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A Sixties 31 December

"Father, Mother, please let me go over to Tanya's...I promise I'll be home by six." 19-year-old Mary pleaded. "That will give me plenty of time to help you get everything ready."

A determined Ruth Bracken shook her head. Tonight was the last day of 1963, and like every December 31st, she had organized a party at her mansion to greet the arrival of the new year with family and friends, and she needed all the help she could get.

"I'm sorry, Mary, it's out of the question. There's too much to do before the guests arrive tonight."

"But Moooom...", the young lady pleaded, to no avail.

She cast a pitiful glance at her dad. "Daddy, can't you talk to her?"

Jim Bracken looked at his daughter's puppy-dog eyes and melted, "Oh, Ruth, let her go out. We can get everything done. I will help you in the meantime."

"Oh, all right," an aggravated Ruth hissed while giving her husband the evil eye.

That girl had her father wrapped around her little finger, she thought.

Mary ran up to Jim and kissed him on the cheek, "Thank you, Daddy! I'm going upstairs to get changed."

"Remember, be home by six, Princess! The Party is scheduled at seven!” Jim said as Mary climbed the stairs.

“You are too weak with that girl,” Ruth told her husband. “Let's just hope she's not late, or you'll be the one to bear the blame.”

As the afternoon wore on, Jim was beginning to regret allowing Mary to leave, Ruth was right, there was a lot to do. But by 6 pm, the dining room table was covered with plates of appetizers, assorted cold meats, pies and cakes, glasses, dishes, and napkins. Ruth made up a batch of her famous holiday punch (strictly nonalcoholic) and placed it in the center of the table. Jim built a fire in the fireplace, turned on the Christmas tree lights, and lit candles on the mantelpiece. There was only one thing missing: Mary.

"Where is that girl?", Ruth fumed as she looked at her husband with reproach.

Jim put his hand on her shoulder, "Relax, Dear. She'll be home soon. We've got plenty of time."

But the minutes flew by without any news of Mary, so Ruth called Tanya’s house only to find that Mary wasn't there.

"Tanya's mother said they went over to someone else's house but didn't say who's. What do we do now?" By now, Ruth was not only angry but also a bit concerned.

Jim started to be concerned, too. He saw the anxious look on his wife's face and hugged her, "Don't worry, Ruth. She's a big girl. She probably just got caught up with friends and lost track of time. And rest assured, when she comes, I will make sure she understands that this is not the way to behave.”

But to Ruth's (and Jim's) great consternation, there was no sign of Mary even when the guests started arriving.

"I'm getting worried," Ruth told Jim. "It's not like Mary to be late like this. What about if we call the police?”

"I know it's not of her. Let's give her another thirty minutes. If she's not back by then, I'll call. Meanwhile, we have a house full of people to entertain."

“All right, dear. I really hope nothing has happened, but I warn you, if so, let it be clear that you'll have to teach her one of those lessons that you don't forget in a hurry,” said Ruth.

“Don’t worry, dear. She won’t be able to sit down for a week once I am done with her precious rear end!” Jim agreed and accompanied his wife, who was mingling with the company.

Finally, just before the half-hour was up, Jim and Ruth saw a bedraggled Mary sneak in the back door. Her hair was a mess, and her dress was badly wrinkled, drawing stares from the guests. Ruth worked her way through the crowd and confronted her at the bottom of the stairs.

"Just where have you been?" She whispered angrily.

"I'm sorry I'm late, Mom..." Mary answered, slightly slurring her words.

Ruth smelled alcohol on her breath,

“We went to Peggy Brown’s house, and I had several glasses of the holiday punch her Mother had prepared; I guess it was stronger than the one you do, so…I fell asleep, and I just woke up a few minutes ago."

"Mary Bracken, you've been drinking! You didn't fall asleep. You passed out!"

The freshman college girl had sobered up considerably and realized the trouble she was in. In addition to being underage, in her home, alcohol was frowned upon, and her mother tolerated its presence only because her husband liked to use it moderately. Still, even he was kept under strict control.

"No, Mother...I wasn't drinking."

Jim saw his daughter and rushed over, "Princess! Are you all right?"

Mary put her arms around her father and said she was. He, too, detected the alcohol.

He pushed her away from him and stared at her reproachfully. Seeing her father's stern gaze, Mary felt a chill run through her body. Her father was the tenderest of parents, but when he got angry, Mary knew there was hell to pay.

“I…I’m sorry, Mom…Dad, please…” Mary started to say tentatively.

"Come with me," an angry Jim said, taking Mary by the arm and leading her up the stairs. “You should be ashamed of yourself, and when we have the house full of guests!"

Everything returned to normal downstairs, although there was some talk of Mary's appearance. Upstairs in the master’s bedroom, however, things were not so normal.

"Father, what are you going to do?" Mary gasped when her Dad shut the door and took his wife’s wooden hairbrush from her vanity table.

"In the last years, thinking you were too old, I have failed to impose on you the discipline you needed. But this ends here. Tonight, I'm going to spank your naughty bottom until you won't sit down, young lady!” Jim said matter-of-factly.

The terrified teenager took a step back as her Father approached.

"Daddy, no! I'm sorry I was late!"

"Don’t you Daddy me, young lady! It won’t work. And anyway, you're not being spanked just for that," Jim replied, tapping the solid, flat-backed wooden brush in his palm. "You were also drinking, and then you lied about it. And you've needed this for a long time. It's high time you learn that you will never be too old for a good old-fashioned spanking if your behavior calls for it!”

Mary backed herself up against the bed.

"No, Father...please!" she begged as her Father seated on the edge of the bed and flipped her across his sturdy paternal lap. "This can't be happening! I’m in college now!"

"Oh, but it is," Jim said, lifting the back of the buxom teen's dress and slip. "And you're not going to like it one little bit!"

She inserted his fingers in the elastic waistband of Mary's nylon panties and slipped the garment down to her knee hollows.

Mortified at having her bottom bared, Mary protested vehemently, "Dad, no, please," she cried, "Pull my panties back up!... Oh, this is sooo shaming!"

Two resounding cracks of the hairbrush landed on the snow-white girlish protruding buttocks.

"I suggest you keep your voice down, young lady. Do you want everyone downstairs to hear you?"

"DAAAAAAD!"

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

The conversations taking place downstairs suddenly grew quiet as the sounds of an old-fashioned spanking drifted throughout the house. The cracking of a hairbrush on bare skin was unmistakable.

"Ruth, what's going on up there?" Jim’s sister asked Ruth at the bottom of the stairs.

"I think your niece is getting her backside warmed,” said Ruth with a smirk painted on her lips.

‘Warmed’ was not quite the right word; scorched was more like it. It could have been a few years since Jim administered a flat-back hairbrush spanking, but he certainly had not lost his touch. He wielded the hairbrush like he always did, fast and furious. Mary bucked and squirmed over the paternal lap, her rapidly reddening bare bottom on fire. Tears flowed easily.

"Pleeeease Dadddddddy!", she cried, "It hurts!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"It's going to hurt a lot more, young lady, before I'm finished with you!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"You're not going to sit down for a week!"

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

"I won't do it again!" Mary sobbed, drumming her shoes on the floor.

The heat and pain radiating from her backside was unbearable. Every smack of the hairbrush felt like gasoline poured on a blaze, and Jim showed no signs of stopping.

"AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! NO MORE!" The hapless girl screamed, confirming to everybody downstairs what was taking place. "WAAAAAAHAAAAA! WAAAAA! WAAAAAHAAAAHAAAA!"

Once both his daughter's pert buttocks had achieved a uniform livid red, sore-looking color, Jim stopped the rain of hairbrush smacks and considered for a moment what to do. He felt that Mary had been sufficiently punished, but to make his daughter understand that she still was no more than a girl under her parent’s authority, he decided something more was needed. Under these circumstances, a few blisters were called for. Therefore, he clamped his leg over Mary's calves and let her have it but good.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

The purpling bottom cheeks jiggled and shook under the onslaught, and the teen's yells were loud enough for not only the guests downstairs but for all the neighborhood to hear them.

SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK! SMACKK!

"WAAAAAAHAAAA! WAAAAAHAAAHAAAA!"

The longest and most painful four minutes of Mary's young life finally came to an end. Jim put the hairbrush down and pulled his daughter's underpants up over the badly blistered buttocks. Mary shakily stood up, her arms holding up the back of her dress and slip, as her hands took down her panties again, and she started to rub her swollen buttocks feverishly. She hopped around the room, bawling and sobbing, doing the time-honored ‘well-spanked-girl-dance’. The skin on her bum cheeks radiated a prickly, throbbing heat as she danced around the room, clutching her blistered buttocks.

"Has a lesson been learned?" Jim asked the sobbing girl after allowing a few minutes of that frantic hopping around.

"Oh yes, Daddy," Mary tearfully replied, her hands still rubbing her blistered sit spot.

Jim stood up, "Good. You have fifteen minutes to get yourself cleaned up. Then I want you downstairs. Is that understood?"

"Please, Daddy...I can't go down there!" Mary cried.

"You can and you will! Or you can go back over my lap again! Is that what you want!"

"I'll go downstairs..."

Exactly fifteen minutes later, Mary was once again the center of attention. She had washed her face, combed her hair, and changed dresses, but none of that hid her tell-tale puffy eyes or stopped her sniffling. The guests stopped and stared as she slowly walked down the stairs, holding the handrail with one hand and valiantly trying to keep the other from her blistered behind.

"Good evening, everyone...," Mary said, forcing a smile and breaking the ice.

As hard as it was, she started mingling.

"I have a feeling Mary met her Waterloo...," Ruth said to Jim as they watched their red-faced and purple-bottomed daughter slink into the kitchen. "Yes, she did," Jim replied with a self-satisfied smirk. "I have a feeling our Princess will be eating her breakfast standing tomorrow."

He was right and for the next couple of days.


Charlene's New Discovery

“Alright, Charlene, this is the second time in two weeks that you have been caught drinking alcohol, and you got a spanking the last time, and obviously, it was not enough.”

They were in the kitchen, and Thomas, her Stepdad, was mad as hell. In his hand, he held a wooden paddle.

“So, this time, it’s time you get a paddle spanking.”

It was a hot, humid morning in summer, and 20-year-old Charlene was dressed in nothing except her short, sheer nightgown and very skimpy panties.

Charlene’s mind went back to that shaming night a fortnight before. It has been a shock for her. In fact, even though she had grown up in the 1950s, a time when spanking was very much in vogue as an educational method, her mother and father had never used it with her.

That was evidently not the case with her new Stepdad. So, even though it was 1965, and the way of raising children was changing with the whole world, and despite her 20s, that night she found herself in the living room, over her stepfather’s knees, scissoring, kicking her buxom legs while howling her head off as Stepdad spanked both of her bottom cheeks post box red.

Then, she had a second shock once in her bedroom. Lying there, immediately after being spanked with her buttocks stinging and burning with the accumulated sting of hundreds of her fit Stepdad’s hardened palm spanks, intensely and searingly, she started to feel something else. She experienced a strange, weird sensation of arousing. Plunged onto her bed, she put her hands between her legs and began to caress her fingers over her clit. Moaning and sweating, she was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation she was experiencing after the ordeal she had just undergone. All of a sudden, juices flooded her pussy, and she had the best orgasm of her life to date.

In the days that followed, while she felt like her buttocks had been badly sunburned, she mulled about what had happened to her. Did she like to be spanked? And if yes, was it the pain she had felt or the embarrassment of being treated like a little brat, having her panties taken down and manhandled over her strong, dominant Stepdad’s knee?

She had to figure out. In the end, were those in the sixties or not? Years when young people were seeking new experiences and awareness?

So, finally, she decided to do it again. Some friends and she had managed to get hold of a few six-packs of beer, and they’d taken them to her home. His parents were away for the day, so the coast was clear, she had told her friends, knowing full well that they would return home early. Of course, they got caught, and now Charlene was facing a very angry stepdad…wielding a wooden paddle.

And that was something she hadn’t considered.

“I’m not going to put up with that,” her stepfather scolded. “Come here.”

He had sat down on the foot of Charlene’s bed, and Charlene obediently walked to a spot about a foot from him.

While he continued to scold her stepdaughter, he placed the paddle on his lap, and using his two hands, he gently slipped his hands down her nightgown, took hold of her panties, and lowered them to the floor.

“You’re not too old for this, young lady!”

Charlene stared at the paddle. It was a hardwood paddle, about a foot or so long and a couple of inches wide. She didn’t know where Thomas had found it; she had never seen anything like it in the house.

“You should know better, and I think it’s time you, the paddle, and I had a little discussion about this drinking business. Now, get across my knee.”

Suddenly, Charlene was not so sure of what she had done. Her brain rationalized what was really about to happen, and she found herself trembling lightly in fear.

Then, her Stepdad said with a demanding voice, “Young lady, any time!”

While she felt her face going a shade paler and her eyes started to have a scared rabbit look, she swallowed, stepped at the side of Stepdad, and bent over his sturdy man’s lap. She stretched her hands in front of her and placed her hands palm down on the floor. Her bare bottom was raised above his right knee, and her legs were bent slightly so that her toes rested on the floor tiles behind her.

Her Stepdad put his right arm across Charlene’s back to better hold her in position across his knees. He rested for a moment to admire the perfect roundness and candid snow white of his stepdaughter’s pert bottom. Then he steeled himself.

“This is something you have deserved for a long time, Charlene. I know that your Dad didn’t believe in spanking. I don’t blame him for that, but it’s obvious that you need a firmer hand in your life. Your repeated acts of defiance of the rules demonstrate this. It’s time you learn what a blistered bottom feels like.”

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

Six cracks hit her squarely in the middle of her bum, hitting both cheeks equally. They weren’t vicious swipes, but they hit home. Charlene let out a quiet groan as each whack struck the target.

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

Six more whacks hit the wobbling meaty target, a little harder this time. With each blow, she wriggled across her strict Stepdad’s knee.

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

Thomas carried on whacking his stepdaughter in the center of her buttocks. He kept up a steady rhythm with the strikes. At that point of her spanking Charlene had lost control. She was yelping with each stroke, her cheeks streaked by tears, writhing across his legs, and her legs kicked out behind her.

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

Stepdad was undeterred. Every three seconds or so, a crack landed on Charlene’s already flaming red meaty hillocks. She was completely in tears by now. The pain getting to her. She kept her palms flat on the floor, but her shoulders and back were writhing with the blows.

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

“ARGHHH! BWAAAAA! OH, DAD…PLEASEEEE! BWAAAAA! IT HURTS! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDD! BWAAAA!”

“You’re getting what you deserve.”

Amid her burning suffering, Charlene thought that he was right. She did deserve her spanking. She had disobeyed him about drinking, and now she was just paying the right price for her disobedience.

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

“BWUAAAA! PLEASEEEEE DADDYYY! ARGHHHH! BWUAAAAAA! BWUAAAAAA! I’M SOORRYYYYY! BWUAAAAA!”

Along with this new awareness came the same stimulating feeling she had experienced the other time when plunged into her bed. While she wriggled over that firm, strong man’s lap, crossing and uncrossing her legs, she felt her inner part being stimulated. Shivers ran through her spine, and her wails of sorrow and pain were soon mixed with moans of pleasure.

Her Stepdad didn’t get to what was happening; Charlene’s moans and frantic movements were disguised as the demonstrations of pain that the terrible beating of her buttocks was causing. So he carried on with the rhythmic blows. He just held her tighter around her body, closer to his knees, to make sure she wasn’t going anywhere.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Ouch! Aaahahhh…Daddyyyyy!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“MHMMMM…ahawhww…ahaaaa… I’m such a bad girl, Daddy…mhmmmm!

“Yes, Charlene, you’ve needed this for a long time.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry. Ahaaaaa! Owhww!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Have you learned something from this?”

