


Random	Praise	for	the	Flogmaster’s
Writing

A	wonderful	description	of	the	interview	and	of	the
introductory	punishment.	[Her]	thoughts	and	feelings	are	very

well	depicted.	Thank	you.
D.L.H.

Wow,	spanked	at	school,	spanked	*twice	at	home!	Another
Flogmaster	masterpiece,	delightfully	over-the-top.	I	liked

Francesca’s	comparison	of	the	American	disciplinary	tools	to
those	she	was	used	to	getting	at	home	or	school	in	her	own

country.*
R.S.R.

This	is	a	very	hot	and	sexy	story.	Never	read	anything	like	this
before	and	I	really	do	love	the	content!

L.S.S.

Can’t	take	this	seriously.	But	a	nice	list	of	punishments	in	a
row.

W.V.Z.

A	great	description	both	of	the	undressing	and	the
punishment.	The	detail	was	so	good	one	could	almost	have

been	present.
M.T.

What	a	wickedly	well-written	story!
I.C.

Outstanding	story	that	deserves	immortality.
K.S.L.



Selected	Excerpts

From	Babysitter	Fantasy:
“Everyone	knows	you	can’t	put	metal	in	a	microwave,”	I	said	to

her.	“Are	you	nuts?”
“You	can’t	tell	me	what	to	do,”	she	countered.	“ I’m	the	babysitter.”
“I’m	not	so	sure	about	that.	You’re	doing	a	bang-up	job	so	far.”
“You	take	that	back,	Mark,	or	I’ll	spank	your	bare	bottom	with	a

hairbrush!”
Now	I	was	the	one	who	was	angry.	“ You’re	the	one	who’s	going	to

get	the	spanking	when	Dad	finds	out	you	broke	our	microwave!”

From	Paddled	Sisters:
Anna	was	so	shocked	by	what	she’d	done	she	didn’t	resist.	She

was	rolled	over	onto	her	belly,	her	jeans	yanked	down,	and	then	the
paddle	was	attacking	her	pantied-bottom.	The	yellow	underwear	did
little	to	stop	the	sting,	but	it	did	block	the	view,	and	after	just	a	few
smacks	Kasey	tore	the	panties	down	so	she	could	spank	her	sister’s
bare	bottom.

The	younger	girl’s	screams	were	beyond	what	was	necessary,	but
she	was	frightened	and	the	paddle	was	hard	and	painful.	Kasey	wasn’t
holding	back,	either,	spanking	her	sister	as	hard	as	she	could.	Five
blows,	ten,	then	15,	and	more.	Her	rage	consumed	her	and	she	didn’t
even	notice	the	door	open	and	a	figure	enter.

From	Watcher:
Monica	selected	a	pine	paddle	the	size	of	half	a	sheet	of	paper.	Six

large	holes	had	been	drilled	across	the	surface.	She	patted	it	against
her	palm	and	Amber’s	heart	started	to	pound.	Young	Cyan	was
guided	behind	the	blond	reformatory	student,	where	she	had	a	better
view	of	the	big	ass	about	to	be	spanked.	Amber	couldn’t	see	her	any
more,	but	knew	she	was	there,	and	blushed	furiously.	It	was	one
thing	to	be	seen	in	this	situation	by	guards	or	other	inmates,	but	a
civilian	watcher	was	far	more	embarrassing.



Disclaimer

This	book	contains	explicit	material	of	an	adult	nature.
Read	at	your	own	risk!	Anything	offensive	is	your	own
problem.	The	content	of	this	book	is	for	entertainment	purposes
only,	and	it	does	not	necessarily	represent	the	viewpoint	of	the
author	or	the	publisher.	All	characters	are	fictional—any
resemblance	to	any	real	person	is	purely	coincidental.

License

This	ebook	is	licensed	for	your	personal	enjoyment	only.	This	ebook	may	not	be	re-sold	or
given	away	to	other	people.	If	you	would	like	to	share	this	book	with	another	person,	please
purchase	an	additional	copy	for	each	person	you	share	it	with.	If	you’re	reading	this	book	and
did	not	purchase	it,	or	it	was	not	purchased	for	your	use	only,	then	you	should	return	it	and
purchase	your	own	copy.	Thank	you	for	respecting	the	hard	work	of	the	author.

