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Preface

Hello and thank you for choosing my book. This is my second book, and I hope you will love it.

My first was Julie Delmar Spanks! which is about female domination, half-fact, and half-fiction, based on the type of play that my husband and I engage in. Since I wrote that book, we have gotten into playing at female submission in domestic settings which I've found to be very exciting as well.  That inspired me to write this book which is pure domestic-themed female submission cast as a fictional story loosely based on my life.

While the book is certainly fictional, with a nice story arc, trad wife themes, and many outlandishly sexy and hyper-embarrassing scenes; it nevertheless has a whole lot of me in it. My thoughts, my fantasies, my childhood, my story, my wish-it-could-have-been. You will take solace in knowing that there is not any activity described (including some more public ones) that I have not been personally subjected to for the purposes of "research" ;-).

If you want to get to know the real me, I have a very open kinky sexy life that I share on my blog, Strict Julie Spanks! at https://strictjuliespanks.blogspot.com.

You can follow my real-life journey into female submissive domestic discipline there. Please come and visit. It's 100% free and non-commercial. We have a great community of fans and I reply to every reader comment. You can give me feedback there and I will respond. I especially enjoy being teased about my spankings and suggestions of what you would do with me were I your naughty wife!

I hope you enjoy reading my book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Julie

P.S. if you want to imagine how I look, that is me on the cover, in an all-too-familiar timeout position. The only difference is that my husband usually does not allow my panties to stay up during corner time, blush, blush, blush!


Chapter 1:  Spanked as a Child

My childhood was a happy one. I am a middle child with an older and a younger sister. My parents are retired now but were both professionals.

I went out of my way to earn my Daddy's attention and affection. By age sixteen, I had unwittingly sexualized my Dad. I got a minor thrill, for instance, from jumping into his lap and hugging him clad only in skimpy panties and a thin T-shirt. Daddy, always the perfect gentleman, peeled me off him, held me at arm's length, and gently told me to go put some clothes on. Poor Daddy! Mom and older sister did not approve of my behavior.

I was always a bit hyper-sexualized. From an early age I could orgasm by humping my stuffed doggy. Because I aimed to thrill, I had fights with Mom about my clothes being too revealing, and many times was sent stomping back to my room to put on something "more appropriate". Despite this, I was a bit shy and geeky in high school and did not go out on many dates.

I was spanked as a little girl, up until age 10, when all the spankings for all the siblings stopped. My childhood spankings were mild and occasional, though they left quite an impression on me.

One of my earliest memories is a spanking from Daddy when I was 5 years old. I had a sniffly nose and had a tantrum when they tried to make me blow it. Daddy lost his patience, put me across his knee, pulled down my panties, and gave me a few mild bare bottom spanks. I remember shrieking, struggling, and kicking at the indignity of it all (not the pain; it was mild). Mom stood there tut tutting, thinking my Dad was overreacting to a sniffly nose.

When Daddy let me up, I ran to my room, slammed the door shut, and then barricaded it with my little table and toys. As soon as I had done so, Daddy pushed the door open and explained how it was not safe to barricade the door like that. He then sat down next to me and apologized for spanking me, and said he had a big headache and had taken an aspirin.

Another spanking was around age 8. My older sister and I were put down for a nap in the afternoon of Christmas Eve. Who can nap when presents were coming? I yacked and yacked at my sister, and my Dad had to come in twice to tell us to settle down. I yacked more and my sister told me to shut up because we'd get into trouble. I ignored that and kept yacking. That's when Daddy came back into the room, put me across his knee and gave me a little spanking in front of my older sister who afterwards whispered "I told you so" while I cried.

I remember the last spanking I received. It was during Easter when I was 10. We had out-of-town cousins staying with us. At dinnertime one of the dishes was peas. I hated cooked peas (still do). I had a huge heap on my plate but did not touch them. When it was time for dessert, Mom told me I had to eat my peas, or I would not get dessert. I was stubborn because everybody else was eating dessert while I was staring down a pile of peas.

I was still there as the table was being cleared and put away. My Mom came over and told me she was fed up and tried to push some peas into my mouth. I knocked the spoon away and the peas went flying around the room.

Mom grabbed me off my chair, put me across her lap, lifted my dress, pulled down my panties, and gave me a spanking. It was just with her hand, but it was on my bare bum, and in the dining room, and it hurt. I don't think any of my cousins or siblings saw or heard my spanking. After my spanking I was sent to bed early.

The next morning at breakfast my Mom got my dinner plate out of the fridge and put my plate of peas in front of me. Talk about strict. I remember my cousins were just about to start teasing me, so I gobbled the whole plate down and said how yummy they were.

After age 10 that was it for the spankings. Mom decided that spanking was no longer recommended for children and put a stop to it. I wasn't punished much over the years after that. I was grounded a couple of times, but mainly I was "talked to", which, in retrospect, was clearly not enough.


Chapter 2:  Moving Out

I moved out of the family house at age 18 to go live in residence at an out-of-town University where I slid badly.

My slide started during my last year of high school. I cut class and coasted after I'd received an early acceptance to University. Once away from home all fetters were off. There were provocative clothes, parties, drinking, boys, sex, and drugs. Not much studying. Doing poorly, I dropped out towards the end of first year saying school was useless and I would just get a job.

I lived at home and got a job working as a server and a hostess (I was cute, and tips were good). As soon as I could, I took my skills "on the road" and went sailing around the Caribbean with a girlfriend, much to my parents' distress. We would sign on as crew for yachts. There was a lot of partying, drugs, and sex.

In retrospect, it was dangerous, and I didn't know what I was doing. I was lucky. My girlfriend was less lucky and suffered a rape. After just under a year, I made my way back home, moved into my own little place, and got various bartending jobs, a skill I learned while away. Relations with my parents were tense over my lifestyle.

By the time I was 23, I was bartending in a small lively pub, basically running the place for the owner who was a nice guy. It was in that bar that I met my husband-to-be. He was a tall, dark, handsome, well-built, polite guy. I knew his first name: David, and he knew mine. We always greeted each other, and I remembered what he ordered. He never drank very much, only a single beer. He was always a generous tipper.

One evening I left the bar after my shift and walked the short way to my apartment. A drunk who had been hitting on me at the bar followed me home. I didn't notice him until I was at the door to my building. He yelled out and said, "hey, how about a nightcap?"

I responded, "no thank you," very politely, nervously fishing for my keys. He came up to me and leaned a hand against my door and said, "aww, don't be like that, baby." I was terrified.

Just then, David came up behind him. He had seen the guy leave to follow me and had followed him. David grabbed him by the scruff of his neck, pulled him back, and said, "I don't think the lady is looking for company tonight."

The guy took a swing at David, who easily blocked it and pushed him back with two hands to his chest. Then he charged and David gave him an almighty straight kick right to his stomach that sent him reeling, knocking him off his feet, and making him gasp for breath.

I guessed the guy did not want any more of that and moved off. David called after him, "If I see you in that bar again, or bothering this lady, I'll beat the shit out of you!" My white knight.

David turned to me and asked gently, "Are you ok?"

I blushed hard and said, "I'm fine. And thank you for that."

"I thought he looked like trouble," David said.

"You followed him?"

"Yeah, when he followed you, I got concerned."

Oh my God, that was so sweet! And might well have saved me from a rape or worse.

"You can sure handle yourself," I told him, admiring his muscles and feeling myself flush as I said it.

