with her head and chest on the bed while her legs were between his. Arnold rolled her white nightshirt up over her waist and for a moment stood admiring the pale roundness of his wife's bottom bent and propped up. He then clamped his right leg over the back of her left leg and his left leg over the back of her right, just like Mr. Thompson did with Katie. His left arm was across Tricia’s back and he was holding onto her hip. He looked down and saw that Tricia had turned her head and she was looking at him with flushed cheeks and teary eyes. She opened her pretty lips and let out a sorrowful pleading, "I'm sorry honey...please...noooo!"

"Oh yes, Tricia," said Arnold and raised his open hand high to the ceiling.

At first, Tricia couldn't believe that her big, wet tears and sorrowful puppy-dog eyes didn't move her husband, but he was all business. SPANKK! Arnold's hand fell on Tricia's trembling, vulnerable bottom and her spanking started.

Hard and fast he spanked as she squirmed and squealed and started to plead for mercy. None of that served, he had just seen her dad spank her younger sister to the point that sitting down was not an option and he was serious about achieving the same result. He was not going to be swayed into stopping this spanking by high-pitched feminine squeals and promises. His hand worked all over his wife's bottom and the tops of her legs, though he gave most of his attention right to the lower part of her bottom cheeks. He spanked and spanked and spanked and spanked until Tricia was no longer pleading, apologizing, or saying anything, she was just crying. She was no longer crying just because of the indignity of being spanked at her age by her husband. She was crying because she had been a bad girl and bad girls get spankings and because her spanking was literally setting her bare plump bottom ON FIRE!

Finally, Trica's spanking ended, but her crying was still in full swing, and she simply lay on her husband's lap bawling like a little girl. The birth certificate still said twenty-two years old but everything else indicated that the lady on Arnold's lap was a well-spanked little girl of 5 or 6.

Finally, she wriggled off his lap, and her only concern was the fire raging on her hips. Geez, had he spanked her! Her poor bottom was simply burning up and any thought of modesty gave way to her spanked rear as both her hands tried to soothe the spanked parts, offering the man who had just soundly chastised her that undignified spectacle. At that particular moment, she could not have cared any less. The whole neighborhood could have been standing in the room watching her, and she'd have still had to rub her swollen, smoldered bottom and leave the rest of her bare.

Patiently Arnold waited for her little 'war dance' to end, and for her to settle down a little. He then rose from the bed and warned his wife that if she ever acted so stubbornly and without minding him, he would spank her again and that if she would just behave herself he wouldn't have to spank her anymore.

It was then that stopping her performance of the 'well-spanked girl dance' Tricia threw her arms around his neck and drying her tears on his chest she promised him that from then on she would be "a good girl and a good wife."


Amanda

At fifty-two, Andrew was a serious and hard-working man, his career had been going well, and he had reached an important and prominent position in the company he worked for. Now he had been sent by the headquarters to that remote country village to oversee the renovation of the local manufacturing facility. Being divorced and childless, he had willingly accepted the move to that uncomfortable countryside.

Looking for accommodation and since there were no decent hotels around there, Andrew ended up renting a room with a lady who was looking for a tenant. The house was an old two-story house, well maintained and surrounded by a large garden, Andrew had a spacious room with a bathroom for his exclusive use just beside his room's door, as there was another one that the landlady and her daughter used.

The landlady in question was Ruth, a widow who lived there with her sixteen-year-old daughter Jennifer. She was born in that house and went back to live there once her husband died after a car accident two years prior and her parents left in her early thirties. At forty Ruth was still a pretty woman and Andrew found her attractive from the day he got to know her. She was not tall and usually kept her hair tightly encased in a chignon, the traditional dresses she mostly wore could not hide her generous forms and her still firm flesh, and when she dressed more informally such as for working in the garden, her very womanly bottom filled stretched the fabric of her jeans, and her bosom wobbled attractively under the tee shirt.

Going to live there, Andrew was a bit worried about his privacy, especially because of the presence of a teenager. Coming from the city he imagined loud music from her room, girls and especially boys coming and going around the house, and maybe some animated discussion between her and her mother. None of this, Jennifer who was the young version of her mother, was a nice and animated girl, but at home, she was very quiet and always respectful towards her parent.

It was a few weeks after he had gone to live there that Andrew sensed the reason for Jennifer's good behavior. It was late afternoon and he came back home from his job when he found Jennifer seated at the living room table doing her homework. That alone was unusual as she used to study in her room where she had a desk, but even more strange was that she was sitting on a fluffy pillow and had puffy eyes as if she had been crying.

"The miss here thought it was a good idea to go to school for a whole week with her homework not done," Ruth said noticing Andrew's puzzled expression, "I had a call from her math teacher and I had to put an end to this."

And she underlined her words with an unmistakable hand gesture. Poor Jennifer blushed red and put her head in the book to avoid Andrew's look.

That event confirmed Andrew’s feeling that Ruth was definitely an old-fashioned lady with quite conservative ideas. He had already noticed that all the furniture was old-style, and even Ruth's way of dressing was more like that of a woman of the fifties than that of the new millennium. And now it was clear that her view on domestic discipline matched her way of dressing.

