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Linette's reckoning

"I'm glad you and Elizabeth will be married soon, Marc," said the middle-aged man, his gray hair combed back with precision, the scent of pomade faint in the warm evening air.

"Thank you, Antony," the young man beside him replied. He was clean-cut, his dark suit pressed sharp as though he had just stepped from the tailor's mirror. "I'm really in love with your daughter. Apart from being beautiful, Elizabeth is a darling, a good girl, with her head on her shoulders. You sure raised her well."

Antony Miller nodded gravely. The lamps along the lively downtown street lit up, flooding the shop windows and passersby with soft light. Somewhere, a radio carried Perry Como's voice from an open window, crooning into the dusk.

Yes, his younger daughter Elizabeth was all Marc said; steady, modest, her skirts never too short, her laughter gentle, her hands quick to help in church and at home. She was the daughter who still called him "Papa" without embarrassment, who never questioned his rules about curfews or company.

Not like Linette.

The thought of his eldest daughter stirred unease in him, a familiar weight that sat heavily on his chest. Even at thirty, Linette was restless, difficult.

"Elizabeth will make a fine wife," Mr. Miller said at last, his voice low, almost as though he was reassuring himself. "A fine wife, and a mother someday."

Marc smiled broadly, the way young men did when the future lay open and golden before them. He did not know the depth of worries that haunted his future father-in-law about his eldest daughter.

Although Linette had a brilliant mind and graduated with honors from college, she had always had a rebellious and challenging nature. As long as she lived under the family roof, Antony managed to control her, often with good fatherly counsel and sometimes with the use of the family paddle applied conscientiously to her bare bottom. But once she had spread her wings after graduating, it became a real handful. She had rushed into marriage with a man too much older than her, whom Mr. Miller did not approve of. Obviously, the marriage lasted only a couple of years, and following the nasty divorce, she returned to her Father's house for a short period.

She had been gone for three years now, living in a cramped apartment downtown near the jazz clubs and neon-lit bars. Although she visited sometimes, her perfume lingered longer than her words, and her presence was always accompanied by a faint whiff of cigarette smoke. She spoke too quickly, laughed too loudly, and her skirts…well, they were nothing a father could be proud of.

It was fortunate that Mr. Miller had good connections in the city's business community, as it was only through his good wishes that Linette, who lacked good recommendations, had managed to find a job that decently supported her, albeit as a secretary, which was well below her educational qualifications.

That afternoon, Mr. Miller and Marc sat at a table outside a coffee shop on the sidewalk of the city's new commercial district. The streets gleamed with freshly poured sidewalks, neon signs announcing modern department stores, polished Chevrolets and Buicks parked at shiny meters. Waitresses in starched aprons hurried between tables carrying thick white mugs of coffee and slices of lemon meringue pie.

Yet the past clung to the neighborhood like a stubborn stain. Only a block away, among the newer storefronts, lingered some dingy taverns with smoke-stained windows, places where the paint peeled and drunks hunched over their glasses, where the air was thick with the smell of cheap whiskey and old tobacco. The two men's conversation had turned inevitably to those blemishes.

"It's a shame," Marc said, shaking his head as he stirred sugar into his coffee. "This part of town could be first-rate, if only they cleared out those dives."

Mr. Miller nodded, his lips pressed thin. "The city's dressed itself in a new suit, but under the jacket, it's still the same shabby fellow it used to be." His gaze drifted toward one of the offending bars across the street, its door swinging open to release a burst of dim yellow light.

Then, in that instant, his heart jolted.

A young woman in a dress cut scandalously short stepped out into the daylight, her heels clicking on the pavement, her lipstick too bright. Mr. Miller's breath caught in his throat. There was no mistaking her.

She was Linette.

For a moment, Father and future son-in-law sat frozen. Marc's eyebrows shot up in stunned recognition, while Mr. Miller's face darkened, his jaw tightening. The blood rose hot behind his ears.

"Marc, please," he said at last, his voice tight with restrained fury. "Take care of the bill. I have to fix something."

He pushed back his chair with a scrape and crossed the street, his stride clipped and urgent.

Marc, flustered, fumbled for his wallet, signaled the waiter, and tossed a few bills onto the tray. But his eyes followed the older man, who now reached his daughter and caught her by the arm right there in the middle of the street.

Mr. Miller's words came sharp and booming, his voice carrying over the hum of traffic and the chatter of passersby.

"Linette! What in heaven's name are you doing in a place like this?" His grip on her arm was firm, his fury plain. "Don't you dare tell me lies, young lady! I can smell it on you. You've been drinking already at this hour!"

Linette, cornered in her Father's glare, her painted lips parted in protest that never came, her shoulders slumping under the weight of his voice. The acrid tang of cheap gin clung to her breath. For once, her defiance failed her. She lowered her head in shame and said nothing.

"Okay then," Antony Miller said, almost with smoke from his nostrils. "Now you come with me, Linette. You and I need to have a very serious conversation that has been put off for far too long. Far too long! The time has come to set things straight, young lady."

Marc had observed the scene from across the street and thought it best to leave without saying goodbye. The embarrassment of his future father-in-law and the state of his future sister-in-law were evident, and it was certainly not the time to offer compliments.

Father and daughter headed to Linette's car. The young woman's heart was beating fast in her chest as she sat in the passenger seat and left the driver's seat to her stern Father. She was unsure about what he meant when he said that they needed to have a 'very serious conversation' and they had 'to set things straight'. She had heard him using those phrases when she was younger, and every time they had had very painful consequences for her tender bottom. But, what the heck, she was 30 years old now! Even so, Linette knew her Father, and she knew he was not a man who spoke in vain or made idle threats.

On the way to her parents' house, Linette tried to broach the subject with some lame excuse, but got no response from her visibly angry Father. Antony drove silently with his jaw clenched, without taking his eyes off the road. Once he parked the car in front of the house, the fiftyish man got out, opened the passenger door, took his eldest daughter by the arm, and led her not too gently into the house.

Once the two were in the living room, Linette slouched on the sofa, took off a cigarette from her purse, and tried to light it with a cheap lighter. Antony went towering over her and slapped it off her mouth.

"You're thirty years old, Linette," he roared, his voice clipped. "And still behaving like a bad girl in the schoolyard. No husband, no dignity, smoking and drinking as if propriety were a trifling matter."

"It's… It's 1954, Father, not 1854. I don't need a husband to sit straighter in a chair," said Linette, stuttering.

If possible, Antony's brow darkened even more. "Decorum is not a choice. It is respect for yourself, and for this family's name. Starting from now, things are going to change. You will leave that apartment of yours and come back to live here!"

"What? But…Dad…” Linette tried to interrupt him in apprehension.

"And we will go back to good, proven, old-fashioned remedies," the mad Father followed on without taking care of her. "Today, you, young lady, are going to get your bum paddled till you won't sit down, and then you will be grounded for a month. This for a start."

"DAD!...what?...You couldn't possibly think for real to paddle me!"

"No, Linette, I'm not THINKING to do it; I AM GOING to paddle you! And if you choose not to obey me, be assured that I will not only inform my good friend, your employer, that I'm ashamed to let him know that he can't rely on my daughter anymore, but I will also cut off any help to you. And I will order your Mother to do the same." He fell silent and stared at his daughter so she could read the determination in his eyes. Then he followed on, "Now go to your old room and put on one of your old pajamas that your Mother has kept in your old closet. And you better do what you are told without saying a thing, if you know what is good for you!"

Crestfallen and blushing furiously, feeling doomed and unable to stand against her rightly furious Father, Linette rushed up the stairs to her room.

Nothing has changed since she was there the last time, more than three years ago. And as Antony Miller had said, even some of her old clothes and pajamas were still in the closet. With shaking fingers, Linette took off her heels. She knew what her Father wanted. It had been so many years since the last time, but it still stood in her mind as if it had been yesterday. For a paddling, her Dad required that she change into her pajamas with no underwear under, and then bend over her desk chair with her pajama bottom at mid-thighs and her bare buttocks presented obediently for the kiss of the family paddle.

So after her shoes, she removed her skirt and jacket, pulled off her tan stockings and garter belt, undid and got off her bra, and slipped off her nylon panties. She had to work quickly because her Father wanted her in her pajamas and obediently bent over when he went to her room with the dreaded tool of bottom punishment in his hands; a flat, thick wooden board with a handle that delivered a formidable amount of sting with every stroke.

Linette had put on her pajama top and was wearing her pajama bottoms when her Father strode in. He had taken off his jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt on his muscular forearms, and he was holding the dreaded paddle in his hand.

