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A Daughter, A Niece, And A Hairbrush

“James, why don’t you come to see the football game this afternoon?” Charles asked his friend behind the counter of the drugstore. “Anne is working a double shift at the hospital because of this flu epidemic, and I’m alone with the girls.”

The girls he referred to were his daughter Charlotte and his niece Scarlett, daughter of his wife Anne’s brother. The two 20-year-olds were home from college for Thanksgiving, and since Scarlett’s parents, horse breeders, had gone to a fair to have one of their stallions compete, Scarlett had stayed with them.

“By the way, Charles, I heard your wife finally got that new carpet she wanted so much,” James’s wife intervened. “She deserves it; she works so hard as a head nurse in our hospital.”

Charles’s face lit up.

“Yes, she finally got it, and she is happy. I wasn’t so fond of spending so much money on it, but I must admit it is nice. I like it, too.” He turned to the girls. “And woe to the one who spills anything on it! I’ll get the hairbrush out for sure! Is that clear?”

“Yes, Father,” Charlotte answered with an irritating roll of the eyes. She had heard the warning a hundred times since the darn carpet was installed. Scarlett, figuring that since she was not Charles’ daughter, the warning didn’t apply to her, remained silent.

“Why don’t you make her come too?” Charles asked his friend, “So she will see the carpet. Can’t you close the shop? It’s Thanksgiving tomorrow.”

“That’s why we can’t,” answered the woman. “Thank you, Charles. I’ll see it when Anne is home.”

“Okay then. I’ll see you at four, James.”

“I’ll be there.”

Charles drove home carefully over the less-than-perfect and icy roads while the girls, seated in the back seat, were bickering about anything.

“That’s enough, both of you,” he scolded softly.

“Why are you so mean and grouchy?” Scarlett said. “Uncle, she has been this way ever since I arrived the other day:”

“I said enough!” Repeated Charles a little more sternly.

He thought to know what was wrong with his daughter: she was a little jealous of her cousin. Charlotte was skinny, with small breasts, buttocks slender even if well formed, and lean legs. Although she was a pretty girl, she could not hold a candle to the exuberant beauty of her busty cousin with the narrow waist from which soft hips departed and her round, already womanly bottom over a pair of buxom legs.

When the three returned home, there was a little housework to be done, especially since James was coming over later. So, right after lunch, Scarlett changed into a pair of stretch pants and vacuumed the brand-new carpet while Charlotte, wearing her dresses, cleaned up the kitchen. Charles, for his part, arranged some snacks, put the beers in the fridge, and prepared a coffee pot. None of the tasks took very long, and soon, they were settled in for what everyone expected to be a peaceful afternoon.

It was not to be.

Scarlett and Charlotte were sitting in the living room watching television. At the same time, Charles read some papers in his study after putting the tray with the coffee pot, cups, and snacks on the coffee table in the living room. Everybody was waiting for James and the game.

It was then that Scarlett saw her cousin’s old Hula Hoop leaning against the wall next to the back door.

After picking it up, she said, “Hey, Charlotte, do you mind if I try this out?”

“Don’t you think you’re a little too old to be playing with a child’s toy?” Charlotte mumbled, acid. “You are in college, aren’t you?”

Scarlett ignored her cousin’s taunts. She put the Hula Hoop around her waist, strode to the middle of the room, and started gyrating. Charlotte shook her head.

“That’s disgusting!”

Indeed, if not for the hoop twirling around, the sight of Scarlett’s pelvis being thrust in and out and her generous backside shaking could be considered lewd and lascivious.

“Father should see you...”

“What should I see?” Charles asked on her way out of the office.

He stopped abruptly, his eyes bulging.

“Stop that this instant!” Charles ordered Scarlett. “You’ll knock something over onto the carpet if you’re not careful! Go outside if you must play with that!”

Slightly embarrassed, Scarlett stopped twisting and let the Hula Hoop fall to the floor.

“Yes, Uncle, I’m sorry.”

Charles turned around and headed for the kitchen.

“See, I told you. You shouldn’t have been doing that, big as you are,” a smirking Charlotte said to the cousin.

Scarlett was much more laid back than snippy Charlotte and could tolerate almost anything from her. However, letting her get the last word in wasn’t one of those things. With great delight, Scarlett retrieved the Hula Hoop from her feet and held it around her waist.

“Oh, shouldn’t I, huh? Well, watch this.”

Once again, she began gyrating her round hips.

“My Father told you to stop!” Charlotte shouted as she jumped to her feet. Charles poked his head into the living room just in time to see her try to grab the twirling hoop. When she did, Scarlett stepped backward to try and evade her. A big mistake. The Hula Hoop hit the lamp on the end table, crashing into the tray with the coffee pot and cups.

Two scared girls and a suddenly Irate Father stared at the carnage the Hula Hoop had wrought for the longest second.

“GET SOME TOWELS!” Charles screamed.

His man’s booming voice spurred the girls into action. Scarlett and Charlotte scampered to the kitchen and bathroom and gathered every towel they could find. Charles threw the newspaper on the floor, hoping to soak some coffee.

For nearly an hour, Charles and the girls worked on minimizing the damage to the carpet. They carefully picked up shards of china and dried as much coffee as possible. Only after the carpet dried could Charles tell how badly the brand-new carpet had stained. It was right out where everyone could see, too.

“Well, everything that could be done is done,” Charles announced moments later. “We removed all the china, threw the broken lamp away, and put more newspapers on the carpet.”

“Yes, Uncle,” said Scarlett, “There’s nothing else left to do.”

With a somber glare, Charles walked towards his daughter.

“Yes, there is,” he said with a calm, icy, scary voice. “I can think of one thing.” He took Charlotte by the arm. “Come with me, young lady.”

Her Father’s vice-like grip took the teenager by surprise. Suddenly, she was being led down the long hallway toward the master bedroom.

“Where are we going?” Charlotte half-heartedly demanded, her voice tinged with fear.

She didn’t get an answer, but the sinking feeling in her stomach told her she was about to be reacquainted with an old friend: the flat back of her Mom’s sturdy, wooden hairbrush—the tool her Father favored to instill in his daughter pearls of wisdom.

“Boy, I’m sure glad it’s her and not me,” Scarlett said to herself, recalling her last whipping, just before leaving for college, at the hands of her own father, down in the barn. “Charlotte should have never tried to grab the Hula Hoop. It’s her fault.”

The girl shuddered when she heard the first loud SMACK! from behind the door echo down the hallway. Judging by the sound, Charlotte would be eating Thanksgiving dinner standing up.

In the master bedroom, Charles had his daughter draped over his lap while he sat on the edge of the bed. Charlotte’s dress and slip were pulled out of the way, and her underpants were around her knees.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Tears filled the disobedient girl’s eyes as the hairbrush landed sharply and unerringly on her upturned, slender bottom cheeks, turning the previously snow-white skin a deep and scorching red.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

While applying the brush, Charles lectured, “Your Mother worked hard to get that carpet!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

While the heat in her seat reached epic proportions, Charlotte began to cry in earnest.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I’m sorry, Dadddyyyy,” she said with clenched teeth, trying desperately not to wail too loud for Scarlett not to hear her shame. “Ohwhww! It wasn’t my fault! Ahwhwww! Please Daddyyy! Awhwhwww! Ohowhwwww!”

That didn’t distract Charles from his goal to make it impossible for the lean girl to sit down for some time.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“It wasn’t your fault?” He said while the hairbrush descended even harder on the purpling behind and upper thighs. “It was just as much your fault as Scarlett’s!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“And don’t you worry!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“She’ll have a few blisters on her backside, too!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Scarlett was sitting on the couch when the bedroom door opened. Crying profusely and clutching the seat of her dress with one hand, Charlotte slowly staggered down the hallway. She had her panties in her other hand, her bum being too swollen and burning to wear them. Just as she reached the living room, Charles’s voice rang out.

“SCARLETT! I WANT TO SEE YOU IN HERE! RIGHT NOW!”

A lump the size of an apple formed in Scarlett’s throat. There had to be a mistake! Certainly, she wasn’t going to be spanked! Uncle Charles couldn’t…he wouldn’t…she was 20 and in college!

“SCARLETT! IF YOU MAKE ME COME OUT THERE TO GET YOU AFTER I HAVE BLISTERED YOUR FANNY, I WILL TELL YOUR FATHER THAT YOU DIDN’T OBEY ME!”

The threat made the girl’s heart skip a beat. If her Dad knew she had misbehaved at his sister’s home and she hadn’t obeyed her Uncle, he would have skinned her buttocks with the strap in the barn!

With her face flushed and legs that felt like jello, Scarlett got to her feet and walked unsteadily down the hall. Her ears were burning, and both hands were on her bottom.

“Nooooooo!” she whined softly.

Charles was still seated on the bed, hairbrush in hand.

“Close the door and pull down your pants and underpants,” he ordered crisply.

“No, Uncle, please!” Scarlett pleaded. “Not with my panties down, please.”

“Young lady, in this house, careless girls who don’t do what they are told get the hairbrush on the bare bottom, and that is that! Besides, I know very well how your father whips you.”

“It was an accident! Please don’t spank me!” Scarlett made a last desperate attempt to get out of that.

“Accident my eye! You deliberately defied me! None of this would have happened if you had done what you were told!” Charles scolded.

Defeated, Scarlett put her fingers inside the waistband of her stretch pants and panties. Charles watched as his niece pulled down her pants just far enough to expose a forest of brown pubic hair.

“Take them down to your knees and get across my lap, young lady! I will blister your bottom whether you like it or not!”

Resistance was futile. With a groan, Scarlett obeyed and hurried across her Uncle’s sturdy lap, her plump, white bottom cheeks jiggling.

“Pleeeeease, don’t dooooo thiiiiis.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The hairbrush attacked with resounding fury, quickly bringing tears to the 20-year-old’s eyes and lighting a blaze on her round, plump, swelling buttocks. It was painfully evident that her Uncle was more than up to the task, even after the spanking he had given Charlotte. The bottom cheeks that had moved magnificently with the Hula Hoop were now writhing in unbridled agony.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

With her reddening bottom simmering, Scarlett swayed her hips and kicked her legs, desperately trying to avoid what felt like the wrath of God descending on her naked posterior.

“AHARGHHH! UNCLE! No more! Please!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“II HURTS! BWUAHAHH! IT HURST SOO BAAAD! AIEEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Are you ever going to not mind your elders again?” Charles demanded, continuing to apply the flat back of the large hairbrush to his niece’s buttocks and top of thighs.

“NO, UNCLEEEEE!” Scarlett sobbed. “NEVER! WAAAAHAAAAAHAAA! I PROMISE I WON’T!”

“Maybe the next time I tell you to do something, you’ll do it!” Charles said emphatically, bringing the lecture to a close. The sobbing miscreant did not reply, and none was expected—just a loud, unashamed crying wail.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The determined Uncle delivered a final dozen vigorous spanks to Scarlett’s purpled and blistered behind and ordered her to her feet.

“Now, get into the living room!”

Scarlett slowly pulled her pants up over the scorched and swollen cheeks. Noting that her backside was too swollen and hot to wear any pants, she wiped away tears with one hand and blubbered: “I’m sorry, Uncle. I’ll never do it again. May I…go to put on something more…comfortable? It hurts sooo much, Uncle.”

Seeing that the niece was repentant and knowing that her bottom was killing her, Charles agreed.

Moments later, a tearful Scarlett returned to the living room wearing a loose skirt (and with no panties underneath). She stood next to Charlotte, who was still crying too.