“Oh, yes, Sir!”

“Are you going to drink alcohol again?”

“No, mhmm, Daddy!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“You better not,”

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

With six of the hardest strokes, Stepdad ended Charlene’s correction.

“Alright. Stand up.”

She took a while to get on her feet with her trembling legs. Her ass was on fire, and her hands rushed to clasp and rub her scorched, chastened behind while she leaped and hopped up and down before her Stepdad. Howling and squalling, with her blistered, fiery buttocks grasped in her hands and her vulva dripping, she was totally unmindful of the nude spectacle she presented.

‘That’s what a spanking is supposed to do: make the naughty girl very sore so that she learns her lesson and will think twice if she feels like breaking the rules again,’ thought the Stepdad, satisfied with his well-done job and totally unaware of the weird sensation his stepdaughter was feeling.

“Okay, let this be a lesson to you,” he said, and paddle in hand, he left her stepdaughter’s bedroom.

As soon as she was alone, Charlene turned to the closet mirror to inspect the damage. From the top of her buttocks to the top of her thighs, her bum was crimson all over, and on her sit spot, the swollen flesh had assumed a greyish hue.

“Wow, Stepdaddy had done a great job with his paddle,” she said to herself, with a hint of pride, as she wiped the tears of pain from her cheeks.

Then she threw himself on the bed, obviously on his stomach, and her hands slipped between her thighs again. ‘The alcohol thing can’t work a third time, okay, I’ll come up with something else,’ she thought as her fingers stroked her clitoris.


The Ex-Army Officers' Daughter

Alex cursed herself for going back to her parent's house. After all, what else could I do at twenty-five, a college graduate with no money and looking for my first job? This, she thought as she drove home after breakfast time, anxiety rising.

There always were all kinds of rules in her parents' house. And being her mother and her stepfather ex-army officers, they were more than capable of enforcing those rules the old-fashioned way. When she still lived with them before college, she was sure that if she challenged them on the rules, her stepfather would not hesitate to give her a spanking. With the agreement of her Mom who, in the end, she sure believed in rules and spanking.

She remembered with anxiety how, even after finishing high school, just before leaving for college, she had been under strict parental control.

It was 1963, and all a girl desired was to be cool, listen to the music of that new, so popular group, the Beatles, wear a miniskirt, and have her hair combed in the latest fashion. That was a dream for her, who had her family reality.

Dad and Mom believed the most effective way to keep an 18-year-old girl in his rightful place was by making her dress plain, simple, knee-long dresses, and unheeled shoes. As for getting the latest records...Well, Alex foolishly did buy a Beatles record without parental permission. When Mom found out, Alex found herself upended, hauled, and positioned over her stepdad’s knees with her dress up on her back, her nylon panties at her knees, her backside the highest part of her, and her head the lowest. In that position, Dad spanked her until every ounce of young woman’s dignity had dissolved in the buckets of tears she had cried.

Now, the problem was that when Alex came back to live with them a couple of months before, her Mom had been very clear on that. There were still rules in the house, and the fact that Alex was a college graduate didn’t allow her to break them.

And that very night, she had broken more than a single rule.

She had gone out after dinner for an evening with old friends from high school. There, she met Jimmy, a boy she had always had a crush on but had never been able to go out with because of her parent's strict regime. That night, however, they’d had been drinking, dancing, flirting, and when they'd left the club, she'd let him take her to his place, where they'd had healthy sex until the time Jimmy had to go to work.

In doing so, she broke three important family rules. First, her curfew, yes, although it was hard to believe her parents had still imposed a curfew on her. It was late, all right, 1 a.m., but damn, she was a grown woman! Then, the fact that by not arriving home at the appointed time, she did not call. And finally, probably worst of all, she had not slept at home.

By all this, it is not difficult to imagine Alex's state of mind once she crossed the threshold that Saturday morning.

She entered the kitchen to find Jacob, her step-brother, eating breakfast in his pajamas.

"How come you're not at school," Alex asked after greeting him.

"I'm not feeling well. I have a bit of a fever, and mom took me home," the 16-year-old replied with a smirk.

Great, thought Alex, now I'll have to endure a scolding, and probably worse, with this brat at home who will hear everything!

Alex’s Mom and stepdad immediately entered the kitchen and confronted her. “Where have you been? Are you all right? We were worried sick about you!” Alex’s Mom said.

“Mom, I’m sorry to have made you worry, but I’m ok. I just spent time with the girls, and it didn’t occur to me to give you a call…” Alex tried to defend herself.

Her Mom didn’t buy it. Didn’t she know that she had a curfew? And anyway, why hadn't she called to warn of her delay? And so on, with Alex trying vainly to intervene with some lame excuses.

Then her Mom told her husband, “This young lady here is in bad need of a good, sound, old-fashioned bottom tanning. Don’t you agree, dear?”

At that point, ashamed of being treated like a little girl in front of her stepbrother, Alex made a big mistake; she smarted off to her Mom, “Fuck, Mom, this is ridiculous. How do you think you can do that at my age?”

Wrong choice of words at that moment. In such a situation, keeping your mouth shut is the most important thing. But Alex didn’t seem to remember that.

“How dare you talk to your Mom that way?” Shouted her stepfather.

Then he grabbed Alex’s arm, turned her around, and slapped the back of her thighs, just below the end of her skirt.

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Then, as Alex childishly tried to protect the back of her thighs with her hands, her Stepdad led her with him.

“Came with me, young lady. I’ll teach you to respect your elders and the house rules!”

Usually, Alex’s spankings were delivered on her bare bottom in her parent’s room over her stepdad's knees. It would sting and burn, a lot, and invariably let her done a sorrowful, crying, pitiful mess. So Alex expected to be brought to their bedroom, where her over-the-knee spanking always took place. But instead, her Mom and stepdad stormed to the living room, dragging Alex with them. When they arrived, her mother pulled a chair into the center of the room, and her stepdad made her bend over the back. Trembling, Alex complied, feeling confused and a little scared. She had always been put over the knee, and going over the chair put her in a position for her Stepdad to spank her like never before. Being not exactly a giant, Alex's feet were lifted from the ground to get over the back of the chair. Then, she had to spread her legs for balance to keep from falling completely over the chair. This made her vulnerable to the most tender spot of her chubby bottom.

Her stepfather then unbuckled his belt and slipped it off his pants belt loops with a menacing WOOSH. Alex pleaded with him that she was sorry, but that was way past. As Alex’s heart started racing and beads of sweat dripped down her forehead, her stepfather came into position behind her.

“Wait,” said Alex's Mom and approached her doubled daughter.

With some effort, she pulled Alex’s skirt up her round, chubby bottom and pulled down her pantyhose and panties to mid-thighs. Alex, with her candid, protruding, bare buttocks being shamelessly uncovered in front of her stepfather, really was pleading for her not to do this. She was ashamed beyond words, and she started softly crying even before that leather belt started whipping her bare bottom.

Alex had only a few seconds to think all this before her stepdad began to swing the belt. She gritted her teeth tightly. The belt ripped through the air and came smacking down on Alex’s bare, fleshy bottom.

"OHOWHWWWW!"

Alex’s legs shot straight at the stinging feeling. But being bent over the back of the cushioned chair, her legs went down, and her bottom stretched tight. Her bottom quivered as she felt the burning sensation across both bottom cheeks, which quickly traveled throughout her entire body. She tried to relax and move her bottom to ease the stinging spanking.

From then on, Alex’s Stepdad fell into a rhythm, whipping his stepdaughter’s bare, wobbling behind with horrible army officer efficiency. The thick belt whistled through the living room’s air and made a loud, sickening CRACKK every time it landed on Alex’s poor bottom flesh. By the third stroke, she was crying in earnest. Her Stepdad's spankings never felt nearly as painful as this, and she soon found herself pitifully begging out loud for him to stop and trying to move her bottom out of the way, which was useless because she was draped over the back of the chair. As Alex was trying to think when it would stop, her Stepdad whipped the very top of her bare legs, sending echoing sounds as that leather met her fleshy thighs.

