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A Very Strict Grandma

The moment I entered the house, I heard a surprising noise. The sound of flesh hitting flesh.

I followed the noise; it was coming from my Grandma’s bedroom. I walked up the stairs to the bedroom door and noticed it wasn’t shut. I peered through the crack and was shocked by what I saw. My tall and imposing Grandma was standing in front of her bed wearing a silk pajama and a pair of fluffy slippers at her feet. That was not surprising given that it was around 10,30 pm. What surprised me was that she was holding my mother in front of her naked from the waist down. Grandma had a solid grip on one of my Mom’s wrists and was wrangling her back closer to her with that one arm in the air above her head.

And my Grandma was slapping her bare backside hard and lecturing her!

SLAPP! “Do you think you are too old to respect your mother?” SLAPP!

From my vantage point, I could see the entire room, though they could not see me, so I stood rooted there, not believing what I was seeing.

SLAPP! My sixty-four-year-old Grandmother’s hand descended again on my forty-two-year-old mother’s ample bottom. Granny lives in the country, and even if she is not really a farmer anyway, she has a lot to do in her big house and garden, and at her age, she is still a strong woman. I could see that she had been spanking Mom long enough to make both chubby cheeks a very sore, hot-looking shade of pink. Even if Mom was a fit woman due to the gym attendance, her butt was ample and with a bit of fat at the base of the bum cheeks and the top of the thighs, so every time Grandma’s hard palm connected them, her cheeks compressed and then jiggled as they sprung back. And Grandma had good coverage, too, the stinging color stretching a few inches down the back of Mom’s meaty thighs.

“As long as I’m alive, you’ll never be too old to obey and respect your mother!”

SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP!

Grandma quickly landed slap after powerful slap, and Mom stomped her feet just as rapidly. My Mom was bucking and squirming; she wiggled and moaned, but being held so firmly and with the pajama’s pants wrapped around her ankles, she couldn’t step away from her punisher. So she bounced in place, obscenely thrusting out her crotch as Grandma tore her bottom up. Still, she didn’t seem to notice, a testament to the level of pain she was experiencing.

“You think you can disobey your mother?” SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! “And talk back?” SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! “And not be punished?” SLAPP! SLAPP! SLAPP! 

At this point, the angry pink color on my Mom’s ass had turned into a flaming red, and her bottom looked like two ripe tomatoes pressed together. Tears were streaming down her face as my Grandma spanked her ass just like she was a little girl.

I was stunned to see my mother undergoing so submissively at that childish correction. Even at her age, she didn’t try to resist her mother, and it occurred to me that she must have undergone this kind of correction many times before!

“Moooooommy!” My mother finally broke down. “I’ll be good!”

WOW, ‘Mommy’, I never heard my mother call her with such a juvenile word.

Grandma stopped the slapping, let Mom’s wrist go, crossed her arms on her pajama-covered big bosom, and stared at her.

“Oh, I know you will be good after I tan that big bottom of yours with the brush!” My Grandma told her.

“Nooooo, please, Mama!” my Mom pleaded while a new stream of tears melted her mascara that dripped on her cheeks. “I can’t take it!...my bottom is already soooo sore!”

“You can, and you will...” Grandma told her, “Go and fetch it.”

Totally subdued to Grandma’s authority, my half-nude mother, hampered by the pajamas wrapped around her ankles, sheepishly wobbled over to the bathroom and went inside. When she came out, she was holding a fearsome-looking wooden bathbrush.

“Please, Mama, don’t spank my b…bottom with the b...brush,” she begged.

Her broken voice was that of a well-spanked child, not that of the self-confident professional who had raised her daughter by herself, not raising a finger at me for 19 years.

“I’m going to spank you till you can’t sit, young lady!” My Grandma warned her while sitting at the end of her bed, “How dare you disobey your mother so blatantly and talk back on top of it?”

My Mom stood before her and, shaking her hand, handed the bathbrush to her mother. Slapping the business end of the brush on her other hand, Grandma ordered, “Over you go. NOW!”

With her watered eyes shut, Mom bent across her mother’s lap, letting out a pitiful moan. This time, my Grandma pinned her wrist to her back.

THWACK! The brush exploded across my Mom’s quivering, ample, womanly rump.

“Aaaaaaaaah,” my Mom kicked her legs and screamed.

Grandma raised the bathbrush again, and my poor Mom’s ordeal began in earnest.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

My Mom’s big bottom was no match for the bathbrush, not by a long shot. Every inch of her bum cheeks and upper thighs was already a deep red before her mother really got started with the brush, and now her rear end was literally smoldering.

“No, Mama, no! I’ve learned my lesson! AIEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! Pleeeeease! Nooooooo! Ohhhhhh! Stop! MOMMYYYYYY!”

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“AIEEEEE! OHHHHHHH! Pleeeeease! Mommyyyyy! I’m on fire! AIEEEEEE! AIEEEEEE! OHHHHHHHH! No more!”

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

Up one womanly bottom cheek and down the other, over and over, the bathbrush proved true the old saying “spanked until you won’t sit down for a week”. My poor mother cried and screamed as her bare behind ignited in various shades of red and hints of purple where her cheeks met thighs. Those various shades soon blended into one deep shade of crimson.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“Are you ever going to disobey me again?” Grandma asked, continuing to whale the daylights out of Mom’s bum.

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO MOMMY! AIEEEEEE! I’LL NEVER DISOBEY YOU AGAIN! I PROMISE! PLEEEEEASE! AIEEEEEEE! WAAAAA!”

“Are you going to talk back to me again?”

“AIEEEEE! AIEEEEE! NO MOMMY! AIEEEEEE! I’LL NEVER TALK BACK! EVER! WAAAAA! WAAAAA! I’LL BE A GOOD  GIRL! WAAAAAA! I PROMISE I WILL BE GOOOOOD!”

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

By now, my mother couldn’t even make words; she just cried and screamed, tears choking her.

“All right, I think you’ve been spanked enough,” My Grandma said at least, tossed the bathbrush to the side, and released her grip from my Mom’s wrist. She stood looking at her daughter’s discolored rear end with a satisfied half smile.

Mom’s bottom cheeks and upper thighs were beet red with nasty purple marks of the edge of the bathbrush crisscrossing all over it. On the sit spot, that horrid instrument of correction had raised a crop of painful-looking moist blisters. Undoubtedly, my poor mother would have trouble sitting for some days to come.

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

“I… I’m sorry, Mama...oh, Mama...it hurts...it hurts so bad,” she uttered between sobs.

Grandma waited a few minutes before she calmed down, and then she made her rise from her lap.

Painfully, Mom got to her feet and rushed both hands to her badly blistered and swollen rear. She kicked her pajama pants out from her ankles and pranced around, her face contorted in an agonizing grimace covered with dripped mascara, tears, and snot. She rubbed her bum and cried, cried and rubbed, again and again, promising Grandma that she would never be bad again. I stood mesmerized, looking at the show my mother was putting on.