Given that, it didn't surprise Andrew too much to discover one day when he was looking for some laundry soap, a leather strap hanging on the wall of the closet at the back of the kitchen. It was a broad and heavy strip of thick leather attached to a wooden handle. It looked like a fearsome tool, clearly built to inflict a lot of pain without causing too much physical damage. He wondered if that was what Ruth used to correct poor Jenniffer, being this the case it was clear why she had had problems sitting down that afternoon.

But that was not the case, as he discovered sometime later when he stayed after dinner to converse with Ruth on the porch on a quiet summer evening. It was then that he came to learn that the only bottom that had felt the caress of that strap was that of his landlady.

That evening after talking freely about amenities Ruth, helped by a couple of glasses of red wine, started to talk about her life. She was the only daughter of the local pastor and grew up in a very strict, conservative environment. Her parents were caring and loved deeply their only daughter but were very strict, especially her father, and believed firmly in the old bible saying 'spare the rod and spoil the child'. So as a child, any time her behaviors were not at her best, she had become accustomed to bare-bottomed spankings and after she had turned a teenager, to severe whippings with that large, thick leather strap. For regular spankings, she had to lift her long skirt, the only garment she had always to wear, up above her waist and pull her panties down to mid-thigh before going over her father's lap. When she was going to get the strap, she had to lower her panties and hose, again raise her skirt up above her waist, and bend over to obediently present her tender young buttocks to her stern father's punishing leather.

"He really blistered my poor rear end with that," she said while one of her hands went unconsciously to caress her swelling bottom through her skirt. "I was a blubbering mess when he was done. That's why I never used the strap with Jennifer, it hurts far too much, so when I have to correct her I use just a wooden spoon."

"So how come it still keeps hanging on the wall in the closet?" It was the question that came naturally to Andrew.

"OH...did you see it...well, I don't know. I guess that is just something that must be there in a decent home. To keep discipline, you know," she said while a blush colored her pretty cheeks.

Andrew was puzzled by that answer. If she didn't intend to use it on her daughter, who else needed to be disciplined in that house? But noting her blushing he didn't say anything, not wanting to create further embarrassment for his landlady. Nonetheless, Ruth, as if reading his mind, turned her head to avoid eye contact.

That discussion aroused in Andrew's mind fantasies long time forgotten. His parents never spanked him, but as a kid, since an early age, he had been strangely interested in the subject. His interest started with comics and cartoons, and later in old movies, western especially, where the female heroin often found herself on the receiving end of that old-fashioned discipline. Every time a scene depicted that correction he felt a kind of strange and funny feeling running through his body. This interest developed till his late teenage years when it began to fade, but even now just at the word ‘spanking’, he felt kind of embarrassed and excited at the same time. So from that night, he started to look at his pretty landlady under a new light. The awareness that till her early twenties she had been corporally punished ('till the day I got married' she had said) and the assumption that she kept the instrument of her punishment in remembrance of it and, who knows, maybe even because at some level she thought it still could be used on her, elicited in Andrew a turmoil of emotions.

In the next few days, he started to spend more time with Ruth, looking for opportunities to bring the discussion back to the topic of discipline. Sometimes he would make comments, between the serious and the facetious, about how 'women of all ages need a firm hand applied where it does most good' or even more directly 'try to behave yourself or I'll have to take the strap off the wall.'

Ruth had had a twofold attitude toward those approaches. On the one hand, her manner was warm and inviting, it was clear that she liked Andrew, but on the other hand, she never openly answered those allusions that she still required discipline, but she never denied it either. Her usual reaction to those suggestions was to furiously blush and try to change the subject.

All that went on till one day when coming back from work at dinner time, Andrew found Jennifer leaving the house, and Ruth was not there. That was quite unusual as till then he had seen mother and daughter always eat dinner together in the house.

"Mother has gone out," the girl told him, noticing his puzzled look. "She will be back late because tonight is the annual reunion of the ex-students of her school. I'm going to Aunt Amanda's to spend the night."

Andrew spent the evening as usual. After a frugal dinner went to his room to have some more paperwork, then just before midnight, as was his custom, went down to the living room and watched a movie on the television while savoring a glass of his single malt. It was almost two o'clock and the movie was about to end when he heard the sound of a car pulling up in front of the house. Andrew got up from the sofa and went to the window to check if it was Ruth's car coming home. In fact, it was Ruth, but she was not in her car. Andrew saw a red pickup truck stop in front of the front door, and a man in jeans and a leather jacket helped Ruth out of the car and walked her to the doorway.

'Wow' thought Andrew when he saw Ruth's attire. She was wearing black heels, a very short black leather skirt that left practically all of her thighs exposed, and a beige sweater with a cleavage that let the hairline of her buxom breasts show. Her hair had also been left free and fell over her shoulders in flowing black waves. He sure had never seen her like that!

And not only the way she dressed was not like her, but also her behavior. She leaned on the man too intimately, and once she reached the front door she hugged and kissed to greet him in a decidedly too affectionate way. Although he was smiling Andrew could see that the man was embarrassed, and when Ruth finally opened the door and entered the house he hurried back to the pickup.