Only the knock on the door prevented Charles from delivering another scathing lecture, where the cost of cleaning the carpet would come from the two girls’ allowance.

It was James. He was invited in only to be met by two tear-stained, puffy-eyed girl’s faces and a stern Charles.

“I’m sorry; it looks like I came at a bad time,” he offered. “I’ll come back later.”

Charles shook his head.

“No, that’s okay, James. We were just finishing up.” He pointed to the newspapers on the floor. “We just had a little accident, that’s all.” Turning to the crestfallen girls, he ordered them to their rooms. “Stay there until supper, and you might as well put your pajamas on. You’re going straight to bed after we eat.”

James watched Scarlett and Charlotte leave. Neither could keep their hands from massaging their fiery backsides under their skirts. It was pretty obvious they had just been soundly spanked.

“Are you sure I shouldn’t come back later?”

“Don’t be silly,” Charles insisted.

While her Uncle told James what happened, including the spankings, upstairs in the guest room, Scarlett peeled off her clothes and put on her PJs. The pajamas she had brought were the old-fashioned flannel with the flap in the back. Scarlett had never really cared much for them, but she would find them quite helpful on that memorable afternoon. Lying face down on the bed with her raw and blistered bottom on fire, the flannel only made it worse. So, after due consideration of her modesty, she undid the flap and let the cool air fan the flames.


Donna's Rendition

“Father, I think it’s high time we discussed my curfew,” Donna stated while eating dinner in the spacious dining room. “Now that I’m 21, I feel it should be extended to an hour more befitting that of a young woman my age. Being home by ten o’clock on weeknights and midnight on Fridays and Saturdays is unacceptable. I feel midnight during the week and two AM on weekends is far more appropriate.”

Jim sat back in his chair and sighed. Life had been so much simpler when he was growing up. Girls, and even boys, obeyed their parents and it was not even conceivable for them to oppose them. Curfews for his sister Victoria? Forget it. She stayed in their simple family home on weeknights, and if she behaved during the week, she got to go to the well-chaperoned barn dance on Saturday.

Back then, Jim never dreamed he’d become a successful businessman and would be able to have anything he desired. A big house in the city, more than enough money in the bank...and a spoiled, impolite daughter that on top was so lazy she didn’t want to go to college.”

“Father, did you hear me? I was talking to you!” Donna snapped.

“Yes, sweety, I heard you,” Jim replied calmly. “And the answer is no. I will not change your curfew. There is no reason in the world why any unmarried girl, including one who turned 21 only yesterday, should be out at those hours.”

A miffed Donna stared at the silk tablecloth. “No” was not a word she was accustomed to hearing.

“I wish there was still Mom with us. She surely would comprehend the needs of a modern girl,” said Donna, alluding to her prematurely deceased Mother.

“Same do I. She surely would have had more success than me in imparting some sense and good manners to you, Donna,” said Jim, sighing. “You might as well stop your pouting. Nothing is going to change my mind. Instead of feeling sorry for yourself, you should count your blessings.”

Donna stared icily across the table. “Is that your final word on the subject, Father?”

Jim nodded, “It is.”

“Very well, then. I’d just like to say that I consider your decision totally unreasonable, and I don’t like it one bit. And that’s MY last word on the subject!” The 21-year-old threw her napkin on the table and started to leave.

“Wait just a minute, young lady!” Jim yelled. “You don’t talk to me like that! I’m still your Father, and don’t you forget it!”

Donna stopped, turned, and shrugged her shoulders. “Are you through, Father?” she said flippantly.

Jim’s first instinct was to grab his insolent daughter and give her the spanking she’d needed for the past twenty-one years. ‘Remain calm,’ he thought.

He had never raised a hand to her. Being without a mother since an early age and with him busy with his work, Donna had been raised by maids and nannies who let her do whatever she wanted. And so did he.

“You can consider yourself grounded for the next two days. Now go to your room.”

“What?” Donna shouted, reacting to the stiffest punishment she had ever gotten. “You can’t be serious!”

“I’m very serious. And if you don’t go to your room this instant, I’ll double it.”

With a stomp of her foot, the angry girl ran up the stairs to the safe confines of her well-decorated bedroom.

“So he thinks he can get away with that!” Donna hissed as she took a round suitcase from her closet. “I’ll show him a thing or two! Wait until he doesn’t find me here tomorrow morning! Then he’ll appreciate me.”

Victoria was visiting a friend when her daughter Mary knocked at the door.

“Mom, you’re not going to believe this,” the 18-year-old said when her Mother approached the threshold. “Donna is here.”

Victoria looked confused. “Donna? Your Uncle Jim didn’t say anything about a visit the last time I talked to him.”

Shaking her head, Mary said. “No, Mom. You don’t understand. Uncle Jim isn’t with her! Donna is by herself!”

“By herself! What in the world is going on? How did she get here? They live almost two hundred miles away!”

The 18-year-old girl didn’t have the answers.

“I don’t know,” Mary explained. “I was just finishing up the breakfast dishes when there was a knock on the door. It was Donna, holding a suitcase. She just barged right in and made herself at home. That’s when I left and came here.”

“I guess I better find out what this is all about,” Victoria told her friend as she headed for the door. “Come on, Mary. We’ll put your bicycle in the back of the truck.”

“Oh...Hello, Aunt Victoria,” the all-dressed-up Donna greeted. “I’m going to stay here for a while. I hope this doesn’t inconvenience you,” she added politely.

Seeing Mary standing next to the refrigerator, she asked for a glass of milk, “If you’d be so kind.”

Victoria noted that Donna hadn’t changed at all. Still, the spoiled brat she always was. How Jim had allowed her to turn out this way was beyond her. “So, to what do we owe this little visit?” She said.

Not the least bit concerned, Donna took a sip of milk and asked Mary if she’d make her a piece of toast.

“Just a little butter, please. I’m trying to watch my figure,” she turned to her aunt. “You were saying? Oh, I remember. You were asking why I’m here. Dad hasn’t been himself lately, and I decided she needed some time to himself. Last night, he had a terrible tantrum when I asked him to adjust my curfew. I figure I’ll stay here a week or so, and by then, Dad should have regained her senses.”

Nothing about Donna’s story sounded right to Victoria. “Why didn’t your Father call and tell me you were coming? And how did you get here?”

“Dad didn’t call because he doesn’t know about it,” Donna replied without hesitation. “As for my mode of transportation, a very nice truck driver was kind enough to offer me a ride.”

To say Victoria and her daughter were flabbergasted would be a gross understatement.

“You mean you ran away from home and hitch-hiked here because, if I have this straight, you didn’t get an extended curfew?” Victoria shrieked.

“Aunt Victoria, you make it sound so tawdry! I didn’t run away. I just left home for a few days. I intend to return, but not until my Father has learned to appreciate me. Besides, staying out here in the country must be boring.”

“Your Father must be worried sick about you!”

Mary brought over the toast and handed it to Donna, which the uninvited guest quickly turned her nose up at.

“I asked you not to put a lot of butter on that,” Donna told her cousin as she returned it. “Yes, I suppose Dad is rather worried at this point,” she said. “I want him to be.” Then, stretching, she said, “I’m really tired. I’ve been up all night. I will shower and lie in Mary’s bed for a while. And please, Aunt Victoria, not a word to my Father. I’m counting on you.”

Donna left the room, leaving her aunt and cousins in stunned disbelief. “You’re going to call Aunt Jim, aren’t you?” Mary asked.

“Of course I am.” Victoria got up and dialed the phone as the shower was turned on upstairs. Just as she predicted, her brother on the other end was frantic. It took ten minutes before Victoria could calm Jim down and convince him that Donna was fine.

“What did he say, Mom?” Mary asked after her mom hung up.

“Well, he was pretty upset, as you can imagine. He even called the police. But now that he knows where Donna is, I think everything will be okay. He’ll be here sometime this afternoon to get her.”

“What do you think Aunt Jim will do to her?” Mary wanted to know.

“Oh, he was so happy to hear Donna was all right that he’ll probably give your cousin everything she wants,” Victoria answered with a sigh. “Everything, except what Donna really needs: an old-fashioned, bare-bottomed blistering. And believe me, if I were her Mother, that’s what she’d get.”

Donna was still sound asleep when Jim arrived, looking worn and haggard. Mary greeted him with hugs and kisses before Victoria suggested she go to the Soda Shop for a milkshake.

“It’s all right,” Victoria comforted her brother when Mary was out the door. “Donna is safe and sound. She’s sleeping upstairs. Come into the kitchen, and I’ll fix you a cup of coffee.”

“Now, tell me what happened,” Victoria cheerfully said as she placed the cup and saucer on the table. “Donna said you had a ‘terrible tantrum’ last night.”

“She said what? That’s not the way it was at all! She asked me to change her curfew, and I refused! I only raised my voice once, and that was to get her attention. She made some smart remarks, and I grounded her for a week. That’s all. It’s hardly a reason for her to run away like that. My goodness, the girl got off easy. We would have gotten the strap if you or I had talked to Dad like she talked to me last night.”

“She told me she ran away, so you’d be worried about her. My darling niece wanted to teach you a lesson so you’d cave in and give her what she wanted when she came home.”

“Well, she succeeded in one thing. I was scared to death something bad had happened to her. I had the police looking for her. But I’ll tell you one thing: Donna is not getting her curfew changed. Imagine a girl of 21 coming back home at 2 AM! By the way, how did she get here?”

“She hitch-hiked. Some truck driver picked her up.”

Jim shook his head and got up. He walked over to the window, looked out over the backyard, and stared outside. Sister and brother were silent for the longest time until Victoria went over and stood next to him.

“What are you looking at?” She asked.

“Oh, at that old shed you have out there. It looks like the one we had back when we were growing up. What do you keep in it?”

“Well, some gardening tools, the lawnmower...a little bit of everything,” Victoria replied. “Anything we don’t use anymore usually winds up out there.

“There wouldn’t be a leather strap in there, by any chance?”

Victoria nodded.

“Yep. A nice, thick one. Just like Daddy used to use. And there just happens to be an old chair out there, too. It has arms that are tailor-made for a naughty young lady to bend over.”

“It sounds like you and Bill are carrying on the family tradition,” Jim said.

“Mary has made a trip or two out there,” Victoria admitted. “Her last visit was only last month. She was a very sore and sorry 18-year-old once Bill was done skinning her buttocks. But since her spanking, she’s been a perfect angel.”

Jim had heard enough.

“I think it’s my turn to carry on the tradition.”

His sister couldn’t have agreed more.

“Girl, I have a favor to ask of you.”, Victoria said when her daughter returned. “Uncle Jim and Donna are staying overnight, so I need you to share your room with Donna while Uncle Jim will use the guest room.”,

The teen readily agreed.

“Is Sleeping Beauty up yet?” Mary asked her mom.

“I think so. I heard the bathroom door close a few minutes ago, so she should be down pretty soon.”

Victoria was right. Shortly after that, while she and Jim were in the kitchen, Donna made her entrance.

“Hi, sleepy-head!” Mary called out as she descended the stairs. “Did you have a nice nap?”

“No thanks to you and Aunt!” The neatly-dressed 21-year-old harrumphed. She had no idea at all that her Father was there. “You two sounded like a herd of elephants when you walked in the hall a little while ago. Didn’t your Mother teach you manners when you have company!”

Donna was just about to sit on the couch when her aunt called, “Will you please come in here, Donna? I need to talk to you about something.”

“Certainly, Aunt Victoria.”

She entered the kitchen and saw her aunt and her Father standing by the sink. “Damnit! What the hell is he doing here? I thought I left instructions that he wasn’t to be called!” Donna fairly shouted at Victoria.