Copyright

©2021	by	the	Flogmaster	(Frank	Marsh).	All	rights	reserved,	including	the	right	to	reproduce
this	book,	or	portions	thereof,	in	any	form.	No	part	of	this	text	may	be	reproduced,
transmitted,	downloaded,	decompiled,	reverse	engineered,	or	stored	in	or	introduced	into	any
information	storage	and	retrieval	system,	in	any	form	or	by	any	means,	whether	electronic	or
mechanical	without	the	express	written	permission	of	the	author.	The	scanning,	uploading,
and	distribution	of	this	book	via	the	Internet	or	via	any	other	means	without	the	permission	of
the	publisher	is	illegal	and	punishable	by	law.	Please	purchase	only	authorized	electronic
editions,	and	do	not	participate	in	or	encourage	electronic	piracy	of	copyrighted	materials.





About	the	Warning	labels

Because	spanking	stories	often	involve	extreme	topics	(S&M,	sex	acts,	etc.),	the	Flogmaster
labels	his	stories	to	give	readers	an	idea	of	what	might	be	included.	Here’s	a	sample:

Paul	Bunyan	and	the	Great	Lakes
(★	★	★	★	,	M/Ffff—Absurdly	Severe,	nc	ole	fashion	paddlin’)
A	strange	new	twist	on	the	ole	yarn	about	how	Paul	Bunyan	and	Babe	the	Blue	Ox	created	the	Great	Lakes.	(Approximately	1,758
words.)

The	stars	are	the	Flogmaster’s	own	ratings	of	his	stories.	They	indicate	writing	quality,	not
necessarily	eroticism.	Five	star	stories	are	my	very	best.

Stories	are	marked	with	mFmf	labels	to	indicate	who	is	spanking	whom.	Capital	letters
represent	adults	and	lower	case	are	minors	(under	18),	and	of	course,	M	refers	to	males	and	F
to	females.	Under	this	system,	anything	to	the	left	of	the	slash	indicate	a	Spanker	and
anything	to	the	right	a	Spankee.	Therefore	in	the	above	example	an	adult	male	is	spanking
three	girls	and	a	woman.	If	there	are	a	lot	of	people	involved,	sometimes	this	is	abbreviated
with	a	number,	such	as	F6/f24,	implying	that	6	women	spank	24	girls.	Keep	in	mind	that	the
label	refers	to	the	primary	participants—sometimes,	especially	in	longer	stories—there	may
be	minor	spankings	of	a	different	type	included.

I	try	to	indicate	the	overall	severity	level	(Mild,	Serious,	Intense,	Severe,	or	Edgy),	as	well	as
what	types	of	spankings	are	included	(i.e.	caning,	birching,	hairbrush	spanking,	etc.).	Stories
may	also	contain	other	warnings	and	explanations.	These	are	usually	self-explanatory	words
like	“sex”	or	“anal”	(to	indicate	types	of	sexual	activity).	You	may	also	see	references	to	cons	or
non-cons	(or	nc).	Those	abbreviations	refer	to	consensual	and	non-consensual	spankings.
(Punishment	spankings,	especially	those	of	children,	are	usually	nc.)	Some	stories	are	labeled
semi-cons,	meaning	it’s	partially	consensual	(e.g.	a	reluctant	wife	submitting	to	her	husband’s
discipline	because	she	knows	she	deserves	punishment).

The	second	line	contains	a	brief	description	of	the	story.	I	try	not	to	include	any	“spoilers”
that	would	ruin	the	plot	for	you.	The	description	should	intrigue	if	you	are	interested	in	the
subject	matter,	and	warn	you	away	if	you	are	not.	As	always,	read	at	your	own	risk.	There’s
also	an	approximate	word	count	of	the	story.



Contents

Accidental	Accident

★	★	★	★	,	M/f—Intense,	semi-consensual	caning

When	a	girl	damages	the	car,	she	feels	she	deserves	a
sharp	caning.

Babysitter	Fantasy

★	★	★	★	,	m/f—Intense,	non-consensual	spanking

A	boy	spanks	his	babysitter.

Chips

★	★	★	★	,	M/f—Severe,	consensual	paddling

When	a	girl	begs	for	punishment,	her	horny	principal
obliges.