Once inside the living room, Ruth stopped on her track in front of Andrew.

"Hi," he said, staring at her with an air of amazed reproach, "Are you okay?"

"Oho...hum...yes, I think so," she answered while her hand went to the hem of her miniskirt and attempted in vain to cover at least a few of her fleshy thighs.

"Where is your car?"

"I let it in the parking of the roadhouse," Ruth answered bowing her head and blushing, she reminded him of a little girl caught with her hands in the jam.

"And how come?"

"It was a Bill idea. He is my cousin, you know, we went to high school together...he believed I drank too much to drive. He has always been a bit overprotective of me."

"And you did?"

"What?"

"Drink too much, Ruth!" Andrew said this time with an open inquisitory tone.

"Oooh...mhm...not really, just a couple of beers, maybe one shot of tequila." Answered Ruth raising her head and looking at her guest with an alarmed look on her face.

Then lowering her eyes again she asked, "Do...do you think it's too much?"

That question along with her way of acting raised a turmoil of emotions in Andrew. Her mind went to the strap hanging in the closet and to the still unclear reason why it was still there. He stared at the lady in front of him, it was evident that she was dressed in a way that the pastor, her father, would never have allowed her. Not to mention drinking. Did she stand in front of him looking for...that? And if that was the case, would he be able to fulfill her needs? He had to find out, and he had to do it then.

"Tell me," his accusatory tone now unmistakable, "what happened to you when you behaved badly?"

She looked at him with surprise.

"You told me that you got your bottom smacked, isn't it true?"

His eyes were motionless and intense. She couldn't do but nod and gasped for breath.

"Say it," he demanded, his tone did not admit refusal.

"I got my bottom smacked, sometimes even whipped, whenever I behaved badly," she said and tried a graceless ’so-what’ shrug.

"And what do you think that coming back home in the middle of the night, with a skirt that barely covers your bum and smelling alcohol would have made you deserve, a smacked bottom or a whipping?"

Ruth looked at him a little worried, her air of nonchalance vanished in front of that question that evoked the past, remote but evidently still so alive inside her.

"I...well...probably I would have been...whipped."

She said the last word in almost a whisper as a light blush colored her cheeks.

"Look at me when I talk to you, Ruth," his voice commanded.

She raised her eyes and he could see she was afraid.

"But...I'm sorry, I just forgot about the time and I had just a couple of drinks, I swear just two."

He stared at her, all her body language along with her vain excuses told him that he had seen well, she had knowingly messed up, and she felt she deserved to be punished.

"Is that the way you were taught? To not mind about decency while you drink at the roadhouse?"

He was staring at her with his arms crossed upon his chest. She looked up at him. Right then, firing a rain of accusatory questions, he resembled so much her stern, no-nonsense dad.

"No...sir," she said shaking her head no.

"And was that the way you were allowed to get out? With a skirt so short like that and your breasts on display?"

“No." Again she shook her head to emphasize her no while with her hands she tried in vain to lower the hem of her skirt that let all the expanse of her meaty, pantyhosed thighs at his view.

"No what?" He said with flaming eyes.

"No, sir," she answered automatically, overwhelmed by his authoritarian attitude.

"No, of course not. You were raised to be a decent, respectful lady, and to accept the consequences when you failed to behave that way. So Ruth, answer me, miss, did you behave like the lady you were raised to be, tonight?"

"No, sir," Ruth said with a lump in her throat.

"And what do you think you deserve to have failed to do so?"

Ruth's eyes widened in fear.

"But...but I am forty years old...sir," she said with a broken voice.

He just stood there silently, intensely staring at her with the stern look that she had seen so many times on her dad's face when she had messed up something.

"I...I do deserve a whipping, sir," Ruth finally admitted while one tear stripped her left cheek and her right hand went to her generous bum in an unaware gesture of protection.

He slowly nodded his head, then he just said, "Go fetch it."

A cold glass of water in the face couldn’t have gotten her attention more completely.

She opened her eyes wide and uttered, "W...what...?"

"You know very well what. Go fetch it NOW!"

Meekly she headed to the closet on shaking legs, still pitifully trying to lower the hem of her skirt that left the expanse of her generous pantyhosed thighs bare. When she disappeared from her view he still could hear the tickling of her heels, then the closet's door opening, and at least she returned with the strap in her hands.

Once she was back in the living room, head bowed she reluctantly offered that instrument of correction to Andrew. He kept it in his hands and was surprised by his weight, it was more sturdy than he had thought, it sure was a fearsome tool and he was about to prove firsthand its efficiency in bringing a misbehaving lady to her senses again.

"So, how did you get it?" He asked snapping the leather in his hands.

Like a scared rabbit she didn't move, nor she could say a word, but her look went unequivocally at the arm of the sofa at his back.

"Very well then, bend over it."

Unable to put up any resistance to his determination Ruth, on the verge of tears and without even being asked, raised her skirt to her waist, then, taken by modesty, she turned just before lowering her tan pantyhose along with her lacy panties to mid-thighs. A full, voluptuous, womanly bottom, that matched perfectly with her meaty sturdy legs, popped up in front of Andrew, and he felt suddenly his manhood swelling up.