Jim walked up to her daughter, grabbed her arm, turned around, and slapped her right across her fat bottom twice, HARD.

“Father!” Donna squealed, rubbing the hit surface.

“You want to know what I’m doing here?” Jim said with frightening calm. “I’ll show you!” He took the utterly shocked Donna by the earlobe and led her to the kitchen door. “You and I are going to take a little walk!”

All the commotion aroused Mary’s curiosity. She tip-toed to the kitchen just in time to see her squirming, pleading cousin being taken outside.

“FATHER! PLEASE LET ME GO! YOU’RE HURTING ME!” Donna hollered as the door slammed shut.

“What’s going on, Mom?” Mary asked. “Where are they going?”

Victoria smiled.

“I believe Queen Donna is about to be introduced to the royal strap.”

Mary couldn’t help but grin, rubbing a hand across the seat of her shorts. Her spanking last month was still very much remembered.

“LET ME GO!” Donna, her ear still in her Father’s firm hold, demanded on the way to the shed. “DID YOU HEAR ME! I SAID LET ME GO!”

Jim opened the shed door with his free hand and pushed her daughter inside. Like Victoria said, there was a chair perfect for what he had in mind. She saw the strap hanging by a nail next to the window. “FATHER! WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?” Donna screamed when she saw her determined Father take the formidable-looking strip of leather from its resting place.

“I intend to give you the whipping you so dearly deserve,” he replied. “I dare say you won’t be running away or hitch-hiking again after I finish with that precious bottom of yours. Now lift up your skirt, pull down your panties, and bend over the arm of that chair.”

“I won’t do such a thing!”

Donna bolted for the open door, only to be caught by Jim and tossed backside-up over the chair’s arm.

CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

Propelled full force by Jim’s strong harm, the strap landed across the summits of the girl’s buttocks, burning right through the skirt and panties. “AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW!”

Donna jumped to her feet and placed her hands on her seat.

“I HATE YOU!”

Jim was not daunted at all.

“Do as I said, or I’ll get your aunt out here to hold you down while I spank all the brattiness out of your bare hiney!”

“NO!”

Donna saw her Father walk towards the door. “VICTORIA! CAN YOU COME OUT HERE PLEASE!” Her Dad wasn’t bluffing.

“OKAY! I’LL DO WHAT YOU WANT! TELL HER TO GO BACK!”

A spanking would be humiliating enough without an audience.

Jim waved his sister back into the house and turned to Donna. The blushing girl turned away and lifted the calf-length skirt to her waist. “Please, Father...I think I should be allowed to keep my panties on.”

Without even care to contest, Jim approached, bent her daughter over the chair, and yanked down the nylon briefs.

“Noooooooo!” Donna moaned, realizing that her Father was seeing her bare rear for the first time in ages.

Two pink stripes were very noticeable on the plump, well-rounded, candid bottom cheeks.

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

The strap exploded across Donna’s bottom, each blow sounding like a firecracker and feeling like a hot iron.

“AHAWHWWW! ARGHGGGG! NOOOOO!”

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

“AHAWHWWW! AHARGHGGGG! PLEEEEEEASE! STOP DADDDYYYY!” Donna wailed at the top of her voice, causing a few more smiles on Mary’s and Victoria’s faces back in the kitchen.

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

“AHAWHWWW! OHOWHWWW! WAAAAAAAAHAAAAA! DADDDYYY!” Tears flowed freely as the heat in her backside raged; Donna felt like her bum flesh was branded.

“There’s going to be some changes made when we get home tomorrow!” her Father scolded, bringing the strap down again and again across the 21-year-old’s welted backside.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Effective immediately, there will be no going out on weeknights!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“And you will be home by ten on weekends!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“And starting next semester, you will attend the state college!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“And if you ever talk to me, your aunt, or anyone else like you did this afternoon,”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“I will skin your buttocks before I’ll wash your mouth out with soap.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Is that clear, young lady?”

"WAAAAAAAHAAAAAAA! WAAAAHAAAAAHAAAA! YES DADDDDY! WAAAAHAAAA! PLEASE STOP! I'LL BE A GOOD GIRL FROM NOW ON! WAAAAAHAAAAAHAAAAA! I PROMISE! WAAAAAHAAAAAHAAAA!"

Seeing that his daughter’s buttocks had received all that they could take, Jim laid a last flurry of strap smacks across the top of Donna’s meaty thighs. Only then did he return the strap to its nail.

The sobbing girl hadn’t even realized her whipping was over, being too concerned with the swollen, purple orbs that used to be her buttocks and the fiery band of fire painted on her plump back thighs.

Now she knew what it was like to sit on a hot stove.

“You can get up now, sweety,” Jim said, finally calm.

Slowly, Donna painfully got to her feet. Suddenly, her hands went to grasp and massage her swollen, smoldered rear end, feeling the network of welts that covered the once-smooth skin. Modesty was no longer an issue, and she didn’t care that her abundant thatch of brown pubic hair was displayed in front of her Father. Hopping from one foot to the other, she grasped big handfuls of her branded flesh, crying to the ceiling, with her cheeks damped in tears, her nose running, and her mouth contorted in a grimace of pain.

Jim did, however, and he helped her retrieve her panties.

Father and daughter remained in the now quiet shed until Donna struggled to regain some composure.

“Let’s go inside now,” Dad finally said. “You can go to Mary’s room and get into bed. I don’t think you’ll want any supper tonight.”

Tearfully, Donna assured him she didn’t. Together, they walked to the house, their arms around each other.

There were no smiles when Mary saw her cousin’s tear-ravaged face.

“Donna’s going on to bed,” Jim announced when they got inside. “She’ll see you in the morning.”

Everyone watched silently as the well-punished girl left the room, quietly crying and rubbing the seat of her now wrinkled skirt.

“Aunt Victoria, do you want me to help with the dishes before we leave?” Donna politely asked after breakfast the next day, shifting uncomfortably on the pillow she was sitting on.

Jim and Victoria exchanged knowing glances.

“Victoria, where did you get that strap?” Jim asked knowingly. “I think I’m going to take one home with me.”

“I’m sure Mary wouldn’t mind if I gave you mine, but I’m afraid its services might still be needed around here for a few more years,” Victoria said with a chuckle. “There are some in the store at the village, though. That’s where I got it.”

Jim’s eyes lit up.

“Donna, sweety, grab your suitcase. We have a stop on the way home...”


Two Well-Punished Sisters

“Why don’t you put on that gray skirt you wore to your high school graduation, Mari-Lou? It’s practically new; you never wore it after that event,” said eighteen-year-old Lucy while she and her sister were choosing their outfits for the upcoming party just before dinnertime.

Mari-Lou was aghast at the very idea. That skirt was almost too tight when she was eighteen! And now, that at twenty-one, she had filled out, especially around her now statuesque rear end, it was out of the question.

“Lucy, Mari-Lou, would you please come down here?” The voice of their Mother, Ruth, came from the kitchen.

“Didn’t you two have chores to do today?” she asked in that dull monotone that always meant trouble once her daughters were downstairs. “Because I don’t see anything you had to do even started.”

The two sisters gulped and exchanged worried glances.

“Well, yes, Mom,” Lucy conceded, “but we didn’t think you’d mind if we put them off until after church tomorrow. After all, tonight we have to attend Virginia’s birthday party.”

“That’s right, Mom,” Mari-Lou said meekly. “We’ll do them as soon as we get home tomorrow.”

“You two know the rules around here. No one goes out on Saturday until all the chores are done. Isn’t that right?”

The girls grudgingly admitted it was.

“But Mom...just this once…we really needed time to get ready and everything ...” Lucy pleaded.

Ruth wasn’t buying it. “

“I’m sorry, girls, but you two have been rather lax in household responsibilities lately. But you need not worry about doing them tomorrow. No, they’ll be done tonight after supper. Consider yourselves grounded for the next two weekends, starting right now.”

“NO, Mother!” Lucy whined. “You can’t. We have the party to attend tonight.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” was Ruth’s stern response.

“Mother,” said Mari-Lou, stunned and embarrassed. “Don’t you think we are too old for that? Besides, this is Virginia’s 18th birthday. She and her Mother had a lot of trouble getting everything ready.”

“I’m sure she did, and I know everyone who goes will have a good time. However, you two won’t be among them,” Ruth responded matter-of-factly. “And no, young lady, I don’t consider you too old. You’re grounded, and that’s that.”

“But Mom!” The girls moaned in unison.

“It’s not fair!” Lucy said a little too Loudly and with a stomp of her foot.

Ruth shot up from the couch.

“That’s enough out of both of you!” She shouted, pointing her finger. “Do you want me to tell your father to get the cloth brush out when he comes home?”

Immediately, the room grew quiet. Mari-Lou’s and Lucy’s faces blushed a deep red. Two sets of bottom cheeks involuntarily twitched at the recognition of what their Dad could do with the large, wooden, flat-backed brush. Aaron loved her two daughters dearly, but he was a severe and no-nonsense bank manager and admitted no nonsense in his home as well as in his bank. Mari-Lou’s big backside was the last recipient of their fatherly correction only two months ago when she snapped badly at her Mom during an argument. Aaron overheard her, entered the kitchen, took her older daughter for the earlobe like she was just a little girl, sat on a chair, put Mari-Lou over his lap, took down the pajama pants she was wearing, and smashed the flat wood over her chubby buttocks and meaty upper thighs until they were livid red and blistered. Poor Mari-Lou was a crying mess when she apologized to her Mother, grasping big handfuls of her welted bum flesh in her hands.

“I’m waiting,” Ruth said.

“No, ma’am,” Mari-Lou whispered, blushing, giving a rub at her skirted, round rear at the recollection of that event.

“No, Mother,” Lucy agreed.

“I didn’t think so. Now go to your rooms and get ready for supper,” Ruth said, ending the discussion.

The girls didn’t have to be told twice. They hurried from the living room, mortified and afraid of being threatened with a cloth brush spanking.

“Alright, girls, your mother and I are attending our bridge game tonight, and we should be back around eleven,” standing at the hall’s door, Aaron, dressed for the evening at the club, squared his two daughters with a stern but good-natured look. “Your Mother told me to remind you that she wants all your chores done and the kitchen cleaned up. She also told me that you’re grounded. Please obey your Mother’s will and don’t compel me to take the more drastic measures, understood?”

The despondent sisters nodded, ‘It’s just not fair!’ they both thought, sulking until Lucy came up with an idea.

“If we hurry up and do the dishes and the rest of our chores, we can still go to Virginia’s for a little while,” she said after Ruth and Aaron left. “Just long enough to give her presents and maybe have some ice cream and cake.”

Mari-Lou was skeptical, “You’re crazy,” she told Lucy, “Haven’t we gotten into enough trouble for one day?”

“No, I’m not,” the younger girl said. “Virginia’s house is only a block away. We can be back far before eleven. C’mon, it’s her birthday! It won’t be the same giving her presents tomorrow.”

“Well, but at ten thirty, we must be home.”

The dishes and the other assigned tasks were done in record time that evening. The girls changed clothes, gathered the presents, and went out when Mari-Lou got cold feet.

“I don’t know about this. We’re supposed to be grounded…” the big girl said, thinking at what had happened to the roundest part of her no more than two months prior.

Lucy had to do some heavy-duty persuading to convince her, but finally, Mari-Lou relented, sighing.

When Ruth and Aaron returned shortly after eleven, Mari-Lou and Lucy, wearing pajamas and sprawled out on the floor in front of the black-and-white television, greeted them with smiles.

“How was your game?” Lucy asked.