While he whipped the leather down, her Stepdad just kept scolding her.

“How dare you to break the family’s rules?”

“How dare you not respect your curfew?”

“How dare you to make me worry sick?”

“How dare you talk to your mother the way you did?”

And so on, each sentence was dotted with a smack from that belt. On and on, it went until Alex knew she wouldn't be sitting down without severe pain and wincing for days afterward. And, of course, Jacob knew that she was being spanked, and having her young brother earing all this shamed Alex immensely.

When finally, her Stepdad decided she had enough, he made her stand and pull her panties back up over her scalding bottom. Before doing so, and after taking with trembling hands her pantyhose entirely off, Alex turned her head to look in the cupboard mirror at her backside. It was a sore-looking mess. Ugly dark-purplish stripes crisscrossed her buttocks all over, and there were welts even on the top of her thighs. Then, her Stepdad ordered her to follow her upstairs.

A completely submitted Alex tearfully promised her Mommy and stepdaddy that another whipping bent over the chair would not be necessary, and then she was brought upstairs. Her stepdad’s shoes pounded out with added determination as they went upstairs. Alex had been spanked many times, but this one was different. Each click of her stepdad's shoes on the steps echoed in her head, making her think of each smack that belt had made on her trembling, burning, smoldered bottom only moments before.

Alex’s Stepdad took her upstairs, never skipping a beat on how out of hand she had been since she came back home. Alex was sniffly and had trouble walking without her bottom cheeks rubbing together in that stinging state. She thought her punishment was over except for this horrid scolding. Please stop, she thought.

Once upstairs, her stepfather led her to the bathroom instead of being taken to her room.

“You had your whipping for breaking the rules. But don't you remember what would happen to you when you use bad words and disrespect your parents?"

“OH! NOOOO, please no, Daddy, not that too!” Pleaded Alex amidst a new stream of tears.

“Oh yes, young lady!”

Before Alex could mutter new words of protest, her Dad grabbed her by the earlobe and pulled her to the sink. Still securely holding Alex by the ear, her stepdad turned on the faucet. The weeping girl bent over the sink, her freshly whipped bottom throbbing under her skirt, and gasped when she saw her stepfather hold a bar of Ivory soap under the running water.

"BWUAHHHH! Daddy…noooo!" She wailed.

With a few firm, direct words and some well-aimed slaps to her swelling rear, Alex’s Stepdad made her open her mouth.

"I’m going to wash your filthy mouth out with soap! You certainly need it after the language you used with your Mom!"

Despite protestations and futile evasive movements, the soap was duly inserted in Alex's mouth.

"Aaaaaaargggghhhhhh...Aaaaaaaaargggghhhhh..." the girl gagged as the bar was spun around.

"Get a good taste of it, young lady!" Her stepdad warned. "You're going to have the cleanest mouth in town!"

The soap finally came out to Alex's eternal relief, but no spitting or sputtering could erase the terrible taste.

"I hope this has been a lesson to you. Now go to your room. You are grounded for the weekend."

It was then that Alex came to a total emotional release. The total submission to her Daddy and Mommy authority. She hugged her stepdad and cried her heart out openly and frankly.

She was his very sorry bad girl, Daddy’s red-bottomed naughty little girl who was deservedly punished and then forgiven. Through her tears, she could feel that Daddy loved her.


Petty Cash Theft

Linda waited outside her employer’s office. She knew that she was likely to be sacked and the police would be called, so she would do anything to stop that happening.

She had stolen twenty dollars from the petty cash tin and been caught; it was as simple as that. There were no mitigating circumstances. She wanted the money so she could buy new records by her favorite bands, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones, which had just arrived at the record store she frequented assiduously. It wasn’t as if she took it to feed her starving children or widowed mother.

Linda was nineteen years old and had worked at the drugstore since she finished high school. She did indeed have a widowed mother, but when her DadDad died a few years ago, he left behind a good insurance policy, and the family has lived comfortably, even if simply, since.

No, Linda had stolen the money because she had already finished her salary from the week before and because her conservative mother would never advance her money for records from those bands that she considered to be making the devil’s music.

The drugstore owner’s secretary opened the door.

“Mr. Reid’ll see you now, Linda,” she said, flashing a sarcastic smile.

She knew what was going on, and she was happy. She didn’t like Linda, who was so attractive and thin and dressed in those skirts so short that they left all her long thighs uncovered. She, who was not then many years older than she was, could never have worn them with her shapely, pudgy physique. Besides, since she was also still living with her family, if her strict father had seen her dressed like that, he would have tanned her bum so thoroughly that she would not have been able to sit down for a week.

Linda entered the office and stood before Mr. Reid’s desk; she couldn’t help comparing it to her old headmaster’s study. She had visited that a few times, she recalled. But this was not the headmaster; this was her boss: she wasn’t going to get the paddle; she was getting the sack and a criminal record.

Unlike his secretary, Mr. Reid liked Linda for the same reason she disliked her. And then, even if she was only nineteen, Linda had the kind of ducking-and-diving spirit that was a good quality in a salesman. And he knew how hard it was to find someone good in her job between all the young slackers of those days.

But now this had happened, Mr. Reid thought: petty theft. He didn’t know it, but Linda felt remorse. That act was not like her; it’s true; she sometimes told lies to her mother, but they were innocent lies that didn’t hurt anyone. And she had not been a perfect student, but nor had she been the worst student in school. In short...it had only been a moment of weakness, and now she regretted it.

Mr. Reid wasn’t sure what to do. Linda was a thief, but let’s be honest, he thought, it wasn’t armed robbery, and the girl was not a thug. She was just like many kids her age nowadays, a bit selfish with no real scruples, and she wanted everything on a plate now. Linda just needed to learn to grow up; a short sharp lesson would be enough. She didn’t need a criminal record.

When he first heard of Linda’s theft, Mr. Reid thought how uncannily similar it was to her own experience thirty-odd years ago. He was nineteen years old when he and some pals stole a few bottles of beer from the local tennis club where his father worked as a steward. They took them into the fields and drank them. It was theft, of course, but also youthful high jinks. They got caught, but the police weren’t involved; he was thankful for that because a criminal record would have scuppered his successful career before it started.

Instead, his dad was informed, and he dealt with it with a razor strap. Mr. Reid could smile retrospectively about how he dealt with it, but it was humiliating and painful at the time. He had thrashed the living daylights out of him, and he howled the house down. But it taught him a lesson, and he never stole again.

A bit of him wished he could deal with Linda in the same way; a good, old-fashioned whipping would bring her to her senses, and then they could all move on. Still, he knew that if he told the girl’s mother she was a thief, she would die of shame, and how would that help? Indeed, she wouldn’t be able to give her the punishment she so richly deserved.

In the past, Mr. Reid had sometimes hoped Linda might see him as a bit of a father figure, but there was nothing to show that she actually did. If Linda had done so, Mr. Reid would be the one to give her a sound spanking now.

Linda expected the worst outcome from her meeting with Mr. Reid. She had no excuses; she had stolen the money and knew there had to be consequences for being found out.

She would have been relieved of her fears if she had realized what Mr. Reid thought.

She was no stranger to corporal punishment. She had been paddled at school for various misdemeanors such as smoking in the toilets and skiving off school at playtime: she was a mischievous girl, but not a thug.

The idea that he might have to sack Linda and involve the police upset Mr. Reid, and he really wished they could come to another arrangement. Then he had a brainwave; why not be honest with the girl? But he knew it would sound very odd if he just came out and said, “Let me spank you as a punishment.” How would that sound at a tribunal?

So that morning, what he did was tell Linda the story of the tennis club, the beer, and the razor strap. When he finished, there was an awkward silence between the two. Mr. Reid could see Linda was debating with herself: Should he or shouldn’t he? And then she did.

“Could you spank me like your father did to you?” She looked down at the carpet to hide her blushes.

“Well, I don’t know, Linda.”

In fact, he knew very well that whipping was the ideal solution.