Ganging	Up

★	★	★	★	,	Fmm/f—Intense,	non-	and	semi-
consensual	spanking,	paddling,	strapping

Two	male	cousins	spank	their	girl	cousin.



Girl	Next	Door

★	★	★	★	★	,	M/f—Intense,	non-consensual	strapping

When	a	boy	witnesses	the	girl	next	door	getting	whipped,
he	falls	in	love.

Grandmotherly	Spankings

★	★	★	★	★	,	F/ff—Intense,	semi-consensual	ruler
spanking

Two	girls	find	an	elderly	neighbor	lady	to	spank	them.

Hateful

★	★	★	★	,	M/ff—Severe,	non-consensual	paddling,
strapping

A	principal	punishes	two	hateful	girls.

Off	to	Grandmother’s	We	Go

★	★	★	★	,	F/f—Severe,	non-consensual	caning

A	girl’s	grandmother	is	obsessed	with	discipline.

Paddled	Sisters

★	★	★	★	,	f/f,	M/f—Intense,	non-consensual	paddling



When	two	girls	fight,	both	end	up	with	hot	bottoms.

Sleepovers

★	★	★	★	★	,	M/ff—Severe,	semi-consensual	caning

Two	girls	take	the	cane	over	parental	notification	and	are
shocked	to	learn	they	love	it.

Three	at	Thirteen

★	★	★	★	,	MMF/fff—Severe,	non-consensual	paddling,
caning,	stropping

Instructions	on	how	to	spank	growing	girls.

Watcher

★	★	★	★	,	F/ff—Severe,	non-consensual	reformatory
spanking,	paddling,	strapping,	caning

A	reform	school	inmate	is	disciplined	as	a	lesson	for
another.



Accidental	Accident

(★	★	★	★	,	M/f—Intense,	semi-consensual	caning)

When	a	girl	damages	the	car,	she	feels	she	deserves	a	sharp	caning.
(Approximately	3,043	words.)

Charlotte	couldn’t	believe	it	when
she	heard	the	crunch	of	metal.	Her	heart
seized	and	she	looked	up	in	terror.	She	still
couldn’t	see	anything.

She’d	instinctively	slammed	on	the	brakes	at	the
sound	and	the	bump.	Now	she	pushed	the	gear	into	park
and	opened	to	the	door	to	check.	She	ran	to	the	back	of
the	car.

The	shopping	cart	was	a	dented	mess,	caught	between
her	bumper	and	the	metal	railing	of	the	cart	rack.	“What
the	hell?”	she	muttered,	looking	around.

She	couldn’t	see	anyone,	but	the	cart	hadn’t	been
there	when	she’d	gotten	into	the	car.	She	was	certain	of
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that.	There	was	no	way	she	could	have	put	the	groceries
in	the	trunk	and	not	noticed	the	cart.	It	wasn’t	hers—
she’d	put	hers	properly	away	in	the	area	designed	for
them.	Someone	had	left	the	cart	next	to	her	car	while	she
was	sitting	in	it!

Charlotte	remembered	that	she’d	been	checking	her
messages	on	her	phone	for	a	few	minutes	before	she
drove,	so	it	had	to	have	happened	then.	She	hadn’t	been
paying	attention	to	those	around	her.	How	could
someone	have	been	so	stupid?

But	the	real	problem	wasn’t	the	cart—it	was	her
mom’s	car.	She	could	see	scratches	and	a	huge	dent	in	the
bumper.	There	was	no	way	to	just	buff	that	out	and	it	was
impossible	to	miss.	Charlotte’s	heart	sank.

When	her	parents	found	out	she’d	be	punished.	Her
bottom	clenched	at	the	thought	of	her	father’s	cane.	The
thing	was	long	and	thin	and	it	burned	like	a	branding
iron	when	it	was	lashed	across	your	bare	buttocks.

Maybe	Daddy	will	understand,	she	thought,	but	she
knew	this	accident	was	still	her	fault.	Sure,	someone	had
left	the	cart,	but	she	should	have	been	aware.	Even
though	she	hadn’t	been	using	her	phone	while	driving,	it
was	still	her	responsibility	to	notice	what	was	going	on
around	her.