With a sigh, Ruth lowered herself bottom-up, over the arm of the sofa. Her big plump bottom encased between her raised skirt and the panties and pantyhose wrapped at her mid-thighs was the highest part of her body, and the two pale orbs formed a perfect target for what was coming to her.

For a moment Andrew admired the pale, perfect roundness of that generous bum, then steeling himself he gave that bottom a few firm taps with the strap, hard enough to sting a bit and make the buttocks wobble.

“I expect that you stay in this position for all your punishment, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt. Is that clear?” He asked finally.

Ruth nodded and suddenly she became very conscious of her bare bottom. She had never felt so defenseless, exposed, and vulnerable in front of a man, apart from her Dad, not even with his husband, and could almost feel Andrew's eyes staring at her more intimate regions. Her bottom cheeks quivered slightly in fearful anticipation and she closed her thighs tight to prevent that man from seeing her charms, but she knew very well that once he had started to swing the strap there would be no way she could remain still and not open her legs and wriggle all around. Realizing that she blushed even more.

"You have needed this ever since your Dad quit spanking you, and you are about to get it again, young lady!"

With a sudden movement, Andrew brought the strap back as far as he could and then propelled it towards Ruth's bottom as fast and as hard as he could. It sounded like a gunshot when the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Ruth’s proffered bottom. The strap buried into the fleshy mounds causing them to bounce from the impact.

“ARGHHHH!” She screamed.

The shock and the intense sting had taken Ruth’s breath away. It stung way more than she remembered. With just one lash her bottom was on fire. She wriggled and writhed in pain.

"Keep still,” that was all he said after allowing her a few seconds of wriggle and recovery time.

Even though her bottom was burning Ruth managed to stay as still as she could. Andrew then delivered four swats in a row with the same force. The gunshot sounds of the strap that stroked her bare plump rear end echoed loudly around the room, along with Ruth’s loud screams. The five lashes had overlapped and by now all of her bottom was covered by ugly red strips. She had started crying after the first stroke and she was sobbing now. It was evident that she was already in a lot of pain. She would be struggling to stop herself from flinging her hand back to cover her bottom. But she knew from her strict upbringing that she better didn't do that, so she tucked her elbows into her sides, and bit on her fists with her forearms under her breasts to stop herself from reaching back. He admired how well-trained she was, even so, she was starting to roll from side to side.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Each whack of the leather had her bucking and crying more and more. He had started slowly at first, the whacks being hard, deliberate, and carefully aimed. Every blow left its clear, sore-looking, red strip. But when every inch of Ruth’s wide bottom had been turned a bright glowing red, he increased the speed.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Now he was landing the strap indiscriminately on the already sore flesh of her glorious bum and down the still untouched skin of her upper thighs till the bunch of panties and pantyhose. The redness got darker and the quicker whacks made the pain build up so much faster. Ruth’s cries and sobs got louder. Her bucking became harder for her to control. Eventually, Ruth suddenly did a half roll, the pain just getting too unbearable while the whacks kept burning her tortured flesh. She literally couldn’t take anymore, she didn't want to deliberately get away from her punishment, she just couldn’t prevent herself from doing it. It was like an automatic reaction. Her body just trying to protect herself.

When Ruth rolled over her face was covered with tears and snot and melted mascara. She was really paying the price for her behavior. Of course, rolling over like that just brought her crotch into view. And as she was still laying over the arm of the sofa it arched her back and had her cunt sticking upwards. Her pubic hair-covered sex had now pride of place!

"Oh no, we haven’t finished yet, young lady!" Andrew exclaimed firmly.

He put his hand on Ruth’s left swollen, hot buttock and started to pull her bottom back into position. In a dark and menacing tone, he added, "I’m going to make sure you get the full benefit of this lesson."

Ruth meekly rolled back into position with her now dark red, swollen, and already well-marked bottom bent over the sofa arm.

Then the strap went back to work. At first slowly again, but soon built back into a faster momentum. Ruth’s rear end resumed dancing as the sturdy leather smacked her bare skin time and time again, once more working every inch of her bare bottom and upper thighs. Some of the redness turned white where dead surface skin was lifted, and he could see a blister or two forming.

“ Are you ever going to act in such a disgraceful manner again?” Andrew asked sternly, finally stopping the rain of strap strokes.

“NO! NO SIR! I SWEAR I WON’T!” Replied Ruth through her tears choked by sobs.

He could see that she was repentant now but sensed that to drive the lesson home a bit more had to come.

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHH!”

CRACKKK!  “ARGHHHHHH!”

CRACKKK! “ARGHHHHHHH! WAAAAAH! PLEASE! WAAAAH! PLEASE NO MOREEEEEE! WAAAAAAAAAAH!”

He came closer and ran his hand across her naked proffered bottom cheeks. They felt so hot to the touch and swollen. They sure looked very sore, beet red, crisscrossed with ugly strap edges’ marks,  and on the sit-spot, a few blisters had formed.