“You know…you must be quite sure of that. It is a very unusual solution to the problem…a one that could even bring problems to me if found out.”

Linda said she was sure. Please don’t sack her, please don’t call the police. It would remain strictly between them, and she would never tell anyone.

“Well, if that is what you want, Linda.”

As soon as she heard the words, Linda was convinced it was exactly what she wanted. It was the perfect answer, the schoolgirl’s solution if you like. You commit the crime, get found out, are punished, and then move on.

Yes, Linda was sure: a spanking would be the ideal resolution.

Alright, Mr. Reid thought, the girl had consented to her belt whipping, so we should get on with it.

“Linda, take down your panties and pantyhose and bend over the desk.”

Linda blushed till the roots of her hair. Panties and pantyhose...down? Wow, this would be even far more humiliating than she had considered. But finally, she had brought it to herself. So, she humbly complied with what Mr. Reid had ordered.

With shaking hands, she lowered her garments to her ankles and then leaned forward and offered her trembling buttocks, now only barely covered by her miniskirt, to Mr. Reid’s punishing wrath.

Her employer had no experience of spanking backsides but instinctively knew the objective was to cause the punished girl considerable pain; otherwise, what was the point?

He approached the bent-over girl, gently raised her skirt to her back, then stepped back a step, doubled over the belt, and rested it across Linda’s bare buttocks.

For just a split moment, he looked lusciously at those perfect, round, snow-white buttocks so obediently presented to him. Then, turning back at the task ahead, he steeled himself, raised the belt, and lashed those two meaty globes unmercifully.

Linda felt the leather bite in her bum flesh like a branding iron. She felt her eyes watering but managed to not emit any sound. She had resolved to take her punishment as bravely as possible, not wanting to shame herself more than she already was.

This was a tactical error because, with his inexperience, Mr. Reid assumed this meant the punishment was not working. So, he increased the tempo and brought the belt whacking into Linda’s bum harder and faster.

He covered both buttocks, from the top of the fleshy globes to the bottom, with hard, splatting belt lashes. Linda’s resolve not to show pain did not last. Her gasps turned to groans and then to wails. Despite herself, she couldn’t stop shaking her legs as the pain built up in her bum became agony, showing thus all her feminine charms to Mr. Reid’s eyes.

Linda’s buttocks were stinging and burning, and those cheeks were going to feel like they had been badly sunburned for days on end, as Mr. Reid knew from his bitter experience. But at the moment, they were burning with the accumulated sting of the doubled belt spanks, intensely and searingly. The petty cash thief’ buttocks were no more pert and candid; they had swollen up to a bigger size and had assumed a flaming red, painful hue.

Mr. Reid wanted to give Linda a rigorous beating, hard and fast, but not a flogging. He wanted to get the point across. Linda had to be hurt, but not to the point that the girl resented her punishment or the man who punished her. Mr. Reid wanted to spank out of love as, in a way, he loved Linda and did not want to destroy any relationship they might have, but he did want her to learn and mend her ways.

He whacked six of the hardest strokes across the center of Linda’s bum and then told her to stand up.

Linda stood up slowly, every motion bringing a fresh round of hot pain in her scorched bum. Once on her feet, she immediately began frantically to rub her hot, pulsating bottom with both hands in a desperate attempt to relieve at least some of the burning pain Mr. Reid had ignited there. She did the time-honored spanking dance, oblivious to the fact that she was showing her boss all that a woman can show, and concerned only about her stinging burning bottom while her tears were dripping mascara streams down her face, snot was coming out from her nostrils, and she was sobbing and sniffling.

Little by little, she calmed down and regained some composure. Then she tried to pull her panties and pantyhose back in place, but the state of her whipped bottom didn’t allow her. So she tossed her shoes off and took the garments off, then slid her skirt down, another painful process as her blistered bottom couldn’t stand even that soft touch.

“Go home, Linda. It’s over. If you mend your ways, we will not speak of this again,” said Mr. Reid, suppressing a weird smile that the show the chastised girl had offered had brought to his lips.

Linda limped from the office with her pantyhose and panties in her hand. She was relieved that Mr. Reid’s secretary was nowhere to be seen and left the building unobserved.

In the following days, while the pain turned to a glow and the belt’s marks vanished, Linda went back to her punishment again and again. She did not feel she had been unjustly beaten. On the contrary, she had committed a minor crime and was appropriately punished for it. But there was more. When she thought of it, the image of herself bent over Mr. Reid’s desk, presenting her bare, vulnerable rear end to that authoritarian man, her buttocks getting redder and redder, and stinging and burning, under his righteous punishing wrath, popped up in her mind. The image was powerful and thrilling, and Linda even dreamed of that.

But Mr. Reid was right; there was no need to ever mention that event again.

So long as Linda behaved in the future.

And Linda knew she was a good girl…but no girl is perfect.


At Home For Holidays

Mr. Howard wasn’t prepared for what he saw through the lounge window of his friend and neighbor.

Nineteen-year-old Amanda Miller stood facing the corner of the room, her hands on her head in the classic ‘naughty girl’ position. Her miniskirt was tucked in her waistband, and her blue nylon panties were bunched up just below her buttocks. Her white blouse had ridden up her back, clearly exposing her bare bum cheeks. They were nearly as red as the ribbon she had in her hair. Mr. Howard could see even at some distance that Amanda had been on the receiving end of a severe bare-bottomed correction.

Suddenly, the front door opened, and Amanda’s father, George, greeted his dinner guests. The Howards were Millers' old friends; they had been friends for at least twenty years and considered Amanda like a niece.

“Come in, come in,” George launched into the traditional pleasantries, but immediately he saw his guests were distracted.

“Oh, that!” he nodded in Amanda’s direction. “She’s just back from college. Come in, I’ll tell you all about it.”

In addition to Howard’s daughter, Amanda was also their daughter’s best friend, Barbara. They had grown up together, played in the same parks, attended the same school, and now went to the same college together. They even had rooms in the same dorm.

Mr. Miller mixed drinks, and when everyone was settled, he told his story.

“Amanda got back from college today. It hasn’t been a great success, I’m afraid. I found out she has been wasting her time and our money,” he sighed.

“She spends too much time in the bar or sorority activity, I think. She failed some of her courses as well. She has to do resits during the summer, and if she doesn’t pass them, she won’t be allowed to return to the college.”

Mrs. Howard made suitable noises in sympathy.

Mr. Miller took a swig of his whisky and carried on, “So, I didn’t have much choice, really, did I? I’ve given her a damn good spanking. Hairbrush. Over my knee. Panties down.”

He took another swig, “So, how did your Barbara get on?”

Neither Mr. Howard nor his wife could answer that question. They realized they had no idea what grades their daughter had achieved in her exams. When they had questioned her about it, she simply mumbled, “Fine,” and had tried to change the subject. After they had pressed her on that, she had started a tirade on how they had no right to subject her to an interrogation. Gosh, it was the 1960s and not the Middle Ages. Young people had a right to their freedom and privacy. So Mr. and Mrs. Howard had reluctantly decided to overlook it for the time being. However, Mr. Howard knew how close his daughter and Amanda were, so right then and there, he resolved to interrogate Barbara further on the subject as soon as possible.

“Isn’t Amanda a bit old to be spanked?” Mrs. Howard asked.

She was not opposed to corporal punishment, and her husband had spanked Barbara sometimes but had not for some years now. Now that she has thought about it, she believes that the last time was when Barbara and Amanda skipped school together during the last year of high school. Both young ladies got stinging backsides that day.

“No,” Mr. Miller was sure about this. “She is not too old. You see, don’t call me old-fashioned, but I don’t think, as people are saying, times are changing and all that other stuff about young people’s freedom, especially girls. A girl must learn self-discipline, and if she cannot, and clearly Amanda has demonstrated that she cannot, then a parent must impose that discipline upon her. It is for her own good.

Mr. Miller loved his daughter dearly and knew that the blistered backside she was nursing in the lounge would incentivize her to work harder. Amanda would not want to go through a repeat performance during the Christmas holidays. That was the best way to make a woman free and independent. It would be days like this that would ensure his future would be as rosy as her backside currently was.