He shrugged and said, "I train."

"It's David, right?" I knew that.

"Yeah, David Delmar."

OMG. My pussy was actually tingling!

"Well, thank you, David Delmar," I said as I stood up on my tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek.

I didn't know what I was thinking, but I looked at him, cocked my head, and went in much closer for a second kiss on his lips. I mean, I was almost raped by a stranger and there I was attempting to kiss another stranger on the lips ten seconds later.

At least one of us was an adult. Before I could make contact, he picked me up and effortlessly put me back at arm's reach. He knew we shouldn't have been doing this after what had just happened. It reminded me of my Daddy picking me up off his lap when I was a teen.

"How about, instead of that, we go out for dinner tomorrow night?" he asked.

"I'm working," I said sadly. "Thursday?" I asked hopefully.

"I'll move some things around. I'll pick you up here at 7."

I got a pen out of my purse and wrote my number on his palm, along with my name, "Julie", putting a little heart as the dot on the "i". I also wrote "Buzz 318"

"I guess I can't wash my hand," he joked.

"No, you can't" I said with a flirty smile. "Seeing that we're dating, may I kiss you now?" I asked. What had gotten into me?

"No, dinner first," he said with a laugh in his voice.

I wanted my kiss and said, "I warn you, I usually get my way, David Delmar," and went in for my kiss.

He stopped me with his hands on my shoulders, turned me around, and sent me towards my door with a hard smack to my butt, saying, "so do I."

I gasped and rubbed my bottom. I didn't think my pussy could tingle any more, but it did.

"Fine," I said, not mad at all. "See you Thursday."

David smiled, blew me a kiss, and walked away.

I'm not too proud to say it, but I went up to my apartment, took off all my clothes, lay in my bed naked with my vibrator, and got myself off three times thinking about David. I especially thought about the smack to my backside. How dare he!


Chapter 3:  Dating David

Next afternoon when I arrived at work there was a package waiting for me from David. It was a handheld keychain device that let out an impossibly loud screeching tone when a "panic button" was pushed. Cool. I kept it close at hand as I walked home that night.

I went on my date with David next day and we got along famously. We still did not have sex that night although we kissed a lot.

We started dating regularly and spending a lot of time together. David was over ten years older than I: his 34 to my 23. It was easy to think of him as a Daddy figure. In fact, there were similarities with my Dad, which delighted me.

We did a lot of cuddling and kissing, and he seemed quite taken by my butt (after realizing he was a "butt man", I spent a lot more gym time focusing my exercises there!). I had never had a guy move so slowly with me, but I liked it. It was me regressing to a more innocent time when I was dating as a young teen. It had the effect of resetting my sexual experience, re-igniting my passion for it.

Despite considerable experience, I had not really enjoyed sex up to that time. There were random guys with whom I had sex because it was expected. I had done threesomes and bi just by virtue of falling into those situations. It went along with a lot of partying and was expected of the girls. But for me, sex had always been ho-hum. There were certain acts I just did not enjoy at all.

I didn't enjoy giving oral, and when I felt I had to, I took it into my mouth, preferring that to a facial, and always ran to the bathroom to spit it out afterwards. I hated the hand on the back of the head thing and would instantly put a stop to that. I would never allow a guy anywhere near my butthole. I didn't enjoy having my pussy fingered. Straight up vaginal sex was ok, but I never had an orgasm from it. My favorite was having a guy go down on me. I could orgasm from that, but rarely were the guys good enough to get me there. I thought of myself as sexually adventurous but looking back on it I think I was asexual and dulled to it.

Nobody had ever turned my crank the way David did, and we hadn't even slept together yet.

While I was ok with moving slowly, I was worried I might lose his interest. I didn't want to be a whore, but I thought it reasonable to ask him about when we would have sex. He non-ironically said "on our wedding night." Was that a proposal? I did know David was at least nominally a church-going Christian. Was he serious, though? About the no sex until marriage? Did he want to marry me? Did I want to get married so young?

I told him, half in jest, that I wanted sex NOW!

"No," he said, laughing at me.

"Yes!" I insisted and began stripping off all my clothes. It thrilled me to get naked in front of him for the first time. If his interest in me was at all waning, I was fairly sure this would re-ignite it.

"Very nice," he told me, admiring my nude form. I had neatly trimmed pussy hair just for this occasion. I did a spin for him.

He was on the couch. I went down to the floor and moved towards him on my hands and knees like a naughty little kitty and began unfastening his pants.

"No," he said laughing, "You haven't earned that yet."

"You can't stop me!" I said with a gleam in my eyes and went at him again.

"Is that so?" he said as he bent over, scooped me up, and deposited me face down across his lap.

"Hey! What do you think you're doing?" I asked him, mock indignantly, knowing we were playing.

"I think I'm spanking a naughty brat," he said with a smile in his voice as he lifted his palm and brought it down resoundingly on my very bare bottom.

"Ouch! You can't do that!"

"I beg to differ," he told me as he continued spanking me. He must have given me a dozen good whacks to my fanny before he paused and fondled my ass. It was all hot and tingly, as was my pussy.

His hand reached between my legs and teased my upper inside thighs. "Ohhhh!" I said, melting into his touch, spreading my legs a little to give him better access, and pumping my ass in the air lewdly. I remember thinking what a giant slut I was, but it didn't stop me, I was so horny for him.

Picking up on my signals, his fingertips began straying and brushed my pussy lips. I felt an electric jolt go through me.

"Ohhhhh! Please…" I begged. He went back to gently spanking me. Each spank jostled my ass cheeks and sent further jolts through my soppy wet pussy. I raised my ass to greet his spanks. Every now and then he paused to fondle my ass and brush past my pussy lips.

"Please!!!" I begged.

Something about this. Something about the position. Something about being put across his knee as if I were a bad little girl the way Daddy had when I was a child. Something about him calling me a naughty brat and spanking me. Something about me begging him for sexual relief. Oh my gosh but it turned me on so much!

David turned me on his knee and made me straddle his left jeans-clad thigh. I wasn't sure what was happening; but, as my pussy met his hard thigh, I knew what was expected of me. I began rubbing my clit against his leg like a kitten on a scratching post.

He continued spanking me gently. I felt my pussy sticking out in a very exposed way. When he paused to stroke me, his touch against my pussy lips was even more electric and I arched my ass out strongly to chase his hand.

He started spanking me gently again and I started shamelessly grinding my pussy against his leg. As his spanks changed tempo and intensified, so did my grinding.

"Ahhhh," I moaned as I ground into him feeling myself coming closer and closer to orgasm. An orgasm from a spanking!

I could feel the spanks getting harder. Way harder. But I barely noticed them as I shamelessly ground my clit into his leg for all I was worth and came screaming in a shuddering climax.

He rubbed my ass as I came down from my orgasm. "Oh my God!" I said. He gathered me up and sat me on his lap, and we kissed passionately, him completely clothed, and me completely naked.

He held my face in his hands, looked me straight in the eyes, and said, "I believe I have fallen head over heels in love with you, you sexy little minx."

Those words. I had never heard those words in seriousness from a man before. I melted at them. "I think I love you too," I said, meaning it and surprising myself.

"I know it's soon," he said to me, "and no pressure, but if you're open to it and ready for it, I want to talk to you about marriage."

"Is that a proposal, Mr. Delmar?" Ten minutes before I was not sure if I even wanted to marry. At this moment, it was all I wanted.