Sick	with	worry,	she	pushed	the	crunched	cart	out	of
the	way	and	got	back	into	the	car.	The	damage	was	visual,
not	mechanic,	so	the	vehicle	worked	just	fine.	She	drove
home	slowly	and	carefully,	her	heart	pounding	the	whole
way.
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Her	parents	weren’t	home—they	were	busy,	which	is
why	she	was	doing	the	shopping—so	it	would	be	a	while
before	they	saw	what	she’d	done.	She	shuddered	to	think
what	her	mother	would	say.	The	car	was	only	two	years
old	and	in	perfect	shape,	until	now.

In	addition	to	the	caning,	Charlotte	could	look
forward	to	having	her	allowance	docked	until	the	damage
was	paid	for,	plus	she’d	probably	be	forbidden	from
driving	for	a	couple	of	weeks.	Maybe	a	month.	This	was	a
disaster.

Depressed,	Charlotte	took	her	time	putting	the
groceries	away.	She	tidied	up	the	kitchen	while	she	was
there,	and	started	supper.	Her	mother	had	mentioned
pasta,	so	she	got	the	water	boiling	and	the	noodles	ready.

She	checked	the	clock.	Her	mother	was	out	with	a
friend,	so	her	schedule	was	unpredictable,	but	her	father
would	be	home	at	5:30.	He	was	never	late.	That	was	one
advantage	to	being	a	banker:	his	hours	were	fixed	and
consistent.

Of	course,	that	wasn’t	good	news	for	Charlotte’s
bottom.	She	found	herself	absently	stroking	said	part	of
her	anatomy,	already	dreading	the	tender	way	her	cheeks
would	throb	for	the	next	few	days.	She	adored	her	father,
but	he	was	godawful	strict.	Intellectually,	she	knew	that
meant	he	loved	her,	but	it	was	still	painful	to	endure.

Not	for	the	first	time	she	wonder	if	she	was	too
grownup	for	corporal	punishment.	None	of	her	friends
were	still	spanked,	though	since	that	was	an
embarrassing	topic,	it	wasn’t	like	she	or	others	talked
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about	it.	Maybe	some	were	and	just	hadn’t	said,	but	most
talked	of	groundings	and	other	punishments,	so	she
suspected	not.

A	part	of	her	preferred	being	caned	to	being	grounded,
except	during	the	caning	itself.	That	was	always	hell	and
in	the	midst	of	a	thrashing	she’d	have	done	just	about
anything	to	make	it	stop.	But	at	least	a	caning	was	over	in
a	few	minutes.	Being	grounded	meant	you	suffered	for
weeks.	Not	the	same	kind	of	suffering,	of	course,	but	in
some	ways	worse.

She	rubbed	her	bottom	again.	At	her	age,	with	her
mature	body	(her	bottom	was	quite	large	and	sturdy),	she
wasn’t	likely	to	be	let	off	with	just	six	strokes	like	when
she	was	younger.	Eight	was	usually	the	bare	minimum
now,	and	for	something	like	crashing	the	car	it	might	be
ten	or	even	a	dozen.

That	thought	made	her	tremble	and	sweat.	Just	a
single	stroke	with	the	cane	was	terrible,	a	searing	agony
that	cut	right	through	you.	Several	strokes	built	up	that
heat	and	fire	until	you	felt	consumed.	It	was	a	maddening
sting,	practically	a	torture,	and	a	full	dozen	was
unspeakably	bad.

Just	how	did	wrecking	the	car	rank	in	the	category	of
sins?	Obviously	if	she’d	done	more	than	superficial
damage,	that	would	be	worse,	and	the	same	if	she’d	been
careless	or	driven	illegally,	like	going	through	a	red	light.
Those	offenses	would	definitely	be	12	strokes—possibly
even	more,	though	she’d	never	had	that	many.

In	general,	Charlotte	was	a	good	girl,	contentious	and
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obedient,	with	perfect	grades,	and	the	most	she’d	ever
gotten	was	ten	strokes	for	“fighting”	with	a	girl	at	school
(an	argument,	really).