“It was fine, Dear,” Aaron replied before grinning at his wife. “Although I thought your Ma would never stop talking.” His voice turned serious. “How did it go tonight? Did you get everything done like you were supposed to?” The girls assured them they had.

“Good. You could have gone to the party if you’d done them like you were supposed to. Aren’t you sorry you didn’t?”

“Yes, Dad,” Mari-Lou and Lucy answered, sounding as remorseful as possible. “Well, let this be a lesson for both of you,” said Aaron.

He went to kiss his daughters’ foreheads and went to bed with Ruth.

The next day, like every Sunday, Ruth started preparing lunch as soon as the family went home from church. Still wearing their best dresses, the girls helped out by making a fresh pitcher of iced tea and setting the table. Their Mother insisted that they remain dressed up until the meal was over, at which point they were free to change into more casual clothes.

The roast was barely in the oven when Aaron happened to look out the front window.

“Ruth, I think we’ve got company,” he called out. “Oh, that’s Virginia’s Mom,” Aaron said when he looked better at the woman walking up the driveway.

His voice was Loud enough to hear in the kitchen. Mari-Lou and Lucy exchanged panicked looks while their stomachs did flips. They stood, unable to move, as Aaron answered the front door.

“I hope I’m not interrupting lunch or anything,” the newly arrived began, “but I just wanted to return this sweater Mari-Lou left at our house last night. I’m glad she and Lucy could come; they’re such nice girls. And Virginia just loved the fountain pen and writing paper they gifted her.”

“Oh, God!” Mari-Lou frantically whispered as Virginia’s Mom’s words filtered into the kitchen. Wringing her hands and her eyes bulging with fear, she turned to Lucy: “What are we going to do? She just told Mom we were at her house last night!”

A worried Lucy ran a hand across her moist forehead.

“I don’t know! Why did you have to leave your stupid sweater over there!”

The girls heard Aaron and Ruth say goodbye, and then the front door closed. They braced themselves for their parents’ wrath, but nothing happened.

They could hear Aaron and Ruth talking in hushed tones in the living room but couldn’t make out what they were saying. A few minutes later, footsteps went up the stairs.

“What’s going on?” Lucy asked softly, perhaps sensing a reprieve.

“I don’t know,” Mari-Lou whispered back, just before the footsteps returned, this time coming down the stairs.

“Mari-Lou, Lucy, come here, now!” Aaron’s voice barked.

Once again, the sisters looked at each other and took a deep breath. With hearts pounding, they entered the living room.

“Nooooo!” Lucy gasped when she saw the cloth brush in Aaron’s hand and a straight-backed chair in the center of the room.

“Father, I can explain!” Mari-Lou pleaded as she watched her Dad sit on the armless chair. “We were over there just long enough to give Virginia her presents! Then we came straight home! Really!” The terrified 21-year-old looked over to Ruth, sitting on the couch. “Really, Mom! That’s all we did!”

“That’s right, Dad!” A shaking Lucy explained. “I bet we weren’t over there ten minutes! Please! I don’t want a spanking!”

Aaron placed the cloth brush on his lap and folded his arms.

“Did your Mother not ground you yesterday? And did I not tell you to obey your Mother?”

The girls bowed their heads.

“That’s what I thought. Lucy, come over here.”

“No, Daddy!” The girl protested even as she walked to her seated Father. “Please, don’t spank me. I promise I will obey Mom, please!”

“Stop your whining, girl!” Aaron admonished as she pulled the sniffling teen to her side. “You’re going to get your bottom blistered, and that’s that! I’ll be very surprised if you or your sister do much sitting in the next week or so!” The determined Dad reached up under Lucy’s calves length skirt and hooked his fingers inside the girdle. “These are coming down!”

“No! No, please, Dad! Not bare!” Lucy begged as the tight-fitting garment and the panties underneath began their descent. She saw her stockings start to sag.

“You should have thought of that before you left the house last night!”

The girdle, underpants, and stockings continued down Lucy’s buxom legs. When the lowered clothing items reached Lucy’s ankles, Aaron flipped her across his lap and hiked up the back of his naughty daughter’s skirt. Lucy’s round, white, bare buttocks tensed.

“No, Dadddyyyy, pleeeeease!”

“You’re going to wish you never walked out the front door last night!” Aaron promised as he raised his arm.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The heavy, flat-backed, wooden cloth brush smacked the upturned, ample backside, HARD.

“Do you know why you’re getting this!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Ohhhh! Ohhhhh! Ahwhww! Aharghhh! Yes, Dadddyyy! Stop! Please!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Ohhhhh! Owwwww! Ahahaaaaa! I won’t do it again! AHARGHH! Stop! No more!”

SMACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

Fair-skinned Lucy’s behind reddened quickly under her Father’s careful guidance. Aaron was not about to allow one inch of his younger daughter’s backside to escape the punishing cloth brush’s corrective qualities.

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

“What happens to young ladies who go out when they aren’t supposed to?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

“AWHWWW! OHOWHWWWW! They get spanked! AHARGHHHH! NOOO!”

“Yes, they are!”

WHACK! SMACK! WHACK! SMACK!

“And how are they spanked?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“AHAWHWWWW! AHARGHHH! On the bare bottom! OWHWWW! AHAWHWWW!”

Tears were springing from the well-punished girl’s eyes. The toes of Lucy’s dress shoes pounded the floor as best they could with the girdle wrapped around her ankles.

“AHAWHWWW! AHARGHHHH! I’M SORRRRRRY! OHWHWWWW!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“That’s right! They get their pants pulled down and get spanked on the bare buttocks and thighs!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Just like you’re getting right now!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Are you paying attention, Mari-Lou?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The 21-year-old, unable to take her eyes off her sister’s reddish-violet, blistered behind, could barely nod.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Aaron imparted a final dozen smacks to Lucy’s seat of learning and pushed her off her lap. Unable to stand after such a branding walloping. The sobbing girl lay on the floor on her side, drew her legs up, and writhed in agony as Mari-Lou was ordered to her Father’s side.

“Father, please...” Mari-Lou implored as Aaron’s hands went under and up her dress. “I know I deserve a spanking, but not like this, not on the bare bottom. I’m 21 years old, DAD!”

Aaron’s response was to begin tugging his eldest daughter’s girdle right down. Mari-Lou’s eyes filled with tears as the snug-fitting sheath and her nylon underpants were dragged down with some effort over her plump and overly-rounded buttocks.

“Nooo,” she moaned, watching the stockings she was so proud of start to droop.

Across her Dad’s lap, she went. Up went the back of her dress, baring a set of abundant, milky-white buttocks that were far more rounded than her sister’s. The big girl balanced herself on her palms while her very generous rear wobbled at being positioned over her Dad’s sturdy lap.

“Please, Mother…please, I don’t want to be spankeddddd!” In a last desperate attempt to avoid the inevitable, Mari-Lou turned to her Mother.

“You’ll get no help from me, young lady! I hope your Father spanks you until you can’t sit down for a week!”

“Don’t worry, honey,” said the determined man, raising the brush to the ceiling. “That’s exactly what I intend to do!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“We’re going to have,”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Two very sore young misses around the house for several days!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Large, oval-shaped red blotches soon covered the entire wide expanse of Mari-Lou’s girlish behind.

“OHOWHWWW! AHAWHWWW! NOOO, DADDDYYY! Stop! No more! AHARGHGGGG!” She begged and pleaded as her bottom burned up.

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

“I’LL NEVER DO IT AGAIN! AHAHWHWWW! I PROMISE!”

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

“You should be ashamed of yourself!”

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

“A girl your age having to be punished again like a little girl and so soon!”

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

"AHAWHAAAAA! OHWHHWHHHW! BWUAHAAAAA!"

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

“BWUAHAAAA! AHARGHGGGG! PLEASE STOP! I’VE HAD ENOUGH! BWUAHAAAAAAA!”

“I’ll say when you’ve had enough!” Aaron stated emphatically, continuing to punish the purpling orbs.

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

“Tell me what will happen to you the next time you disobey me or your Ma!”

“OWHWWWWW! WAAAAAHAAHAAAA! I’M GOING TO GET THE BRUSH ON MY BUM! OWHWHWWW! AHAWHWWW! WITH MY PANTS DOWN! OHWHWWWH! AHARGHGGG! PLEASE DADDDYYY! I WILL OBEY FROM NOW ON! BWAHAAAAA! BWUHAHAAAAA!” Mari-Lou sobbed her backside the temperature of a blast furnace.

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

“Well, we’ll see about that!” Aaron said before administering the final smack to Mari-Lou’s behind.

The poor girl didn’t even notice her Dad had stopped the onslaught of wooden smacks. She kept wailing and writhing her ample rear across Aaron’s lap. The man looked at his older daughter’s hindquarters; they were bluish-red, bruised, blistered, and so hot he could almost see smoke rising from them. It was clear that it would be impossible for the poor girl to sit at all for some days. But she had asked for it.

“Now, get up and face the wall, both of you! Leave your undergarments where they are and hold your dresses up so your Mother and I can see your punished backsides! MOVE!”

Awkwardly, hampered by her girdle and panties around her ankles, the big girl got up from Aaron’s lap. She clamped both hands to her swollen bottom as the tears continued to rain down her cute face, now contorted in a grim of pain and sorrow. Lucy painfully managed to get to her feet, too, and together, the crying girls hobbled to the wall.

“Get that dress and skirt up higher!” Aaron ordered.

The sisters immediately hiked them up over their waists, displaying the most well-spanked, blistered, and livid-red rear ends they had in years.

“That’s better! Now you can just stand there for the next thirty minutes!”

Lucy and Mari-Lou had been facing the off-white wall for about fifteen minutes when their bad day got worse. The doorbell rang! They looked over their shoulders and pleaded to be allowed to go to their rooms.

“You’ll do no such thing,” Aaron told them. “It’s only Uncle Bill. You may lower your dresses, but don’t you dare touch your underwear.”

Aaron ushered his wife’s attractive, forty-year-old brother into the living room a minute later. The visitor was greeted by the sight of two sniffling girls looking at the wall, rubbing their clothed rears with their girdles, panties, and stockings lying in a heap around their shoes.

“Oh, Oh!” the impeccable-dressed man said solemnly, “It looks like a couple of young ladies just got their bottoms well tended to.”

“Yes, they did,” Aaron said, to his daughters’ complete mortification. “I just found out they went to our neighbor’s birthday party last night after they were grounded. I tanned their bare backsides, but good.”

Bill shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, girls are girls, aren’t they? Ruth was older than Mari-Lou when she got Dad’s strap on her bare bottom out in the shed for the last time,” remembered Bill, kissing his sister’s blushing cheek.

Fortunately for his nieces, Bill was in a hurry. He had just come to give his brother-in-law a box of cigars in payment for the bridge game lost the night before.

He handed Aaron the box and said, “I’ve got to run.” Then he turned towards Mari-Lou and Lucy, “I hope your rear ends heal soon. Bye-bye, girls.”

Bill’s visit only brought the girls a new level of embarrassment, but after she saw him at the door, Ruth told them to pull up their panties.

A new stream of tears erupted from the well-punished girls’ eyes as girdles, underpants, and stockings were put back over their swollen and overheated rears’ flesh.

“Oh, Mommy...it hurts!” Lucy cried as she rubbed her behind. “My bottom is on fire!”

Mari-Lou couldn’t even say a word, and she didn’t need to; the pain was written all over her tear-stained face.

“Alright, into the kitchen and set the table,” Ruth demanded. “And I’d only set two places if I were you. I have a feeling you’ll be eating standing at the counter.”