My Grandma let her do her frantic ‘well-spanked-girl-dance” for a couple of minutes, and then she said, “Over the corner with you, young lady!”

“No, Mother, please…not that too...” she started to say when a maternal hand flashed through the air and landed on her bare bottom.

“I’ve had more than enough from you already, little miss, now off to the corner with you, or I’ll take the bathbrush to you again right now!” Grandma exploded as her hand met the big, discolored bottom several times in a flurry of spanks.

Although these spanks were bare-handed, they evidently stung as badly as the bathbrush on Mom’s smoldering bottom, and wailing, she quickly walked over to the corner.

“Thirty minutes, young lady,” Grandma warned as sternly as she could. “And no rubbing your bad bottom!”

That said, Grandma walked over to the dresser, opened a drawer, and took out her late husband’s pocket watch. Then she laid down on her bed, with her back resting on the soft cushions, cradling the watch in her hands. “Remember, thirty minutes and no rubbing!”

I soon realized that my panties were soaking wet after watching my Mom’s ordeal. I took off my heels and, as quietly as possible, I hurried into my bedroom. Once there, as in a trance, I took off my miniskirt and lowered my panties to the ankles. I stood there looking in the mirror at my full bottom, swelling out insolently from my slender thighs. I caressed it, feeling its firmness, then tried to slap it; suddenly, a wave of heat swept through me, and I put my other hand between my legs. While with one hand, I again slapped my bum, my fingers were already dancing over my clit. Shaken by thrills of pleasure, I was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation I was experiencing, reviving in my mind the scene I had just witnessed. All of a sudden, juices flooded my pussy, and I had one of the best orgasms of my young life.

When I came to the kitchen the next morning, things were very quiet. Grandma was her usual good-natured self, and as always, a plentiful breakfast was ready on the mantle. Except for the fact that Mom was not around, everything was normal, and no one could have imagined the event that took place in the night.

“How come that mom is not up yet?” I asked casually while sitting at the breakfast table.

“She is not feeling well,” answered Grandma while she poured me a cup of coffee. She has an annoying headache, you know. She said she prefers to pass the morning in bed.” Granny kept saying, “Nothing serious, though. I’m sure she will be okay for dinner, and you will be back in the city tomorrow. By the way,” she added, looking inquisitively in my eyes, “at which time did you come back last night?”

I looked at my Grandmother. She was a fairly large, tall woman, her grey hair kept short and her green eyes surrounded by a crown of fine wrinkles. Avoiding eye contact and resuming all my cold blood, I answered, “Oh well, it was about midnight. You probably were already asleep as everything in the house was quiet,” then without letting her time to think at the lie I had just told I uttered, “I very much hope that Mom will be okay for tomorrow to drive herself home because I was planning to remain here for all week. If you don’t mind, of course. You know I have one exam to prepare for, and I think the quiet of the country would help me concentrate on my studies.”

“Of course, I don’t mind, kiddo!” Granny said with enthusiasm, “It will be just a pleasure to have you here for a whole week. I see so little of you and your mother, living away in the city, her being so busy with her job, and you with your studies.”

Later in the morning, I went to visit Mom in her room. I found her in bed, lying on her belly, reading a book. I could imagine her blistered bottom throbbing unmercifully under her nightgown when she turned to greet me. I told her of my plan to stay at Grandma’s for the week, and she said that a week in the country would make me a lot of good.

“Just behave yourself,” she added. You know that Grandma is a bit old-fashioned when it comes to obedience and respect.”

I assured her that I knew it well.

After exiting Mom’s room, I made sure Grandma was out working in the garden, then tiptoed to her bathroom. There, hanging from a rack in the tube, was the bathbrush. My hand closed around the handle, and I felt its weight. My heart beat wildly. I tried to imagine how it would sting, then slapped it experimentally into my palm. I winced, shocked by the sharp snapping sound, as well as the smart of it. Returning to my room, I lay on my bed. With the sunlight coming in through the curtains, I started planning and rehearsing what I would do and say.

Two days had passed since Mom left when I found myself in front of Grandma. It was mid-morning, but I was still in my pajamas, holding the bathbrush in my hands. She was reading, seated in an armchair in the living room.

“What is it?” she said flatly, lowering her magazine to look directly into my eyes.

Shifting nervously from foot to foot, I braced myself and said, “I’m really sorry for what I did last night, Granny. I don’t know what got me to act so foolishly, and I didn’t mean to talk back like that either.”

Grandma’s gaze went from my face to the bathbrush in my hands, then back to my face.

“You know that what you did is totally unacceptable, don’t you?” She said, still in a flat, cold tone of voice. Then, while the anger arose in her, she followed on, “Coming back home in the middle of the night, driving drunk! On top of it, you talked to your Grandmother the way you did! That is disgraceful!” Pausing a moment, she then asked, pointing to the bathbrush, “What is that for?”

My heart went into overdrive, beating wildly as several emotions flashed through me. On the one hand, fear that my plan failed, fear of having hurt my granny’s feelings for nothing. On the other hand, fear being spanked and even fear the exciting sensation caused between my legs.

“I…I think you ought to punish me…Granny,” I said uneasily, trying to seem as contrite and submissive as possible.

Her eyes widened barely, but she waited impassively while I fidgeted, “I mean, I think I deserve it...and, hmm, Mom told me you spanked her for much less. I don’t know, I…I just think maybe you should…”

She looked at me for a long moment, trying to make up her mind, and then stood up.

“I know that your mother never spanked you,” she shook her head, “I respected her decision, but I never agreed with that. As she told you, I spanked her while growing up. It was not an everyday occurrence; on the contrary, it happened quite seldom, but when it happened, I tried to do it so humiliating and painful that she would remember it for days to come so that I didn’t have to repeat it anytime soon.” While she said this my right hand went casually to give a quick rub at my rear, “She wanted to spare you this experience.” Then, staring at me as I lay bare my thoughts and weighed her words, she added, “I think she was wrong, but as it seems, it is not too late to correct it, isn’t it?”

Without giving me time to answer, she took the bathbrush from me, and, looking me straight in the eyes, she stated, “You will undoubtedly regret your decision, miss, and very soon. However, what’s done is done, and there’s no turning back. You’re going to get your pert bottom soundly trashed, young lady, and at this point, there is nothing you can do or tell that will save you.” At this, she slapped her palm with the back of the bathbrush, and that sent shivers down my spine.

Taking me by the arm, she led me off to her room. Shaking like a leaf, I had already begun to regret my decision and wished I was somewhere else. Once in her room, Grandma sat on the edge of her bed, laying the bathbrush next to her side and motioning me in front of her. I blushed considerably as she lowered my pajama pants to my ankles, making her smile thinly and say, “I’ve seen everything before, little girl.”

Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of my panties, and she stripped them all the way down to my ankles, making me blush even more deeply.

“Over my knee,” She ordered calmly. Then she added something I had already heard coming out of her mouth that turned my stomach into a knot, “I’m going to spank you till you can’t sit, young lady.”

The cool air on my bottom felt unusual and added to the feeling of unease generated by my precarious position over Grandma’s sturdy thighs. She usually wore just a drop of understated but sweet fragrance, and a hint of it now reached my nostrils, contributing to the surrealism of my situation. A split second later, her right work-hardened palm smacked down hard on my upturned bottom, stinging more than I had imagined it would and the succeeding spanks grew in frequency and intensity.

“Oww! Grandma! Please, I’m sorry!” I yelped stridently as her firm palm smacked my upturned bare bottom again and again. My frantically questing right hand, attempting to protect my inflamed rear, was intercepted by Grandma’s left hand and held resolutely away from the target. At the same time, she continued to spank, good and hard.

With my right wrist held firmly in her left hand, I was powerless to do anything but squirm and yelp. At the same time, she spanked away, dutifully warming every square inch of my tender behind. Kicking frantically, I tried hard to free my legs, which were hobbled in my pajama pants and panties.

“Okay, Granny! Okay! It… it’s enough! Owww! Oww!”

I wailed as the spanking continued, her palm smacking my bottom harder as her enthusiasm for the task at hand increased. Tears began flowing freely from my eyes as the sting of her palm got worse with every spank, and I knew the worst was yet to come. Hooo, why did I get myself into this?

I panicked as my Grandmother paused for a moment to push up her right sleeve, then resumed spanking my well-reddened bare bottom even harder. She was entirely in the spirit of things now, and I was in for it, but good. My burning bottom continued to increase in both temperature and color as Grandma’s hand spanked and spanked and spanked, leaving no area untouched. Crying freely now and very contrite, I marveled at the change that was taking place in me; the confident and snotty student so popular at the college was turning into nothing else than a little kid having her bare bottom soundly spanked for her bad behaviors. 

It was right then that suddenly, the spanking ceased. With my face covered in tears, my nose running, and my mouth in a grimace of pain, I welcomed that moment of rest.

“If even you at your age see the need for discipline,” Grandma stated, “It’s obvious that your mother has been much too lenient with you!” Pausing for effect, she went on, “From now on, we won’t make that mistake again, miss. Today, you will get a spanking you won’t forget, and it will definitely not be the last. I will talk to your mother and make sure you have a trip here to the farm every time you mess up. Believe me, you can plan on spending time over my knee in the future every time you act foolish!”

She then picked up the bathbrush and raised it to the ceiling. Getting a firm grip on me, she smacked my already well-spanked bottom smartly.

“ARGHHHH,” I wailed, and I bucked wildly from the awful sting of it, and then I felt the next smack as hard and smarting on my other cheek. Soon, I was howling and kicking wildly as the bathbrush did its work, deepening the bright crimson of my firm buns with every whack.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“WAAAAA! WAAAAAA! GRANNYYYY! PLEASEEEE! WAAAAA! I’M ON FIRE!”

Bawling like a child and begging her to stop, my bucking finally carried me off her lap and onto my knees on the floor. She stood up from the bed, raised her dress to the hips, and then she swatted me to my feet. Sitting back on the bed, she then guided me between her knees, turning me face down across her left meaty thigh and draping her right leg over my lower legs.

Grabbing my right wrist again, she pulled it up behind my back and announced, “I’m not through with you by a long shot, young lady. Now you’re going to get it, but good!”

Firmly pinioned in place, I waited only a fleeting moment before the wooden bathbrush resumed its journey from bottom to mid-thigh, stinging areas it had already visited so thoroughly.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“WAAAAAAA! ARGHHHHHH! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTSSS GRANNYYYYY! BWAAAAAA! IT HURTS SOOO BAD!”

Unable to thrash or even twist in my Grandma’s unyielding grasp, I bawled and sobbed my penitence and promises of good behavior as she spanked and spanked and spanked until I couldn’t form coherent words anymore. So I just wailed with my whole rear end burned by the excruciating fire ignited by that horrible bathbrush.

When I was sure I couldn’t take it anymore, I heard my Grandma say, “All right, I think you’ve been spanked enough.”

She tossed the bathbrush to the side, releasing her grip from my wrist.

I barely noticed that my spanking was over. So much was the searing pain in my bum cheeks and thighs that I couldn’t move, so I stood there over Grandma’s thigh blubbering and feeling sorry for myself. She waited for a while for my sobbing to calm down, and then she gently made me rise from her lap.

As soon as I was on my feet, I tossed away my pajama pants and panties and started to prance about hopping up and down, bawling lustily. My hands went to rub my stinging bottom, desperate to take away even a little bit of the searing, stinging, burning pain of my soundly spanked nether regions. Still, I soon realized that even a gentle rub was impossible due to the blisters the bathbrush had raised on my rear end. So I danced around, thrusting my pelvis and wailing away, unaware of the show I was giving of myself. I didn’t care; I had just had my bottom blistered for the first time in my life, and I felt like the sorriest and sorest girl in the world. It was then that, amidst my twisting and stomping, I felt that warm sensation between my legs again, and the waves of heat swept through my whole body. Oh my…I felt shaken by an impromptu climax that wetted my inner thighs.

Luckily my Grandma didn’t notice it, disguised as it was by my frantic ‘well-spanked-girl-dance’. She raised from the bed and marched me over to the corner, where she ordered me to clasp my hands behind my back and think about my behavior.

“If I catch you rubbing your bottom, you’ll go right back over my knee, you understand?”

I tearfully nodded my understanding and spent the next thirty minutes in a turmoil of emotions as I couldn’t wait to go to my room to relieve myself.

When at least those awful and shaming 30 minutes in the corner with my badly blistered bottom on display ended, in no time, I was in my room. I stood my back to the mirror to contemplate the state of my rear end. It sure looked very much like those of my mother after her own bath-brushing. From the top of my cheeks to mid thighs, it was crimson all over, with the nasty purple marks of the edge of the bathbrush crisscrossing and, as I already painfully felt with my hands, on my sit spot, Grandma had raised a crop of moist blisters.

Yet again aroused crazily by that view, I plunged onto my bed and put my hands between my legs, my fingers already dancing over my clit. When my sheets reeked and soaked, I was forced to acknowledge the incredible stimulation I was experiencing after the ordeal I had just undergone. All of a sudden, juices flooded my pussy, and I had the multiple best orgasm of my life to date. I was shaking as climax after climax shattered my body, sending chills down my spine. I gasped and moaned as, in my overexcited state, I felt the walls of my pussy pulsating around my fingers that I was unable to take out of me.