“And what is going to happen if you ever act like that again?” Implacably he asked.

Completely submitted at the will of that dominant man Ruth got the answer out between sobs, “I…I will have my bare bum whipped with the strap again.”

He nodded satisfied with what he had heard.

“Ok,” Andrew said at least with a softened voice, “you can get up now."

Ruth lay over the arm sobbing her heart out, feeling thankful that at last, it was over. Then instead of getting up she slumped down on the floor and lay there on her side, sobbing piteously and gently rubbing her badly scorched rear end.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” he said approaching her with a voice turned back soft and paternal.

“OH, sir…yes…yes…I am so sorry to have been bad,” she said still crying, and getting on her knees she hugged Andrew's legs. 

“I…I promise I will be obedient,” she was saying while drying her tears on the fabric of his trousers, “I will always obey you, sir!”

Moved by this demonstration of affection and submission he caressed her hair with one hand, while with the other he unbuttoned his pants letting them fall to the floor. Then he opened the flap of his shorts freeing his rock-hard manhood.

As soon as she saw Andrew's huge erection Ruth raised her lips and kissed his pulsating glans softly. She stopped rubbing her burned bottom, grabbed his buttocks, and filled her mouth with his turgid member.

“Ohh, Ruth,” he groaned when he felt her tongue licking all around his hardened penis, “get on baby.”

Up and down and all around she licked him savoring his manly flavor. Again and again, she licked him from his glans to the hardened balls, arousing him more and more. Finally, when he was no longer able to contain his excitement, he grabbed her head and pressed his manhood all inside her mouth. With a tender urgency, she sucked him till she heard him cry out “Oh Ohhhhhhh” and a violent, unstoppable hot stream filled her mouth up to her throat.

The next morning Ruth lay in her bed on her tummy. Andrew had just left for his job and besides the dull soreness in her poor rear end, she felt peaceful and relaxed. She was glad that chance had brought into her house that attractive and determined man. All her life she had felt the need for a firm paternal hand and her husband who loved her so deeply was way too gentle to give her the discipline she needed. She smiled to herself. It took a little longer than she thought, but in the end, her judgment had proved right. That handsome man who had knocked at her door was exactly the right person to fill up her life. And why not? She may be the right woman for a man like him.


Cindy and Mary

"How could you do such a silly thing?" Don told to his wife Cindy seated on the sofa with a dejected air.

He was standing in front of the sofa with his arms crossed on his chest, his gaze sending lightning. Seated next to his pretty young wife sat Mary, his still attractive mother-in-law, looking equally embarrassed. Mary had tried to intervene, to explain that it was mostly her fault and not Cindy's, but Don had told her firmly to keep out of it and was pretending an explanation from his spouse.

Mary felt really bad about what had happened because she was the one who had insisted that morning that her daughter take Don's car to go shopping.

"I know that you got the car at the workshop till Friday," had told Cindy, "Ok, we will wait till next week to go to the mall, so what?"

"Next week the sale will be off," Mary said with an annoying tone. "Can't we take Don's new BMW? I saw it in the drive."

Cindy stared at her mother doubtfully, "I don't know if I have permission to drive it...you know that I’m not the best driver and he cares about that car."

"What do you mean that you don't have permission to take the car? Is it or is it not his car?"

"Of course, it is his car, Mom."

"Then what? You are his wife and what's his is yours, you don't need any permission to drive that car, you're not a child anymore!"

"Mom," Cindy said a little hesitating, "You know how Don is."

With that, Cindy intended that in her marriage the one that ruled was her husband. She was raised by Mary, who had her when she was very young at nineteen, and she had never known who her father was. Maybe the lack of a father figure was one of the reasons he married a man fifteen years older. Don was an affirmed lawyer, handsome and with a very firm character, he had put it clearly, even before asking Cindy to marry him, that he firmly believed in a marriage must be the husband to rule. Cindy agreed and in their two years of marriage, the very few disagreements that occurred were cleared swiftly with the old-fashioned remedy of a sound spanking.

Mary was shocked the first time she learned about the marriage arrangement her only daughter agreed on. She had already had a hard time accepting the fact that Cindy was marrying a man so much older than her, but that her daughter, whom she had never even touched with a finger, was...spanked...like a brat, and that she was okay with it, well, that was just too hard to understand. And not only because she would not find it right that it was only the husband to rule a house, but also, above all, because she knew very well how painful and humiliating a spanking was.

Mary had grown up in a traditional family, with a mom, dad, and three daughters. Although she had a happy and healthy childhood, her parents were quite old-fashioned in many aspects and they run a pretty tight ship. When Mary and her sisters were little it was across their mama’s lap that they learned how to behave. Later when they grew a little too big for that the task was passed to their Papa. She absolutely didn’t like to go over her father’s knees to have her bottom soundly spanked. And the strict discipline that reigned in her parent's house was one reason for her leaving as soon as she reached legal age. She knew her parents loved her and it was clear to her that Papa did it because he cared enough about her to be sure she behaved, not be injured, and become a responsible citizen, but her independent nature had never been able to accept that rigid discipline, beyond the humiliation and pain of those burning corrections.