"No," he answered. "Not yet. Consider it a… pre-proposal. We need to make sure we're aligned on things."

"I would entertain such a discussion," I said officiously.

"Even after I spanked you like that?" he teased.

"No!" I answered defiantly, "Because you spanked me like that."

With that I got up off his lap and took a few steps over to a wall mirror hanging nearby and turned to look at my ass. It was red all over my lower cheeks. "You beast!" I said. "Just look at what you've done."

"I am looking, and I think red looks good on you. Very sexy. So, you best mind me, woman, no intercourse before marriage," he said with a smile.

"That's all very well and good. No fucking until marriage. I get it. But I need to see your cock before we go any further," I insisted. "I've never seen it. For all I know you don't even have a real one. I don't even know if it even works," I said, teasing.

"Go ahead then," he told me with a smile, "given it's a condition and all."

I walked over to him and went to my knees in front of him. I unclasped his jeans and unzipped them. I pulled them down his legs as he lifted his ass for me. I then did the same with his boxer shorts. Oh, he had a cock alright. Big and pretty. Circumcised head. And it was hard as could be.

"Satisfied?" he asked me.

"Very! But I still need to see if it works…" and with that I took him into my mouth. I looked up into his eyes. I hungrily sucked on his cock, bobbing my head up and down, sucking, slurping, using my hands. I surprised myself. I was the girl who didn't enjoy giving head. But I was enjoying this! I wanted to give him the best head any girl in the world had ever given any guy. I went all out, deep throating him, sucking hard, looking sexy for him.

After a few minutes of this I could feel him starting to come. I could feel his body tensing and his cock getting more rigid and hot. I tightened my mouth on his throbbing cock.

"I'm going to…" he said gallantly.

"Mmmm mmmm," I answered by way of encouragement as he came violently into my mouth. Oh, it worked alright!

He was spent and I had a major mouthful of semen. For the first time in my life, I knelt there, looked him in the eye, and made the decision then and there that this was the man I would swallow for.

I swallowed his load, licking the come off my lips and then eagerly cleaning him up and gobbling the remnants down. I had never done that before. I had never wanted to. But I wanted to with him. I needed to with him.

I undressed him all the way and I guided him into my bedroom. We lay down next to each other and we slept naked in each other's arms for the first time.


Chapter 4:  Brunching on a Hot Seat

We slept blissfully and woke up together. I nuzzled him and my hands wandered back down to his cock. He hardened under my touch. "More!" I demanded.

He disentangled me, lay me face up on the bed, dove down between my legs, and started licking my pussy. It felt so incredibly good. I had guys go down on me before, but not like this. I was instantly buzzing. He drove me to one orgasm, and then another, and then a third before he was done with me.

What witchcraft was this? In my post-multi-orgasmic stupor, I reached out to reciprocate but he laughed, slapped me on the ass, and said "let's go out for brunch!"

We showered together and he took pains to clean every little inch of me then I did the same for him. He got out first and dressed while I languished a bit longer under the hot water.

When I finally came out of the shower, I asked, "is it still red?" We looked at my bare ass together and I was a bit disappointed to see it was its normal pale white.

"Spank me again?" I asked, with a pout.

"What, now?"

"Yes. Right now. I want to go to brunch sitting on a hot, red ass, knowing that you did it."

What had gotten into me?

"If you insist," he said, and with that he turned me around and tucked me under his arm. He put his foot up on the edge of the tub and hefted me over his knee. I felt like a little girl dangling there. His hard palm descended on my tender bottom. Before long, I started screeching and complaining from the strengths of the spanks.

"When it's too hard, say the word 'yellow' and I'll know to slow down. If you need me to stop, use the word 'red'."

"Yes, sir." It felt correct calling him sir while I was being spanked.

"Oh, 'sir' is it? I like the respect, woman. And wise, given your predicament." He kept spanking me. "Is this all right? Do you need to yellow?"

"Green, sir," I said, improvising the obvious anti-safeword. He started in fresh with his hardest spanks yet.

I was determined to take it like a woman. I loved this feeling of being controlled and spanked by my man. But the spanks were piling up and my tush was feeling raw, "No! Ouch! Stop!" I said, quite spontaneously.

He paused, rubbed my hot bottom, and said, "You know the words if you really want me to slow down or stop, don't you?"

"Yes sir," I said, dangling there across his knee.

"Anything else I take as encouragement. So, you don't want me to stop? You want more?"

I admit I was conflicted. But in the end, I said, "Yes, Daddy."

"I'm not your father, and I'm not looking for a daughter just now, but I like it when you call me Daddy, little girl," he said as he continued spanking my freshly-showered bare backside.

He picked up the pace and finally I said, "yellow! yellow! yellow!". He slowed the pace down to gentle spanks and caresses, and then put me on my feet again.

"Now look," he said.

I looked over my shoulder into the mirror. My butt was crimson red and felt on fire.

"You spanked me," I said, rubbing my raw red bottom. "I won't be able to even sit during brunch," I complained.

"I thought that was the idea," he responded with a smile and then he kissed me deeply which I returned with a vengeance.

We dressed and went out. David drove his fancy sportscar as we hunted for a place to eat brunch. He teased me about how squirmy I was in my seat. I loved it.

After an exhilarating drive that had my heart pounding in excitement (he is an exceptionally good driver), we found a brunch spot in the country and we ordered eggs benedict and orange juice and champagne. I was squirmy all through brunch. Our table was outside, the seat was wicker, and I was in a thin pair of panties and a light sundress. My butt was tingling and itching. It felt like there were ants in my panties. I enjoyed the feeling.

As David was paying, I squirmed in my seat a bit extra and said to the waitress, "These damned wicker seats, they're hell on a freshly spanked butt."

"Julie!" David said, shocked that I had said that in public.

The waitress sized up my man and said, "Lucky you." I got a thrill out of sharing my spanking with a stranger. I was proud of it and proud of my man. How weird is that?

After brunch we went for a drive towards a park with a short walk to a natural lookout. As we drove, I asked David, "so you're really into this spanking thing, eh?"

He laughed and said, "Me? You're the one who had an orgasm across my knee last night, begged for an ass warming this morning, and then bragged to the waitress about it."

I blushed. It was true.

I said, "you know when I went down on you last night? I've never been enthusiastic about giving head, and I've never swallowed before. But something about you giving me a hot bottom made me really want to do both of those things for you."

"I'm not complaining," said David with a smile. "I think I'll give you a hot bottom every time before sex."

"I thought spankings were only for bad girls?"

"They're definitely for bad girls, but good girls also," he said.

I sat in silence for a while pondering and watching the scenery go by. The thought of a man like David spanking me for being a bad girl. Oh my gosh that turned me on. I was spanked as a little girl by my Daddy, and I was happy then.

After a while, driving in silence, I asked David, "If we were married, would you, like, spank me if I was bad?"

"Yup," he answered simply.

"What? Against my will?" I asked, suddenly bristling at the male arrogance, but not knowing what answer I even wanted.

"If we married, I'd expect you to take the traditional vows: to love, honor, and obey. No wiggling out of the obey part."

"You're quite the old-fashioned guy."

"Sometimes the old ways are the best."

"But spanking me against my will? Isn't that, like, domestic abuse and everything?" I pressed, testing him.