The	thought	of	ten	strokes	again	made	her	cry.	It
hadn’t	really	been	her	fault,	had	it?	She	tried	to	tell
herself	the	person	who’d	left	the	cart	was	the	cause	of	the
accident,	but	she	knew	she	was	lying	to	herself.	She	had
been	careless.	Not	drunk	driving	or	no	seatbelt	careless,
but	careless	nonetheless.

Charlotte	had	no	thought	of	trying	to	hide	the	crime
or	not	telling	her	father.	For	one	thing,	the	damage	to	the
car	was	too	obvious.	She	might	be	able	to	hide	it	for	a	few
hours,	but	not	forever.	But	mainly	such	deceit	just	wasn’t
in	Charlotte’s	nature.	She	was	the	type	who	owned	up	to
her	mistakes	and	despite	the	promise	of	a	sound	caning,
she	knew	she	couldn’t	lie	and	delaying	the	inevitable	just
made	it	worse.

She	heard	a	sound	outside,	wheels	on	the	driveway,
and	knew	her	father	was	home.	Her	heart	dipped.	She
wanted	to	cry	some	more,	but	there’d	be	plenty	of	that
later.	She	sat	on	the	bench	in	the	foyer	and	waited.	She
knew	he’d	be	disappointed	in	her	and	that	hurt	worst	of
all.	She	also	felt	bad	for	greeting	him	with	this.	After	a
long	hectic	day	at	work,	the	last	thing	he	needed	was
immediate	bad	news.	But	she	didn’t	want	to	wait.	She
wanted	this	over	with.	She	was	already	feeling	so
tormented	she	was	ready	to	scream.

Her	father	entered,	a	medium-height	balding	man	in	a
suit	and	rumbled	coat.	In	many	ways	he	was	the
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anonymous	type,	quiet	and	unassuming,	harmless.	But
Charlotte	knew	he	was	kind	and	funny,	with	a	dry	sense
of	humor	inherited	from	his	father,	and	he	loved	her
dearly.

His	smile	when	he	saw	her	showed	her	that.	“Well,
aren’t	you	a	sight	for	tired	eyes!”	He	hung	up	his	coat	and
gave	her	an	embrace.

“Hi	Daddy.”
“You	look	down.	Is	something	wrong?”
The	tears	couldn’t	be	held	back	any	more.	They

exploded	from	her	and	she	pressed	her	face	against	his
shoulder	and	wept	bitterly.	It	was	a	full	minute	before	she
could	say	anything.

“I	smashed	the	car!”	she	finally	blurted	out.	Slowly	she
relayed	the	whole	story.	She	walked	with	her	father	into
the	garage	to	examine	the	car.	He	studied	it	critically	and
she	saw	his	banker’s	mind	was	already	doing	cost
analysis.

“I’ll	take	my	caning,	Daddy,”	she	said,	still	crying	a
little.	“I	know	what	I	did	was	wrong.”

“What	are	you	talking	about?	This	wasn’t	your	fault.”
Charlotte’s	eyes	went	wide	with	confusion.	“But	I

wasn’t	paying	attention.	Someone	left	the	cart	there	and	I
didn’t	see	it.	I	should	have	checked	to	see	if	there	was
anything	behind	me	before	I	put	the	car	in	drive.”

“Honey,	that’s	what	the	backup	camera	is	for.
Obviously	the	cart	was	right	at	the	corner	of	the	bumper
and	it	didn’t	show	up	on	the	camera.	And	you	were
checking	your	phone	before	driving,	just	as	we’ve	taught
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you.	That	reduces	the	temptation	to	check	it	while	you’re
driving.	You	did	everything	right.	It	was	just	an	accident.”

“Oh	Daddy,	really?	You’re	not	going	to	cane	me?”
“Of	course	not,	dear.	This	could	have	happened	to

anyone.	It’s	a	shame,	but	really	whoever	left	the	cart	is	to
blame.”

Now	Charlotte	was	crying	with	relief.	She	felt	like	she
was	soaring,	elation	making	her	lighter	than	air.	She
hugged	her	father	and	dribbled	more	tears	on	his	suit.

They	moved	into	the	kitchen.	He	fixed	himself	a	drink
while	she	put	the	pasta	in	the	now-boiling	water.	She	set
a	timer	and	put	a	lid	on	the	pot,	cocking	it	so	the	steam
could	escape.	She	turned	the	vent	fan	on	low.