Little by little, I took a deep breath to calm down my stimulating excitements, and gradually, I pulled my wet fingers from my overflowing pussy. That powerful orgasm had exhausted me entirely, and I lay there in the half-light of the room. What had just happened had gone beyond all I had figured; it had been painful, oh my god, much more painful than I had thought. And it has been exciting, exciting at an almost unthinkable level. But it has been very emotional, too. Right then, I felt more cared for than I could remember in a long time. I assured myself that I would spend more time at Grandma’s in the near future, and I fell into a deep sleep.


A Paddling in the Farm

Ellen was my favorite teacher in high school. Back then, she was in her late thirties; she was serious but playful and competent at teaching her subject. And she had a great figure, too. Many boys and some girls had developed a crush on her. I admit that I, too, was not immune to the charm of that high-spirited teacher. Given that, I was so glad when I saw her at the ex-students and teacher reunion I had at least decided to attend after so much insistence by my once best friend, Bridget.

Right then, Ellen had just retired as a school teacher at the age of 47 to take care of the small ranch that she and her wife had worked on together before she died nine months earlier.

After talking for quite a while and with the help of some shots of tequila, she asked me if I would like to come out to the ranch and help her for a couple of days. Although the property was only 80 acres, she had a four-bedroom farmhouse, a barn, a horse pen, and three ponds that she had to take care of.

Right then, I was in a complex emotional situation, having just broken up the lousy way with my umpteenth boyfriend, and I was free for at least two more weeks before I went back to graduate school. I thought that a few days away from the usual things would maybe do me good, so I told myself, what the heck, and told her I would come. Once the reunion was over, I went to my house, put the necessary things in a bag, and then made the two-hour drive to Ellen’s place.

When I pulled through the gate along the long drive, I was amazed. The place looked fantastic. I pulled up to the ranch house, and Ellen came out onto the porch to greet me.

“Well, I was wondering if you were ever going to show up,” she said. “Grab your stuff and come on in, I have supper on the stove.”

After she showed me to my room, we sat down for dinner and did some catching up. We talked for a long time that night about anything and everything. She had not gotten many visitors in the past six months, and since she retired, she has been kind of lonely. She had two kids from her first marriage with a man, and her youngest, Paula, had just gone off to college, so she had the whole place to herself. When we finally looked at the clock, it was one a.m., so we decided to head to bed.

The next morning, I woke up to the smell of coffee and breakfast. I pulled on some shorts and a T-shirt and went into the kitchen.

“Good morning, Ellen,” I said, “what you got cooking?”

“Good morning, Michelle. I have coffee, biscuits, bacon, and eggs for you, so you will have enough energy to help today.”

“Mmmm sounds good to me.”

For the first time, I saw Ellen in a different light. She was wearing a T-shirt and shorts like me, but she had her hair down and no makeup on. Even so, she was beautiful. She was tall, with broad shoulders and firm arms. Her legs were slender but sturdy, and she emanated an air of quiet strength. I have to admit, just for a moment, I fantasized about being held in her arms.

“Well, you got quiet all of a sudden, Michelle. What is on your mind?” She asked, looking at me with intent.

“Oh, nothing; I am just waking up,” I lied.

“Well, you had better wake up if we are going to get the barn cleaned out.” She put a plate in front of me, and my stomach brought me back to reality. “Eat up and get ready before it gets too hot to work.”

With that, she went upstairs and left me to eat my breakfast. While I enjoyed my food, I was called attention by an item I hadn’t noticed at first. A paddle was hanging from a nail in the wall next to the refrigerator. It was one of those paddles sold in novelty shops. It was about 16” for 4”, including the handle. It was made of solid wood, and on the business end, it had inscribed’ HEAT FOR THE SEAT’ in red letters.

That sight aroused in my mind fantasies that had been long forgotten. My parents never spanked me, but as a kid, since an early age, I have been strangely interested in the subject. My interest started with comics and cartoons; every time a scene depicted that juvenile correction, I felt a kind of strange and funny feeling running through my body. This secret interest developed till my late teenage years when it began to fade, but even now, just at the word ‘spanking,’ I felt kind of embarrassed.

After I had eaten my breakfast and was in turmoil, I went to my room. I stood in front of the mirror on the closet door and looked at myself, wide hips, long legs, a plump but firm bottom, and protruding breasts, a classical hourglass figure. Since my first years of high school, I have been very popular amongst boys. I am twenty-five now, and I have not met one man that I would like to spend more than a month with. And here I was, in the house of a pretty middle-aged lesbian who had already aroused something in me. Not to mention what I had seen hanging on the kitchen wall, which had brought those distant memories back to the surface.

I put on some jeans and made my way out to the barn. Ellen was already there, moving hay bales around. I was amazed at how strong this woman was. I mean, she moved those bails around like nothing. We worked for a while, moving things around and cleaning things out, and I could not get out of my head the thought of what I had seen in the kitchen. Why it was that there…and what was used for. I was thinking about it so much that I was not paying attention to what I was doing, and at least I knocked an old antique lantern off the shelf and broke the glass.

“Michelle, what am I going to do with you,” Ellen said, smiling.

“I don’t know, Ellen. Maybe you should spank me for it.”

Oh My God, how had that come out of my mouth?

“Well, young lady,” she said, still smiling, “if you were 15 instead of 25, then that is probably what I would do.” Then, turning steady, she added, “You just need to be more careful from now on, or I might just change my mind.”

Not wanting to push it too much so that she would think I was weird, I returned to work, trying to pay more attention to what I was doing.

The morning went well from then on, and it was only when we were seated at the kitchen table for lunch that I tried to pursue the matter of spanking a little more.

“So, Ellen,” I said, pointing at the paddle on the wall, “I guess that you spanked Paula and Nina while they were living here then?”

Her look went from me to the paddle and then turned back at me. She finally said, “Yes, Michelle, I spanked them until the day that they left if they needed it. Most of the time, though, they did not need it because they were good girls. The last time it happened was last year when I gave Paula a dose of the paddle for her behavior.”

I think that she noticed my jaw drop because I saw a smile on her face.

“Why would you ask that question, Michelle?”

My stomach was doing flips.

“Oh, I was just wondering, you know…small talk.”

I was a terrible liar.

“Have you ever been spanked, Michelle?” She asked nonchalantly while cutting her steak.

I blushed and was almost unable to utter words; I shook my head. No.

“My parents didn’t believe in it.”

“And what do you think? Is spanking wrong?”

“Oh no, not at all,” I hurried to answer in fear that she might think I considered her a bad person. Then, blushing lightly, I added, “I mean, it has been done for centuries, and it worked, doesn’t it?”

Ellen stood looking at me as she read through my mind, “Yes, Michelle. That’s what I think, too.”

I let drop the argument then in fear that she would fully understand to which extent my interest in spanking was deep.