"More like domestic bliss. And it wouldn't be against your will. Just consider it as part of your wedding vows: to love, honor, obey, and agree to be punished when naughty however and whenever I see fit. But I won't make you say that aloud. You can vow that to me in private on our wedding night."

I blushed as he said it. He said the words "wedding night". If we got that far, I would get fucked by him on our "wedding night". I wondered how that would be.

"How about your famous safewords?"

"When I'm punishing you, you won't get yellow, but you can hold onto red. I'd expect you to grin and bear it unless something serious has gone wrong."

"What if I just said red right away?" I pushed.

"That's not the deal. You would need to trust me and agree to submit to be disciplined by me. I'll trust you to use red only when something has gone terribly wrong, but I would never let that happen."

"Ok, but against all odds, I seem to like being spanked," I said as I squirmed in my seat, "So won't spanking me be counterproductive? Won't I be naughty just to earn a spanking?"

"You can have as many spankings as you want. No need to go out of your way to earn one. And as to being counterproductive, you haven't been properly spanked yet, and you certainly haven't felt the paddle or the strap on your backside. I'm quite sure spanking will be effective in curbing any naughtiness."

Gulp. Paddle? Strap? Was I nuts going along with this?

"Besides, it's not about the pain, it's about the ritual. It's about you submitting to me for punishment and repenting your sins."

"Sounds religousy."

"It is a little."

I sat in silence for a while, pondering. He made it totally my choice. If I didn't want it, I shouldn't get hitched with him. The thought of being spanked, for real, was terrifying. It was also sexy. God knows I needed discipline in my life. I found I craved that simpler, childish time when I was happy and held to account. I looked at him carefully as he drove. Could I trust this man? My heart said yes.

"Ok, that's fair," I said simply. As I said it, I glanced over at him. I saw the barest little smile turning up the corner of his mouth.

"Can we stop," I asked. "I need to pee."


Chapter 5:  Lookout Point

David stopped at a roadside café and I went in and asked to use their bathroom. As I pulled my panties down to sit and pee, I rubbed my butt. It was still itching and stinging. And this supposedly wasn't even a 'proper' spanking? What would a 'proper' spanking be like? I both did and did not want to know.

I came back out and we drove off together towards the park. "You've done this before, with other girls, haven't you?"

"What, spanked them?"

I nodded yes.

"The first girl I spanked was my little sister, and that was for cause. She's six years younger. I was her legal guardian. I'll explain some other time. It's complicated."

What? Crazy! I wanted to hear that story but would get back to that. "How about other girls?" I asked.

"Yeah, I've played like that before, and punished a girlfriend or two who was of like mind."

"How many?" I wanted to know.

"How many lovers have you had?" he asked, countering me.

"None of your beeswax."

"Likewise. The only important thing is that right now there's only one woman in my life I care enough about to spank, and that's you."

"And there's only one guy that I want to spank me, and that's you."

We drove in silence for a while enjoying the scenery. We arrived, parked, and set off on the short walk towards Lookout Point.

"When you were spanking me, and I called you 'Daddy', you said you weren't looking for a daughter 'yet'. Do you want kids?"

"I do, with the right woman. A minimum of two. More is negotiable. How about you?"

I thought about it. "Yes. With the right man. Two sounds good. See how I feel after that. But I don't feel ready to be a Mom yet. I'm barely a grown-up myself. Some would say not even."

"There's no rush. If we're done having kids before you hit your 30's, that would be fine. We can wait."

"I'm 23 now, so if we started in 3 or 4 years we could fit in a couple before 30, right?" I asked.

"That's right. No rush, but around then."

"But what about my career?"

"Your bartending career?" he asked me, pointedly.

"No. You know I was planning on going back to school one day and doing something more careery," I retorted.

"You could become a Mom and look after the house and family, plus do community and volunteer work, take classes, pursue hobbies. I make plenty of money. You wouldn't need to contribute into the pot. It's about priorities. Is your family your priority or a career?"

"I could say the same thing about you. Where would your priorities be?" I challenged him.

"One of us has to bring home the bacon, and one of us has to prioritize home life. It's why God invented marriage. And would you really marry a guy who wanted to stay home and look after the kids while he sent you off to make the money?"

"No."

"Exactly."

I walked along thinking about that. I had always assumed I would grow up, go back to school, and make a career. But honestly, looking after my man, looking after the house, looking after the kids, pursuing whatever courses and hobbies and charities I wanted, not having to worry about money. That sounded pretty good. The feminist devil on my left shoulder scolded me. The trad wife angel on my right egged me on.

But what about religion? He was Christian, and I was not at all. How would that work? We got to the Lookout and the view was incredible. It could really be described as "God's Country", ironically.

"While we're talking about compatibility, how about religion? I'm a total little heathen."

"How can you say that standing here," he said, reading my mind.

"I just don't believe there's an old white man with a long, white beard sitting on a cloud controlling my life."

"Ha, ha! Neither do I."

"But seriously, I don't believe in God at all."

"You're in good company. Christians have their faith tested constantly. Having faith in God, believing that Jesus is His Son and our Savior, is certainly central to Christianity, but it's not all. It's a culture. It's a tradition. It's a moral code. It's a community. It's a beautiful philosophy. Don't hate. Don't judge. Love thy enemies. Turn the other cheek. Kick butt as required. Study and practice, go through the motions, and who knows, at some point Jesus may flood your heart as He did mine."

I smiled and said, "That's nice."

He turned to face me and took both my hands in his. "It's a show-stopper for me. You wouldn't need to believe, but you would need to strive to, study the Bible, go to Church, be involved in the community, be a good Christian Mom."

"I could do that," I said, blushing and lowering my eyes. I did admire Christianity, and a little bit of moral structure, spiritualism, and community is certainly not a bad thing, especially for kids.

"But here's one thing I don't get. I know you don't want to have sexual intercourse before marriage, for Christian reasons I guess, but you seem willing to do almost anything else. How does that fit with your Christianity?"

"I'm not a holy roller, if that's what you're asking. I drink, I've had sex before marriage, I even cuss on occasion. And not having sex with you that way isn't about religion. I think you may be the one, and I want to reserve something special for our wedding night."

"Mmmmm," I reacted, "well when you put it that way. But you're saying that if I were just some casual fling you would have already fucked my brains out and moved on?"

"Basically. Yup," he said, but I couldn't tell if he was joking or not and didn't care to pursue it. "And about that 'F' word," he added.

"What? Fuck? I mean what's the big deal, it doesn't hurt anybody. Fuck fuckity fuck fuck fuck. See?"

"You're quoting Cartman at me?" he asked.

"Hmm. I guess you're not as old as you look," I said, a little bit surprised that he picked up on my "South Park" reference.

"Old enough to not appreciate that sort of language from a young lady's mouth," he said menacingly.

"Oh yeah," I said, pushing up against him. "'wacha 'gonna do about it?"

"If you were my wife," he said, "it would be a bar of soap in your mouth and a wooden paddle to your backside, and I'm serious about that."

"Ooooh. I'm scared," I said, kidding around and egging him on.

"You should be."

"But back to this Christianity thing," I said, changing the subject. "Is there anything sexual that's off limits? Would you have a threesome, for example?" I asked, to clarify.

"You offering?" he asked with a twinkle in his eye.

"I've done that. I'm no angel."

"No, you are an angel. An angel who has threesomes. Yeah, I'd be open to that if that's what you wanted, assuming you're talking about two girls."

"What, wouldn't want to 'cross swords' with a dude?" I asked teasingly.

