You looked into my eyes somewhat disappointedly when you saw me yawn so deeply.


“Little one”, you say as you look at me a little more sternly.


“Yes?” I answer quietly.


“Have you been going to bed at a decent hour lately?”


The question throws me off-guard and my lack of a response confirms your beliefs.  You stand up slowly all the while not letting your gaze leave mine.  You reach for my hand and nod for me to take yours.  I slowly reach for your hand and you squeeze mine tightly and pull me towards you.  


“Come along dear one.  We need to talk about this.”


I just hang my head and slowly nod knowing fully well that my fate has been sealed.


You put your hand on my shoulder and massage it gently and lead me out of the room, down the long hallway to the door of the study.  You pause at the door and slowly turn the knob while watching my reaction.  My heart beats a mile a minute as the door slowly opens and you lead me in shutting the door behind us.


“Now my precious little one.  I think we may now discuss why you are not taking care of yourself in a more private matter.  Would you like to tell me why you have been keeping such a schedule when you know you need your rest and when I have specifically asked you to make sure you get enough rest?”


I look to the floor knowing that I must carefully choose my words.  


“I don’t have an excuse Sir.  I was just up doing things.  I know I should have gone to bed as you asked.  I am sorry.  I didn’t think it would hurt any,” I reply as I look at the floor.


You put your hand under my chin and lift my head so I am looking you in the eye.  There is a lone tear that begins to fall down my cheek and you gently wipe it away.


“How many times have I asked you to make sure that you get enough rest?”


“Many,” I reply very quietly.


“And did I make it clear what would happen if you failed to do that?”


I nod my head slowly.


“Please answer me in words Sarah.  I want to know that you understand why you are here and what is going to happen.”


“Yes Sir, you made it clear what would happen if I failed to take care of myself.”


“And what did I tell you would happen little one?”


I look at you with sorrowful eyes and reply slowly.


“You said you would take me across your lap,” I pause taking a deep breath. “And you would spank me.”


You nod while looking lovingly into my eyes.


“Yes.  And that is what I plan to do right now.”


I gulp as my heart sinks.  I look at you somewhat scared and you attempt to ease my nervousness by rubbing the top of my head gently.


“Now my precious.  I cannot stress to you enough how important rest is.  Especially with someone as active as you.  I ask you to take care of yourself because I love you and I want you to be healthy.  I do not want you to be ill.  Do you understand that?”


I nod slowly and whisper “Yes Sir”.


You sit down on the chair and pull me in front of you.  You rest your hand on the small of my back and look at me.


“You know I dislike having to punish you like this, but I have asked and asked and it has not sunk in.  So I must now take a firmer stance with you to make sure you clearly understand. “


You run one of your hands through my hair and then reach for the button of my jeans and begin to undo them.  I let my arms hang to the side making sure to keep them out of your way and to not try to stop you.  


“Please do we have to do this?  Can’t I have another chance Sir? Please?”  I plead with you knowing that it will not do any good.


You slowly shake your head and look at me.  


“I have given you plenty of chances to mend your ways and you knew what would happen if you did not.  Now I must follow through and teach you a lesson in doing as you are told.  Getting rest is for your own good, as well as being put over my knee and having your bottom smacked.  I love you so much and cannot bear to think of you being ill.  It is my job to make sure that you are well taken care of.  And at times that means I need to help you learn important lessons.  I don’t like doing it, but it must be done.”


You slide my jeans down to my knees and reach for my hand again.  You look up at me very lovingly and pat your lap. 

“Come on, over you go,” you say as you reach for my hand.

 As I go to lie over your knee you guide me with one of your hands in mine and your other one on my knicker-clad bottom.  When I am in position you adjust me slightly and take a firm grip around my waist to keep me in place.  Your other hand rests on my bottom.


“I am going to be very firm with you Sarah.  Not only am I upset that you neglected to take care of yourself, but you also did not do as you promised.  And for that I am cross with you.  When you promise me something I expect that you follow through, no matter how small it may seem.”


You then begin to smack my bottom over my knickers, not hard, but it can be felt.


“This is just a warm-up little one.  I am going to make sure you are situated just right before I start with your punishment,” you pause and lightly pat my bottom.  “Do you understand why you are receiving this spanking?”


“Yes Sir,” I say quietly as I nod my head.


“I want you to tell me why so I know you understand.”