"Hurry up!" He commanded. "Pick up those clothes and fold them neatly on the bed."

The now subdued woman finished raising the pajama bottoms up. She could feel sweat trickling down her sides from her armpits while she obediently folded her garments and put them neatly on the bed.

"Move your chair," came Antony's next order.

Linette picked up the desk chair and placed it in the center of the room. The room wasn't that big, so the chair had to be strategically placed to give Dad room to swing the paddle.

"Get yourself into position."

After directing a last pleading look to Antony, and seeing his unmoved frown, the jaw clenched tight, his gaze somber, Linette lowered her pajama bottom at mid-thigh, baring her round, womanly white bottom. Then she obediently bent over the chair's back. She grabbed both sides of the seat with her hands while her head hung down. She could look between the chair slats at her triangle of black pubic hair. She knew this position well; she had been in it many times and was on the verge of tears from the shame of being there once again. She was also so frightened of the paddle that she felt like she was about to throw up.

Mr. Miller moved behind his oldest daughter and slid her pajama top further up her back. He stood there for just a moment, admiring Linette's womanly rear end. It sure was wider and plumper than the last time he had seen her in that position. Her buttocks were still smooth and looked soft, but were now quite fleshy indeed and swelled out chubby. They sure made an excellent target for the paddle.

Linette was very conscious of her plump, bare bottom. She could almost feel her Dad's eyes staring at it. As she waited, her round buttocks quivered in fearful anticipation. She felt very exposed and very vulnerable indeed.

Even if Mr. Miller was no stranger to seeing Linette or her sister with their pants down and bent over, he marveled at how his oldest daughter looked younger than thirty in that position. Obediently presenting her bare rear for her punishment, she instantly changed from an adult, too-assertive woman into an obedient little girl.

"Move them back and spread your legs some more," Antony lectured as Linette wiggled into the proper position. "I hope this will help you to learn to act like a responsible, respectable lady."

As soon as Antony stopped talking, Linette heard the loud SPLATTT of the wood against the middle of her bare, quivering buttocks.

'Man, that stung!' She said to herself, but she managed to keep silent.

CRACKKK!

The paddle connected again, and "OHW" escaped from the thirty-year-old woman's lips. Her Dad swung the wooden board a third time, and,

CRACKKK!

It connected with the soft flesh of her tender, lower bum cheeks.

"Ohohwhww! OWHWHWW!" Linette cried out loud.

The already burned-bottomed woman started dancing, alternately lifting one foot and the other while already crying in earnest.

"I'll teach you to move those legs!" Mr. Miller hissed, and with that, the paddle danced across the back of Linette's lean upper thighs.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Linette had learned from past experiences that the smacks on the very tender skin of her thighs' back were worse than anything else. It felt like a hundred bees all stinging at once. 

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

That paddle found a new place across her thighs to do damage.

"NO! AHARGHHH! No, Daddy, please not there!" Linette pleaded, sobbing.

CRACK!

Yet another swat across the back of her thighs. Poor Linette was sobbing uncontrollably now, and the stinging and burning sensation continued to intensify.

"AHWHWWW! I promise, Daddy, I will stand still! ARGHHH! Please don't paddle my legs anymore!" The already pained woman pitifully pleaded.

"We'll see," said Mr. Miller, and went back to paddling his daughter's buttocks.

SMACK! CRACK! SMACK! SMACK! CRACK!

By now, the paddle and Linette's bum were well acquainted. Mr. Miller stopped a moment to rest and change his position as he saw some parts of his daughter's soft mounds that were still white, and when he paddled, he wanted a uniformly sore, swollen, scarlet red rear end.

CRACK! CRACK! SMACK! CRACK! SMACK!

Again and again, the merciless, flat wood flattened the poor woman's buttocks, while she was more and more beside herself. The burning and stinging were all-consuming.

"Have you learned your lesson, young lady?" Mr. Miller asked.

"YEES! YEES, I DID, FATHER!" Linette cried out loud, between her sobs. "I will never go to a bar again! BWUAHAAA! Not even to drink a soda! BWUAHAAA! I will come back to live here with you and Mama! BWUAHAAA! I promise I will mend my ways! BWUAHAAA!"

"Let's see if that is true."

With that, Mr. Miller found virgin territory for the paddle. Since he had made sure his daughter's legs were spread wide, he aimed the inside of her left thigh.

CRACK! CRACK!

This was a new pain, even greater than before! 

CRACK! CRACK!

On the inside of Linette's right thigh.

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

Two more times, the paddle visited the insides of each thigh. 

Linette was in pure agony.

"AHWHWHWWW! PLEASE, DADDY! PLEASE, NO MORE! BWHAHAHAAA!" She wailed desperately.

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

With six of the most vicious strokes of the paddle, all on the lower part of his older daughter's buttocks, Mr. Miller put a stop to Linette's correction and told her she could get up.

Being cool and acting like an adult woman was the farthest thing from Linette's mind at that point. She grabbed her badly wounded rear end's flesh in her hands and danced around the room in a virtuous performance of the 'well-spanked little girl dance'. With her heavily made-up face covered in tears and snot and her lipstick-red lips contorted in a grimace of pain, she wailed to the ceiling, trying in vain to rub some of that awful burn from her swollen and smoldered nether region.

Mr. Miller stood watching his daughter's antics with a satisfied smile for a few minutes. He was confident that the lesson had been well taught, and he was certain his daughter would think twice before behaving inappropriately again. At least for the near future.

"This is all for now," he said with his hand on the door handle. "Stay here, compose yourself, and get some rest. We will go for your things tomorrow morning."

Then he strode out of his older daughter's room and closed the door behind him.

Linette threw herself on her old bed and sobbed. As was her custom, she waited until her crying stopped, and then she surveyed the damage he Papa had made to her rear in the full-length mirror of the closet. Her Father was right; she did indeed get a paddling to remember. Her poor bum had swollen up to a bigger size and was scarlet red and mottled all over, but on the top of her thighs and the sit-spot was an angry, livid red. She could look down in front of her to see the insides of her thighs, and they, too, had definite welts from the paddle.

After that, she was emotionally spent, and she flopped onto the bed and fell asleep, with her bare, wounded rear cooling up in the late afternoon air. Something inside told her that this time, she would change her life.


A man of his word

Mark was standing in the living room, the late-afternoon sun casting long slats of light through the Venetian blinds. He was fully dressed in a crisp white shirt with the sleeves rolled up, dark slacks pressed sharp, and his hips rested against the back of the couch as though he were holding himself back from pacing the floor. One hand gripped the edge of the sofa, the other beckoned to newly arrived Laura with a curt, impatient flick of his fingers.

Shyly, she stepped forward, her heels clicking against the polished wood floor. She moved as though walking into a principal's office, nerves taut, her eyes darting up only briefly to read the storm in his face. Now she stood directly in front of him, their bodies not quite touching.

Laura, forty, striking in her curves and natural allure, had entered the house with her usual poise stripped away. Normally, she carried herself with the self-assurance of a woman who knew heads still turned when she passed on the street. Today, though, her steps had been hesitant, and the look on her pretty face was anxious, apologetic.

She was dressed in a pale blue number with capped sleeves, cinched tight at the waist with a narrow belt that hugged her buxom figure in a way that drew appreciative glances. The neckline hinted at her generous breasts, her waist was still narrow, and her round hips and firm buttocks swayed naturally with every step. A strand of dark hair had come loose from the neat waves she'd pinned into place that morning, brushing against her cheek as she bowed her head. Her high-heeled pumps, a stylish shade of cream, only emphasized the length and tone of her legs.

But none of this softened the thunderous expression on Mark's face. Laura had never seen her husband so angry.

"I got a call from John," he said, his voice hard. "My mechanic friend. Do you want to explain what you did to my Oldsmobile 88?"

Laura's lips parted, but for a moment nothing came out. At last, she forced a nervous laugh, one hand slipping across her body, the other clutching her elbow in a posture both defensive and fragile.

"It's just a little ding," she said weakly. "It was an accident," she stressed, as though repetition might smooth the matter away.

"An accident?" Mark repeated, incredulous. He stepped forward now, crowding the space, his shadow falling over her. "I lend you my car, and the first thing you do is rear-end a truck? Do you know how hard it is to get parts for that machine? Do you know how careful I've been with it?"

"It was an accident, honey. I wasn't…careless," Laura said quickly, her voice tight, her eyes flashing for a moment with wounded pride. She folded her arms across her chest, as if that gesture could shield her. Her full breasts rose high against the fabric as she pressed them in. "The insurance will cover the damages, anyway."