Despite all her doubts and distrust, over the past two years, Mary had had to change her mind about Don and his daughter's marriage. Don was an attractive man with an indubitable charm, and besides, he had a considerable amount of money which he made generous use of. It was evident that her daughter was in love with him and that she had no resentment for how he treated her, on the contrary, she was happy. So she ended up accepting the fact that if her daughter was happy, nothing else mattered.

But right then Cindy was not that happy, actually not happy at all. As she explained to her annoyed husband how it was that she had rear-ended another car while she and her mother were driving home her heart was racing and her face was blushing. It didn't help that under rapid-fire questioning she had to admit that they were rushing to be home before he arrived so as not to bring to light the fact that Cindy had taken his car.

Then it was time for Don to speak, and boy did he take good advantage of it. How had she thought of using her brand-new BMW knowing very well that she was not such a good driver and that car, a very fast car, would be dangerous for her to drive?  How could she have been so irresponsible to drive in traffic at too high a speed? And then why? Just to hide something from him, her husband!

"I'm sorry, Don, I'm sooo sorry!" Was all that the twenty-four-year-old could muster to say, and she started softly crying when Don told her, "You may think that you are sorry now, honey, but you will be much sorrier by the time I finish paddling your bare bottom, young lady!"

"Now, Don," Mary started, "It really was all my fault. I convinced Cindy to take your car. Please don't punish Cindy for this, she doesn't deserve it."

"Don't think you are getting off easy on this, Mary," he said angrily, "You'll be paying the deductible on my insurance to have the car fixed. Cindy is going to get a good spanking, and you'll be dipping into your wallet for some money. You must be ashamed of yourself Mary, you are supposed to be the responsible one, and now for your fault, I have a ruined car and Cindy will not be able to sit down for dinner. It's not an exaggeration to say that you would need a spanking on your bare bottom too, Mary."

And with that, Don led his subdued spouse, whose hand was protectively splayed across the seat of her short skirt, in through the living room door. Cindy's teary eyes were breaking Mary's heart.

After a few minutes of painful mulling, Mary knew what she had to do and started upstairs. As she reached the second floor she saw that the door to the master bedroom was closed, and she heard Don scolding Cindy and Cindy's apologies. When the loud and distinct sounds of a spanking started on the other side of the door, she knew what she should do...what she ought to do, but did she have the courage? Finally, she grabbed the doorknob and stepped in.

Her poor daughter was draped across her husband's lap, feet high in the air, and her head almost on the floor. Her skirt was lying on the floor, and her skimpy panties were down around her knees. Don was indeed spanking Cindy's cute chubby bare bottom with powerful, hard spanks of his big palm, and the poor girl had a painful-looking red hue spreading on each bare cheek already. Cindy was sobbing and squealing enough to break her mother's heart, and kicking as much as the thin ribbon of black lace around her knees would allow her.

Don gave Mary a look that could kill, but she just stared at her feet while her daughter learned her lesson on her husband's knee. She shivered every time Don's hand descended on her daughter's soft bottom eliciting loud wails and pitiful pleading to 'please, oh please, it's enough, I learned my lesson, pleaseeee.'

Finally, the hand spanking came to a stop. After giving Cindy a moment to get her sobs under control, Don, grabbing a small wooden paddle that had been put next to him on the mantle, asked her, "How old are you, miss?"

"Nooo, Don, please!!!!!" came the crying reply from his wife as she scissored her feet with renewed vigor.

With a hard crack of the paddle right across the middle of Cindy's now discolored rear, Don demanded again, "How old are you, Cindy?"

Cindy squealed and kicked her feet as she squeaked, "Twenty-four, Don, pleeease nooo!"

The paddle slapped down HARD across the already scarlet red bottom, "1," said Don, and slowly continued to spank while counting each spank out loud, "2, 3, 4, 5...21, 22, 23, and 24!".

By then Cindy was squealing and crying hard, and Mary was amazed! She had never heard of a spanking ending this way and only found out later that it was how every one of Cindy's spankings ended...one paddle spank for every year, with the reminder of what to expect if she needed to be spanked again.

Having finished Cindy's spanking, Don turned her attention to Mary.

"This is none of your business, Mary," he told her holding his scarlet-bottomed, weeping wife across his lap. "Get out of here. Haven't you caused enough trouble for Cindy today without barging in here while she's getting her correction? What in the hell is the matter with you, anyhow?"

Mary stammered as she looked at Cindy's red and squirmy bottom. Cindy was crying even harder as she realized that her Mother had seen her getting her bare bottom spanked.

"I...I...umm...I...I came to get my sp...spanking too," Mary said, then caught her breath and continued, "Cindy and I are equally guilty, me even more guilty probably. So...it's only fair that I get spanked since she got spanked. I could no longer look into her eyes knowing that she was punished because of me and I got away with nothing."

Don was only momentarily shocked before he replied, "I've always thought that you were overdue a good sound spanking Mary. So if this is what you want get over here!"