As	she	worked,	she	realized	something	was	still
bothering	her.	She’d	escaped,	but	it	didn’t	feel	right.	It	felt
like	she’d	cheated.

In	fourth	grade	there’d	been	a	running	contest.
Charlotte	hated	running,	but	participation	was
mandatory.	Everyone	had	to	run	three	miles.	The	track
ran	on	a	path	through	the	park.	She’d	taken	a	shortcut,
not	trying	to	win,	but	just	to	avoid	the	distance.

She’d	mistimed	her	exit,	however,	emerging	at	the
front	of	the	pack	and	winning	the	race!	She’d	never	felt
more	rotten	than	when	she	was	standing	bewildered	on
the	podium,	a	gold	ribbon	on	her	chest,	and	everyone
clapping.

Before	they	could	give	her	the	trophy,	she’d	confessed,
sobbing	out	what	she’d	done.	Her	parents	were	ashamed
of	her	actions,	but	Daddy	said	he	was	pleased	she’d	told
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the	truth.	He’d	caned	her	anyway,	of	course.	Six	agonizing
strokes	with	a	light	rod.	It	had	almost	felt	good,	however,
because	she	knew	she	deserved	it.	She’d	cheated.

She	felt	like	that	now.	It	was	odd;	in	all	the	hours
since	the	accident	she’d	been	dreading	the	cane,	and	now
that	the	burden	was	lifted	from	her,	she	wasn’t	happy.	It
felt	wrong.	She	had	been	careless.

Yes,	her	father	was	right	that	you	couldn’t	see	a	small
shopping	cart	through	the	rear	window	of	the	car	and	it
hadn’t	shown	up	on	the	backup	camera,	and	using	her
phone	while	parked	was	wise,	but	she	should	have	still
been	aware	of	her	surrounding.

Scarcely	believing	what	she	was	doing,	she	went	into
her	father’s	study.	He	was	putting	his	briefcase	down	and
going	over	some	personal	emails	on	his	desktop
computer.

“Yes,	honey?”
Charlotte	didn’t	use	words.	She	just	went	over	to	the

rack	of	canes	and	selected	the	worst	one,	the	long	senior
rod,	and	brought	it	to	him.	Then	she	proceeded	to
unbutton	her	jeans	and	lower	them.

“What	are	you	doing,	Charlotte?	I	said	I	wasn’t	going
to	cane	you.”

“No,	you	are.	I	need	the	caning.”
“What	on	earth	are	you	talking	about?”
She	looked	at	him	over	her	shoulder,	naked	from	the

waist	down	except	for	her	panties.
“Daddy,	I	was	careless.	I	should	have	noticed	the	cart

being	put	there.	I	was	engrossed	in	my	phone	to	a
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dangerous	degree,	blocking	out	my	surroundings.	That’s
not	good.	Not	healthy.	Not	wise.	I	deserve	the	cane.
Maybe	not	as	many	as	if	I’d	been	really	reckless,	but	I
deserve	a	few	strokes.”

“Honey,	I	don’t	want	to	cane	you.”
“Please,	Daddy.	I	feel	guilty.	I	need	to	be	punished.”
He	looked	thoughtful.	“You	could	pay	for	the	damage.

That’d	be	punishment.”
“I	think	I’d	rather	have	the	caning,”	she	said.	“It’d	take

me	months	to	pay	for	the	car.	Besides,	you	know	how
much	I	hate	the	cane.	Choosing	this	is	hard,	but	it’s	what
I	need	in	order	to	feel	punished.”

“Alright,	Charlotte.	I	understand.	But	just	four
strokes.”

That	was	a	relief.	She	started	to	nod,	but	she	felt	that
feeling	of	cheating	again.	She	shook	her	head.	“I’m	17,
Daddy.	It	has	to	be	at	least	six.”

“Very	well.	Six	strokes.	I’ll	lay	them	on	soundly,
though.	I	don’t	want	you	to	feel	like	I’m	going	easy	on
you.”

“Thanks,”	Charlotte	said	with	more	conviction	than
she	felt.	As	she	shuffled	over	to	the	desk,	she	was
wondering	if	her	appreciation	was	sarcastic.