"Absolutely not. But I'd let you mess around with another guy if he caught your fancy and you asked my permission. Of course, I'd have to spank you afterwards to remind you to whom you belong. But seriously, to me, adultery is in the mind, not the body. I know you'd come home to me, and if I didn't know there'd be no sense us getting together in the first place."

That was sexy. That he had so much self-confidence that he didn't even care about that. But it suddenly occurred to me that I was way more insecure and did not want a reciprocal arrangement. "I hope you're not suggesting sleeping around on me."

"You're the one who brought it up. But no. I've sown my wild oats. I'll be happy with one woman for the rest of my life, unless that one woman wants to play with other women and invites me along."

"I can live with that," I said coquettishly, and concluded cheekily, "Basically then, what I hear you saying is that I'm good marriage material, correct?"

"Yup. Good childbearing hips," he teased.

"You like my 'hips' do you?" I countered. He meant my butt.

"I definitely do," he said enthusiastically, picking up on that.

"So, given I have such good 'hips', when do I get my real proposal?" I asked, pushing him. We had just reached the car.

"I think we still need some time to settle in. And I still need to meet your parents. And I would need your Dad's permission, of course."

"Oh, of course," I said, pushing up against him. "That won't be a problem. I've had Daddy wrapped around my little finger since I was six."

"You have, have you? Well I hope you don't think you'll be able to wrap me around your little finger."

I looked at him for a couple of seconds, sized him up, "I'm pretty sure I can," I said with a big smile.

"Well I spank, you know."

"I know. Daddy spanked too, but it didn't do him any good. He felt guilty after he spanked me, and it helped the cause."

"Your Dad spanked you, eh? I'm liking him already. I feel we'll have a lot in common."

"Mmmmm," I said as I pushed up against him and we kissed again before he put me in his car.


Chapter 6:  Try Before You Buy

David and I spent a lot of time together over the next few weeks. I half moved into his place which was a beautiful condo in the downtown on a high floor. True to his word, though, he did not fuck me. We had a lot of sex, but no fucking. Most times sex started off with a spanking for me, and before the evening was over, I inevitably wound up orgasming like I never had before, each time seemingly better than the last. I also became very adept with my mouth, and gave him many blowjobs, including deep throating him and swallowing his full load, on my knees in front of him where he could see it, every time.

He had not yet spanked me 'properly', 'for cause'. Based on what he said earlier, I think that was something he was holding in reserve for his bride. I did give him reason along the way, but it was mainly me being mischievous and asking for it, which he saw right through and gave me a sexy spanking instead. I decided to broach that with him.

"You know when we were up at Lookout Point and I kept saying the word 'fuck'?" I emphasized the word, enunciating it clearly and loudly and working my mouth around it. He winced as I said it. Ha ha! "You said you'd punish me for it if I was your wife. Would you really?"

"Darned right I would. It's a pet peeve; maybe ok when in the bedroom in the throes, but I really hate women using that kind of language casually."

"But you're not punishing me 'cause I'm just your girlfriend?"

"That's right. No vows yet. I'm not covered legally or morally."

"Can I sign up for it, now?" I asked. "In advance?"

"What?"

"I mean, sign up to be subject to your discipline, or whatever you call it. If we're going to marry, and this is going to be part of our marriage, I want to know what I'm getting myself into. Try before I buy."

"That sounds reasonable," he said.

"Do we need a contract or anything?"

"Your word is fine. But if we do go down that road, we'll go down it for real. You just remember that if you want out of the arrangement, at any time, you have your red safeword."

"I don't need no stinkin' safeword. I can take whatever you can dish out, mister," I said, artificially cocky, sticking my chin out.

"I guess we'll have to see about that," he said, smiling, looking pleased with himself. At his 'conquest'.

"Do I still get to say the word 'fuck'?" I asked, taunting him.

"You get that one for free, but the next one out of your mouth, I'll wash it out with soap and use the back of my big wooden hairbrush on your butt, and you'll know how a proper spanking feels," he warned.

I stared at him and he stared back. I pursed my lips and started blowing "FFFFFFFF…"

"Don't you dare test me," he warned.

"FFFFFFF… fudge," I said, my eyes downcast and my mouth pouting. I saw David smirking at me. I felt like a disciplined little girl even at the threat of his punishment. It was sexy as shit! Would he really spank me? Spank me for real if I misbehaved? I wanted to know but was scared to find out.


Chapter 7:  Meeting the Parents

During our dating period, I lined up a dinner at a trendy restaurant for David, myself, and my Mom and Dad. I figured "neutral territory" was best.

We arrived first, at David's insistence, to ensure the table was a good one, everything was set, and a bottle of wine was chilled waiting to be poured. As my parents approached David jumped to his feet, shook my Dad's hand, and kissed Mom once on each cheek, European style.

I had told Mom and Dad about David. They were a bit wary owing to our age difference and were suspicious of David's motives. I told them it was not like that and having been together for a couple of months we had proven it somewhat.

David did great during dinner, charming both my Mom and Dad. He asked them lots of questions and received many questions in return. Dad started grilling him on his career and seemed satisfied with what he heard.

When everyone was comfortable with one another, my Mom said, "I must say David, I've never seen Julie so happy."

"You best not break her heart," added my Dad.

"Daddy!" I said, embarrassed.

"What? Can't a man look out for his daughter?" he rejoined.

"He certainly can, sir," said David, "and should. I want to assure you that I only have good intentions towards your daughter."

"There is a big age difference," said Mom.

"There is," said David. "But I'm healthy, I keep myself fit, I feel young, I'm financially secure, and I'm looking to settle down. I believe your daughter is looking for some long-term stability as well."

"Ah, she has you fooled, has she?" said my Dad. "This little one is feisty, I'm not sure she'll ever settle down left to her own devices. You might need to settle her down."

What did that mean???

"I think I can handle that," said David, knowingly. They seemed to be communicating at a certain level, and I suspected I knew what it was. Blush!

"Careful," continued my Dad, "she'll wrap you around her little finger unless you watch out."

"So I've been told. I'll be on the lookout."

"Oh, you two men," said my Mom. "You're making Julie blush."

Near the end of dinner my Mom and I excused ourselves to go powder our noses.

"He is gorgeous," said my Mom when we were out of earshot, "and so smart and accomplished."

"He is, isn't he?" There was a lounging couch just outside the lady's room and Mom and I sat there to talk a bit more.

"Seems too good to be true. What's the catch?" asked my Mom.

I thought to myself that the catch was 'he spanks me' but did not say it aloud. "There is none. I want to marry him."

"Marriage? You've only been dating him for what, a couple of months?"

"Well, he hasn't proposed yet, exactly, but we've talked about it. He says he loves me, and I love him. I want to have his babies and take care of him and them."

"You're just a baby yourself," Mom said with a soft smile, stroking my hair, "and what about going back to school and making a career for yourself?"

"I want to work in the home, Mom. Make David and my kids the priority."

"That is attractive."

"You don't mind?" I asked. Mom was a successful career woman herself.

"I don't mind. Yes, I'm a feminist, but that means women choosing what they want. And choosing to work in the home is a perfectly valid choice. It doesn't mean you can't continually better yourself."

"I love you Mom," I said, and hugged her.

We rejoined the men who were drinking cognac and discussing some of the finer points of carpentry. Turns out they had a shared interest.