I look down at the floor for a moment before I respond.


“Because you have asked me to take care of myself and get rest and I have not done that and I promised you I would.”


“Correct.  And tell my why it is so important to me that you get enough rest my dear one.”


“Because if I don’t I don’t feel well and am tired all the time.”


“Yes,” you say as you nod your head and give my still protected bottom one last smack.  


You then reach for the waistband of my panties and begin to very slowly ease them down, pausing halfway to speak to me.


“Once I have your bottom bared I will wait for you to tell me that you are ready to accept your punishment.  If you wait too long I will give you periodic smacks to remind you that you are over my knee for a reason.  Once you have told me you are ready I will begin your spanking.  Is that understood”


“Yes Sir”


You then slide my panties down to my knees and lay your heavy hand on my bared bottom gently rubbing it.  Your other hand remains firmly wrapped around my waist.


“Let me know when you are ready precious.”


I wait a moment staring at the floor.  The feel of your warm hand on my bared bottom sends chills up my spine when I think about what this seemingly gentle hand will begin doing once I say the word.  Knowing that I cannot wait much longer I take a deep breath and turn my head to look back at you.


“Sir.  I am ready for you to begin my punishment,” I say quietly and then look back towards the floor.


“Very well,” you reply.


A moment passes before you lift your hand from my bottom.  As I feel it leave I shut my eyes tightly and brace myself for the smacks.  A moment later your hand crashes down onto my bottom with a resounding smack.  I jump a little from the force of it and cry out when the sting sets in.  By the time the effect of the first smack has set in you have already brought your hand down again, this time onto my other cheek.  You begin to smack faster, carefully landing each swat on your desired target making sure to cover my entire backside.  Minutes go by and I am squirming fiercely trying to escape the painful smacks and crying out in pain as another one lands on my very hot, sore bottom.  You suddenly pause, laying your hand on my bottom and gently rubbing over it.


“I am proud of you for taking this so well my precious little one.  I know that this is a very painful lesson for you.  Your punishment is now half over.  I hope that you have learned that you need to get a lot of rest and to take care of yourself.  Your health is very important and I will see to it that you will be in bed early every night until you are caught up on sleep.  I will put you to bed with a warm bottom every night if I have to.  Is that understood?”


I nod my head as I sniffle and wipe tears from my eyes.


“Yes Sir.  I understand.”


“Good.  Now for the matter of you promising me that you would take care of yourself and not following through.  I want to be sure that when I ask you to do something and you say you will that it will get done.  And I will not tolerate disobedience from you.  To make certain that you understand the seriousness of disobeying you will receive twelve smacks with the slipper, which you will count out for me, and you will be put to bed with a spanking every night for a week. Understand?”


I begin to sob when I hear that you will spank me with the slipper.


“Please Sir.  Don’t spank me with that dreadful slipper,” I say as I sob barely able to get out the words.  “Please just use your hand.  My bottom already hurts so badly.  Please Sir.”  I look back at you with tears streaming down my face.


Your heart aches when you see the pain on my face, but you know that you must be firm and continue the punishment.  You gently rub my bottom for a moment and then begin to speak softly yet stern to me.


“I know you are very sore my dear.  But you need to feel the slipper on your bottom.  I will never ever give you more than you can handle.  You will receive the slippering but we will go slowly and I will give you a moment before we start to calm down and allow your bottom to cool off a bit.  You will get all twelve smacks even if it takes us an hour to complete the spanking.  Is that understood?”


I sob as I nod my head and quietly answer you.  “Yes Sir.”


“Good.  Now when you feel you are ready to begin I want you to tell me.  And remember the longer you wait the worse it is going to be for you.  So you best brace yourself and accept the slippering so we can get this over with.  And I want you to count each swat loud enough so I may hear it clearly.”


I hang my head and sob as I hear your stern words.  Knowing that the worst part of the punishment is not the sting from the smacks but the sound of the disapproval in your voice.  


“Sir, please just start with the slippering.  I want to get this over as fast as possible.”


“Good choice precious.  You know I will only give you what you can handle and that it pains me to see you in such pain but you need to learn.”


“I know Sir and I am sorry.”


You smile lovingly down on me knowing that the punishment is finally setting in and that I am seeing the error of my ways.  You pick up the slipper and lightly tap it on my bare bottom.  I shut my eyes tight and grasp onto the legs of the chair tightly.  You bring the slipper down onto my bottom with a resounding crack.  I jump and cry out in pain.