The girls reluctantly obeyed. Every step was excruciating as the girdles rubbed against their blistered skin. They had to stop what they were doing more than once, lift their clothes at the back, and massage their bottoms. The temperature of the roast cooking in the oven was nothing compared to the buttocks broiling inside two pairs of nylon panties.


Sara And The Dirty Book

"Mom, I'm going over to Greta's. I'll probably have lunch over there, too. Is that all right?"

"That's fine, Dear," Jenny told her oldest daughter as she put away the last of the breakfast dishes. "Say hello to Mom and Dad for me, and tell them we’ll see at church on Sunday."

Sara promised she would and left the house. She looked like your typical fifties teenager, dressed in a white blouse and snug-fitting jeans with the cuffs rolled up. The jeans were more appropriate than a dress, especially since she would probably play tennis with Greta's family in her big garden.

With Ruth, the youngest, also at a friend's house, Jenny saw a perfect opportunity to do the housework without interruptions. First thing, gathering the laundry. She stripped the beds in the master bedroom and Ruth's room, then went to Sara's. As usual, her bedroom was immaculate. Jenny reached under the mattress to remove the bottom sheet. Her hand felt something.

"What is this?" Escaped from her lips.

It was a book and not the type she expected one of her daughters to be reading. It was a cheap paperback, with the cover featuring a young couple kissing passionately on a beach in the moonlight. And the content of the book went accordingly! It was…pornographic, and it was offensive to their religious family and to the conservative values she was trying to instill in her daughters. And it was obvious that the 20-year-old knew it was wrong; otherwise, why would she have hidden it?

Jenny took the book and put it in her apron pocket. She continued with the chores, still reeling from her discovery. She had to speak with her husband about the discovery. Sara had to be punished. She was sure he would agree and give her a good tanning. Trash like that simply would not be tolerated in her house. The young lady needed to be taught a lesson, one of the kind that left her unable to sit comfortably for quite a while.

Hot and sweaty from playing tennis for half the afternoon, Sara walked home with only a cold glass of lemonade and a refreshing shower in her mind. As she stepped onto the porch, she waved to their neighbors who were working in their garden.

"Those tomatoes are sure getting big!" She complimented.

“Here, take a couple of them,” her neighbor offered. “They are ripe; don't wait too long to eat them!"

"Thank you!" Sara replied and headed for the house. "Mom, I'm home!"

"I'm in the kitchen," Jenny replied. "Your Dad and I need to see you in here. Now.”

Sara noticed the edge in her mother's voice. Still, she didn't give the forbidden book a thought.

"Look what it has been given us,” she told Mom and Dad, holding the tomatoes out.

"Put them on the counter," Brad, her dad, ordered.

The red-haired girl did as she was told.

"Is there something wrong, Dad…Mom?"

Jenny reached into her pocket. Sara's eyes widened as the book she considered hidden was placed before her on the table.

"You have some explaining to do, young lady," Brad said somberly.

Sara's body went limp. She felt her face flush till her ears, and panic made her unable to speak.

"Well? We are waiting," Brad said, rising from his chair, hands on hips, and towering over his scared daughter.

Breathing deeply and rubbing her sweaty palms on the legs of her jeans, Sara struggled desperately for something to say.

"I-I'm s-sorry, Dad...Mom," was the best she could come up with.

It wasn't enough. Her scared rabbit look gaze went from her Mother’s angry eyes to her Father’s scary face; then she lowered her eyes to the floor.

"You bring a disgusting book like that into this house, and all you can say is you're sorry?" Jenny almost shouted. "I've never seen such trash in all my life! I didn't raise my daughters to read filth like that! Shame on you! And you knew it was wrong, or you wouldn't have hidden it under your mattress! Am I correct?"

"Yes, Mom...I knew it was wrong.", Sara whispered. Her eyes were moist.

"Where did you get it?" Brad demanded.

Heaven help the person who gave or sold it to his daughter if they were from around there.

Sara sniffled and wiped away an errant tear from her cheek, "I bought it last week when Greta and I went to the city."

"You bought that trash?" The angry Dad almost yelled.

There was no reply. Sara's ears burned as she stood, her head bowed and her knees shaking. This was by far one of the worst scoldings she had ever received.

Jenny took a deep breath and sighed, then exchanged a look of agreement with her husband.

"I'm ashamed of you, Sara,” said Brad finally. “Go outside and cut a switch. I'm going to whip your backside."

Sara's head shot up, her eyes wide with fear.

"Please, Papa...Please don't whip me! Please, not the switch! I won't do it again! I promise…please, Mooom,"

She was still pleading as her mother got a penknife from the kitchen drawer.

"Do as I say, girl," Brad ordered.

Jenny handed the knife to Sara.

"And hurry up about it, or you'll get it out on the back porch so the neighbors can see what happens to misbehaving and shameless girls in this house!”

Tearfully, Sara went outside and walked to the trees in the back of the yard. She was well aware of the neighbors in their garden audience. Pausing from their task, they looked up, and saw the next-door older daughter in the yard…cutting a branch tree.

"Oh, I think someone's in trouble. I'd say Miss Sara is about to get her bottom whipped," they exchanged a laugh.

Sara cut and trimmed a switch that she thought her Dad would consider acceptable. Averting her eyes from the neighbors' watchful stares, she walked as stoically as possible up the stairs to the back porch and back inside the house.

Teary-eyed Sara was visibly shaking as she handed the formidable instrument of correction to her Dad.

A chair was already placed in the middle of the kitchen.

"Yes, that will do nicely..." Brad commented after swishing it several times. "All right, young lady, get those pants down and bend over the back of the chair."

"No, Daddy, please..." Sara begged, already starting to unbutton her jeans. But she knew there would be no reprieve; it never had been.

She unzipped the pants and pushed them down to her knees, baring her milky-white thighs. Her hands rushed to cover the dark triangle visible through her nylon panties.

"Those, too," her Mother commanded, pointing at the white underpants. "Pull them down, young lady. You need to feel the hell’s fire for your sins."

A few more tears made their way down Sara's red face. She turned her back to her Dad and pulled down the panties. Her pale, well-shaped buttocks jiggled as she did. With the underpants at mid-thigh, she hobbled the few steps to the chair, causing the jeans to fall around her shoes. Brad bent her over the back of the chair and told her to hold on to the seat.

"After your spanking, you will spend the rest of today and tonight in your room, reading the Bible. Is that understood?"

Sara, her bare bottom thrust up and out, sniffled a yes.

Brad took a few measured steps back and raised the switch.

"Don't you dare let go of that seat, young lady," he warned and swung with all his strength.

SWISHHHH!

The switch cut into the fullest part of Sara's obediently proffered buttocks. "OHOWHWW!" The 20-year-old moaned, suddenly remembering how painful a whipping from her stern Dad could be.

An angry red welt sprouted immediately, sending white-hot heat in all directions.

SWISHHHH!

"AIIEEEE!" Sara shouted, swinging her round bum back and forth as another welt appeared.

SWISHHHH!

"OHHHHH! Daddy, please! IT HURTS!"

SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH!

"AIIEEEE! OHHHHHHH! No more! Please!"

SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH!

"Are you ever going to bring filth like that into this house again?"

SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH!"

"AIEEEEEE! NO DADDY! I PROMISE! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEEE! NEVER AGAIN!"

Brad aimed the switch at his daughter's meaty thighs. "

You better not, or we'll do this all over again!"

SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH!

"AHARGHHHH! I won't... AHAWHEWW! I promise… BWHAHAAA!" Sara yelled before collapsing into sobs.

The switch returned to her scarlet bottom, driving home the lesson Brad was intent on teaching.

SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH! SWISHHHHH!

Young Ruth returned home just as her mother was applying the final strokes to her sister's backside. Hearing the commotion in the kitchen, the 18-year-old walked slowly through the living room. Ruth froze in her tracks when she saw Sara bent over the chair, her bottom and thighs covered with reddish-purple weals and wailing like a baby. She also saw the switch in her Father's hand. "Poor Sara!" She whispered. It had been over a year since Sara had to be punished, but she thought Dad had more than made up for lost time.

"Have you learned anything?" Brad asked, dropping the switch to his side. Sara nodded between sobs, her soaking wet hair sticking to her forehead. "Very well. You can get up now."

Sara's hands went straight to the inferno raging in her swollen rear. She stood up carefully on her jelly legs, grasping in her hands her swollen and welted buttocks. The well-whipped girl now didn't care that her jeans and her panties were at her ankles, exposing a thick red thatch of pubic hair to her Mom and shamelessly to her Dad. Nor did she give a second thought to her parents and sister staring at her. No, all Sara was concerned about was her tortured behind that stung exactly like her Mother had said, with pure hell fire.

"Pull your pants up and go to your room," Brad said sternly. "Your Mother will be checking on you from time to time, and you best be reading your Bible."

Struggling to regain her composure, Sara tugged the jeans and panties over her welted thighs and bottom. Leaving the jeans unzipped and unbuttoned, she took a few steps. Then suddenly, she stopped and lowered her pants and panties to her knees again. She placed both hands on her battered bum and broke into a second round of sobs.

“Daddddy, it hurtsssss..." she cried.

Jenny allowed her to have a good cry, then escorted her to her bedroom.

Supper was a very quiet affair that evening. Jenny explained what happened to her younger daughter. Ruth didn't say much at all, lest she get her parents angry. The last thing she wanted was a sore bottom like Sara's. And Jenny did check on Sara several times. The last time she looked in, she found her daughter in pajamas, face-down, and sound asleep on the bed. Jenny tiptoed in, closed the Bible, and looked down at her lovingly. She didn't like getting her daughters whipped, but sometimes it was necessary.


Late For Curfew

“Mom, is it all right if I go upstairs and get ready now?” Marian asked.

The 19-year-old had been antsy all day. That night, she had a date with George, a new boy in town…and such a cutie! They were going to the hall dance and maybe for a malted afterward. He was picking her up at 7:30.

Lisa diverted her attention from the weekly house cleaning. There was still dinner to prepare, but Marian’s mind wasn’t on her work and hadn’t been all afternoon.

“Sure, go ahead, dear,” she told her older daughter. “Holly and I will end here.”

Marian practically ripped off her apron and kissed Lisa on the cheek. “Thanks, Mom!” she exclaimed, and she was off to the races.

She scampered up the back stairs in record time, gathered her robe, entered the bathroom, and took a long, refreshing bath.

While in the bathtub, Marian wondered if she would let George kiss her. She had been kissed by a boy once before and enjoyed it, but years of a conservative moral upbringing only made her feel guilty later. Still, the thought was there, and inside her, she wanted it.

Chuckling to herself at the thought, the 19-year-old returned to the room she shared with Holly. She took the gray wool skirt and white blouse she was going to wear from her side of the closet and placed them carefully on the bed. Then, she removed her robe and took a fresh pair of nylon panties from the dresser. As she did, she caught a glimpse of her nude body in the full-length mirror hanging on the door. A sigh and a shake of the head followed. Her skin was candid, pearl white from head to toe. Her frame was delicate, and her sky-blue eyes sparkled, surrounded by thick blond hair. But the good news stopped there. She had an almost flat chest contrasting with a plump, more than generous bottom and thighs. 

“Oh, well,” she whispered while slipping into the nylon briefs, “nothing I can do about it, I guess.”

When Holly came in, Marian was seated on the bed, putting her shoes with moderate heels on.

“You look nice tonight,” the younger sister complimented. “Mom says you should come to the table. Supper’s ready.”

“How come you’re not going to the dance tonight? I know for a fact that someone asked you.”