We finished and my Dad asked for the check. David tried to wrestle it from him, but Dad would have none of it. On the way out of the restaurant David escorted my Mom as I walked with Dad who put his arm around me and gave me a hug.

"He's a fine lad," said Dad. "Upstanding. He seems good for you."

That made me so happy to hear! "I think so too, Daddy."


Chapter 8:  My First Punishment Spanking

We continued dating during the next month and we saw my parents almost every weekend. Dad and David had many shared interests they could blab on about for hours on end over a beer or two.

It was during this period that David made good on my first bonafide punishment spanking.

David is a stickler for promptness. He's always exactly on time for everything. It's maddening to me, as I am not. He stresses out if we're even a minute behind schedule. In this instance we were supposed to be at my parents' by 5:30 p.m. for dinner at 6.

I lost track of time while in David's condo gym for a workout. David was out running an errand and when he came back, he didn't know where I was. He called my phone, but it was on mute. I didn't get back up to the condo until 5:30, sweating like a pig. I was stupid. I didn't even think about Sunday dinner until I got up to the condo and got read the riot act. This was not the first time I did something like this to him, but it was the worst. He looked super angry.

"I'll hurry, I'll hurry," I promised, running into the bedroom, stripping off my workout wear and diving into the shower. I got out in double time, and quickly pulled on an outfit and did some light makeup. We weren't even out the door until 6 p.m. David made me call from the car to tell Mom we'd be late.

"Sorry…" I told him.

"We didn't have time to deal with it before we left, but as soon as I get you back home, you're going to be punished," he promised.

"yes sir," I answered meekly.

Oh gosh. I guessed this was it. My first real spanking. I couldn't really complain. I had totally screwed up, and it was especially bad because I knew how important it was to David to keep a good impression with my parents for reasons I approved of.

As soon as we got there, at around 6:30 p.m., I made my most abject apologies to my parents and took full responsibility. I wasn't trying to get out of my spanking or anything. It was the right thing to do. Mom was angry with me because it upset all her dinner timings.

David successfully hid whatever anger he felt at me and made the usual small talk. I was unusually quiet all through dinner. Every few minutes my thoughts would come back to my impending punishment spanking. What would it be like? Would it be anything like our play spankings, or much worse? Would I cry? I shifted in my seat at the dinner table, acutely aware of my buttocks.

After dinner I helped Mom to clear.

"You were quiet tonight," she said.

"I know. I feel so bad about being late."

"Oh, it's not such a big thing."

"But David really stresses about being on time for things, especially with you guys, and I totally screwed that up. I'm feeling so bad about it."

"Well maybe you can make it up to him in some special way?"

"Mom!" I said, thinking she was suggesting some kind of sexual favor.

"Not like that! Buy him a gift and an 'I'm Sorry' card. Bake him some cookies."

"Oh yeah, sorry, I can do that."

"Mind in the gutter," Mom mumbled, embarrassed.

I really wanted to tell Mom that I was in for a spanking when I got home, but too much information. I wouldn't have known what she would have made of that.

We left and drove back to David's place. We didn't speak much. We both knew what was coming. When we got to his condo he said, "Take off your clothes and go stand with your nose in the corner, over there," pointing to a bare corner of the living room, next to the TV.

"Why my clothes off?" I whined at him.

"Because I told you to and you are meant to obey."

"Yes sir," I answered, and began stripping off my clothes as David watched.

When I was down to only bra and panties I asked, "Everything?"

"Every stitch. I want you in your birthday suit."

This was my first experience with his discipline, and as I learned over the course of time, David favors birthday suit discipline for me. He says it makes me learn humility, and the shame of being fully naked for my spanking is part of my punishment.

I removed my bra and put it down on a chair, and then stepped out of my panties. I had been naked in front of him many times by now, but for some reason this was extra embarrassing.

"Nose in the corner," he said, pointing.

I mustered as much dignity as I could and walked over to the corner and stood there facing it.

"Clasp your arms behind your back," he instructed.

I took a deep breath and crossed my arms behind my back. I fidgeted a bit until I was able to grab each forearm with the opposite hand.

"Put your nose in the corner, so that it's in contact with both walls" I leaned forward and put my nose, literally, right in the corner. I felt my bare breasts mashing up against the walls. I felt my butt prominently sticking out. It was uncomfortable and embarrassing.

"Now stay there and think about why you're standing there, and I don't want to see your nose anywhere but touching both walls. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes sir. For how long, sir?" I asked, my voice breaking a little.

"Until I get you, and you know what will happen then."

"A… a… s… ss… spanking." I answered.

"Correct," he said, and walked away, leaving me there. I was last spanked for punishment when I was 10 years old. I was now a grown woman, yet I would be taken across his knee and given a real and very well-deserved spanking as punishment, as if I were a child who couldn't be reasoned with.

I had never, ever, been stood in the corner before. Even as a kid, timeouts consisted of me being sent to my room to chill. I found it to be highly embarrassing to be forced to stand there naked, with my nose touching both walls. The time dragged on. I did what David told me. I replayed the events in my mind that led up to me being so late. I started feeling bad about it. I found my eyes starting to tear up. What was going on? I thought again about how I had disappointed David and I started sniffling and crying like a little kid.

"Come out from the corner," David commanded. I did so.

"Put your hands on top of your head," he told me. I did that, interlacing my fingers. I was bare naked in front of David. Bare naked, sniffling, and crying a bit. My breasts were exposed to him totally and heaved a bit each time I sniffled. My girl parts were also completely on parade for him.

"Sometimes you act just like an immature little girl."

I sniffled and said, "yes sir".

"And that's what you look like right now, standing in front of me, crying."

I didn't say anything.

David went to the open kitchen table area and got a straight-backed wooden chair and put it down in the center of the living room. He then opened a drawer and pulled out a large wooden hairbrush I had never seen before. He sat and put the hairbrush down on the floor to his right and told me to come to him and drape myself across his knees.

I went to him and bent over his knees. My toes barely touched the floor behind, and my hands touched the floor in front. David hoisted me up some more which made my toes leave the ground and my head get closer to the carpet.

"I'm going to give you one hundred spanks with my hand to warm-up your bottom, and then I'll give you a proper spanking with the hairbrush," he declared.

One hundred strokes just for warm-up. He rarely gave me even half of that before sex. And that wasn't even my real spanking.

He started in. It might have been a warm-up for him, but it was a spanking for me. His strokes started hard, and only grew harder and harder. I tried counting silently in my head, but lost count. Towards the end I was crying out on every stroke, and apologizing and promising to be good, so good!

I got a moment to rest as he reached down for the hairbrush. He took it and placed the cool wood on my hot butt.

"You've never been spanked with a wooden implement before. I warn you in advance, it's nothing like you've ever felt. It's designed to punish."

"Yes sir," I said, accepting my fate. "How many spanks, sir?" I wanted to know. It might be easier to bear it if I knew how many were coming.

"As many as I think you need to learn your lesson."

"Yes sir."

"Are you ready?" he asked.

"Yes sir."

The first stroke cracked into my bottom. Holy shit! "No! No! No!" I yelled completely involuntarily. I couldn't possibly take any more of this! But then the second stroke cracked into my bottom every bit as hard. I shrieked aloud. David held me more tightly into him and began to chain the strokes together. "No! Please! Please!" I cried out as he spanked an infernal hellfire into my bottom.