As a kid, I often wondered if any of the girls I ran around with were spanked. None of them ever talked about spanking; imagine if they would ever admit getting it. I would throw out little hints to see if anyone would pick up on them, like if we were running late, saying, “Are you worried that you’re going to get it?” Sometimes, they would be tough and say they did what they wanted to, but a couple of the girls would always worry about being on time or not wanting to do anything too off the wall. Their behavior made me thrilled just at the thought they could be spanked at home. Then, one day, my wishes were granted.

Bridget had come to live just across the street from me when I was twelve. We were the same age, and we became friends soon. She and I have had quite some adventures together, but one thing she didn’t know was how often I tried to get her into trouble so I could see if she was spanked. By the time I was fourteen, the idea of seeing someone getting it was my wildest feeling; I thought I was crazy sometimes.

That fateful time, we chatted on Bridget’s house porch just after dinner. It was a hot and sultry summer night, and I told her to sneak out two blocks away to see some boys who were camping out. It was around midnight when we got back, we had been gone more than three hours. We were giggling and felt like we had gotten away with something. When we were in the street in front of our houses, we saw Bridget’s mom sitting on the settee on the porch.

When she saw her mom, Bridget blanched and immediately started to try to make up excuses about how we were just out in the yard. However, she had been sitting there for about two hours and knew better. She didn’t waste any time in coming across the porch after her with a gaze that meant business.

Bridget started to plead, “Please, Mom, don’t do that,” as her hands went protectively across her rear.

Sitting back down on the settee, her mom pulled her daughter in front of her. At this point, Bridget started to panic.

“Please, not that…not here!” She repeated.

And then her mom said it. In a scolding tone, she told Bridget how much she deserved to be spanked! Then, with one tug, she expertly pulled her daughter’s shorts and panties down. By this time, Bridget was sniveling and openly pleading to not be spanked. All that fell on deaf ears as her mom firmly draped her over her lap. And she began spanking her!

Each spank echoed in the night air. All was so quiet at that hour except for the sounds of insects, the slapping of the hand on her bare bottom, and the moans that escaped from my friend’s mouth. This was driving me wild, seeing Bridget squirming at the impact of her mom’s hand slapping her bare bottom hard. She was kicking and wiggling so much that her mother would have to stop spanking to get her back into position. But that only took a few seconds, and then her fanny got a really hard spank. I mean, the echo sent chills right deep inside of me; I almost could feel her pain. She was fully crying by now and begging her to stop. I was just standing there in the empty street, fascinated by that view and not knowing what to do. Her mother had acted like I wasn’t even there. I was scared, but I was enjoying so much watching Bridget in that position that I couldn’t move.

Right then, her father ran down the stairs, came out on the porch, and told her wife she was going to wake up the neighborhood, but she told him that she was going to spank her until she couldn’t sit down and “Please do not interfere this time.”

So her father told me to go home and apologized for having to see that.

I tiptoed into my house. All was quiet; everybody was asleep. I went into my room, and when I opened the window, I could still hear a couple of loud spanking sounds and the cries of pain of my poor friend. Then the spanking stopped, and I heard Bridget’s mom say that the next time, she would start to use a paddle on her bare bottom. She had better think twice before trying another stunt like that.

I crawled into my bed, and in a turmoil of emotions, I spent the night reviving the show I had just witnessed with a growing glow sensation between my legs that I extinguished with my fingers again and again.

That night was the apotheosis of my interest in spanking. Bridget didn’t come out the next day, and after that, neither she nor I ever mentioned the event. Little by little, I became more and more interested in boys, well more than in boys, in the attention I received from them, and the matter of spanking faded from my mind. But it hadn’t completely disappeared; it had remained there, crouched in the depths of my thoughts, ready to jump out whenever the opportunity arose.

Ellen and I finished lunch, and after a quick rest, we went for a horse ride around the property and the surroundings. It was a beautiful Saturday afternoon, sunny but not extremely hot, and the places were pleasant. But with the turmoil of emotions stirring within me, I couldn’t enjoy it. All I was able to think was Ellen, that paddle hanging on the wall, and those memories awakened in me. I had to do something. I had to face my inner desires, and I had to do it then.

When we come back to the house we went to take a shower and get dressed for dinner. I wanted to appear as juvenile as possible so I decided on just a tee shirt, white cotton panties, and a pair of pajama sorts, no makeup, and hair tied in a ponytail. Then, I headed for the living room and started to read a magazine while seated on the couch. Ellen was already in the kitchen taking care of the cooking.

“Michelle, could you come here for a second?” Ellen called.

I looked up in the direction of Ellen’s voice. It’s now or never, I thought. With my heart beating fast, I looked back at my magazine without saying a word.

“Girl!” Ellen called again. Her voice was a little sharper. She knew I  was in the living room reading and I could hear her.

I still didn’t answer her.

“Michelle, why don’t you answer me when I call you?” Ellen demanded as she walked into the living room.

“I dunno,” I said trying to sound like a  bored kid, I even threw in a slight shoulder shrug.

“But what’s happening here? I mean, when somebody calls you, you are supposed to answer. For simple good manners!” Then, when she saw I didn’t even move my face from my magazine, she added in an annoyed tone, “Do you hear me?”

I finally looked up at her and, rolling my eyes, I said, “Yeah, whatever.”

Ellen just looked at me with a surprised glance.

“And now…where exactly is this attitude coming from?”

“I dunno. From me,” I said as cheekily as possible, “Obviously.”

“Young lady!” Ellen warned as she took a few steps closer to me.

“What?” I answered, dripping with disdain.

Ellen stood doubtful for a moment, then said, “I can’t believe it. You’re trying to make me mad.”

“Owwww, I’m so scared.....” I said under my breath.

“Excuse me? What did you just say?” Ellen asked.

“You heard me,” I spat back at her.

“Young lady, I have raised two daughters, and I know everything about attitude. And what I’m watching now is a serious case of a very bad attitude!”

I shrugged.

“Oh really? Well, I’m about the age to be your daughter. So, what do you want to do about it?”

She stared at me for a thoughtful while. Then, starting to understand the situation, she asked, “Let me guess…do you want a spanking?”

I blushed.

“I don’t care,” I said as nonchalantly as I could.

“You don’t care is not an answer. Yes, you do, or no, you don’t?” Ellen demanded.

“Hmmmm…Let me think,” I said, pausing for effect. “Yes, I do,” I uttered my challenge.

“Oh really?” Ellen asked with a grimace, “You want a spanking?”

“That’s what I said. Are you deaf?” I said haughtily. “Apparently, I’m not doing a good job because you aren’t spanking me yet.”

“I wonder if you really understand what you are saying,” Ellen said gravely.

“Oh, came on, it can’t be such a big thing,” I said, looking challengingly up at her.

“No big thing, huh? You think a spanking is not a big thing?” Ellen asked as she started walking towards the kitchen.

“Not from you, at least,” I answered, again trying to sound as bored as possible.