Holly shrugged. Although their Father had allowed her to start going out on carefully chosen dates, having just turned 18, she had yet to accept one.

“I didn’t feel like it,” she replied. Besides, I have a test on Monday I want to do well on. I think I’m going to study tonight.”

“You ought to think about going to one,” Marian suggested, patting her sister on the back. Give it a try. You’ll have fun.”

“We’ll see,” Holly softly replied.

Dinner was already on the table when the girls entered the kitchen. Marian took her seat and waited for the inevitable speech his Father Arnold always gave before she went on a date. Tonight, her Dad waited until the meal was almost finished.

“Now remember, Marian, I want you home no later than 12:00. Call home if you run into any trouble. You do have a nickel, don’t you?” Marian nodded. “Good. And it’s to the dance, the Soda Shop, and then George’s to bring you straight home. Understood?”

“Yes, Dad. I understand,” Marian agreed, suppressing a snort of boredom.

At exactly 7:30, there was a knock on the door. George was invited in and spent a few minutes chatting with Arnold before leaving with Marian. Together, they descended the stairs from the porch and walked to his car.

Arnold looked down from the kitchen window and sighed, putting an arm around his wife’s shoulder. Marian looked all grown up and got into a young man’s car. She wasn’t Daddy’s little girl anymore.

The assembly hall where the dance occurred looked like anything, but a dozen couples kicked their heels on the arranged dance floor. Folding tables and chairs lined both sides, and a phonograph supplied the music.

It was nearly half-past ten when George and Marian went to sit. They had been on their feet almost the whole time. She had had a good time so far and decided that if George wanted to kiss her, she wouldn’t stop him. She thought they would go to the Soda Shop, stay for a little while, and leave with plenty of time to spare for her to get home. That’s when it would happen, on the way home.

Marian wasn’t the only one thinking that way.

“Do you want to get a soda?” George asked her.

Marian thought she noticed a gleam in his eyes.

“Okay,” she replied.

They said goodbye to a few friends and were off to the Soda Shop, a small but reputable business outside town. The drive over there was quiet and awkward, as both seemed a bit nervous. The place was crowded when they arrived, with only a few vacant booths. They slid into one and waited for a waitress, with Marian watching the clock. She had to be home in 50 minutes.

The service was fast, and two ice cream sodas soon sat before them. George and Marian attacked with a vengeance and sucked on the straws just as hard as they could, pausing only long enough so as not to appear too obvious. They would finish and get out with plenty of time to spare.

“Hi, George.”

Marian looked up and cringed. Lauren was standing there, wearing a sweater that emphasized her ample bosom.

“Do you mind if I sit down? All the other tables are full,” Lauren asked, sticking her chest out.

Without hesitating, George said yes. Marian suppressed a gesture of annoyance when the buxom girl entered the booth next to him.

“How come you two aren’t at Karen’s party tonight? Most everyone went there after the dance. I’m on the way over myself.”

“I guess we didn’t feel like it,” Marian said sharply.

The truth was that Marian had wanted to go to the party, but her Father said no. He knew Karen’s parents were out of town, and there was no way he would allow her daughter to attend a party without adult supervision.

The response elicited an icy stare from Lauren, who promptly returned her attention to George.

“You really ought to go. You’ll have lots of fun,” she said seductively. “And you can give me a ride over there, too.”

George scratched his head and looked at Marian, “What do you say? Do you want to go? It’s not even 11:30. We can stay for a few minutes, and then I’ll take you home.”

“I don’t know,” Marian said, trying to buy time to get her thoughts together. She was sure he’d take Lauren to the party if George took her home now. That was the last thing she wanted. And the 19-year-old had not given up on the kiss she had planned all night.

“Okay,” she finally said. “But only for a little while, George.”

The footsteps in the hallway were just loud enough to wake Holly up. She turned on the light and rubbed her eyes, noticing Marian wasn’t in bed. The alarm clock said 1:10.

‘Maybe she’s in the living room,’ she thought.

Deciding she wanted a glass of water, Holly got out of bed and opened the bedroom door. The living room light was on. Only it wasn’t her sister sitting on the couch. It was her Father and Mother, and neither looked too happy.

“Where’s Marian? Isn’t she home yet?” The teenager asked.

“No, she is not,” the angry Dad grumbled. “I distinctly told her to be home by 12:00, and it’s past one. I’ll bet she went to that party I forbade her to attend!”

Holly wisely headed to the kitchen and got her water. On the return trip, she saw the long-handled, flat-backed, bakelite bath brush on the coffee table. Her Mom saw her pause and stare at it.

“Go back to bed,” she told her. “This is none of your business.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the 18-year-old agreed, her buttocks clenching at the view of her parents’ preferred tool of daughter’s correction.

She hurried back to her room and got under the covers.

“Wow! Poor Marian is in such trouble,” she said, smirking.

Holly knew what that brush felt like when Dad applied it to bare, tender, girlish bottom flesh. It was a completely humbling, excruciating, smoldering experience. She closed her eyes and tried to go back to sleep. Still, she could not prevent a shiver of guilty excitement from running through her body at the thought of Marian’s impending bottom roasting.

“Thank you for taking me home, George,” Lauren cooed from the back seat. “How can I ever thank you?”

A heartbroken Marian stared out the side window. The evening had turned into a total disaster. Lauren had stuck to George the whole time they were at the party, culminating in her asking for a ride home. Yes, George had told Marian they’d stay for only a few minutes, but as soon as they arrived, it changed to “just say when you want to leave.” Marian never did, hoping Lauren would leave first. It was 1:30 in the morning now, and since Lauren lived close to George, Marian would be the first to be driven home! That meant, despite all her efforts, those two would be alone.

The car pulled up in front of Marian’s home.

“I had a good time tonight, Marian,” he told her. “I’ll see you around.”

Marian was barely out of the car before Lauren climbed into the front seat. “Goodbye!” The buxom girl taunted.

Frustrated, Marian stamped her shoe on the pavement and watched George’s car disappear.

“Darn her!” She said out loud when she saw the living room light on upstairs.

Marian’s heart started racing. She had been so intent on foiling Lauren’s little maneuvers that she completely disregarded her curfew. Her Father was sure to be mad. Mad enough to spank her, probably.

“Oh God, please,” Marian prayed, her chubby buttocks already starting to tingle.

When she reached the top of the stairs and opened the door, her face was flushed and beaded with perspiration.

“Please come to the living room, Marian,” Arnold’s stern, deep voice sent chills down the girl’s spine.

“Do you see what time it is, young lady?” Her Father asked, still seated on the couch beside her stone-faced Mother.

The bath brush was in plain view.

Glancing at the item on the coffee table, Marian knew her fate was sealed. “Yes, Sir,” she replied with head bowed, “Dad…Mom… I’m sorry I’m late.”

“Not only did you miss your curfew by more than one and a half hours, but you also went to Karen’s party after I told you not to, didn’t you?”

Marian nodded her head slowly, “Yes, Father.”

“Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

The situation was hopeless. The 19-year-old couldn’t tell why she went to the party.

“I…I guess I just lost track of time,” she blubbered her lame excuse while one hand wandered protectively on her ample backside.

Arnold sighed, “I’m very disappointed in you, Marian. It has been over a year since I’ve had to do this, but today, you deserve it.” He got up from the sofa, took a chair from under the table, placed it in the middle of the room, and sat in it. “Come here. You need to have your bum spanked.”

Marian swallowed hard and approached her Father. There was no arguing, no whining. She bit her lip as Arnold’s hands went up her skirt, and her panties were rolled down to mid-thigh.

“Across my lap,” Arnold ordered, and Marian bent forward so her upper torso dangled at one side of her Father’s sturdy lap and her legs were stretched out. A few minor rearrangements were made with her position, and Arnold reached for the scaring bakelite bath brush.

“Lost track of time, huh?” Arnold said, lifting the back of her daughter’s skirt and baring the girlish plump, round bottom cheeks and meaty thighs.

“Well, I think I can cure you of that.”

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

Six sharp spanks, three on each snow-white, ample buttock, came crashing down in rapid succession.

“We do not break curfew in this house!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“And we don’t go where we have been forbidden to.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Do you understand?”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Aharghh! Yes, Daddy! Ahawhww!” Marian replied through clenched teeth while Arnold kept applying the brush to her rapidly reddening behind.

She didn’t want to cry out too loud and wake her sister up so she could hear her shame, but Arnold and the brush had other ideas.

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

Soon, tears sprang from the desperate girl’s eyes and rolled down her cheeks as her big bum and the fleshy top of her thighs caught fire. She squirmed over her Father’s lap and began drumming her shoes.

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

“AIEEEEE! OHWHWWWW! PLEEEEEEASE STOP! AHWHWWW! OWHWHWWW! IT STINGGGGS! OHHHHHHH! I’LL NEVER BE LATE AGAIN! AIEEEEE! OHWHWWWW! PLEEEEEEEASE! BWUAHAAAAAA! IT BURNSSSSS!”

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

Marian’s howls filled the house, waking Holly up and leaving no doubt about what was happening in the living room. Her sister’s anguished screams awakened in her a sense of excitement. Her hands slipped between her legs, and suddenly, her fingers were dancing over her clitoris. The guilt over the pleasure her sister’s ordeal was giving her was only dampened by the thought that anyone who came home this late deserved to have her bum blistered.

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

“AIEEEEE! OHWHWWWW! AHWHWWW! OWHWHWWW! OHHHHHHH! BWUAHAHHHH! OHWHWWWW! PLEEEEEEEASE! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

Finally, Arnold paused and examined his desperately crying daughter’s backside. Her already generous buttocks had swollen up to an even bigger size; the skin was a deep crimson and mottled with angry purple blotches. He had stopped short of blistering, though. Blisters were reserved for particularly evil behavior, such as lying, stealing, smoking, or drinking. Deciding the punishment had fit the crime, he helped Marian get to her feet.

“All right, Marian,” Arnold told the tearful teen. “I don’t expect you to be late again, and you certainly better not attend any more parties without my permission. If you do, you’ll have blisters on your bottom. As it is, I think you’ll remember to look at the clock every time you sit down for the next few days. I’m also grounding you for two weeks. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Daddy...sir,” Marian said through her tears with her mouth contorted in a grimace of pain and sorrow while grasping in her hands big handfuls of her badly smoldering bum cheeks.

Holly had already gone to breakfast the next morning when Marian woke up. She rolled over on her back and was painfully reminded of last night’s session over her Father’s knees.

“Owhww!” The 19-year-old said and immediately jumped out of bed.

Her bottom still felt warm, even through the nightgown.

Marian massaged her tender backside for a moment and lifted the nightgown to inspect the damage. She turned her back to the mirror and looked over her shoulder, immediately wishing she hadn’t. Her ample buttocks and the top of her thighs still had a dull red hue.

“Dad, really put some color in your cheeks! I bet it hurts!”

Startled and embarrassed, Marian shoved the nightgown down and turned around to face Holly.

“It does,” she lamented. “He really gave it to me last night. This is one girl who won’t be late again.”

Holly didn’t let on that she heard her sister’s spanking…and its effect on her senses.

“Breakfast is on the table,” she said. “You better hurry up and get dressed, or it will be cold.” She started to leave and paused at the door. “Oh, by the way, Mom put a nice, soft pillow on your chair,” she added with a wink.


A Mother, A Daughter, And A Belt

That day was the perfect opportunity for Genevieve, the Mayor’s wife, to lunch with her friend Diana. Even though her daughter Lizbeth was home for the Christmas holidays, she was out with her friends, and her husband was at work.

Having offered to drive, Diana picked Kate up.