By my current standards, it was actually not as bad as all that, but this was completely new to me, and nothing like the sexy spankings I had become used to at all, and no 'slowdown' safeword which I would have been shrieking out at the top of my lungs were it available.

I was conscious of kicking my legs wildly in the air. At one point, David threw one of his legs over the backs of both of mine, pinning me there. He then continued laying into me with the hairbrush as I shrieked and hollered at the intense fanny pain being visited onto my ass.

Even during the worst of it I knew I had my 'stop' safeword to fall back on, but no, I was not going to escape my punishment like that and ruin my relationship. I had committed, and I trusted David knew best, though God knows I had no idea what was going on in my backside as it was completely on fire. Before he finished, I was crying a continuous stream of tears and just lying there across his knee absorbing my punishment. That was when he decided I had learned my lesson and stopped.

He let me off his knee and I knelt in front of him and clutched at my poor punished buttocks and sobbed. David got off his chair, bent down, picked me up into his arms, and carried me into his bedroom and put me down gently on his bed.


Chapter 9:  Blushy Aftercare

"There, there," he said stroking my head. "You've been punished, and all is forgiven."

I should have been angry. It had been abusive. But all I could feel was a deep contrition. "I'm so, so, sorry," I sobbed into his arms.

"You're forgiven, my darling," he said, comforting me.

"Are… are all my sp… spankings going to be with the hairbrush?" I asked him.

"No, sweetheart. I wanted to make an impression on you this first time so you knew what you would be signing up for. For most of your spankings my hand will do fine."

"Oh, thank God," I said. My ass felt blistered. "That hairbrush is wicked."

"It's a special hairbrush, just for you."

David got up and went into the other room to get the hairbrush to show me. He also grabbed something else from the kitchen fridge. He came back in and handed me the hairbrush to look at. He also held up a jar of cold cream he had cooling in the fridge. "I figure you could use this," he said. I instantly divined its purpose and rolled over onto my tummy to let him apply the cold cream to my hot ass. I winced a bit as he began applying it gently.

"How's it look?" I asked sadly.

"It looks like the backside of a young lady who might just have learned a lesson about tardiness."

"Yes Daddy," I said, and then "ouch!" as he rubbed the soothing cream into my cheeks.

I examined the evil hairbrush. It was made of dense wood of some sort. It looked to be antique. The bristles were strange as well and there was a fancy letter monogrammed onto the back of it. "Where did you get it?"

"I special-ordered it a couple of months ago from an antique shop in England and had them add the monogram."

I looked again at the monogram. Oh my gosh, the fancy letter looked like a "J". "Is that a 'J'," I asked him, "a 'J' for Julie?"

"Yes, it is. I figured I'd need it before too long. That's your spanking hairbrush. It's an antique Edwardian solid ebony hairbrush from around the 1900's. It's got real boar's bristles. It's good for brushing hair also: makes it shiny I'm told."

"You bought this… for me… with my monogram and everything, a couple of months ago?" I asked, surprised.

"I was hopeful," he said as he continued rubbing the cold cream into my ass.

"That's nice…" I said, referring both to his hopefulness and the soothing cold cream.

He rubbed me some more and I started to get very horny.

"Will you fuck me? I need you inside of me," I asked, knowing the answer, forgetting all about not using the word 'fuck'.

"Absolutely not. I will play with you, though." With that his hands slipped down between my thighs, which he massaged with cold cream.

"Not complaining, but you didn't spank me there."

"Or here," he said as his hand reached further in and started rubbing cold cream into my pussy.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as he rubbed the lips of my pussy and skimmed my clit.

He turned me onto my side and started using his left hand on my pussy. With his right hand he reached for more cold cream and I felt him apply it to my anal area.

"No, not there!" I said, embarrassed that he was rubbing my bottom hole.

"Just go with it. It'll feel nice."

"No. Don't," I whined. "It's dirty…"

"Doesn't it feel nice?" he asked me as he rubbed around my anal entrance. "There's lots of sensitive nerve endings around here."

"Yeah… but… ohhhh. I've never let any guy diddle me in the butthole before now," I whined. A bunch have tried but I shut them down hard. For some reason, after my spanking, I found myself putty in David's hands. He continued massaging cold cream around my anal entrance, but then I started feeling his finger intruding into me a little.

"No please, don't go inside," I told him.

"Oh, it's going inside," he said with a laugh in his voice.

"Please! What if I'm dirty inside?"

"Then I'll wash my hands afterwards."

"Nooooooo," I begged, but I was moaning at the same time so definitely sending mixed messages. It occurred to me that I could have used my yellow safeword and he would have respected that, but I wanted to obey him and show him I could be his sexually compliant wife.

David continued massaging both my frontside hole and my backside hole at the same time. I began writhing and moaning in pleasure. In this state, David pushed his finger into my bottom a little deeper, then pulled it out and rubbed around the entrance again, and then pushed it in again. Before long he had his finger solidly in my ass. It hurt. But he kept it there not moving, and I relaxed around his finger. "Good girl," he said as he felt the tension in my anal sphincter ease. Oh, this was so dirty! He pushed his finger in deeper and deeper, eventually all the way into the hilt. Nothing had over gone in that way my whole life!

"shhhhh" he said again and began pumping his finger up inside of me. Then with the fingers of his other hand he intensified his attention to my pussy at the same time. It wasn't long, and I literally bucked and screamed as I came, one of his fingers in my pussy, one on my clit, another deeply up my ass, coming with the hardest orgasm of my entire life.

"So, you don't like it in the butt, do you?" David said, laughing at how hard I had come. I was embarrassed but it was true. He got up and went to the bathroom. I blushed as he washed his hands. How dirty did I make him? He came back in with a washcloth and wiped my bottom hole with it. Oh geeze. Like a baby being wiped. I was soooo embarrassed!

David then put me to bed and tucked me in. I rolled over and dozed off and had a wonderful sleep. As I drifted off, I felt the highest degree of contentment I had ever had in my life. I felt loved. I felt cared for. I felt disciplined; properly disciplined. I felt so guilty before about making David late for my Mom and Dad, and so like I had disappointed David, and somewhere inside I was worried I had lost his love, I'm that insecure. But now that I was punished, and sweetly forgiven, I was free of that. Happy and contented.


Chapter 10:  The Morning After

I woke up the next morning feeling refreshed. David had gone to bed after me and had awakened before me and was already off to work. One of the first sensations I felt was a sore bottom. I got up out of bed, still undressed from my spanking, and went to the mirror to survey the damage. My lower bum cheeks were dark red and white in places. I rubbed my bottom and it felt very sore. It also itched like the devil on the surface of the skin. That was some spanking! No question that I had been punished by my boyfriend.

I enjoyed all the aftercare, but the spanking itself with that antique ebony hairbrush was something to be avoided. I didn't mind what it felt like now, that felt like a reminder to be a good girl and do a better job minding my man.

I threw on a short silk robe David had bought me for his apartment and puttered around in the kitchen making coffee and breakfast and humming softly to myself. I felt like a very well-kept woman, and each time I sat, my sore bottom reminded me of that. I knew I had to go to work bartending in the afternoon, and that thought bummed me out. I'd rather have stayed there, looked up recipes, gone out to the market and cooked a healthy dinner for David. Done his laundry for him. Gone and worked out so I could stay slim and trim for him to play with. There was little housework around his place, as he had a maid come by once a week. My apartment was a pigsty by comparison. I felt no motivation whatsoever to clean it up.