Mark gave a sharp, bitter laugh. "Really? What a comfort. A comfort that my prized Olds is sitting in John's garage, crumpled like an empty cigarette pack."

His tone, unappeased, cut through her like ice, and she felt a shiver trace down her spine. Still, stubbornness surged within her, clashing with the guilt she'd carried since the sickening crunch of metal that morning.

"Well, what do you want me to do?" she asked, her voice rising, now combative, with more fire than fear. "I've already apologized. It was an accident," she repeated, more firmly this time, as if defiance might cover her fault. "What's the big deal?"

In response to that defiant, stubborn remark of his wife, Mark stretched out his left hand, grabbed Laura's arm firmly, turned her around, and lifted the hem of her skirt up her stockinged thighs, over her garter belts, and her pantied bum. Then,

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

He propelled her forward, slapping the bare flesh of her thighs between the end of her panties and the stockings' tops.

"I'll show you what the big deal is," he menaced while slapping away and bringing her to their bedroom.

"AHWH! ARGH! HEY!" Laura complained under the barrage of meaty hand slaps that stung her tender thighs.

Once in the bedroom, still gripping Laura's forearm, Mark sat down on the bed, roughly pulling her over his knee.

"Hey! What do you think you're doing?" The now frightened wife sputtered.

Mark flipped up her dress better, folding it neatly on her back, exposing completely her round rear, still protected by the nylon panties.

"Oh, you know very well what I'm going to do, don't you, miss? I'm going to spank your naughty bottom until you won't sit down!" Mark said with his voice even, matter-of-fact, as his hand simultaneously flashed down on his pretty wife's upturned, skimpy-covered rear.

Laura jerked in indignant shock, caught between shame and outrage.

SPANK! SPANK! SMACK!

Mark's hand landed on Laura's bottom again, hard and unrelenting.

"You have been such a careless girl, Laura. You need to be taught a lesson in responsibility, and I'm the man who'll give it to you, young lady!"

Suppressed groans of pain escaped Laura's lips. How dare her husband talk to her that way? And yet, she felt her face flush and her sex dampen as Mark's strong hand landed repeatedly on her pantied buttocks, further warming her upturned backside.

After ten or twelve firm spanks on each bum cheek, Mark's hand rested on Laura's waist, sliding across her buttocks, to feel the heat radiating from her still panty-clad bottom. He massaged her tender rear and the flaming back of her thighs, his palm cupping the curve of her ass. Laura arched into his caress. Despite the shame of the situation and the pain, she found it pleasurable that pressure against her stinging flesh.

"Stand up," Mark ordered abruptly.

She hastened to comply, awkwardly pulling her dress down as she did so.

"Did I tell you to cover your bottom?" Mark barked.

"No...but…why?" Laura asked, worried, but Mark interrupted her.

"Take off your dress and pull off your panties, Laura. Your spanking isn't over, not by a long shot. I said I'm going to spank you until you won't sit down, and I am a man of my word!" His expression was grave and stern.

Laura's throat worked convulsively at Mark's words, and she pulsed in a mixture of fear, trepidation, shame, and anticipation. She stared at her imposing, commanding husband and saw his gaze unmoved. So, shakily, she unzipped her dress and let it puddle at her ankles. Her panties soon followed, and she stood before Mark with just her bra, garter belt, and stockings on.

Mark stood up, went to his wife's vanity, reached out, and grabbed Laura's own wooden, flat-backed hairbrush. Then he went to sit at the foot of the bed again.

"Bend over my knee," he ordered, keeping that menacing, flat-backed wooden tool in his hands.

At the view of the wooden hairbrush in Mark's hands, Laura widened her already moist eyes and, shaking, with a lump in her throat, obeyed. Settling herself onto Mark's lap, Laura could feel the man's massive erection butting against her mons. But the cruel, punishing force of the first hairbrush smack disturbed that pleasurable sensation.

Holding the instrument of bum punishment, Mark's hand flashed down again and again, and layer upon layer of heat and pain suffused Laura's bottom. That merciless hairbrush covered every inch of the pretty woman's upturned backside, from the top of the cleft, across the voluptuous expanse of the buttocks, down to the tender flesh of her already rosy-red thighs. The skin there was particularly sensitive, and the spanked wife wailed in dismay, kicking up her legs as she began to struggle against his grip.

"Wicked . . . disobedient . . . careless . . . bad . . . girl!"

Each of Mark's words of admonishment was punctuated with another smack of the flat back of the hairbrush, each one harder than the previous, as Laura wailed in pain and in embarrassment.

Again, Mark stopped the smoldering onslaught, his fingers trailing down the cleft of the pretty woman's smoldering, well-marked rear to her sex, finding it flushed and wet.

"You do need this so bad, Laura! Admit it, you bad girl!" 

Mutinously, she shook her head at his words, not yet ready to surrender to him.

"SOB! Do I need this? SOB! Not a chance," her words weren't particularly witty. Still, given her precarious position, almost bare, well-punished, and dizzy upside down over her husband's knees, Laura figured they'd do.

"Still so disrespectful, are you, Laura?" Mark sighed, his hand raining down another series of hard hairbrush wallops upon his wife's now swollen, smoldering rear.

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

Again and again, the merciless wood painted layers of branding heat on Laura's already scarlet red buttocks.

"AHARGHH! OKAY, OKAYYY! AHAWHWWW! YES! YES, SIR, I DO NEED TO BE SPANKED!"

Sir? Where did that word come from, Laura wondered, bemused, ashamed, and enthralled.

"Very well then, as you like, young lady!"

The following strokes rained down at a steady, measured pace. Mark was in no hurry now that his wife's submission had been sealed. He took careful, deliberate aim at Laura's livid red, swollen buttocks and top of thighs, branding them completely and turning them from pristine white to darkest crimson with greyish spots where the skin was blistering.

"AHAWHHH! No more, sir, please! AHARGHHH! No more!" The distressed and now completely submitting woman begged. "I'm sorry! AHAWHWWW! I…I promise I'll never be careless with a car! OHOHWWW! Ever again in my life! BWUAHAAA!" She babbled frantically, hoping that Mark would be merciful.

No such luck. The hairbrush kept descending with a loud SPLAT! Leaving yet others' welts which ached and throbbed.

"AHARGHHH! OHOWHWWW! AHAWHWWW!" She cried out, her swollen bum wiggling, her legs kicking frantically.

"Before I quit your deserved punishment, Laura, there are some things I need to hear from you," Mark said. "And you'd better be appropriately penitent. Say you've been bad."

Not a chance in hell, her brain thought, but the words that slipped unconsciously past her lips belied her resolve: "OOOH! I've been bad, sir. So bad and so careless with your car."

Said that Laura buried her head in her arms, hoping for the end of her ordeal.

"Continue with your confession," he demanded, obviously dissatisfied with her previous admission.

"I... I've been rude. SOB! And sarcastic…and disrespectful. SOB! I…I deserved this punishment. Thank you for spanking me…sir."

Eventually, the conclusion of her shameful confession met with the man's approval.

"Good girl," Mark murmured softly, and helped Laura back to her feet.

As soon as she was on her feet, Laura clasped her hot, glowing, sore buttocks in her hands.

Unmindful now of anything else but her bum, which was killing her, she began rubbing her paddled bottom with both hands. She danced before her husband's amused eyes, in a desperate and vain attempt to relieve at least a bit of the burning pain he had lit in her nether region. She did the time-honored spanking dance, hopping up and down and from foot to foot. With tears still running down her red face, snot coming out from her nostrils, and sobbing and bawling miserably.

Mark watched her do her antics for a couple of minutes, chuckling to himself. In the end, his beautiful Laura just needed to be kept on the straight and narrow from time to time, and he was more than glad to do that for her.

He got up from the bed, approached his beautiful wife, who was now crying more quietly, and embraced her. Laura, with her bum smoldering and her sex dripping, melted into his embrace and wiped her last tears on her husband's shirt. He then picked her up and gently laid her on the bed.

After the sex, Laura carefully lay on her stomach, unsure whether or not she'll be able to sit down for a day or two. As Mark had said, he was a man of his word.


A summer in the country

I will never forget the summer of 1956. I was eighteen years old, fresh out of high school, and standing on the threshold of adulthood. September would bring me the start of college life in the city, but the long stretch of summer loomed ahead of me.

At home, Mum and Dad were fully occupied with our cafeteria—a neat little corner place with Formica counters, chrome stools, and the constant hiss of the percolator. The business demanded every hour of their day, leaving little time for family outings. That was when the idea came: perhaps I should spend the summer out at my aunt and uncle's ranch.