“I’ve got an idea!” Diana said. “Let’s go to that new place that just opened down in the city!”

“Diana, are you sure you want to drive all the way over there?”

Her friend nodded. “It’s only twenty minutes away. We’ll be back in plenty of time to cook supper.”

So it was agreed. Diana took the main highway and headed for town.

“How is Lizbeth doing in college?” Diana asked after they thoroughly discussed each other’s Christmas a few days before. “I haven’t had a chance to talk to her since she returned.”

Genevieve’s face lit up. It was evident that she was very proud of her only daughter.

“She’s doing terrific! Rupert and I received her grades last week. All A’s except for a couple of B’s. And she loves living in the dorm. By the way, has your daughter heard anything from the university?”

“Not yet, but it should be soon. We may be sending our little girls off together next September. It’s too bad Lizbeth couldn’t come with us today.”

“I asked her,” Genevieve replied, “But she already had plans. She would spend the day with two friends.”

The new restaurant was good. It was far fancier than anything Diana and Genevieve were used to back home. A neatly uniformed hostess greeted them at the door and ushered them to a table. “Wow, this is someplace!” Genevieve exclaimed. “And it’s not that expensive, either.”

A waitress brought them glasses of water and took their orders. While they waited, the place began to fill up. Diana, facing the door, noticed three girls come in. One, a tall, pretty girl with brown hair and glasses, caught her attention right away.

“Genevieve! There’s Lizbeth!”

“What?” Genevieve looked over her shoulder. Sure enough, Lizbeth was there, wearing the new wool slacks and white blouse she had gotten for Christmas. She watched the girls be seated at the other end of the restaurant.

“That’s her, alright,” she said with a wide grin as she started to turn back to Diana.

Then something caught her eye. Genevieve twisted her head in Lizbeth’s direction and gasped. The 19-year-old had a cigarette between her lips and was lighting it.

“What’s the matter?” Diana whispered. “Is something wrong?”

Genevieve nodded.

“I’ll say there’s something wrong!” she hissed. “Look, Lizbeth is smoking!”

Diana looked over at the table and let out a small gasp of her own. Sure enough, Lizbeth was puffing away on a cigarette, unaware anyone she knew was in the restaurant.

“I don’t believe it.”

“Neither do I,” a shaken Genevieve said. “I’ve warned her a thousand times about that. I told her I better never catch her smoking, no matter how old she was. I’ve got a good mind to go over there right now...”

Seeing Genevieve starting to get up, Diana took her hand.

“Don’t do that,” she said, trying to calm her seething friend. “You’ll only make a scene. Wait until she gets home. There will be plenty of time to talk to her then.”

“I guess you’re right.” Genevieve settled back in her chair. “I still can’t believe it. Lizbeth has never blatantly disobeyed like this before. Well, actually, she gave Rupert and me some trouble in the last months before she left for college. Nothing serious, mind you, but I still had to dissuade Rupert from warming her bottom. You know how serious, how strict he is. And now, instead...this!. I guess I should have realized it, though. When we picked her up at the train station last week, I smelled cigarette smoke on her jacket. She said it was from the person sitting before her on the train. I didn’t think she ever lied to me, either.”

Genevieve’s appetite was ruined. Diana wasn’t that hungry anymore, and she motioned for the waitress. No, the girl said, it wasn’t too late to cancel their order. The women thanked her and left the restaurant without Lizbeth having the slightest idea she had been discovered.

“Just wait until her father knows what she has been doing!” Genevieve fumed on the way back. “This time, nothing is gonna save her bottom.”

“I don’t blame you,” Diana sympathized. “I’d be upset, too. And if I caught my Chrissy smoking, I would make her Father beat the daylight out of her bottom. She wouldn’t sit down for a week after my husband would be done with her precious rear.”

“I’m afraid it’s a bit of my blame, too,” Genevieve said with different worries this time. “In the last year, I have always defended her. Rupert and I also discussed this more than once, and the last time, just before Lizbeth left for college, he even got mad at me for keeping my point. But not this time. Lizbeth’s going to get the same thing I got the time my Dad caught me smoking when I was 18. I still tremble at the memory of what he did on my bare bum!

“I don’t envy you,” Diana said with a sigh. “Her Dad gave Chrissy a spanking a few months ago, and I think I hated it almost as much as she did. It’s all part of being a parent, though.”

“Yes, dear, I know it is,” said Genevieve, but her mind was already on what her husband would say about...everything, not only about her daughter’s.

“It must be great living in the dorm at college!” Laurie said from the back seat of Jenny’s car. “You can come and go as you please, and no parents are always telling you what to do!”

Lizbeth smiled. She enjoyed all the adulation from her friends. None of them were fortunate enough to go away to school, although they did attend the local community college. That meant living at home.

“Yes, it’s terrific!” she gushed. “I can stay out all night and cut a class anytime. With no Mother around to control you…or Father.”

“Did you drink alcohol?”

“Of course!” Lizbeth lied without hesitation. After all, how would they ever find out that she was lying?

The response gathered a chorus of oooohs and ahhhhs. Who would have thought Lizbeth, the Mayor’s daughter, would do such a thing?

By then, they were getting close to home. Laurie reached into her pocketbook and took out a pack of gum.

“Anyone want a stick?” she asked.

Three hands reached out.

“Doesn’t your parents know you smoke, Lizbeth?”

“Of course they do. Dad even buys cigarettes for me when I’m home. I just wanted some gum, that’s all,” Lizbeth kept lying.

The other two looked at her in awe. Even Jenny took her eyes off the road. “Wow!” The pretty 18-year-old said enviously. “I’d get my bum blistered if Dad knew I smoked.”

Since being Mayor was mainly ceremonial and didn’t pay much, Lizbeth’s Dad also ran a small insurance agency from an office he had carved out of an old shed in front of the house. He was calling a customer when he saw Genevieve return. He closed the office and went home. He noticed there was something wrong right away. His wife was sitting in the chair next to the Christmas tree with an angry and sad expression on her face.

“What’s the matter, Genevieve?” He asked.

Genevieve raised her eyes to him. For a moment, she remained silent, crumpling one hand into the other on her wide maternal lap. Then she lowered her glare and took a deep breath.

“Our precious daughter is smoking,” she finally admitted, unable to look her husband in the eyes.

“Lizbeth?” Rupert was dumbfounded. “After all the warnings you’ve given her?”

“It’s true,” Genevieve replied with a forlorn head shake. “Diana and I went out to eat at that new restaurant in town this morning. Lizbeth walked in with her friends, sat at the table, and lit a cigarette. I saw it with my own eyes, Rupert.”

“Did she see you?”

“I don’t think so. She was facing the other way when we left. But she will certainly hear about it the very minute she walks in the door,” Genevieve stated. “You…you need to do something about it. We can’t let her behave in such a way…disobeying her parents...”

With his face turning purple with repressed anger, Rupert crossed his arms on his broad chest.

“Oh, be assured I will do something, Genevieve. And this time, I will handle the situation my way. Our little princess will be lucky if she could do any sitting down before she returns to college,” his tone of voice left no room for debate. “But mind you, Genevieve, all this is not just her fault, and Lizbeth is not the only one who deserves to have her bottom blistered.”

Blushing all the sunset colors and raising a scared-rabbit look to her imposing husband, the buxom forty-year-old lady asked, “What…what do you mean, honey?”

“I mean that if you hadn’t protected her in the last year if you hadn’t accepted any of her behavior if you hadn’t even kept her mischief from me... don’t try to deny it, I know you did...it wouldn’t have come to this!”

Crestfallen, Genevieve couldn’t help but nod.

“I… I’m sorry, Rupert,” she whispered. “I thought it was too old for…that.”

“Well, wife, tonight you are going to learn if you already don’t know it, that no girl is ever too old to have her bottom blistered if she acted like a bad, spoiled little girl. And no woman either.”

Genevieve’s eyes opened wide, and the scared look on her face turned into a panicked one. But before another word was spoken, the front door opened.

“Hi, everybody,” Lizbeth greeted while taking off her coat and hanging it in the closet. “You’re home early, Daddy! Can we have a fire in the fireplace tonight? It’s supposed to get real cold!”

Two stone-faced, clearly angry parents welcomed her.

Puzzled, Lizbeth asked, “Is something wrong, Mom?”

Regaining her angry mother’s tone, Genevieve said, “You were smoking today, weren’t you?”

Every bit of color disappeared from Lizbeth’s pretty face.

“Of course not, Mom,” she said through trembling lips. “Y-You know I w-wouldn’t do that.”

“Don’t you dare lie to your Mother on top of everything else!” Rupert barked. “She was at that restaurant in town when you went there! She saw you!”

A desperate Lizbeth shifted her eyes towards the Christmas tree, wishing another present underneath would get her out of this. “I’m sorry, Dad...I was just trying it.”

“Just ‘trying’ it, huh? Well, that’s not the way it looked to me!” Genevieve intervened.

“That’s it. We are done talking,” Rupert bellowed, pointing towards the stairs. “Go to your room!”

Lizbeth didn’t dawdle. Once in her bedroom, she sat on the bed and wiped her forehead. The 19-year-old considered herself lucky; she had expected a much longer lecture. But just as her heartbeat was returning to normal, the bedroom door opened. Lizbeth’s eyes widened. Standing in the doorway was Rupert, holding a wide leather belt in his hand.

“Daaad...w-what are y-you going to do?”

“I’m going to show you what happens to young ladies who don’t obey their parents and act spoiled and silly,” Rupert said calmly as he doubled the belt. “Now, take down your pants and underpants and bend over the bed.”

The teenager jumped to her feet and instinctively put both hands on her seat.

“Dad, no! I’m nineteen years old!”

“Yes, I know. And this is something I should have done for a long time. But I’m going to remedy it right now. Now get those pants down.”

“Please, Daddy! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again!”

In a flash, Rupert pushed his daughter face-down on the bed and delivered two stinging blows to the seat of her slacks.

SMACK! CRACK!

“Are you going to pull your pants down, or am I?”

Slowly, Lizbeth got up. Facing the bed, she lowered her slacks and panties to just above the knees. Two pink stripes stood out on the snow-white, round buttocks.

“Even if it had been some time since the last time, I bet you remember the procedure,” said the stern Father implacably.

Sighing, Lizbeth bent forward and placed both palms on the mattress. “Please, Daddy,” she whined. “I’m sorry...”

Her eyes were already moist.

Rupert rolled up his shirt sleeve on his right arm. Then, he took a measured step backward.

“You wanted a fire tonight, young lady, and you’ll have one.”

The wide, sturdy, doubled-up belt sailed through the air and landed with a vicious SMACK across the crown of the girlish buttocks.

“AHARGHH!” Lizbeth yelped, standing straight up and grasping her behind. “Please, Daddy, don’t! It hurts!” She wailed with tears already streaking down her cute cheeks.

Rupert replied with a blow to her upper thighs and an order to get back in position.

“AHAWHWW! Daddy!”

“Don’t you ‘Daddy’ me,” the angry Rupert shouted. “Bend back over this instant! And if you move one more time, I’ll give you another whipping the day you return to school! You’ll be standing up on the train all the way there!”

Reluctantly, Lizbeth obeyed.

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

The doubled-up belt took no time to turn the round, tender, 19-year-old’s bottom cheeks a glowing, swollen red.

“AHAWHWWW! AHAWHWWW! NOOOO! OHWHWWW! PLEASEEE! NO MOOREEEE! AHAWHWWW!”