“ONE!” I cry out as the sting begins to set in.


You let a moment pass before you bring the slipper down again, this time on the other side of my bottom.  I cry out loudly again and remember to count.  You continue the slippering and hold me down as I begin to squirm violently on your lap.  But the time we reach the tenth smack I am sobbing profusely.  You see how sore I am and smack me the last two times gently. I sob as I barely count off the last spanks.  You instantly drop the slipper and lay your hand ever so gently on my scorched bottom.  You begin to rub my back and neck to attempt to console me and I cry.  Your gentle touch reassures me that everything is forgotten and I am your good little girl again.  You reach over for the cold cream and very gently begin to rub it into my bottom.  My crying begins to decrease as you gently rub the cream into my sore, hot bottom.  You carefully pull my panties up over my bottom and I wince as the cloth comes in contact with my sore skin.  You ease me slowly off your lap and lead my over to the sofa.  There you sit down and gently set me on your lap and wrap your arms tightly around me.  I lay my head on your chest and you rub my head and back as I begin to calm down.  You whisper to me quietly.


“I don’t ever want to have to punish you so severely like that again my little one.  I hated seeing you in so much pain and I truly hope you learned your lesson.  I love you so very much.”


“I love you too and I am sorry that I was naughty enough to deserve a spanking like that.  I will not ever disobey you again. Are you really going to spank me every night for a week before bed?”


“Yes I am going to put you to bed with a spanking this week. It will not be as severe as the one you just received but it will remind you to behave.I know you won’t disobey me anymore my dear.  Now close your eyes and relax.  All is forgiven.  I just want to sit here with you safely in my arms.  Feeling very loved and cared for.”


I shut my eyes and embrace the warmth that you offer to me.  Before long I have fallen asleep in your arms.  A while later you awaken me and take me gently by the hand and lead me into the bathroom.  You turn on the water and begin to run a bath.  

“Raise your arms my little one.  Time to take a bath and then go to bed.”

I raise my arms and you begin to undress me for the bath.  You help me into the warm water and I wince as my bottom comes in contact with it.  The warm water soothes me and you begin to softly cleanse my skin with a sponge.  After you have me washed you reach for a large towel and help me out of the bath and wrap me tightly with the towel. You walk me to my bedroom and help me into my pajamas.  

“You go brush your teeth sweetie.  I will wait here for you.”

I do as I am told and come back and see you sitting on my bed.

“Come over here honey.  I need to give you your spanking for tonight.”

I look at you and start crying.

“Please Sir.  Don’t spank me anymore.  I am so sore right now.”  Tears stream down my face.

You look at me and I know I will be spanked again tonight.  You pat your lap and I walk slowly over to you, rubbing my sore bottom as I walk.  I lay over your lap and wipe tears from my eyes.  You slide my pajama bottoms down and rub my bottom. 

“Please don’t spank me.  Please.  I will be good.  I promise.”

“Sarah.  I told you that you would be getting a spanking every night for a week and you will be getting one tonight.”

“Yes Sir,” I reply very quietly.

You raise your hand and very lightly spank my bottom.  After about 10 light smacks you stop and rub my bottom.

“Sweetie.  I know you have had a very hard lesson to learn here.  I had to follow through with your punishment even though it pains me to.  I love you so much.”

With that you pull up my pajamas and wrap me tightly in a hug.

“Time for my little one to get some sleep.”

I nod and you pull back the covers and help me into bed.  You sit on the edge of the bed and rub my back and stroke my hair to soothe and comfort me.  You lean down and kiss me on the forehead and whisper to me to sleep well.  I drift off to sleep as you continue to rub my back.

When I awake in the morning you are standing in the doorway watching me sleep.  You smile at me and walk over to the bed and sit down next to me.

“Good morning sweetie.  Did you sleep well?”

I nod sleepily at you.


“Please roll over onto your stomach.  I want to have a look at your bottom to make sure that you do not have any severe marks and that I did not do any permanent damage to you.”


I obediently roll over onto my stomach.  You lift my t-shirt out of the way and slowly lower my panties to inspect my bottom.  Once you are satisfied that there will be no long lasting marks you place my panties back over my bottom and lower my t-shirt again.  You then pull me onto your lap and embrace me.  I have never felt so loved and safe and cared for in my life.