“Ok then,” Ellen said from the kitchen, then once she was back in the living room as she patted the paddle she had retrieved from the wall on her other hand, “If you want to get a spanking I can accommodate that. Heaven knows I wouldn’t want to deprive you of something you so desperately want.”

“Oh, thank you, ma’am!” I had used my best ironic tone. “I appreciate that greatly.”

“And to make it properly, what do you think if we do it on the bare, too?” This time was the turn for Ellen to be ironic.

“Oh yes, please, that would be just fine!”

“Of course, whatever you want,” Ellen said, her voice turned suddenly stern. “Why don’t we get this over with now, shall we? How about if I spank you right here and right now?!”

I looked her directly in the eyes. Suddenly I was not so sure of what I was doing, anyway, I followed on, “That…that would be just lovely.”

“Then you can double yourself over to that table.” Ellen pointed to the big oak table with the paddle.

At that moment, my brain rationalized what was really about to happen. For a moment, my resolve wavered.

It was then that Ellen said with a demanding voice, “Young lady, any time!”

While I felt my face going a shade paler and my eyes started to have a scared rabbit look, I swallowed, stepped in front of the table, and started to bend over it.

“Oh, no, miss, drop them. You wanted this on your bare butt, and that is exactly how you are going to get it.”

And it was then that I started to get a bit scared.

“Mhmm, Ellen, I don’t know if I really mean that,” I said quietly.

“Too bad. You are going to learn that with me; your mouth will get you into trouble if you don’t think before you open it. Now, pull down your shorts and your panties. I’m going to count to three. One .... Two .....”

When Ellen was starting to say ‘three,’ as in a trance, I inserted my thumbs in the waistband of my shorts and started to pull them down. I looked at Ellen when I got to my panties. I have been in front of girls and boys with no panties on before; geez, I have even been attending a nudist beach, but, oh my god, this was embarrassing as hell.

“I’m waiting!” Ellen said.

I sighed and pulled down my panties.

“Bend over and grasp the edge of the table with your hands,” Ellen ordered with a calm, authoritative voice.

I couldn’t help but obey at once.

“I expect you to stay in this position while I paddle your naughty plump bottom. You better hang onto that table for your dear life, no matter how much your butt is going to hurt or help me, God, I’m going to skin your bum cheeks with this paddle.”

With these threatening words, Ellen moved behind me and slid my t-shirt further up my back. I become very conscious of my bare bottom and of my pussy pouting out. I could almost feel Ellen’s eyes staring at it. As I waited, the air felt cool on my bare skin, and my bottom quivered slightly in fearful anticipation. I had never felt so very exposed and so very vulnerable in all my life.

Ellen tapped the paddle firmly on my fleshy bum cheeks a couple of times. Hard enough to make them wobble a little and hard enough for me to feel its sting, but I feared that that was nothing compared to what would come soon. Then I heard a loud WHAP, which was followed by a searing burn when the wood struck my bare flesh for the first of many times that night.

I closed my eyes tightly, wincing with the pain, and let out a soft moan. WOW, I thought, so this is the real thing!

I did my best to not cry out. I just had to resist. At least a bit. I needed to preserve as much dignity as possible for a bent-over twenty-five-year-old girl getting her bare bottom paddled by her dominant ex-teacher.

WHAP!!!...came the second lick. A louder moan escaped through my teeth.

WHAP!!!...and then the third. I stamped my feet on the floor like I usually do whenever I am struggling with pain

WHAP!!!...came the fourth lick. My breathing was heavy at this point, and my eyes were watering.

WHAP!!!...came the fifth. “OHWWWW! ELLENNN please stop!!” 

I finally cried out after withstanding the pain for as long as I could. My bottom was on fire, and each time the paddle struck my poor flesh, it was as if she were simply fanning the flames.

Ellen stopped. “So, young lady, still want to get a spanking?” She asked.

"Noooo...No, Ellen…I mean, it’s enough…it hurts too much!” I cried out, but nevertheless, I remained doubled over the table without letting go of the edge with my hands.

“Ok then,” Ellen said. She raised her paddle and brought it down hard on my defenseless bottom once again.

WHAP!!!...” ARGHHHH! ELLENNN...why?” I desperately asked, turning my head to look at her with my teary eyes, again still grasping the edge of that table.

She paused. “Why? That was because you asked for it. This is because you deserve it. You were looking for this all your life, don’t you?” She scolded.

“Yes…Ohhh yes, Ellen. But I didn’t know it hurts sooo muchhh!” I cried out defeated while tears were flowing down my face.

“Too bad, young lady,” was all she said before starting to smack my rear with the wood again.

WHAP!!!...ARGHHHH!

WHAP!!!...I was blubbering by now.

WHAP!!!... “BWUAAAAAA”

WHAP!!!... “ARGHHH!!! PLEASE, MA’AM!

WHAP!!!...” PLEASE!!!”

WHAP!!!...”  I’M SORRY ELLEN! I REALLY AM!!!”

I didn’t know what I was sorry about, but I was desperate for the paddling to end, and I would have said anything to make her stop to blister my poor bottom.

WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!!

I couldn’t find the strength to even beg for my punishment to stop at this point. I just gave in to the pain and sobbed miserably as the paddle kept striking my now smoldering rear end.

WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!! WHAP!!!

I was so wrapped up in the pain that I barely noticed that Ellen had stopped paddling me until she finally set down that instrument of torture on the table next to me.

She came close to me and started to gently rub my back.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It’s over now, sweetie,” she said softly.

Eventually, I stopped crying so hard.

“May I rise?” I managed to ask with a broken voice.

“Of course, Michelle. Get up, baby.”

She helped me to the upright position where I stood, sniffling on uncertain legs.

The burning sensation that I was feeling in my bum was just unbearable. My face was flooded with tears and snot, and my throat was hoarse from wailing. I gently rubbed my rear end with my hands. My bum cheeks felt swollen and extremely hot to the touch. Overwhelmed by all that, I hid my face on Ellen’s chest and burst into a new cry. She wrapped me in her arms and kissed me on my head. I sobbed into her chest for what seemed like an eternity while she reassured me, saying that I didn’t have to be ashamed of that.

“I understand your feelings, sweetie. And I am ready to fulfill them anytime,” she whispered in my ear.

Then she took off a tissue and dried the tears and snot from my face, all the while telling me how a beautiful girl I was and how fond she was of me. I just let her do it. Right there in her arms, I felt more loved than ever before. It was when she kissed me, and I kissed her back, that I understood what I had looked for all my life


Ms. Brown Take Action

Thirty-eight-year-old Sally Tinley arrived late at work, which was not uncommon for her. Rushing on high heels and wrapped in a skirt too tight for her generous shape, she tossed a few ‘Good Mornings’ and ‘Hey There’ off to fellow workers as she headed up the stairs to her office. The job was a good one: personal assistant to Alana Brown, a young, rampant customer service manager.