Twenty minutes later, now fully dressed, Amanda put his head around the door to speak to her father. Under her skirt and inside her panties, her bottom was still sore to touch, but she showed no resentment about the painful and humiliating spanking she had been subjected to. She had realized that she had done wrong and that her father loved her dearly. It was her own fault; she had let herself and her parents down badly. She had already resolved to pass her resit exams and work harder next term.

“Can I please go out to visit Barbara?”

Her father assented, “Yes, but don’t forget your curfew.”

With that, the 19-year-old departed, and domestic harmony continued at the Miller’s home.

Amanda and Barbara were great friends, and they told each other everything. So, only minutes later, the nineteen-year-old whipped her panties down, raised her miniskirt, and bent over to show off the damage to her buttocks. Gingerly, her friend traced with her fingers the contours of the brush. Amanda’s round, chubby buttocks were a swollen mass of pain, and an oval outline could be clearly seen imprinted in the fiery flesh dozens of times. Her entire bottom was livid red, and she sported some greyish blisters on her sit spot.

“At least it’s not bleeding,” Barbara offered a crumb of comfort.

“Yeah, but it still stings like blazes. At first, it felt like I was being whacked with my mother’s steam iron.”

They both had an odd laugh. Poor Amanda: nineteen years old and spanked on her bare bottom by her father like she was a brat. But Barbara feared Amanda would not be alone. Soon, her father would discover the truth about her own slacking, and she was unsure of the outcome of that.

When Mr. Miller questioned her directly and firmly that evening about her university studies, Barbara could only confess. She knew her father would demand to see the written transcript of her exam results and this would confirm her failure.

Her father’s lecture was short and to the point. The 19-year-old’s failures were listed. Her apologies (or lack thereof) were heard as extenuating circumstances, but to no avail. Barbara knew and accepted that there could be only one outcome. After all, what else could she do? Besides being her father, he was the one paying for her college. So she submitted to his authority as old-fashioned and humiliating as it could be.

Her father pronounced the sentence, the paddle, over the knee, bare bottom. He looked across at his daughter, and for the first time, the folly of the situation struck him. The girl was almost five and a half feet tall, with a pert bosom, trim waist, swelling hips, and a round, chubby bottom on a pair of slim legs. Barbara wasn’t a little girl; she was practically an adult.

Even so, Mr. Miller knew his fatherly duty. He pulled a straight-backed chair into the middle of the room and sat down, placing his feet about three feet apart. He would need a large platform for his tall daughter to drape herself across and present her bottom to him for her paddling.

It had been one of the hottest days of the summer so far, and Barbara wore only the shortest of shorts and a white T-shirt that was a size too large.

“Come here,” her father said softly. “Take down your shorts and panties and bend over my knee.”

Despite her resolve to present herself submissively, Barbara hesitated, feeling a knot in her stomach at the view of the slacks-covered knees of her father.

“Come on, I haven’t got all day.”

Barbara put her thumbs under the elasticated waistbands of her shorts and panties and, with a single movement, pushed both of them down to her knees. Then, in one move, she dived across her father’s legs. Her hands at the front and her feet at the back touched the carpet. She had to bend her knees slightly so that her bared bottom was raised sufficiently high above her father’s right thigh to receive the stinging smacks from the paddle.

With Barbara’s shorts and panties at her knees, her father gripped the teenager’s shirt into a ball and yanked it over her back. She was now stark naked from the shoulders to the knees, revealing a pair of swelling, round, peachy white buttocks that were twitching as they contemplated their fate. Barbara was a swimmer, and her bottom was muscular, even if round and soft. It was pert and joined smoothly with strong, turned thighs and long legs.

Mr. Miller took a deep breath, raised the paddle, and brought it down hard in the center of Barbara’s bum. The girl let out a yelp and tightened her bottom. Her father whacked the paddle down again, this time on the lower part of the bum cheeks. Then Mr. Miller tipped Barbara towards him and paddled the left side of her bottom. He quickly moved her the other way and paddled the right side.

After that, the spanking accelerated, and the paddle slapped into the naked flesh harder and faster, somehow always catching Barbara by surprise, finding fresh flesh to sting. Her bottom rose and fell and rolled like waves at sea, and she could feel the flat wood toasting her backside. Big red imprints of the paddle covered the whole of her bottom.

Despite her resolve to take it like the woman she thought she was, Barbara yelped and struggled. Still, her father held her tight and continued with a steady pattern of paddle spanks.

Barbara felt the downpour of smacks to her bare bottom; they were harder, hotter, faster, and more rapidly biting into her buttocks and upper thighs. As her dad’s paddle slapped blistering smacks into her bum cheeks and inner and outer thighs, the young woman shrieked, higher and higher in volume and pitch. Her right hand involuntarily left the floor to defend her butt, only to be seized firmly and pulled up behind her back and held between her shoulder blades for the rest of the onslaught.

Barbara’s eyes alternately squinted and widened with shock and pain. Worse still were her behind and his pride. She was nineteen years old, yet now she was overturned, sprawled across her father’s lap. Her face was pushed into the carpet, her right arm held up against her shoulders, and her feet and legs thrashing and kicking into the air.

Mr Miller continued to pound the paddle across his daughter’s backside, and despite her pitiful wail and wriggling, he held her down and continued. After about three minutes of continuous swats, he stopped and rested the paddle across poor Barbara’s now frying buttocks.

Barbara was still lying there, quivering, sobbing, and shaking. Her father reached under her chest and gently but firmly lifted her up to stand in front of him.

The girl stumbled on trembling, wobbly legs, unable to stand still for shaking and shuddering and jumping, and bounced up and down. She was doubled over, and her hands flew to clasp and rub her fiery buttocks and upper legs, crying like a five-year-old.

Once upstairs in her bedroom, Barbara immediately inspected the damage. Her buttocks and the top of her thighs were a livid red hue uniformly. After a short, fast shower, she hobbled back to his room, where she gingerly slid onto the bed on her tummy to avoid any pressure on her tender bottom and rested her tear-stained face on the pillow. She ran her hands over her stinging, burning bottom and caressed it gently; she swore to herself that the next semester she would get into it with studying and forget all the other extracurricular activities that had wasted her time in the past year.


The lazy Daughter

What do you have to be so amazed about? Didn’t you ever see a thirty-year-old woman with just her blouse on, lying on her tummy on her bed, bawling like a toddler, and frantically rubbing her blazing backside as her father leaves the room after spanking her?

I see. You are wondering how I found myself in this awkward situation. Get comfortable, and I’ll tell you about it.

I know it is 1966, and society has now assimilated that a working woman may not wish to marry and could live her life by herself. But the fact that at my age, I am still living with my parents has nothing to do with social conventions.

The fact is that I have always been quite lazy. Not that I didn’t try to move out and live on my own, but after a short time, I always went back home, where I knew I would find hot cooked meals and someone to get me out of bed in time to go to work.

It also definitely has to do with being an only daughter. I have always been very close to my parents. This is not to say that they spoil me, well…not that much anyway. Actually, sometimes I had to face the fact that Dad could demonstrate himself to be quite old-fashioned…yes he definitely doesn’t feel the spirit of times. He is a big, sturdy man with quite conservative ideas. So, on occasions, I have found myself on his sturdy lap on the receiving end of a very vigorous spanking. But finally, there is no rose with no thorn, so if I want to take advantage of the comforts of my parent’s home, I also have to accept that it is ‘their house, their rules’.

Yesterday afternoon, I borrowed Mom’s car since mine was at the mechanic’s for the overhaul. After work, I was supposed to go straight home because Mom had her Thursday bridge game. That particular day was the final of a tournament she cared about. The problem was that Jeffrey, a new addition to the office, invited me for a drink at the usual bar just across the street.