As Mary shuffled across the room, Don helped Cindy to her feet. With her little panties still pulled down and both of her hands on her burning bottom, Cindy tried hard not to hop around the room in front of her mother, nevertheless, she did a small hop in place furiously rubbing her smoldered buttocks.

Don grabbed Mary's hand and yanked her in front of him. At forty-three she was still a nice-looking lady. Not tall with her honey blond hair cut short, pearl skin, and blue eyes. And she had a stunning figure too, with a still slim waist, prosperous bosom, and a generous, very womanly bottom that swelled on top of two tonic legs. She shuddered and blushed when she felt Don's hands down her skirt feeling that he was yanking down her sheer nylon panties and pantyhose together to her ankles.

Mary stood there in front of her domineering son-in-law. She was not bare yet, by all means her knee-length skirt was still in place and she was covered, but with her pantyhose and panties rolled around her ankles she felt as if she was completely uncovered and vulnerable in front of him. And the worst was still to come. She blushed scarlet red when Don took hold of the hem of her skirt and meticulously rolled it up to her waist. Now her triangle of blond curled hair was displayed to her son-in-law and she knew that Cindy was seeing her plump, prominent bottom all bare.

Don wasted no time as she pulled Mary across his lap and suddenly, SPANK!

The first hand spank cracked across her bare bottom, giving her more surprise than pain.

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

As Don continued the flurry of hard palm spanks, the tingle grew into real smarting, and Mary started to wriggle and whimper. Then he brought his big, hard hand down with a mighty crack right onto the tenderest flesh where her thighs and bottom meet and curve inward. She shrieked, flailed her arms and legs in the air, and rolled completely off his lap onto the floor.

Don was surprised at having lost her, but she was definitely bigger than the twenty-four-year-old girl he was accustomed to spanking. Mary lay on her side on the floor. Pretty surprised herself, she realized that she was the center of attraction. Cindy and Don were staring right at her...was her spanking over? Was she hurt by the fall? Could Don put her over his knees again and spank her some more after this?

After the initial surprise Don finally took charge, and it was obvious that Mary’s punishment hadn't come to an end. He took hold of her arm and pulled her up to her feet...a most ungraceful and unladylike feat of acrobatics. With her panties and pantyhose still binding her ankles, her legs went in and out like a slapstick actor portraying a drunk as she tried to get and keep her balance. She was horrified to be displaying everything intimate to her son-in-law and her wide-eyed daughter, but she had no control over her movements at that moment.

Don gave her a flurry of quick hard slaps on the back of her meaty thighs, his bare hand stinging her flesh even more than over her bottom, and she was trying to dance her bare rear away from his big hand. Right then it occurred to Mary that with Don dragging her up from the floor, holding and spanking her legs as she danced in the middle of the room, he and her daughter were seeing all of her, and she was so embarrassed.

Finally, she was once again over Don's lap and her generous wobbling bottom was the highest part of her anatomy, This time Don had put her just over his left strong thigh and had crossed her calves with his right leg, then he had kept hold of her right arm in his left hand and pressed it to her waist. She felt locked and unable to move around too much.

"Now lay down Mary, your spanking hasn't even started yet," Said Don menacingly.

Mary shuddered as she saw Don over her shoulder raise his hand high. When she went across Don's knees a few moments ago she was a little cocky and had hoped that while it would be embarrassing and probably stingy, a spanking was not such a big deal at her age. After the spankings she had already received, she was really worried and began to try to talk Don into an easy spanking.

"I'm sorry, Don...it was just an accident..."

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

The rain of meaty spanks started again.

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

Don was spanking her with the strength of a blacksmith beating on the anvil and she wriggled for what she could as tears started to sprinkle from her eyes.

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

"AHARGHHH!" Was all she could say, geez this was hurting!

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

Finally, she broke down and started crying in earnest, squirming and kicking her feet like Cindy had been doing a few minutes ago. How embarrassing! She came to realize she couldn't even take her spanking like the lady she was!

There she was, bawling and squealing, "Please Don, no more BWHAHAAAA I'm soooo sorry!" and squirming her bottom around right in front of her daughter, while his son-in-law gave her one of the soundest spankings she had ever had. Heck, little Cindy took her bare-bottomed spanking more bravely than she was!

Now she was remembering why she so feared her encounters in her old room with her dad, her pajama pants pulled down and her bare bottom soundly paddled with her mom's hairbrush. There was no age factor of protection to her now, and her bare rear was stinging just as it had during her sessions with the hairbrush in her teens!

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

It seemed to go on forever! Finally, the long and horrible hand spanking was over, and she lay on Don's lap crying like a well-spanked little girl.

Just as she got her choking sobs under control, she heard Don's menacing voice, "And now, just how old are you, Mary?"

She was horrified! She had seen what happened when Cindy squeaked out "twenty-four" just a few minutes ago and was scared to death. Surely to God, he wasn't going to give her forty-three more spanks...with that paddle?!

"No, Don, please, I have had enough, no more, please, I'm really, really sorry!" She cried.

SMACKKKK! Don slapped down his hand very hard on the back of her left thigh.

"I asked you a question, and I expect an answer!"

SMACKKKK! Another hard slap on the very same spot.