Aunt Marie and Uncle Harry had extended the invitation for years, though it had never come to much. I had only the vaguest memory of them, dim recollections of Sunday dinners long ago, and the occasional Christmas card with a photograph of white fields in the background. What I did know was that they had two daughters: Julia, who was already twenty-one and reportedly helping on the ranch, and Bridget, who was a year older than I.

The bus trip from town took all morning. I watched the streets give way to open roads, where telephone poles marched in straight, endless lines and wheat fields rippled like golden oceans under the summer wind. The driver hummed along with the tinny music on the radio, and the smell of gasoline and dust filled the cabin.

When we finally pulled into the small bus depot in the early afternoon, I stepped down the metal steps and set my suitcase on the cracked pavement. The depot itself was modest: a single bench under a tin awning, a Coca-Cola machine humming beside the door. And then I saw her.

At first, I thought she was waiting for someone else, perhaps one of the traveling salesmen who had climbed down before me. She was too poised, too dazzling to be standing there for me. But then she held up a small placard with my name scrawled in bold, looping letters. In her other hand, she carried a photograph of me, taken years ago, stiff and awkward in my Sunday best.

It took me a moment to realize this was Bridget, the cousin I had not seen since we were children. Time had altered her completely. Gone was the freckled little girl who used to wear pigtails and trail after her older sister. Before me now was a young woman with deep blue eyes that caught the sunlight and seemed to sparkle with mischief. When she smiled, a pair of dimples appeared, giving her face a sweetness that contrasted with her confident bearing. She was tall and slender, yet with a fullness that gave her figure a natural and striking grace. Her dress was simple cotton, cinched at the waist with a wide belt, but on her it looked as though it belonged on the cover of one of those glossy magazines.

For a moment, I simply stood there, suitcase in hand, feeling gawky and unsure, as though I were back in school again. She laughed, light and musical, and said, "Well, don't just stand there staring, cousin. You'll make folks think you've lost your wits."

We shook hands awkwardly, though she leaned in and kissed my cheek in the way of family. By the time we reached the dusty Ford she had brought to fetch me, I was already half in love with her.

As we drove back to the farm where my aunt and uncle lived, we chatted comfortably. I was a little tongue-tied at first, but Bridget soon put me at ease. When we arrived, Aunt Marie and Julia were in the kitchen waiting to welcome me. Bridget took my luggage to my room before helping her mother in the kitchen.

Aunt Marie was lovely, just as Mom had described her, and Julia was a charming young lady, a little on the chubby side. They offered me freshly brewed coffee, and we sat exchanging family memories and news.

After we had finished coffee, Julia showed me to my room and told me to make myself at home. She said she would be happy to take me riding if I felt up to it, or we could do so the next day.

I decided I needed to rest as it had been a long day; I quickly drifted off into a fitful sleep, dreaming of my pretty cousin Bridget. When I woke, it was almost dinner time. It took me a few minutes to realize where I was before I made my way to the toilet and washed my face. I quickly changed and then made my way downstairs into the kitchen. It was then that I met Uncle Harry, who was now sitting in a kitchen chair, reading a newspaper; Aunt Marie was at the range, preparing the evening meal, and there was no sign of Bridget or Julia.

"Hello, Clint. Did you sleep well, boy?" Aunt Marie smiled sweetly while Uncle Harry looked at me approvingly.

"It is good to see you, young man. Are your parents well?" He asked politely.

"Very well, thank you, Uncle, and yes, I feel more refreshed now, Aunt Marie."

"Julia and Bridget are in the living room if you want to join them till supper is ready."

I thanked her before making my way through to the living room to join my cousins. Julia was on the sofa, while Bridget was sitting in a chair, looking far from happy. I smiled at them both before asking Bridget if something was wrong.

"You could say that, Clint," Julia smirked at her sister. "Bridget is going to get a spanking after supper."

"Shut up, Julia, you stupid cow," Bridget burst out, blushing, and glancing sideways at me.

"Watch your mouth, sys. If Daddy hears you, instead of giving you a spanking, he might take you out to the barn and whip your fanny."

"At least that would be in private out of anybody's earshot. I would rather take a whipping in the barn any day rather than a spanking in the kitchen," my pretty cousin said, pouting.

"It can be arranged, girl, if that's what you want," Uncle Harry's voice said. He had just entered the living room. "If it isn't, I suggest you keep quiet; you brought this upon yourself. Did I make myself clear?"

"Yes, sir," Said Bridget as her Father disappeared toward the bathroom.

I was stunned. It looked as though I was going to watch, well, at least hear, my pretty cousin get a spanking! I was quite shocked as she was no longer a little girl but an adult woman, well, almost.

"I tell you, Clint," said Julia with a smirk as soon as Uncle Harry had exited the living room. "When Daddy spanks, it is done in the kitchen straight after supper. The one spanked has to present herself there in her pajamas. He always takes the pajama pants down, and then he gives an old-fashioned spanking over his knee. My little sister will be howling like a banshee as Daddy turns her bum fire engine red!"

Bridget squirmed in her seat and shot her sister a look that could have incinerated her as my oldest cousin cheekily explained to me what would happen. Although I was excited, I felt really sorry for Bridget. It was going to be so embarrassing to get a spanking with me around, at all effects a stranger, even if a member of the family.

Julia went on to explain the reason why Bridget would be punished. She had come home late the previous evening for the third time in just over two weeks. At that point, it was obvious that she was excited that her pretty younger sister was going to be spanked, and I thought that maybe she was envious of stunning Bridget. Julia, in fact, was pretty but could not hold a candle to Bridget. She was also blonde, but leaning more toward a brown hue, and she was shorter, with a few extra pounds, especially on her thighs and hips, which were quite rounded.

"Daddy had extended her curfew to ten thirty recently," the little pest followed on, "Even so, she arrived home late twice in the last two weeks, and a couple of nights before, she had been warned that she would be in for a spanking if she was late again. Then, only last night, she had walked almost at midnight, stating she had lost track of the time. Dad had simply told her that she would be in for a spanking straight after supper today."

It was then that Aunt Marie called us all to dinner in the big kitchen.

Supper was a subdued affair. Aunt Marie tried her best to make conversation with me, but it was evident that everyone's mind was focused on what was going to happen soon. Poor Bridget hardly ate a thing.

Once the meal was over, Bridget left for her room. Aunt Marie politely but firmly asked me and Julia to retire to our rooms. While I was entering my room, I stole a glimpse of my blonde cousin in her cute pink pajamas as she exited her room and headed downstairs.

A few minutes after I was in my room, I felt a light knock at the door. I went to open and there was Julia, with a bright grin on her face.

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

She grabbed my hand and walked cautiously down the stairs, then down again into the basement. Once there, she opened a sort of trapdoor that led to the back of the house. We got out in the evening gloom and walked around the side of the house to finally stop in front of the kitchen window.

"Mom never adjusts the blinds; no one is ever around here," Julia said.

"I had never seen anyone get spanked before," I said, feeling a growing sense of guilty excitement about that whole matter. "I mean, I was spanked sometimes when a little kid, but it was years ago, and I have no brothers and sisters."

Julia was still holding my hand as we crouched down to peer into the window. The kitchen was brightly lit, so we had a clear view of Bridget, standing against the wall, her hands on her head.

I admired my beautiful cousin as she stood facing the wall. Her pert ass cheeks, stretching the pajamas' thin fabric, were twitching in anticipation of what they will have coming. I started to feel my dick hardening inside my shorts, awaiting the beginning of the show.

My gaze then went to Uncle Harry, who pulled a chair out from the kitchen table and sat down.

"Okay, young lady, time for your spanking. Come on, over here," I heard him say, his voice muffled by the kitchen window's glass.

Bridget turned around and sheepishly walked towards her Father, stopping right in front of him.

"You never seem to learn, do you? Here you are, nineteen years old and still having your pants taken down for a smacked bottom. When I said you had to be home on time, it was not a suggestion. It was an order, and I told you and your sister time and again that you would obey orders until you lived under the family roof."

My eyes bulged as Uncle Harry loosened the cord holding Bridget's pajamas up and slipped them down to her ankles. She didn't wear any panties underneath! I felt my manhood stiffen harder while, from my viewpoint, I could see my cousin's perfectly round, candid buttocks, now exposed. Her lean, tonic thighs and turned legs were lightly tanned, while her bum cheeks were pale and smooth. Her pants were clumped around her ankles while Uncle was scolding her. How embarrassing it must have been to stand like that with her charms on the show before her Father.