As she stepped off the last of the stairs and headed for the office suite she worked in, she saw Alana discussing with a sales rep at the end of the hallway. Ten years younger than Sally, she was a tall, full-figured, but fit young woman of West Indian origin. Noticing movement, she glanced up at her and frowned once before returning to her associate.

Inwardly, Sally winced. She knew she would have to shape up. She knew it, yes, but doing so was the problem. In previous jobs, she had been able to slide by in certain areas because of tolerant male bosses who also did a lot of frowning but never took action. Ms. Alana Brown, she was coming to believe, was not such a boss. Although pleased with the quality of her work, which was generally good, she had mentioned several times now her displeasure with tardiness, procrastination, and general untidiness. Sally had only had the job for a few months and had already received three such warnings and a note in her file. She did want to change, particularly since she liked this job. But at her age, it was not easy to change attitudes that had grown with her since she was a little girl raised by two loving, caring, and very easy-going parents. Nevertheless, she figured that she’d better get in line before she found herself not only single, not only a little chubby, but unemployed too.

As she strolled past Abby, the 21-year-old blond and thin clerk who assisted them smiled only slightly and nervously before scurrying off to run some errand. As she watched her leave, a nervous flutter hit her stomach, and her envious attention turned away from Abby’s great figure to return to her lateness. I’m in trouble today, and she knows something, she thought. Oh shit.

Sitting down at her desk, she felt a slight weakness in her knees and dryness in her mouth. Fired? No, she could not be getting fired because she would change, Ms. Brown. She really would. Please, please, please.

Switching her computer on with slightly sweaty hands, she watched the startup screens with disinterest. As she was opening her scheduler to see what she had to do today (and should have done yesterday), the boss-lady herself walked in.

“Sally,” she said with her slight West Indian accent, “we need to talk about some issues. I have to make a phone call, and then I’ll call you in, so don’t go anywhere.”

With that, she strode into her own office and closed the door.

The fluttering in Sally’s stomach suddenly turned into a cold, sinking feeling that settled somewhere between her stomach and her behind. Damn. Even if she got to keep her job, she had the feeling that Judgment Day had arrived, and she would either have to shape up or ship out.

After ten minutes of pretending to review her workload, the intercom on her phone beeped, and Alana summoned her in. Aware that her hands were slightly trembling, she headed in to find her boss leaning back in her chair, looking thoughtful.

“Please have a seat,” she said.

As she sat, Alana paused to answer her intercom. As she discussed something with a colleague, Sally took in the situation and it scared her. Her boss striking good looks were matched by equally striking attitudes. The athletic twenty-eight years old professional was known to be very nice but very strict even, particularly with the women she worked with.

The phone conversation was over, and Ms. Brown’s eyes, a mixture of will and compassion, turned on her.

“Sally, I don’t suppose I need to tell you I’m very disappointed in your performance,” she said, her voice breaking through Sally’s thoughts. “Several times now, I’ve spoken to you about problems with your work ethic,” she went on, “and now it’s to the point where something has to be done.”

Sally cleared his voice to speak, but she raised a strong, slender hand to cut her off.

“No, Sally,” she said, “you’re going to say you’re sorry, and I’m sure you are. You’ll say that you will change, and I’m sure you want to.” She paused. “But you’ve said those things before, and they didn’t happen, did they?”

Sally shook her head glumly.

“Okay then,” she continued, leaning forward, “now at this point, I should probably let you go but I don’t want to do that. I like you Sally and I think you have good potential but you need discipline in your life. You need it here in your job and you need it for your life or you’ll never get anywhere.”

Sally nodded. This was a speech she’d heard before from numerous sources and deep in her mind, she did know it was true.

“The problem is, Sally, that you don’t seem able to apply that discipline yourself. So, if you want to continue with this job, we have to find a way to make you change your attitude once and for all. You know what did happen to me while growing up if my mother thought I wasn’t applying hard enough in my studies?” She asked, and her big black eyes stared at her with an inquisitive look.

Sally shook her head, not sure where she was going with this speech.

“I will tell you. She would come to my room, and she would meaningfully scold me, and then she would bare my bottom and spank me soundly with her hairbrush until sitting down was not an option for some time. Did it ever happen to you?”

Sally’s eyes widened as she answered with an uncertain voice, “No, Ms. Brown. I have never been spanked.”

“I supposed so, Sally, and it shows. Your lack of self-discipline has never been corrected the right way. But the time has come to remedy this. If you want to keep your work as my assistant, I will take charge of that, and I will help you shape it to get the highest result you can achieve,” Alana said matter of fact. Then she followed,  “Your discipline will come from me, and it will be unofficial, of course, but I’m sure quite effective. I will teach you how to conduct yourself, and when you fail, your bottom will pay the price. And believe me, it will be a high price. I’m willing to do this because I understand that everybody sometimes needs to be led by the hand and occasionally put over a lap.”

Uh, oh, Sally thought, shocked at where all that had headed. She sure wasn’t expecting anything like that, nevertheless, she felt that in some way her authoritarian boss was right, a firm hand in her life was something she had missed big time.

“I am not making this offer because I enjoy hurting people or want to abuse you, Sally. But the fact is that my only other recourse is to do without you as my assistant.”

Well, that pretty much laid it out in the open. Sally flashed through several emotions at once, fear of losing her good job, fear of being spanked, and fear of the fact that the very idea of her asserting and imposing boss spanking her had already caused an unexpected reaction between her legs. Suddenly, she felt her panties wet.

“Okay,” she answered in barely a whisper.

“Good then,” Alana said. “now get back to work. Finish today’s and yesterday’s projects. By the time you get that done, it should be around...seven? Yes. Seven is when we’ll get started. I’ll be in meetings all day, so I won’t be around, but I expect the work to be done. At seven, I’ll be here, and you will be too. You’ll get what you deserve for your behavior so far, and we’ll set some ground rules and a plan for the future. Okay?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Sally replied while standing and turning to leave.

Alana followed, then hurried off to a meeting with a notebook in her hand.

The day passed. Sally poured herself into her work while her thoughts raced around in her head. Over and over, she tried to put her mind in order and forget about what was coming, but to no avail. After five pm the place began to thin out as people went home. By seven the second floor was empty.

Alana entered the room, looking haggard from a day of meetings. At the sight of her, Sally’s heart began beating more rapidly, and that cold, sinking feeling returned.

“Just give me a moment, Sally,” Alana said as she headed for her door, “and please lock our door.”

Like a shamefaced, nervous schoolgirl, she moved to the outer office door and turned the lock. From Alana’s office, she could hear her making dinner plans with someone. Then there was silence.

“All right, come in.”

Trying to get a handle on her nerves, Sally took a few deep breaths and walked into her boss’s office. Alana pointed at the door and she closed and then locked it.