Leaning	across	the	wood,	the	teen	reached	back	and
pushed	her	panties	down.	She	felt	her	bare	bottom
blossom	into	the	open	as	it	was	uncovered.	The	air	felt
slightly	chilly.	That	wouldn’t	be	for	long.

Bent	over,	her	bottom	rounded	out	nicely	for	the	rod.
Her	father	stood	to	one	side,	positioning	himself	exactly
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the	way	his	father	had	taught	him.	He’d	only	lived	in
England	a	few	years	as	a	child,	but	his	father	had	brought
his	caning	tradition	to	American,	and	now	he	was
continuing	it	with	his	daughter.

He	tapped	Charlotte’s	bum	with	the	end	of	the	rod.	He
knew	with	such	a	full	backside	that	he	couldn’t	really	hurt
her,	not	seriously,	but	the	cane	was	such	an	implement
that	even	a	mild	swing	produced	exquisite	agony.	He’d
never	forget	his	own	experiences	being	caned	while
growing	up.	They	almost	felt	nostalgic	to	him	now;	he
wondered	if	Charlotte	would	feel	the	same	way	in	20
years.

The	lean	cane	swept	forward	in	a	biting	arc	that	took
away	the	girl’s	breath.	She	opened	her	mouth	to	yell,	but
nothing	came	out.	The	searing	line	bisecting	her	cheeks
was	awful,	a	true	horror,	and	she	wondered	if	she	were
insane	to	insist	upon	this.

But	even	in	her	tears	and	anguished	writhing,	she
knew	it	was	the	right	decision.	It	was	unpleasant,	but	life
was	often	unpleasant,	and	making	choices	where	you
selected	pain	because	it	was	the	moral	thing	to	do	was
something	she	needed	to	learn.

A	second	stroke	drove	into	her	bottom	and	this	time
she	managed	a	sharp	cry.	Somehow	this	cut	was	worse
than	the	first.	But	they	were	across	the	crowns	of	her
butt,	heading	lower,	and	she	knew	the	next	few	strokes
would	be	across	the	tender	undersides	of	her	ass	and
would	be	terrible.

She	was	right.	Flames	licked	at	her	underbum	and
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angry	weals	sprang	up,	livid	and	throbbing.	She	wept
steadily	as	new	lines	were	added.	The	last	stroke	was	the
lowest,	right	into	the	crease	at	the	base	of	her	bottom,
almost	across	the	tops	of	her	thighs.	It	felt	like	she’d	been
slashed	with	a	knife.

A	moment	later,	lemon	juice	was	poured	into	the	open
wound	as	she	felt	the	pain	peaking.	She	sobbed.	Her
whole	ass	flared.	She	could	count	all	six	stinging	welts,
each	an	inch	apart	and	covering	her	entire	bottom.	She’d
be	sore	and	in	misery	for	the	next	few	days.

At	least	it	was	over.	Charlotte	slowly	drew	up	her
panties.	It	felt	like	she	was	putting	on	cactus	shorts.	The
smooth	nylon	wasn’t	comforting,	but	prickling	her
everywhere.	Her	jeans	were	even	worse,	far	too	snug,	but
she	felt	so	much	better	she	didn’t	mind.	Now	her	relief
was	real.	She	hadn’t	cheated.	She	felt	clean	and	forgiven.

“Thanks,	Daddy.	God,	that	hurt,	but	it	was	what	I
needed.”

He	chuckled,	handed	her	the	rod	to	put	away,	and
went	back	to	his	computer.	Charlotte	went	into	the
kitchen	to	check	on	the	pasta.

She	was	tasting	one	of	the	noodles	to	see	how	close	to
being	done	it	was	when	her	mother	walked	in.	The
woman	sniffed.	“Something	smells	good.	Did	you	heat	the
sauce?”

“Not	yet.”	Charlotte	opened	a	jar	and	poured	into	a
sauce	pan	and	turned	on	the	heat.	She	stirred	it.

“Did	you	get	all	the	groceries	like	I	asked?”
She’d	found	the	fresh	baguette	on	the	counter	and	had
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cut	it	up.	Now	she	was	spreading	garlic	butter	on	the
slices.