Jeffrey is a good-looking, handsome, unmarried guy, and several girls in the office already had their eyes on him. I just couldn’t help but accept, and then, I said to myself, I’ll just be there for half an hour and then rush home. Before leaving the office, I went to the bathroom to redo my makeup. The mirror over the sink sent back the image of my body; perhaps it was not as slender as it once was, but it still attracted the attention of men. I ran my gaze over my full, firm breasts, slim waist, and seductively wide hips with well-sculpted legs underneath wrapped in a tight miniskirt, the fashion of the moment. I turned around for confirmation of my best asset; my remarkable bottom was still high and firm, though now more...generous, but, hey, doesn’t it make it more feminine? Reassured of my appearance, I walked briskly on my high heels toward my appointment.

Obviously, when you are in the company of an interesting person, time flies by. Jeffrey and I began to flirt, and the drink became two, then three...and by the time I looked at the clock, it had been almost two hours I was there, and I should have been home more than an hour and a half already! Suddenly, I realized that I was definitely and inexcusably late. So I said goodbye to Jeffry and hurried home.

Unfortunately, just when you are in a hurry, things always happen that make you waste more time. I had traveled just a few blocks when another car suddenly appeared at an intersection, and I didn’t have time to brake. The other driver said that I had the signal to give the right of way, and if you want to look at it under the magnifying glass of the traffic code, this is probably true. But after three drinks, I probably wasn’t that punctilious. To make a story short (I know that you all are more interested in the upcoming state of my best asset than in how I got along with that distracted gentleman who crossed my street), even if the damage to both cars was a minor one, I had to call the tow-truck. I arrived home in a cab, with a 3-hour and a half delay from the scheduled time.

As soon as I entered the house, I found an irate mother and a somber father who started to confront me about my delay and that Mom couldn’t get to her card game anymore. I tried to stall for time, waiting for her anger to cool off a bit before telling her and Dad about the car accident. When the barrage of accusations of laziness and carelessness diminished, with my head down and trembling voice, I confessed everything concerning the accident and the fact that the car was being repaired by the mechanic. I had no immediate retort, and their silence worried me more than the tirade Mom had just made.

Then the dam opened, and boy, what a flood of scolding words! Mom and Dad were taking turns scolding me for reckless, not to mention dangerous, behavior by driving after drinking. It felt like a layer of my skin was being lifted off by their tongue-lashing. It was then that I started to fear for my ability to sit comfortably in the next few days.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you!” Dad ordered me when they finally stopped the scolding.

Flushing full red, the color rising to my cheeks and ears, I raised my gaze to see his eyes sending lightning. I retreated before my Dad’s advance but was stopped by his hand grabbing my arm and half-turning me so that my miniskirt-covered swelling bum was in the correct position to receive an onslaught of hard slaps.

“Uh - um, I, er, wait a minute, Daaaad. OUCHH...I didn’t mean to be late...I didn’t mean to damage the car...OUCHH...honest!” I babbled.

Finally, the flurry of spanks stopped. By then, my face was gray from the panic, my breathing shallow and rapid as I stood silently, gently caressing my already warmed buns, waiting for Dad to drop the bomb I feared was coming. Dad leaned back a bit, folding his arms across his broad chest, showing annoyance.

“Well?” he demanded, “I’m waiting for your lame excuse, miss. Or would you rather get spanked without even trying to explain yourself?”

I nearly collapsed as my heart just skipped beating.

“No, please,” I said, mortified beyond belief, “not a spanking. I mean… I’m 30 years old! You can’t be serious, Dad!” Shifting my gaze from Mom to Dad, I implored, “I’m sorry, really, I…I forgot about the time, Mom, and then I hurried to be here on time, so...it just happened. Please, Dad, not…that!”

“Well, young lady, I guess I’ll just have to give you something to help you make sure it doesn’t ‘just happen’ again. And as for being sorry, I promise you you’ll be much, much sorrier before I’m done with you.”

“Oh no, Dad…Oh Nooooo,” I said, attempting to move away from him with my hands protectively on the back of my miniskirt, even though I knew very well that once he had made his head on it, he would never desist.

“Oh yes! You need to have your bottom spanked till you can’t sit down, miss,” Dad stated threatening.

“You are long overdue a bare bottom blistering,” Mom intervened. “You’ve deserved it for a while already, and this is the straw that broke the camel’s back.”

At this point, I was literally panicking; my palms were sweaty, and I felt like I was going to throw up. I did know that when my parents said ‘blistering’, they meant it. Every time I was told that Dad would make me regret what I had done, I soon found that sitting down for me was a luxury I could not afford.

Oh my god, why, why did I put myself in this at my tender age?!

Taking his by now thoroughly subdued and scared-to-death daughter by the arm, Dad led me over to the table, took out a chair from it, sat down, and looked up at me.

By then, I had already started crying and pleading for mercy.

“Please, not that...oh please no... don’t do it, Daddy.”

Imagine! An adult woman sniffling, crying, calling his father ‘Daddy’ and about to be spanked like a brat!

Expertly and efficiently, as if he had done it already (well, he actually did it already), he inserted his thick fingers in the elasticated waistband of my miniskirt and lowered it along around my ankles. Then it was the turn of my pantyhose and panties that he ruffled around my meaty midthighs. I was in a frenzy, trying to cover with my hands both my groin in shame and my chubby butt in fear of what was about to happen to it. Nothing worked. Dad slapped away my hands, and in a trice, I was over his sturdy lap, bare from my lower back to almost my knee hollows. My candid, vulnerable, meaty hillocks presenting to his punishing wrath. I kind of turned my head to look at him, and I saw him raise his muscled arm and thick, ample hand to the ceiling. Then, the most awful stinging feeling was absorbed deep into my fanny.

SMACK!!!

The first smack landed on my right cheek, just off-center. Before I could scream, another one landed, adjusted such to spank both cheeks just about the center. This one caused me to straighten out like a board. And give such a blood-chilling cry. Then another landed, high on my bottom, more on my left cheek. Then, a flurry of more sound smacks landed. I was bucking and weaving in no time. Like at the first smack, I was already in pain. His hardened palm came crashing, smashing down on my poor, tender, wobbling bottom. Echoing in the living room, sounding like pistol shots.

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

Sometimes, not on purpose either, my legs would get spread so his fingers almost reached my most tender parts deep in my crack, and I could just feel the blazing stinging as it spread to those places that were hardest to spank.

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

With each spank that landed, I would buck and scream forgiveness. I was sure my bottom looked like some ugly-looking red blotch shining in flames. It sure felt like it. Sometimes, I would buck and bend so much that my feet almost touched the floor at one end and my head at the other, and I was frozen in this position from the sheer pain. But came back to reality when Dad would deliver a quick flurry of spanks at my high arching bottom. At that point, my body would become rigid, arching my back the other way. Making my bottom a valley.

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

It went on like this until I was babbling with saliva dripping with bubbles forming as I was pleading that I would never, ever be a bad girl again.

And at least he stopped, and I was jerked to my feet. As soon as my feet hit the floor, I was pacing at double time. Holding one sore bottom in my hands. I had regressed to a crying, babbling kid by then. Reduced to instant obedience.

My Dad stood up and continued scolding me about my behavior and attitude. During the spanking, I managed to kick my miniskirt across the room. However, I was still restrained by pantyhose and panties at mid-thigh. Even so, I was moving, with as little steps as I could, shifting from foot to foot, scurrying to the window wall and back to the bed. Bending over in pain, rubbing my bottom, straightening up again. There was just no comfortable position, standing and for sure not sitting, that didn’t give me instant pain. This annoyed my Dad. He grabbed me and stopped me, turned me around a bit, and delivered 3 or 4 very hard slaps on the furnace my poor swollen rear was, then asked me if I was listening to him. I shouted that yes, I understood, of course.

“We will see if you understand,” he threatened.

He let me go and walked out of the living room. When he returned, he grabbed my arm and led me up the stairs. Dad took me to my room, never skipping a beat on how I was going to learn once and for all to act as a decent, adult lady like the one I had been raised to be. I was sniffling and had trouble walking, with my bottom cheeks rubbing together in this stinging state. I thought my punishment was over except for this horridness of scolding.