"Come on, young lady, time to pay for your misdeeds," Uncle Harry eventually said, and he grabbed Bridget's arm, gently but firmly propelling her towards his lap.

In no time, Bridget was across Uncle Harry's knees, her hands flat on the floor, her round bottom dead center across the middle of her Father's thighs. He raised his hand high in the air and suddenly let his hard, calloused palm crack down with a resounding SLAP across Bridget's swelling left buttock. He raised his hand again and cracked the right bum cheek with the same force. Now each buttock had a red handprint across the middle.

While the conversation Father and Daughter had was muffled by the closed window, I heard very well the sound of the SMACK and poor Bridget's yelp of pain. Her right hand shot back and covered her bottom.

"Uh oh, Dad doesn't like that," Julia said beside me.

Uncle Harry took Bridget's wrist in his left hand and pinned it to the small of her back. Now, she was completely pinned and helpless. There was no way she could do anything except lie there and take whatever spanking her strict Father decided to give her.

And in fact, from then on, Uncle Harry got into his stride, slamming his heavy hand again and again across my poor cousin's tender buttocks, which quickly turned pink, then red, then crimson under the ferocious onslaught.

At this point, my hard-on had turned almost painful inside my shorts, and I blushed, hoping that Julia wouldn't notice my arousal. I turned to see if she was watching me, but I saw her staring at the scene before us, completely enthralled by her beautiful sister's punishment, a mischievous smile on her lips.

In the meantime, Bridget wasn't quiet while that burning punishment was dished out on her cute rear end. At first, she had been just yelping each time her Father's hand landed on her bottom. And I could hear some frantic pleading going on as well. But now her cries had blended together, and she was just bawling her eyes out.

Almost four minutes later, those splattering spanks were still raining down on my beautiful cousin's now swollen buttocks. Bridget was dancing under her Father's hard, heavy hand. Her yells had become sobs, deep, heavy sobs as her rear end blazed. Her lovely face was almost as red as her battered buttocks, with her cheeks damped in tears, her nose running, and her pretty lips contorted in a grimace of sorrow.

Eventually, Uncle Harry stopped and tapped his daughter's back while lifting her up.

"Go stand in the corner, young lady, and think about why you are there."

As my cousin turned around, I got an eyeful of her vulva amidst her blond pubic hair. As she hobbled across to the wall, my eyes were glued to her fiery cheeks. They looked swollen and so sore.

Julia, who looked now quite satisfied after watching her sister take such a spanking, suggested a quick retreat.

As we retraced the same route that had brought us there, I couldn't help but ask if this kind of punishment happened often. Julia informed me that spankings rarely happened nowadays, although they had been a regular occurrence when they were younger. Strappings out in the barn were an even less common event, but not unknown. She also promised to show me the strap the following day.

With those comments and that promise ringing in my ears, and the image of beautiful Bridget's punishment still fresh in my mind, I quietly retired to my room, where, as you can imagine, I masturbated eagerly.

It was the following morning, when Uncle Harry was already out taking care of the horses and Aunt Marie and a subdued Bridget were in the kitchen preparing breakfast, that Julia kept her promise. She brought me into the storeroom and opened a closet door; there, hanging on a hook, was a thick, heavy leather strap. She said that they had to take it to the barn if due for a whipping. I ran my hand down the supple leather, and a shiver went down my spine as I thought of it lashing across Bridget's pert bum or Julia's chubby one.

What was wrong with me? I was almost in love with Bridget, and I liked Julia; still, did I want to see them whipped with this strap? To watch their buttocks dancing under the leather, hear their yells, and see their smooth, white, round, feminine buttocks turn a fiery, swollen, blistered red? Realizing this, I felt ashamed and gave the belt back to Julia, hoping she wouldn't notice my embarrassment.

In the days that followed, Bridget seemed to have learned her lesson. She never returned after her curfew or misbehaved in any way. I settled into life on the farm, and after the show on the day of my arrival, the topic of corporal punishment was not mentioned again.

I remember that being an idyllic holiday. I helped Uncle Harry in the barn in the mornings and then spent carefree afternoons riding with Julia or Bridget. Then July turned into August, and before I knew it, I realized I had only a couple of weeks left before returning home.

I had almost forgotten about Bridget's spanking and the matter of the barn's strappings when it happened. This time, it was Julia who messed up, and as soon as the mess occurred, I started to wonder if I would have seen her get the strap in the barn.

Julia should have known better. Had it not been for the fact that she was in such a rush to go out that Friday evening to meet a guy she liked so much, she would have remembered it was her chore to be assured the stable gate was closed after tending the horses.

After Julia had gone off to see that boy in a hurry, we were all sitting in the living room watching the brand new TV set. Outside, the wind began to stir up. A summer storm was brewing. Uncle Harry decided to go and check if everything was secure before settling down for the night. He came back ten minutes later in a foul and angry mood. He had found the stable gate open. The wind had lifted all the straw, and horses bolted inside their stalls. Fortunately, the rain had not yet soaked everything, and we could calm the horses down before they hurt themselves. Once we were returning to the house, Bridget looked at me with a smirky gaze and whispered that Julia would be in for it.

By the time my cousin got home, I had retired to my room, but I could clearly hear Uncle Harry's raised voice. From the other side of the wall, I heard Bridget giggle. I got out of bed and tiptoed to Bridget's door. She opened it and let me in.

"Tomorrow evening, straight after supper, Julia will definitely be getting a licking in the barn. It looks like you will get to see a whipping after all," she said, blushing a bit but with a mischievously amused smile.

That night, I found sleep difficult as my mind raced back to that show in the kitchen and that supple leather hanging in the cupboard, and I have to confess that I wanked remembering pretty Bridget's spanking and imagining Julia's chubby bum whipped.

The following morning, I went out to help Uncle Harry with the horses as usual. When we returned, Julia and Bridget had gone to the village to buy groceries. Aunt Marie said nothing, and the day continued as it had on any other day.

Julia was in a very subdued mood at supper that evening. Uncle Harry kept eyeing her up throughout the meal, but nothing was said. Bridget tapped me on the leg as soon as the meal was over and excused us.

"It is a pleasant evening, and we would have a little walk into town," she said, asking her Dad permission to leave.

"Okay, Bridget. I think it might be a good idea if you and Clint are out of the way for a little while," said Uncle Harry as he fixed his gaze on Julia.

Bridget got up, and I followed her outside. We made our way swiftly to the barn. To one side lay some large square hay bales. Bridget maliciously pointed towards the ladders that would take us to the hay loft. We were up above with a perfect view of the barn in no time.

"Lie here and keep still. Julia and Dad will soon be here, and we could see her get her whipping," said Bridget, as if looking for a kind of revenge for the spanking she thought I only heard, the day of my arrival. "Julia will sure do dance over that hay bale while Dad lays the leather on her bum flesh."

We had only just settled down when we heard voices from outside. Julia, in her light blue pajamas, came through the barn door first, with Uncle Harry directly behind her, carrying the leather strap in his hand.

"I don't think we need to go through why I have brought you out here, young lady. I said all I had to say last night. You should now be aware that you must always close the stable gate. But as it seems you forget, to help you remember, I am going to make damn sure you leave here with a butt so burning hot that the hay can catch fire. Get the bay hales ready and get your pajama pants down!"

As I looked over the top of the loft, I could see Uncle Harry standing by with the strap in his hand. Julia was stacking a couple of the large hay bales in the center of the floor. Once she had done that, she stood before the bales and slowly lowered her pajama pants down to her knees. She then bent across the top of the bales and reached across.

Candid and round, Julia's plump bum pointed up to the barn ceiling. All bare as it was, it looked even more chubby, with the two buttocks round and swelling that pointed to her Daddy almost asking to be whipped.

Uncle Harry roughly yanked Julia's pajama top over her back, then laid the leather across the middle of her bum cheeks. Suddenly, he reared back, and the strap snapped down with a frightening SPLATT across the center of my oldest cousin's plump buttocks. As he removed the strap, a wide red strip was left across both bum cheeks. Julia barely moved, but from our position, we could see her buttocks tense as the first firebrand left its mark.

Uncle Harry raised the strap again, then smashed it down, leaving a second band of scorching agony slightly lower than the first.

"AHARGHHH…ohhh, Daaadd!" A moan escaped from the whipped girls' lips.

"I hope you are learning your lesson, young lady. We can come out here as often and for as long as you like, and I could wear your butt out long before my arm, Julia."