Alana was still wearing the snug-fitting gray skirt down to her knees along with black pantyhose and very high heels and had removed her jacket leaving only a white blouse. She looked, in no uncertain terms, stunning and imposing, and Sally once again felt shivers go through her body.

At her direction, she took a seat. Alana then explained the new rules to her. From now on she would be on time to work and would complete her projects promptly. She would report to her regularly about what, how, and when she was doing so that she could properly instruct and correct her. If she failed to do these things, she would be corrected by her in the same way her mother had corrected her while growing up.

“Do you understand?” Alana asked at the end.

Sally nodded.

“All right then, let’s do this.”

The lady boss stood and made her way around the desk. She removed her pumps and stood only on her stocking-clad feet. Then she picked up a 30-inch long, 5-inch wide, sturdy wooden ruler from her desk. She went to an antique wooden chair, which she kept in a corner as decoration. It was tall, had no arms, and creaked slightly as she placed it near the center of the room. Rising her skirt up until Sally could see a hint of her panty beneath, she seated herself on the chair, laid the ruler on the floor, and with a long-nailed finger, she motioned Sally in front of her.

With her blush deepened and without being able to take her eyes off the slender, strong, pantyhosed legs of her boss, Sally stepped in front of Alana. Her jaw clenched as she felt Alana’s hands roll up her skirt to the waist and then her fingers in the waistband of her panties. Slowly, inexorably, down they went, along with her tanned pantyhose until they bunched around her mid-thighs.

Alana spread her legs apart and patted her left leg suggestively, indicating that she should kneel and bend over it.

“All right, over you go.”

Sally then found herself being led over Alana’s knee, which was warm and muscular, and due to the pantyhose felt strange against her bare crotch. Her big, plump bottom encased between her raised skirt, and the panties and pantyhose wrapped at her mid-thighs were the highest part of her body, and the two pale orbs formed a perfect target for what was coming to her. Alana draped her right leg over hers, effectively pinning her in place. Sally’s heart began to jump a bit, and her breathing got heavier.

“Hold still,” Alana said, then she raised the ruler to the ceiling and brought it down hard on Sally’s quivering bare ass.

CRACKKK!

It exploded on the bare skin like a firecracker. “

ARGHHH!”

Sally wailed at the unexpected burning pain that was raised on her upturned bum.

Alana stopped just a second to admire the angry red strip that she had painted on that big white wobble bum. Then she raised the ruler again, and Sally’s correction began in earnest.

Alana spanked very hard from the start, and very quickly. Unable to remain silent any longer, Sally began to cry openly. Her entire bottom felt like it was on fire, and the spanks kept coming. Sobs escaped from her, and her legs began to twitch.

“Hold still,” Alana said firmly, “you deserve this and more, and you’ll get more.”

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

As if to emphasize her point, she began to hit harder, making her way across both of her large quivering buns in a methodical pattern. Alana wielded the implement expertly, snapping her wrist at the last second to impart that extra bit of impact. Sally’s crying grew louder, and she winced at the harder blows. Again and again, the ruler descended on her vulnerable womanly hindquarters, leaving red stripes and burning, stinging pain all over. 

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

Alana covered the entire area from the crown of her bum cheeks down to that tender area on her meaty thighs, just above where her panties now nestle, ensuring Sally would remember this lesson every time she sat down for the next few days.

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

“ARGHHH! BWAAAAA! OH MS. BROWN…PLEASEEEE! BWAAAAA! IT HURTS! IT HURTS SOOO BADDDD! BWAAAA!”

All her tears, pleading, and agonized outcries were to no avail, as she’d continue laying on solid ruler’s strokes until Sally felt that her bottom would explode. And beyond!

CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK! CRACKKK!

“BWUAAAA! PLEASEEEEE MA’AM! ARGHHHH! BWUAAAAAA! NO MOOOREEEEE! BWUAAAAAA! MY B…BOTTOMMMMM IS ON FIREEEEE! BWUAAAAA! BWUAAAAA! BWUAAAAAA!”

Eventually, the spanks became less frequent, then lighter. Finally, Alana stopped, letting her relax and cry for a few moments. Her hands massaged the discolored rump soothingly and when she finally spoke there was some kindness mixed with the stern.

“That’s it, Sally, you’re all done.” She said. “Don’t get up just yet, though. Rest a bit.”

She removed her leg from around hers as Sally tried to calm down while her tears decreased.

“Are you going to work with me as we agreed?” Alana asked finally.

“Yes…Ohhh yes, ma’am.”

“And you understand that this will happen to you again whenever you don’t?’

“Yes…yes,  ma’am.”

“All right, then up you go.”

She stood up slowly, every motion bringing a fresh round of hot pain below. Once on her feet, Sally 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 Alana had ignited there with that awful ruler. 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 still sobbing and sniffling like a very well spanked child. Right then, she felt just like a naughty little girl that had been spanked by her mommy. A feeling that she had never experienced before, and that incredibly provoked her vagina to turn to pulsate and water. Shaken by chills of pain and pleasure, she followed in her hop and rub dance for a little while until, 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 badly beaten bottom didn’t allow her. So she tossed her heels off and took them off, then slid her skirt down, another painful process as her blistered bottom couldn’t stand even that soft touch.

In the meanwhile, Alana that had enjoyed the show with an amused grimace got up from the chair, lowered her skirt, and put back on her shoes. Then she approached Sally and gently caressed her tears-stained cheek.

“I have to run, Sally. You can take your time to shape up. Use my private bathroom. And remember to lock up the office before you leave.” Then, staring at her with a purpose, she added, “I hope it won’t be necessary to repeat this. But be assured that I will do it again if the need arises.”

“I know Ms. Brown, ma’am,” Sally said with a still shaking voice, then to her surprise she added, “Thank you to help me to improve.”

And she meant what she had said.

“You’re welcome, dear,” Alana answered with a half smile.

Once Alana left, Sally went to the bathroom. Even walking was painful as her swollen bum cheeks rubbed against the material of her fitted skirt. Once there, she took the time to clean her face in the sink of the small washroom. Then, she cautiously raised her skirt and turned her back to the mirror to inspect the damage.  A surprised exclamation came from her mouth when she saw her rear end. From the top of her bum cheeks to her mid-thighs, it had swollen up to an even bigger size than it normally was. Her usually milk-white skin was a flaming scarlet that turned to purple on her sit spot. Then, while she gently caressed her inflamed rear end with her hands, it happened again. She experienced a warm sensation between her legs, and waves of heat swept through her whole body. Oh my, she thought while she felt shaken by an impromptu climax that wetted her inner thighs.

Once she finally composed herself, she came back into the office, put her panties and pantyhose in her bag, put on her heels, and headed to the exit. While she closed the door of the office and had the keys in her hand, just for a moment, she thought about what Alana would do if she ‘forgot’ to lock it. Oh well, better not today, she thought with an umpteenth rub at her pained bum; after all, there will certainly be a lot of opportunities in the near future.
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