Once in my room, my Dad finished the lecture and then repeated the old fiction about having to let me have it for my own good. What was he saying? He already let me have it, but good!

Then my Dad pulled it out. I didn’t see him having it, but there, in his hand, it was a ping-pong bat. My knees just about gave out entirely at the sight of it. I did know that thing—it was never used to play ping-pong; it was just used to inflict a considerable amount of pain on the roundest part of the anatomy of the daughter of the house!

I was scared stiff. And turned on all the tears I could manage. Babbling out how I had learned my lesson already. Rubbing my bottom, which was so sore. I couldn’t take another spanking at that moment. I restarted jumping from foot to foot, crying for forgiveness. I am still ashamed to remember the pitiful show I was doing.

Dad sat on the bed and pulled me over. I was again in the standard punishment position but with an already smoldering bottom this time.

Then Dad spanked my bum with the ping pong bat. With my bottom in the state it was in, he could have just laid it on my backside, and I would have screamed in pain. So you can imagine what I sounded like as he made the first contact with that bat. I was bucking and kicking entirely out of control. But his tight hold on me kept me on his lap. I was crying my eyes out from the smacking I was getting. By the time he had spanked me six times, I was begging for him to stop at the top of my lungs. I didn’t care if the neighbors heard me, which they probably did. Saving my life, well at least the possibility of sitting down again, was the name of the game.

My Dad took his time to deliver this second spanking. He paddled me from the top of my bottom, where cheeks parting came together, to the base of my bottom, where legs started forming. I just knew that my bottom must look like one massive beet-red balloon.

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

When I was sure I would never be able to sit down again, he jerked me to my feet. It was over...and once again, I was on the move.

I could not just stand there. I was rubbing my bottom as fast as I could and pacing back and forth in front of him. Dad scolded me some more, saying that he had plenty of energy to continue if I didn’t think I had learned my lesson. I heartily assured him that I did, and still crying, I promised to be a good, responsible girl forever and ever. I couldn’t even see through the blur of my teary eyes. I had both hands messaging my sore bottom and shifting from foot to foot. Then started pacing the floor again. I did the awfullest and most shaming spanking dance right there in front of my satisfied father. I had messed up big time and paid a high price for it!

My Dad then got up from my bed and left the room. I jumped into bed on my tummy and buried my face into the pillow, still sobbing loudly.

Rubbing my smoldered rear for all I was worth, I cried myself to sleep. It didn’t care that it was so early in the afternoon. I was spent, and I had not even the energy to satisfy the glow between my legs I am used to getting after one of Daddy’s spankings.


The Paddle At School

Waiting for the paddle and the paddling itself was viewed as part and parcel of the overall punishment for the schoolgirls in my high school days back in the sixties, as was having to endure the ongoing discomfort for days of a paddle-blistered bottom sitting on the hard and unforgiving seat of the school desk.

The waiting with all sorts of apprehension and the butterflies in the pit of your tummy feelings gave you time to reflect on the events that led to the paddling and the agonizing, searing sting of each stroke resulting from your misbehavior.

Paddling was always administered at the end of school hours, and after the paddling, the rule was to go straight back to your home. So you had no time to regain your composure, no matter how much you needed to, before presenting yourself to your displeased parents.

The blistered bum left by the paddle was a constantly painful reminder to keep out of trouble. It was all part of the punishment, the throbbing smart after a paddling, and I remember nights when I couldn’t sleep because of it. Punishment with the school Paddle entailed these tribulations.

It may be harsh by modern standards, but the fact is that a girl’s bottom was really supposed to sting very severely indeed and burn a long time after being Paddled. That was the whole point of it. Once you were paddled, you never wanted it again, even if that was a vain hope, which it was at my school. Some of our teachers seemed to delight in reporting misbehavior from their rambunctious schoolgirls. They would report you to the vice principal for the slightest thing, and you could do nothing about it.

As I said, the vice principal used to paddle miscreants in the afternoon. At the end of the day, the teacher would say if any girls was to see the vice principal. I will never forget the gleeful look on the teacher’s face when she told someone that the vice principal required her presence in his office.  When it happened that it was me, I always needed to visit the toilet before marching myself to... the spot of execution. Of course, I came back home crying and in bits because my burning, smarting bottom had taken over my entire being. Did it deter me from repeating the offense? You bet it did.

The vice principal wasn’t an overly tall man nor particularly fit-looking, but with a school Paddle in his hand, he was lethal. His paddle strokes, or swats as we called them, were killers. It was all in his accuracy and his wrist action. He knew how to measure his distance and where to stand. The coordinated movement of his whole body brought the paddle to the highest speed to THWACK across the lower half of a girl’s posterior. He always placed those swats with pinpoint accuracy. Right, where a girl’s bottom met those hard wooden desk seats. Those paddle’s swats raised blisters, all grouped low down on the sit spot. The maddening sting burned the flesh that pulsed with a throbbing relentless sting.

Back to the waiting. They say it is the hardest part, but they are wrong. In a way, you just wanted it to be your turn first to get it over with, but another part of you wanted to put it off as long as possible. Your body was trembling and your knees shaking, especially when you could hear the first girls called in, being unmercifully paddled. Apprehension, churning stomach, trembling legs, and all were the norm before paddling. Also, the norm was my reaction straight after the paddle swats I got. I straightened up like a jack in the box and clutched my backside as hard as I possibly could with both hands. This was always the instinctive and automatic reaction. The pain was so frightful you tried to grab hold of it and tear it away, to no avail.

Now, a few girls could take their swats without any tears. These girls had very high playground status and were known as toughies. More girls could take it with only watery eyes, but most, like me, shed bucketloads of tears. I admit to the world right here, and right now, I was a big crybaby. A crybaby was what the girls in my class dubbed me.

And a crybaby I was also because if I deserved punishment at school, my troubles did not end after I received my paddle swats from the vice principal, not for a long shot. My parents had a very clear view of how their daughter had to behave at school. So even though it was the 1960s and the educational methods were changing, if I got the paddle at school, in my conservative home, I would have my old-fashioned Daddy waiting for me with Mommy’s wooden, flat-backed hairbrush in hand!Follow me at
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I will never forget the summer of 1984. I was eighteen years old and had just finished school. Mum and Dad were going to be busy with their business, leaving me with a long summer before I started college in September.

My parents suggested I spend some time with my Aunt and Uncle at their ranch. I had hardly ever met them, but the offer to go over had always been open to us. I had not seen Aunt Marie and Uncle Harry for many years. I knew they had two kids, Bridget, who was now nineteen, and Julia, who was twenty-one.

I was met at the airport by my cousin Bridget. I had not seen her in over a decade, and at first, I did not recognize the gorgeous girl standing at the gate for me. In fact, had it not been for the fact she had a photo of me and held my name on a placard, I would not have known who she was. Her deep blue eyes sparkled, and when she smiled, the dimples in her cheeks emphasized her pretty face. She was tall and slender but with all the roundness in place, a curvaceous young lady who would make any boy’s head turn. I had to admit I was already half in love with her before we reached the car.

As we drove back to the farm where they 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 Mum had described her, and Julia was a very pleasant young lady. 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 dark. 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 I met Uncle Harry, who was now sitting in a 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?

“Very well, thank you, Uncle Harry, 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 sat 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.”

“Watch your mouth, sister, dear. If Daddy hears you, he might take you out to the barn and whip you.”

“At least that would be in private without anyone watching. I would rather take a whipping in the barn any day rather than a spanking in the kitchen.”

“It can be arranged, girl,” we heard Uncle Harry's voice say. He had just entered the living room. “If that’s what you want, right after we are done in the kitchen. I suggest you keep quiet. You know you have this coming. After supper you will go to your room and change into your pajamas, then come down to the kitchen. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” Said Bridget as she put her head down. Her fate was sealed, and it looked as though I was going to watch my pretty cousin…get a spanking! I was quite shocked as she was no longer a little girl but an adult woman, well, almost…
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