With each new sentence, Uncle Harry lashed the strap down against Julia's ever-reddening butt cheeks. After about five licks, Julia was frantic. Her bottom was very red. Around the eighth lick, she started to really yell, and by the twelfth crack, she was roaring the barn down. Her round, plump bum had swollen up to a bigger size and was completely fire engine red, but Uncle Harry was not yet finished. He took his time, whipping the leather down every twenty seconds or so. Only after thirty-six strap licks did Uncle Harry stop.

"Okay, Julia, we are done here. When you are ready, pull your pants up and return to the house. Then, put your nose in the kitchen corner and drop those pants down again. I want you to think hard about your actions and why I have punished you. You hear me, miss?"

Through her tears and sobs, Julia acknowledged her Father. Even if inside my shorts, my dick was as hard as a rock, I honestly felt sorry for my cousin as she remained sobbing across the bales. I also despised Bridget, who seemed to really enjoy watching her sister getting leathered. Okay, she had been spanked, and severely so, but that was not comparable with the blistering trashing poor Julia had just been subjected to. Right now, her bottom resembled a swollen, livid red balloon. On the sit spot, the skin had assumed a greyish hue, a clear sign of blistering.

It took a few moments for Julia to stand up and very carefully touch her blazing buttocks. I was shocked to see her tear-streaked face and red-rimmed eyes. The strapping must have hurt like holy hell. Slowly and carefully, she eased her pajama pants back over her smoldered bum, wincing as the cotton chafed against her raw, inflamed skin. She then turned about and hobbled from the barn, her hands firmly pressed against her bum.

"Well, Clint, did you enjoy the show?" asked Bridget with a smirk.

I could barely believe it. Her sister had just had a severe whipping, and she had enjoyed it. I was about to tell her how callous she was, but then the evidence of my hard-on forming a tent in front of my shorts snitched my own arousal, so I shut up.

Once the barn was clear, we climbed down and made our way across to the house.

We sneaked into the kitchen to catch a glimpse of Julia with her engine-red, blistered rear end on display. There she was, still sniffling with her nose in the corner, her pants to her ankles, and her meaty, tanned legs making contrast with her chubby, blistered bum.

It took me little time that night to retreat to my room, where I masturbated fiercely, thinking again and again of my cousin's severe whipping.

Finally, the day came when Bridget was to take me back to the bus station. My summer in the country was at an end.

Julia hugged me before we left, and I wondered how she would have felt had she known I had a ringside seat while she was whipped in the barn.

It had been twenty-five years since I saw my cousins again. Aunt Marie had died; I took Mum to the farm for the funeral. Uncle Harry was an old man, a shadow of the man I remembered. Bridget was a charming lady, married to a local businessman. Julia was a housewife, still chubby and cute. She introduced me to her children. Two girls aged nineteen and fifteen. The girls were very polite and highly respectful to their mother. I strongly suspected that she had raised her daughters in the same manner she had been.

I will never forget that long, hot summer. It had an impact on me that has remained with me all these years. 


The paddle at 26

Evelyne's Dad has always been fair but strict with her and her sister. If they step out of line, he has never had any qualms about taking his little princesses into his office, making them raise their skirts or dresses or drop their pants, and bending them over for a vigorous paddling with his wooden paddle, not before taking down their panties to the knees.

That wooden paddle had burned its way across Evelyne's bum so often that she had lost count. She thought, when she turned 18 and went to college, her days of baring her precious rear end and bending over for the paddle were finished.

Yet, today, she had found herself once again with her skirt over her back, her panties around her knees, and her bare bottom up in the air while she had a scorching session with a damned paddle, even though she was now 26 and married.

And indeed it was Randall, her newly married husband, who had turned her pert buttocks like two hot coils!

And it was all her Dad's fault.

Evelyne Dad was a builder and ran his own business. He was a man cut in old wood and had always worked hard to support his family. Even if he had always been tender with his daughters, he still adhered to the old-school principle of never accepting nonsense from them. When they were younger, he would pull down their panties, place them across his knee, and then slap their backsides with the flat of his hand until he was satisfied they had learned their lesson; when they turned teenagers, he started to use the paddle. That was a wooden paddle sold in a novelty shop with the inscription 'Board of Education' written on it. Imagine Evelyn's surprise when, unfolding wedding presents, she found a paddle, precisely like that one, that her Father had gifted to her husband! What the heck, she thought, embarrassed and ashamed, how did Dad come up with the idea of giving Randall something like this?

"Well...it might come in handy when we have children," Evelyn tried to joke, seeing her husband's puzzled and amused expression at the unexpected gift.

"Oh, well, yes, why not... although I don't think that was your father's idea, dear," Randal replied with a knowing smirk, weighing the corrective instrument in his hands.

After that, the paddle had been put away in the closet and forgotten. Until that day.

But what had Evelyne done to get her husband to make her bare her bum and whack her cute buttocks till tears and snot flowed freely down her pretty face?

The day before, Evelyn had gone to a reunion dance at the American Legion Hall of her old high school classmates. It wasn't long before laughter and the clink of glasses amidst that new rock music loosened the air. Suddenly, one drink became two, and then three. By midnight, Evelyn, who was used to lemonade, had found herself swept up in the gaiety of the evening. With her shoes in hand and hair a little undone, she was in far less command of herself than she would ever have admitted. Somehow, in the jostle of the crowd and the confusion of closing time, she ended up quarreling with a doorman, and before she knew it, an officer had escorted her to the back of a squad car.

It was Evelyn's first night in a police cell. The harsh fluorescent light, the echo of footsteps down the corridor, and the coolness of the steel bench sobered her faster than any cup of coffee ever could. By dawn, she was mortified. No charges were filed; her record remained clean. However, when Randall arrived to collect her, his face was drawn tight with disappointment.

Driving home in silence, Evelyn pressed her hands together in her lap. She knew he had expected better of her, and she felt doomed and guilty, and feared the scolding her newly married husband would give her.

Instead, once they got home, Randall didn't raise his voice or scold her. He just told her to go rest and left the house to go to work, adding only, before closing the door behind him, "We'll sort this out when I get home tonight."

Exhausted after spending a night in the cells, Evelyne did not pay attention to his words, went to her room, and climbed into bed to sleep, where she remained till mid-afternoon.

After she had been awake for a few minutes, she heard Jill, her youngest sister, opening her bedroom door.

"Evelyne, are you awake?"

Drifting out of her stupor, she looked over to focus on her sister standing in the doorway,

"What are you doing here, Jill?"

"Randall called and asked me to come and check on you," replied Jill. "Are you okay?"

"Yes, I'm okay...I guess. But, Randall? He called you? And what did he say?" Evelyn sked, her mouth still thick with sleep.

"Really not much, actually. Apart from the fact that you spent a night in jail," Jill giggled. "I think you are in big trouble, big sys. Your husband sounded furious on the phone. I would not want to be in your shoes," she said, smirking.

Angry at being teased by her little sister, with a knot in her stomach, Evelyn threw a pillow across the room and screamed at Jill to get the hell out of there.

Feeling like she was going to throw up, she finally got out of bed and headed into the bathroom for a quick shower and to freshen up. She had not showered since the previous evening, so it was good to let the water rush over her lean, even if with all the right curves in their place, body. While she dried herself, she could not help but stare at her body in the mirror. Her hands went to rub her firm buttocks that were pale white and contrasted with her tanned, toned legs. Right then, she wondered if they would end up red, raw, and marked by the paddle in the closet. But soon discarded that thought. What the heck, Randall was her husband, not her Dad, and she was a 26-year-old married woman, not some little girl. With these thoughts in her head, she dressed and went downstairs. It wouldn't be long before Randall returned from work.

The wait seemed endless, yet it was only an hour or so after Jill had left that Evelyne heard Randall's Chevrolet Bel Air pull up on the drive. The front door banged, and she felt like she wanted to piss as she became nervous, fearing Randall was mad.

"Evelyne, where are you?" Randall yelled.

Just hearing his voice sent butterflies rolling around the poor woman's stomach.

"In the living room, Randall," she answered in a timid voice.

She heard the heavy footsteps of her husband down the hall, and suddenly, he entered the living room, finding her sitting on the couch.

"Evelyn," he started to say, standing with his legs apart in front of his already contrite wife. "I don't know what on earth possessed you tonight. Do you realize how it felt to be called down to the station like some delinquent's Father?"

"Randall, please," replied Evelyn, sinking onto the sofa, twisting her hands in her lap. "It wasn't as bad as it sounds. I only had a few too many. Everyone was laughing, and…"

"A few too many? You spent the night in a cell! My wife, in a cell, Evelyn! Do you know what people will think…what your parents will think, if word gets around?"

Evelyn flushed at the thought.