“Yes,	Mom.”
“Good.	The	ladies	from	the	committee	will	be	here	at

noon	and	I	want	impress	them	with	my	pot	roast.	I	need
to	get	it	seasoned	and	in	the	crock	pot	tonight.”

Horror	hit	Charlotte.	She	pictured	herself	in	the
grocery	store,	putting	things	in	her	cart,	checking	items
off	the	list	her	mother	had	made.	But	she	couldn’t
remember	a	roast.	She	hadn’t	put	one	away	when	she	got
home,	either!

“Uh,	Mom?	I	think	I,	uh,	forgot	the	roast.”
“What!	That	was	the	most	important	thing!”
“I	know,	I	just—”
“It	was	on	the	list,	how	could	you	miss	it?”
“I	don’t	know,	I—”
“Charlotte,	honey,	this	is	unacceptable.	You	know	I’m

swamped	and	I	don’t	have	time	to	run	to	the	market
tonight!	I’ve	got	the	rest	of	the	meal	to	prepare,	as	well	as
work	on	my	presentation.	This	is	very	important—”

“I	know,	I’m	sorry!”	shouted	Charlotte.	“I’ll	go	back
and	get	the	roast	first	thing	after	supper.”

“What’s	all	the	commotion?”	Charlotte’s	dad	came
into	the	room	and	he	hugged	his	wife	from	behind,	giving
her	a	peck	on	the	cheek.	“Are	my	two	best	ladies
bickering?”

“Your	daughter	has	screwed	up	her	chores,”	said	the
woman	crossly.	“I	am	tempted	to	smack	her	bottom	with
one	of	those	canes	of	yours,	John,	and	see	if	that
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improves	her	memory!”
Charlotte	blanched	at	this,	while	her	dad	laughed.	He

grinned	at	her,	his	eyes	bright	with	teasing.

To	continue	reading,	buy	the
full	book	at	The	Flogmaster
Bookstore
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(Mostly	/f	or	/F)

Sorority	Collection:	Volume	1

All	of	the	Flogmaster’s	published	sorority	stories,	plus

four	new	exclusives	to	this	book.	(Mostly	/F)

Sorority	Collection:	Volume	2

Fourteen	brand	new	Flogmaster	sorority	stories:	A

Hearty	Dose	of	Reality,	Sorority	Justice,	College	Girl,

Costume	Mistake,	Greed,	Just	a	Paddling,	Old	Friend,

Pledge	Pain,	Punishment	for	Sexual	Harassment,

Sorority	Practice,	The	Hairbrush	or	the	Paddle,	The

Paddle	is	Waiting,	The	Sorority	Paddle,	and	Tiptoes.

(Mostly	/F)



Flogmaster	Fantasies:	Volume	1

21	classics	plus	15	brand	new	stories	for	this	Collection:

George	(M/F)	A	female	bank	executive	is	a	man’s	sex

slave.	Joan	(M/f)	A	girl	wants	regular	spankings.

Timothy	(M/F)	A	girl	attends	a	weekly	punishment.

Danica	(M/F)	A	birthday	girl’s	birthday	fantasy.

Jackson	(M/f)	A	teen	asks	to	be	spanked.	Becca

(F30/F)	A	girl	dreams	of	pledging	to	a	sorority.	Jason

(M/F)	A	biker	meets	a	gorgeous	girl.	Stefanie	(M/F)	A

woman	swaps	her	body	with	a	teen.	Andre	(M/F)	What

a	man	wants	in	a	foreign	girl	contracted	to	serve	him.

Jill	(M/F)	A	nurse	dreams	of	a	doctor	punishing	her.

Kenneth	(M/F)	A	man	would	love	to	see	his	fiance

spanked.	Lorine	(M/F)	A	TV	reporter	imagines

broadcasting	with	a	red	hot	bottom.	Morris	(M/F)	A

man	wants	a	tiny	wife.	Haley	(M/F)	A	woman	wants	to

be	spanked	during	a	fancy	party.	Max	(M/f)	Men	pay	to

watch	judicial	discipline.

Ultimate	Archive:	Volumes	1-4

The	Flogmaster’s	free	story	website	in	four	huge

books!

Purchase	these	in	print	or	PDF	at	the	Flogmaster’s
Bookstore:	http://stores.lulu.com/flogmaster

http://stores.lulu.com/flogmaster
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