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

Downstairs, Genevieve was shocked by how loud the belt strokes could be heard. ‘OMG, if Rupert goes on like that, poor Lizbeth won’t be able to sit down for a month!’ She thought with apprehension. An apprehension regarded not only her only daughter’s ability to sit but also a part of her own body, which was round and tender, and that right then, she believed in real danger.

Meanwhile, upstairs, poor Lizbeth had received almost all her smoldering buttocks could take.

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

“Are you ever going to smoke a cigarette again?” Rupert demanded, poised to deliver yet another burning kiss with the belt to Lizbeth’s swollen, welted backside.

“AHARGHHH! BWUAHAAAA! NOOO DAAADDYYY!” Lizbeth assured through her tears, “I PROMISE! BWUAHAAAAA! BWUAHAAAAA!”

Rupert lowered his arm, letting the belt rest against his leg.

“Good. You can pull your pants up now. But don’t ever do that again, or lie to your parents. Do I make myself clear?”

Lizbeth shakily stood straight up.

“Yeeees, Daaaddyyy,” she sniffled.

She rose from her bent position, but instead of pulling up her pants and panties as Rupert had said, she turned and, weeping, gently grabbed her wounded buttocks with her hands.

“Ohhhh, Daddyyyyy, I’m sorry!” she sobbed as her hands massaged her enflamed rear.

“Now, now,” Rupert comforted, putting his arm around Lizbeth’s shoulder. “You go ahead and have a good cry,” he said, kissing her forehead. “I have to go to take care of something,” and left the room.

While Lizbeth, in her bedroom, was nursing the most painful, blistered, and flaming-red bum she had ever had, in the living room, a panicked Genevieve was stammering some apologies.

“You…you can’t think I would let our daughters smoke…or lie…”

“No, woman, I don’t,” Rupert said with a grave tone. “But your attitude toward her behaviors must have appeared to her as if she was allowed to run wild. And you saw the consequences.”

Genevieve blushed and bowed her head at her husband’s words.

“As if being a weak mother was not enough, you also contravened one of your wife’s duties, opposing your husband.”

Rupert shut up and snapped the leather belt he held in his hands, staring at his discomforted wife.

“You…you are right, Rupert. Some of the blame for what happened is also my fault.” Genevieve finally admitted while one tear stripped her left cheek. Her hands went to give a rub to her big bum under her fitted claves-length skirt. “But not now, honey, Lizbeth would hear…I would die of shame…”

With a stern expression, Rupert simply said, “Let’s go to my office.”

Meekly, Genevieve followed her husband on shaking legs. She felt like she wanted to throw up at the realization of what was going to happen to her forty-year-old rear end.

Once inside the office, Rupert put a chair in the middle of the room.

“Prepare yourself a bend over it,” he said sternly.

Unable and unwilling to resist her determinate and rightfully angry husband, Genevieve, on the verge of tears, raised her skirt to her waist and lowered her girdle and panties to mid-thighs. Not constricted anymore by the elastic garment, her plump, womanly buttocks popped up in front of Rupert.

With a sigh, Genevieve lowered herself bottom-up over the back of the chair and grasped the seat with her hands. Now, her big, plump bottom encased between her raised skirt and the girdle and panties wrapped at her mid-thighs was the highest part of her body. Rupert’s heart softened at the sight of his still pretty wife so obediently bent and with her candid, vulnerable rear end obediently proffered for her chastisement. But he knew that she deserved what was coming to her. So, steeling himself, Rupert brought the belt to his back and propelled it towards Genevieve’s bottom, HARD.

It sounded like a gunshot when the thick leather struck with full force the skin across the middle of Genevieve’s big buttocks. The belt buried into the fleshy mounds, causing them to bounce from the impact.

“ARGHHHH!” The buxom, fortyish woman screamed, managing to stay as still as she could.

Rupert then started a rain of hard, unmerciful leather lashes on Genevieve’s meaty hillocks. The gunshot sounds of the belt that stroked bare, plump womanly flesh echoed loudly around the office, along with Genevieve’s screams.

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

“AHAWHH! OHOWHWWW! HONEYYY! AHARGHHH! PLEASEEEE, IT HURTSSSSS! BWUAHAAAAAA!”

Soon, ugly red strips covered Genevieve’s bottom completely, and she was sobbing and blubbering just like her daughter had done just a few minutes ago. It was evident that she was already in a lot of pain.

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

Once every inch of Genevieve’s wide bottom had been turned a bright glowing red and was mottled by the repeated belt’s branding stripes overlapping, the strict husband smacked the leather across the expanse of thighs’ flesh between Genevieve’s buttocks and her garments ruffled at mid-thighs. The leather lashed down indiscriminately on the woman’s meaty upper thighs till Genevieve was beside herself screaming and blubbering.

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

“WAAAAAAAAA! WAAAAAAAHAAAAA! I’LL BEEEE A GOOODD WIIIIFE! WAAAAAA! AND A GOOOOD MOTHERRRR! BWUAHAAAA! I’M SORRY I’VE BEEN BAAAAD! WAAAAAAHAAAAHAAAA! WAAAHAAAAAHAAAA!”

CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK! CRACKK!

Once he saw that his loved wife’s ample rear end had received all it could possibly take, Rupert stopped the rain of belt lashes. From the end of her back till the garments at mid-thighs, It sure looked very sore, livid red, crisscrossed with ugly belt marks, and a few blisters had formed on the sit-spot. There was no doubt that Genevieve had been punished far more severely than Lizbeth, but finally, it was right. The mature woman didn’t have the excuse of inexperience and age the girl had.

“Are you ever going to be such a stubborn wife and careless mother again?” Rupert asked.

“NO! NO RUPERT! I SWEAR I WON’T!” Replied Genevieve, her tears choked by sobs.

Finally satisfied that the lesson had sunk in his repentant wife, Rupert came close to her and ran his hand across her chastised posterior. It felt so hot to the touch and swollen.

“Ok,” Rupert said, at least in a softened voice. You can get up now.”

Genevieve, helped by her husband, got back on her feet.

Forgetting any shame, she remained with her skirt raised at the waist, her legs open as far as her girdle and panties twisted at mid-thigh allowed her, grasping in her hands’ big handfuls of her badly smoldered buttocks and thighs, obscenely protruding her crotch and still crying to the ceiling.

Moved to pity by the aching and penitent state of his beloved wife, Rupert approached her and wrapped his arms around her in a comforting embrace. Genevieve melted in that embrace and finished to cry all her tears on her husband’s shirted, broad chest.
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Travis thought Jasmine was just the cutest girl. When he first saw her inspecting the empty premises adjacent to his antique store, he had hoped she would become his neighbor.

She looked in her mid-twenties, and Travis later found out she was 25. She was youthful and radiant, with long, flowing blonde hair cascaded in soft waves down her back, shining with a natural luster. Her blue eyes were striking and bright, framed by thick, dark lashes that enhanced their vivid color. Her skin was smooth and fair, with a delicate rosy glow that added to her doll-like charm. Her features were finely sculpted, with high cheekbones, a small, dainty nose, and full, pink lips that were slightly pouty. She had this dolly figure, which means her body was curvaceous yet petite, with a slim waist that accentuated her hourglass shape, with round hips and a pert, bubble bottom on two buxom legs. Her overall appearance exuded a sense of innocence and charm, making her look like a living doll.

So when Jasmine opened her bakery store on those very premises, Travis was happy. They saw each other daily, and soon, they became friends. She was twenty years younger than Travis, and she had this freshness, this innocent look about her that made him want to father her. He took her under his wing and began to advise her about life in the neighborhood and how to deal with customers, which is stuff they don’t teach you at college.

Travis was forty-five, a single Dad since his wife left 18 years before, just after she gave birth and left him a daughter to raise. He was a tall, fit man with thick black hair streaked with silver and intense blue eyes. His dedication to staying in shape was evident, and his physical appearance was undeniably attractive.

Upon meeting Travis, Jasmine was immediately struck by his charm and attractiveness. She couldn’t help but think to herself, ‘WOW, what a hunk!’ This initial attraction added an element of excitement and anticipation to their budding relationship. But Jasmine thought he was older and more worldly-wise than she. She imagined her lack of experience made her unattractive to him. Indeed, he was dating someone.

Despite her shyness, Jasmine’s intelligence and good manners shone through, making her a delightful companion. Travis considered her a beautiful woman and found her a lovely young lady, and her company was always enjoyable. He thought it was a pity that she could be his daughter, so she certainly was not attracted to him.

They frequently ate lunch together in a little nearby restaurant and discussed stuff they read in the newspapers on those occasions. And that is what started the whole thing: a story Jasmine read about spankings.

“Says here that this minister in this fundamentalist church handed out spanking paddles to the congregation,” said Jasmine one day. “Imagine that.”

“So? What do you find strange in it?” Said Travis, munching on his hamburger.

“You agree with that?” Jasmine cocked his head in amazement.

“Um,” said Travis, nodding, his mouth full. “In my experience, sometimes it is the only way a girl listens.”

“Well, hum, probably depends on the girl and...on the age, of course,” commented Jasmine as she felt a flush of heat go up her body.

“You’re never too old for a good bottom roasting,” chuckled Travis.

Jasmine took this in for a moment. Travis was tall, fit, and strong, with powerful-looking arms and shoulders. He wouldn’t have trouble upending even a grown woman across his knee if necessary.

“But I spank only when it’s really needed,” Travis added.

“You do? Really? Geraldine?” Asked Jasmine, eyes wide open.

“Mhm, mhm,” Travis agreed.

“How do you do it?”

“Same as when I was a kid, and my three sisters and I got it from Dad. It is a serious business.”

Jasmine was all ears, fascinated now.

“How...?”

“How? Do you mean in which way my Dad handled us kids?”

Blushing a bit, Jasmine nodded.

“Boy, he was a believer in sound spankings for us. He would say we all needed some ‘vitamin S’ occasionally. And with three high-spirited daughters and a boy, he had a job keeping us in line. When he decided you needed to be taken down a peg, he would point upstairs and say, ‘Right now, go.’ We knew what that meant. A good sound pants down bottom roasting.”

“Wow. I bet that hurt.”

“You got that right,” said Travis sardonically.

“I guess I never had a spanking,” Jasmine said. “I wonder what it’s like?”

“Never? In your life?” Travis was amazed.

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head, “but I always wondered about it. It just never happened to me. What does it feel like, though? Were you scared if your Dad told you to get ready?”

“Really? Your parents never spanked your butt? Ever?” Travis was incredulous.

“As I said, Travis. They didn’t believe in it...But what is it like?” pressed Jasmine. “I don’t mean did it hurt, I mean the whole thing, from the time you knew you were going to get it through actually getting it and afterward. Were you scared?”

Travis nodded. “I’ll say this, Jasmine: there is no feeling in the world like being told to get ready for a spanking.”

“And after? What does it feel like, though? Did it hurt a lot?”

Travis grinned knowingly. “My, you’re a curious girl, but if you must know, yes.”

“That’s amazing. Still, it’s an experience I have never had, and I just wonder what it would be like. But,” Jasmine sighed, “that aspect of life has passed me by. Too late now.”

“I guess I don’t understand,” said Travis, “spankings hurt. Why do you think you missed something?”

“I guess it’s the intensity of the whole thing. It’s a life experience most kids go through, but I never did. So I wonder about it, that’s all.”

Jasmine cut it short at that moment for fear of sounding weird, but the thought remained with her in the following days and…nights.

Keep reading ‘A Strong-Arm Neighbor’ and many other Female Discipline stories at:

Albert Switch patriarchal world

www.patreon.com/AlbertSwitch

Old-fashioned stories and novels

Updated weekly




cover.jpeg