"I didn't mean for it to go that far. I was just having fun, being a little silly with the girls I hadn't seen in years. I never meant to embarrass you or…anybody."

"Fun is one thing, but losing control like that? That's not acceptable, Evelyn!"

"Okay… you're right," admitted Evelyn after a pause. "I made a spectacle of myself. But I'm sorry now. Can't you forgive me? I've already learned my lesson."

She bowed her head and whispered again that she was sorry.

"Sorry! Is that all you have to say? I think a bit more than sorry is required, Evelyn. I think what you need is your backside tanned, but good. Maybe a session with the paddle will make you think about your actions in the future."

"What? You…you don't mean what you just said, do you? You…you wouldn't dare…" Evelyn tried the outraged lady play.

"I very much mean what I just said, Evelyn. And I will dare, indeed!"

In complete panic, seeing her husband's resolve, she switched to pleading plainly, "But…but, sweety, I am your wife…and far too old to get my bum paddled. You can't seriously want to paddle your wife, can you, darling?"

Randall glared at her before speaking, "Evelyne, even though I don't like doing it, it is my duty as your husband to punish your reckless behavior. Furthermore, I have had enough of the cockiness you displayed since we got married! It's about time you were brought down a peg or two. Having your bare rear end tended with the paddle until you can't sit down comfortably for a few days is exactly what you need and deserve. And remember, Evelyn, you will never be too old for me to wallop your backside as long as you are my wife. Now get up and come with me."

Doomed, feeling like a layer of her skin had been stripped away by her husband's tongue-lashing, Evelyne stood up and sheepishly followed her big, handsome husband like a condemned person on her way to the gallows.

Once in their bedroom, Randall went to the closet, opened one door, and extracted the flat, wooden tool that his father-in-law had gifted him.

"I think you know the drill, Evelyne, get your skirt up, and your panties down. The paddle can't do much good unless your backside is bare," said Randall, slapping the paddle in his big hand.

Blushing furiously, Evelyn lifted her skirt to her waist. She glanced hopefully at her husband standing in front of her and, seeing his resolute expression, with trembling fingers she pulled her panties down to the top of her stockings.

"Very well," said Randall, staring at his wife with the skirt rolled around her waist, her panties at mid-thighs, and her bare crotch framed by the suspenders. "Bend over the bed!"

Giving him one last imploring look, Evelyn bent over the bed, presenting to her dominating husband her round, candid buttocks, for being deservedly punished. The poor newlywed wife didn't have time to think about how that position was familiar to her, that the first wallop of the paddle flattened her tender buttocks.

CRACKK!

Evelyne felt the flat wood explode across her backside, setting a fire back there, and couldn't suppress a moan of pain, "AHARGH!"

SPLATT! CRACK!

After just three swats, Evelyn's buttocks were already on fire.

CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK!

Poor Evelyn's bum was burning up. Randall was now into his stride, his furrow concentrated in delivering swat after swat of the paddle across his wife's rapidly reddening backside, raising the burning sensation to an unbearable level.

For a moment, before her husband started to swing the wooden board, Evelyn had vowed to be stoic, trying not to cry out too much, enduring the licking the best she could to show Randall that she wasn't any child deserving to be spanked. In no time, however, while her husband's wooden paddle incinerated her poor buttocks, tears were rolling down her cheeks, her nose was running, and her mouth was contorted in a grimace of sobbing and begging him to stop such an unmerciful correction.

SPLATT! CRACK! CRACK!

Each paddle smack laid a rectangle of red-painted pain that instantly radiated up Evelyn's nerves to her brain, making her cry out loud and feel pity for herself. Here she was, a young adult woman, and she was being spanked by her husband with the paddle her Dad had gifted him precisely to correct her. And it hurt, horribly! As the severity of the punishing pain skyrocketed, so did the volume and pitch of Susan's cries and hollering yelps!

"AHAWHWWW! HONEYYY! AHARGHHH! AHA-UHU-OHH! PLEEEASE, DARLING, NO MOOORE! AHARGHHH! AHAWHWHWWW!"

By the time her bare, swelling mounds had been turned into two hot, smoldering coils, Evelyn was shrieking and squealing high-pitched sobs and bawling, and the tears and snot dripping from her cheeks had formed a puddle on the bedspread below her face.

CRACK! SPLATT! CRACK!

Only when he hit 40 hard swats of the paddle did Randall stop his wife's punishment. The poor girl's rear end was literally smoldering, and she could hardly see as her eyes were filled with tears, forget about speaking coherently. No longer was she a 26-year-old wife. She was a little girl who had just had her bare bottom truly spanked and set on fire; her face was a crying mess, her bottom was the color of an overripe tomato and grayish at the base of the buttocks, and it felt twice its size.

Randall told her she could get up, and Evelyn stood up and remained there with her skirt raised, her panties ruffled at mid-thighs, her hands grasping her stinging buttocks, and her feminine charms on display in front of her husband. 

Randall put the paddle on the bed and looked at his well-punished and repentant wife, grasping her swollen, blistered buttocks as if her life depended on it, suppressing an amused chuckle.

Evelyn then approached him with little, insecure steps, hid her face on Randall's chest, and dried her tears on his shirt.

Turned affectionate and protective, now that the necessary discipline had been administered to his young wife, Randall wrapped her in his arms and kissed her head, whispering healing words in her ear.

"Shhh. Shhh. It's over now, sweetie," he said softly. "I did not enjoy doing that to you, honey, but you left me no choice. You are my wife, and I love you dearly, but you will always get your bottom smacked when you act like a silly teenager."

"I love you too, honey," Evelyn whispered in reply.

Right then, wrapped in her severe husband's strong arms, she felt as loved and protected as ever.


Family friends' blame

The last thing Allison said to her friends, Georgina and Dawn, as they boarded the bus home after their week at the lake resort, was that what happened on holiday stayed on holiday.

The two girls were somewhat astonished by their friend's insistence, but finally, they agreed. Of course, the two girls could not imagine that if Allison's parents found out what their precious daughter had been up to for the previous week, her chubby bottom would be walloped into the middle of the following week, even if she was twenty-two and about to graduate college.

On the ride back from the resort on the lake, Allison began to think about what they had done. The crazy dancing until midnight, for example. And the drinking. Georgina had even felt sick after having three cocktails one night.

Then there was the bet. They had been running a book to see who could get the most handsome boy to date her. Allison had won.

After all, winning the bet had not been difficult. Not that Georgina and Dawn were ugly, but Allison was a step above them. With her long blond hair, green eyes, a pair of firm, prominent breasts, and a round bottom to turn any man's head.

The ride home passed quickly, and they continued to laugh about the high jinks they had been doing, including setting off the resort's fire alarm. How they had laughed when all the guests were evacuated in the middle of the night. They had joined the other guests, cursing whichever imbecile had set off the alarm. They were lucky to get away with that one. Had they been caught, they probably would have had problems with the local police.

Finally, they arrived at the city's bus station, exited the arrivals lounge, and headed for the cabs. Allison wished Georgina and Dawn a fond farewell and boarded a cab for her journey home.

Arriving home, Allison found her younger sister Joanne alone in the living room, doing her homework.

"You're terrible, Allison," was the first thing the 16-year-old said as a greeting for her older sister.

"Hello, Johanne. Is this the way to greet me?"

"Don't play innocent with me, big sys. I have heard what you have been doing during the holidays."

Allison, stunned, looked at her younger sister with intention. What was she referring to? It was impossible that she knew what she and her friends had done, wasn't it?

"What do you mean?" She finally asked, her voice less steady than she would have liked.

"What I mean is that Mr. Napolitano and his wife spent the last week, imagine where? Yes, sys, right at that resort on the lake where you and your friends were."

Damn, Mr. Napolitano, her Father's friend and deputy at work, Allison thought, so that was who that nosy old man was who always seemed to be hanging around them! She hadn't recognized him at the lake; in fact, she had only seen him a couple of times in her life, and always in passing, but now that Joanne had told her...

"He and his wife came here for dinner last night, and Mrs. Napolitano in particular was very talkative about your behavior at the resort," Joanne said with a mischievous smile.

Allison paled. At that moment, she felt the ground slip away beneath her feet. If her parents had known about her behavior...

"Mom was very embarrassed, and Dad, well, I'll be not surprised if he turns your rear end into a bonfire this evening," Johanne continued, giggling.

"OH, you shut up!" Allison shouted, raising the stairs to the bedrooms.