"Now, tell me, how old you are, Mary!"

"Dooonnnn," she cried, feeling very much like a spanked little girl, "Noooo more, pleeease!"

She couldn't help herself as she pleaded like a snotty little nine-year-old, "Please, Don...you spanked me so much harder than Cindy...."

SMACKKKK! SMACKKKK! Two hard slaps on her right thigh.

"Am I going to have to ask you again, Mary, or should I just keep smacking your thighs until you are ready to answer me?"

SMACKKKK! SMACKKKK!

"I am waiting, young lady."

Her stomach cramped and her bottom clenched when she heard herself say with a broken voice, "I...I'm forty-three, Don, but please, pleaseeee Don, I can't take any more, please don't spank me anymore."

She was bawling when she peeked over her shoulder to see Don grabbing the paddle that had already roasted her daughter's bottom.

"No!! Doonnnn, please not the paddle, please Dooonn!!!"

"Brace yourself, Mary, this is going to hurt!"

CRACKK! "1"

"AHAARGHHHH! Please don't paddle me, Donnie, dear, Pleaassee!"

"Now, Mary, this is long overdue and I'm making sure you take the full benefit from it!"

"Noooo, Doonn, Pleaasee! I've already had my spanking!"

CRACKK! "2," he announced.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! "3, 4, 5."

Each paddle smack fell harder than the last, in a slow and deliberate cadence, with just a second or two to draw her breath between each one. "6, 7, 8..." He spread them out across both sides of Mary's throbbing bottom. "9, 10, 11..." The 'lady' in her was horrified to have her son-in-law applying all of his concentration to studying her ample bare bottom and planning his next spank. "12, 13, 14..." The little girl in her was desperate for that authoritarian male to apply his paddle to her throbbing bum. "15, 16, 17, 18, 19..."

"BWAHAAAAA! Doooon, I'm sorrrryyyyyyy, I won't do it anymoreeee!"

20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 25...The last six paddle spanks landed all on Mary's right thigh, from where her bum cheek stopped to just above her knee.

"PLeeeassse Doooon! ARGHAGHHHHHHH! Not theeeere!"

Mary felt like her flesh was branded with each solid smack of the punishing wood.

26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31...The next six did the same painful dance on her left thigh. Then Don went back to her buttocks aiming the CRACKS of the paddle right on her tender sit-spot

32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38, 39...eight rapid-fire strokes ignited a new level of fire in poor discolored Mary's bum, and Don saw grey blisters starting to form over that sensitive part of her rear end.

Mary’s face was now dark red with sobbing, snot was running from her nose, her face was flooded with tears and melted mascara, and her mouth was wide open with begging, crying, and howling.

"AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! PLEEEEEEAS! AIEEEEEE! OWWWWWWWW! IT HURTS SOOO BAAAAD! OHHHHHHH! I WILL OBEY YOU DON! AIEEEEE! OHHHHHH! I PROMISE I WILL DO WHAT YOU SAYYYY! AHAWHWWWWW! JUST STOOOOP IT! BWUAHAAAAAA!"

CRACKKK! 40

CRACKKK! 41

CRACKKK! 42

CRACCCKKKK! 43

Having delivered that last soundest paddle smack Don tossed the paddle to his side and released her grip from Mary's waist and legs. For a moment he stood looking at his mother-in-law's swollen and discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile. Mary’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the paddle crisscrossing all over it, and on the sit spot, the instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking moist blisters. There was no doubt that she would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

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

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

Don waited a few minutes until she calmed down, and then she made her rise from her lap. Painfully, Mary got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear. She pranced around, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot, comically restrained by her panties and pantyhose ruffled at her ankles. Cindy, still gently rubbing her stinging rear end, stood mesmerized looking at the show her mother was putting on.

Don let her do her frantic ‘well-spanked-girl-dance” for a couple of minutes then said, "This is what happens when a twenty-four-year-old girl and a forty-three-year-old lady need to be spanked, and it can well happen to you again, Mary and Cindy. Do you understand me?"

"Whaaa!" 'Who can feel like a forty-three-year-old lady after having my panties pulled down and getting a bare-bottomed spanking with a paddle?' Thought Mary, and in fact, she felt like a ten-year-old again after one of her father's stern corrections as she cried and wiggled with a rear end far too hot and swollen to even think to sit on it.  "Whhhaaaa! " With both hands clutching her burning rear she still cried and hopped from foot to foot with absolutely no care of the spectacle she was making.

In a very stern, paternal sort of way, Don said, "You two young ladies stay here until you're done crying, then you may take care of the dinner. And if I get any attitude out of either of you or if you pout around, I will take down your panties and spank both of you again, do you hear me?"

Cindy squeaked her understanding, but Mary just bowed her head and sniffled.

A few minutes after Don had left the room, and when Mary's crying had diminished to sobs, Cindy ventured to say, "Mom, your bum is...is soo...oh my god I never saw a bottom looking so painful."

"Well, your husband just gave me the spanking of my life! And your bottom isn't white anymore either, you know!"

The tension broke and they both laughed and cried at the same time.
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