How she hated her sister's sneer. There had always been a rivalry between the two sisters, and they seemed to enjoy knowing that the other was in trouble. Especially when Dad decided that one of his princesses needed a reminder of the family's rules. Dad was a caring, even tender man, but a strict, no-nonsense one. He used a flat-backed wooden cloth brush to correct his daughters' antics. When applied vigorously to a bare, vulnerable bottom, that wooden thing hurt and burned like nothing else. And although Allison's age, he was not afraid to discipline her too in the old-fashioned manner; on the contrary, he often said that she would behave or pay the price until she lived under his roof and was supported by him.

'How stupid had I been?' thought Allison while she went to her room.

Once there, she unpacked, took a shower, and put on pajamas. She then wore a light dressing gown and sat down on the bed to try to read a magazine. 'As long as I'm still able to sit down,' she thought with a sigh. But then she tried to push that thought out of her mind, even though she couldn't help repeating to herself how stupid she had been not to notice Mr. Napolitano and his wife at the lake.

When Mom came home, Allison thought it was best to test the water. Making her way downstairs, she found her alone.

"Hello, Mommy," Allison said, tentatively, as she entered the kitchen.

"Hello Allison, how lovely to see you. Did you have a good holiday?"

The girl looked at her Mother, doubtful. She was smiling sweetly and seemed genuinely pleased to see her.

"Yes…Mommy, it was fun."

"I hope you have been a good girl," still cheerful, the middle-aged woman asked.

"Of course I have, Mom," answered Allison in her best angelic tone.

Suddenly, the older lady's face darkened, and her expression changed.

"So we can also add lying to the list, young lady! I can't say how disappointed I am about your behavior, Allison! We trusted you to behave and act like the responsible woman you have been taught to be. Yet you have indulged in several puerile acts, flirting with unknown boys, drinking alcohol, and god knows what else." At that point, she fell silent, took a deep breath, and then continued, her severe face flushed, "And now, our friends, your Father's colleague, know how our daughter behaves when she is away. What a shame!" Another slight pause while Allison's eyes filled with tears of shame. Then, the middle-aged, angry woman dropped the bomb, "Your Father wants to see you when he gets home tonight, so don't even think of going anywhere until he has spoken to you. You can expect not to be able to sit down for a week after he is done with you. It will be well-deserved, and I myself asked him to give a bloody tanning to you, young lady!"

Allison's legs went jelly, and her stomach churned. When her Mom left her and went to her room to change for dinner, she could already feel that hard wooden cloth brush smashing across her vulnerable rear end.

At dinner, Allison picked at her meal, having no appetite, knowing what fate awaited her. She was twenty-two years old, an adult in the world. Yet her Mom and Dad saw nothing wrong in making her drop her panties and put her over the paternal lap so he could blister her bare buttocks with that damned cloth brush. Why did she tolerate it? The answer was simple: they were her parents, she loved them, and besides, she needed having her college and entertainment paid for by them.

She had no other choice but to submit to their rules.

Nine o'clock came and went, with no sign of Dad. As time crept on, Allison became increasingly nervous. The wait was worse than the impending tanning. At nine-thirty, the phone rang. Dad had gone for a drink with colleagues but would be home soon. He told Mom to make sure Allison stayed up till he got home. It was after ten when the frantic girl saw the lights on the drive; her stomach was racked with nerves as the key in the door admitted her Dad, and a few seconds later, he was in the living room.

"Hi, everyone. Did you have a good day, honey? Joanne, are you okay, girl? Allison, me, and you will have a chat in the kitchen in a few minutes, miss."

Allison prayed for a miracle. There would be a storm, and the house would be struck by lightning. A power cut would distract Dad from her punishment. Perhaps there would be a fire, or the police would knock on his door to arrest him for some unknown crime. But of course, nothing happened, and five minutes later, her Dad entered the living room. He had taken off his jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt.

"Allison, shall we have that chat now, young lady?"

The twenty-two got up from the armchair she was seated on and followed him into the kitchen. She could barely put one foot in front of the other as she made her way to her doom. Joanne smirked as she passed by. Allison followed her Father into the kitchen, closed the door behind them, and stood before him.

"Well, Allison, have you got anything to say about your antics on holiday?"

Pale as a sheet and swallowing, Allison just shook her head no.

"I cannot really believe that you were so stupid. I will not lecture you because I know your Mother has already done so. All remains for us to proceed to your truly deserved correction."

Allison's Dad opened a drawer in the cupboard and extracted the dreaded cloth brush. He stood before his daughter, tapping the flat back of that wooden tool of bottom punishment on his other beefy hand. Then he took a chair from under the table and sat on it.

"Come on, Allison, drop them down and come here."

On trembling legs, Allison approached her Dad. She took off her robe, folded it, and laid it on the table. She then started to lower her pajama pants down her candid buttocks and tanned thighs to her calves. Standing in front of Dad with her pants down was very embarrassing, yet it was all part of the punishment. She could hardly believe that she had been walking on the beach only the previous evening, hand in hand with that handsome boy, and now she was home and standing before her angry Dad, trembling and waiting to have her buttocks blistered with the cloth brush.

"Over my knee," her Dad simply said, tapping his sturdy thigh.

With her eyes closed, as if not wanting to see what was happening to her, Allison draped herself over her Dad's sturdy thighs, feeling her bare crotch scratching against the man's pants.

"I should not have to do this to you at your age, Allison. I can only hope that you might one day grow up," the middle-aged man said, then grabbed his daughter's pajama top and rolled it up her back.

He stared for a moment at the perfect roundness of Allison's candid, snow-white buttocks, making a stark contrast with her tanned thighs. For just a moment, his resolve weakened at the thought of the considerable amount of pain the cloth brush was going to produce in his loved daughter's fleshy mounds. But soon he steeled himself and,

CRACKK!

Without other warning, the cloth brush crashed across Allison's left bum cheek, setting it ablaze.

CRACKK!

The second landed right on top of the first swat, and the poor girl gripped hard onto her Dad's left leg and widened her eyes, trying desperately to bear the stinging pain.

CRACKK!

The third swipe struck the same spot, and Allison yelled loudly, tears filling her eyes.

Allison's Dad continued to tan her left buttock. Smack after smack on the same spot. Allison could no longer see because of the tears rolling down her face. She was crying lustily as the fire consumed her where she used to sit. After twelve solid smacks, her left buttock was stinging like hell, blazing and raw. She was almost relieved when she felt the cloth brush tapping her right buttock. Then her Dad started to spank again.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Once again, the cloth brush did its punishing work, landing repeatedly with full force on top of each previous smack. Allison was sobbing bitterly by the time even her right buttock had received a full dozen.

From then on, the flat back of that instrument of bottom torture landed randomly on already reddened bum flesh, raising the temperature of Allison's rear to an unbearable level.

At that point, any attempt to take her spanking bravely vanished, and, defeated, Allison began a litany of desperate screaming, wailing, and pleading.

"OWHWHWWW! PLEEEASE DADDYYY!"

CRACK!

"AHAWHWWW! AHARGHHH!"

CRACK! CRACK!

"NOOO! PLEASE, STOP!"

CRACK!

"AIEEEEEEE!"

CRACK!

"AIEEEEE! I'VE LEARNED MY LESSON!"

CRACK! CRACK!

“OWHWHWW! AHAWHWWW!”

CRACK!

"OWHWHWWW! I'LL BE GOOD FROM NOW ON!"

CRACK!

"DADDYYY, PLEEEASEEE!"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

And so on until poor Allison was hoarse from crying, and a puddle of tears had formed on the floor under her contorted, flushed face.

Only then did her Dad stop the blistering correction and put the cloth brush on the floor.

Unable to utter coherent sentences anymore and with her buttocks transformed into two hot, smoking coils, Allison felt her Dad caress her back and tell her it was over.

"Come on, Allison, pull up your pants and go clean yourself up. I hope you have got the message across. You are practically an adult woman, and you should know better. Don't you ever shame the family like this again, is that clear?"

When Allison stood, her face was a mess, red almost as her bottom, and damped in tears and snot. Her hands flew back to comfort her blazing backside. Her Dad looked on, bemused, while she hopped in place, from foot to foot, trying in vain to rub the evil sting out of her smoldered, swollen, livid red buttocks.

The cloth brush was replaced in the drawer, and Dad left his daughter standing there, trying her best to ease the pain. After a minute, she managed to get her pants up, and with her hands still rubbing furiously, she left the kitchen and stumbled up to her bedroom. She had no wish to return to the living room and see her sister's sneering face.

Lying on the bed with her pants at her knees, allowing the cool air to circulate around her burning, swollen bottom, she cursed the family friends. If she had learned one thing from all that, it was that they are never so friendly after all.
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