Chapter 11:  The Marriage Proposal

For the next month I was on tenterhooks anticipating a marriage proposal. I figured he should pop the question, but he was evasive about it. I asked my Mom for advice and she advised I be patient and let him ask when he was ready. She did not think it would be long.

On a Sunday David suggested a drive out to the country. A repeat of our first brunch and walk to Lookout Point. My radar was instantly up. Would this be it? Would he pop the question at Lookout Point? It would be so romantic if he did. I made an extra effort to put myself together. I wore a light flirty summer dress, with some sexy red lingerie beneath. Dressed to be undressed and ravished I hoped. I never understood expensive, sexy lingerie. It was usually off exactly ten seconds after it was exposed, but I guess that was the point.

Brunch was again eggs benedict and mimosas, just like before. My tension was high. He looked calm as a cucumber. I began doubting myself. Was he really going to?

We got all the way to Lookout Point, holding hands and just being blissful in one another's company.

"Isn't that beautiful," David said. I looked out at the view over the rolling countryside.

"It is," I said and turned back to him.

"I meant you," he said, and then got down on one knee. Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God! Tears of joy instantly came to my eyes.

"Will you marry me?" he asked and presented an open jewelry box that had a giant diamond engagement ring inside set in platinum.

"Oh Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!" I said, hopping up and down in excitement. David stood and slipped the ring onto my shaking finger and then we held each other tightly.

"You've made me the happiest man in the world," he told me.

"And you've made me the happiest woman!" We kissed as the tears continued rolling down my face. "Oh, sorry," I sniffled, "I'm making you all wet."

"I don't mind," he said.

All the way home I was in a daze. I couldn't believe my good fortune. I could barely tear my eyes off my engagement ring. My engagement ring. "Is it real," I asked him.

"Of course it's real," he said, laughing at my question.

"How big is it? How much did this cost you?"

"It's about one and half carats. F color. VVS clarity. Shallow cut. I know more about diamond rings now than I ever wanted to. And don't worry; I had it insured against loss and theft."

I didn't press on the cost, but I looked it up later. I was walking around with a cool $20K on my finger!

"May I call my Mom and tell her?" I asked him.

"Of course,"

I dialed Mom from the car.

"Hello?" she answered.

"Hi Mom. Guess what? I'm engaged!"

"How wonderful!" she said, sounding delighted. "When's the wedding?"

"We don't know. We haven't even talked about it yet."

"Well you let me know when you want. Your father and I are paying for all of it, and no arguments from your fiancée. Is he there with you?"

"He is. We're on hands-free."

"And here comes your Dad," said Mom. "Doug, Julie just got engaged."

"Oh, is that so?" we heard Dad say over the phone, "to whom?"

"Daddy!!!" I said.

He laughed. "Well, give David my condolences, sorry, my congratulations. That's it."

"I'm right here, sir," said David. "Thank you very much and thank you for your support."

I learned later that David had indeed gone to visit my Dad and asked him for my hand in marriage. Mom and Dad had already known it was coming more than I had but had not known the exact timing. My Mom even helped David pick out the ring and hadn't told me, the sneaky woman. When she advised me to be patient, she had already gone ring shopping.

"Well that's my pleasure," said my Dad. "I understand you're going to make an honest woman out of her. But don't let her get away with any of her nonsense, now."

"I think that's well under control, sir," David said, glancing at me knowingly.

"I'm sure it is. We'll be seeing you soon."

"For sure. Bye now," said David.

"Bye Daddy! Bye Mommy!" I said.

"Bye, bye now," said Mom, "such wonderful news." And they signed off.

"I need to phone, like, another twenty people! My sisters, and oh my gosh, my friends! Eeeee!"

"There'll be plenty of time for that back at the condo. I'm not sure how much squealing I can take in a single day."

"Hey!" I said, pouting.

"But let's talk about the wedding. I suppose you want a big lavish affair? Hundreds of guests?"

"No," I said, feeling a bit disappointed. That was the farthest from what I wanted. I hoped he didn't want that. "Can we just have a simple ceremony. A simple Christian ceremony, maybe outdoors, with just a few guests? Is that ok?" I asked, fearing to offend him.

"Oh my gosh, you are the girl of my dreams. Of course that's ok," he said, looking relieved. "I just offered because I thought you, you know, fairy-tale wedding and all."

"It will be a fairy-tale! Can we do it at Lookout Point?"

"Not sure. I'll ask around, maybe pull a few strings. When do you want to do it?"

"Is next week too soon?"

"I think it is," he said with a laugh. "Why don't we aim for a couple of months from now. Still very fast. Is that good?"

"Oh yes! Except it's a couple of months too long, Mister Husband-To-Be."

"Why are you in such a rush," he asked me, with a smirky little smile. I knew what he was implying.

"I think you know," I said, coquettishly. I wanted to be taken. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be fucked hard by this wonderful man.


Chapter 12:  The Marriage Preparations

The next two months went by like a whirlwind. The very first day I asked David what he thought about me quitting my bartending job. He was over the moon about it. He wanted a kept wife, held in captivity in his lair, cooking his meals and having sex with him on demand! I quit with a month's notice the next day, and also gave notice on my apartment. My boss was happy for me, but sad to see me go, mainly because I was doing most of the work around the bar. But I gave him a month to find a replacement and I would help train them.

David was able to get a permit to have the ceremony at Lookout Point. He knew someone at the county offices who smoothed it over for us. We hired caterers who would work out of a food truck in the parking lot, and we would set out folding chairs and put up a canopy for us right at Lookout Point. The guest list was small. David's father and sister came from out of town, and that was all the family he had. He had lost his Mom when he was around 20. He invited a handful of friends, including his best friend, Brian, who acted as best man.

On my side it was more crowded, and we wound up with thirty-five guests in total. Not bad. I had a traditional virginal white wedding dress, a little bit tight-fitting and sexy, and my hair done up with flowers and a veil. David had a traditional black tux.

The Pastor was from David's local church. He was an old fuddy-duddy type. The Church thing was a whole story in and of itself. Apparently six weeks is short notice for a wedding. David's church required both to be members of the congregation and for us both to go through an eight-week marriage preparation course. David can be very charming, and he got the Pastor to agree to fast-track us. We did have to spend the next four Sundays going to church service, and then he met us after church for a couple of hours cramming the eight-week course into four.

I found that I liked David's old Pastor and really enjoyed the experience of learning things about Christianity. Marriage prep was boring in places, but a little sexy in others. There was a section on Christian marriage which really emphasized the man being in charge. We learned things like First Corinthians 11:3:

But I want you to know that Christ is the head of every man, and the man is the head of a woman, and God is the head of Christ.

And there were several other examples from scripture as well. I enjoyed all the talk of wifely submission, especially coming so deadpan from the old Pastor. It was clear where David developed his ideas on the subject; it was part of his Church's curriculum.

There was one section on raising children containing a lot of common sense and good advice. But I must say I blushed a bit when the discussion came around to disciplining children:

How should punitive discipline (including spankings) be administered to children? Here are a few guidelines: discipline should never be given in anger, discipline should be equal to the sin, discipline should be consistent, discipline should create intimacy instead of distance.

David "joked" with the Pastor that all that seemed to apply equally to young wives. The Pastor laughed and said, "I suppose it does. I very much suppose it does." I blushed so hard when he said that. The Pastor smiled at my blush and I knew that he knew that it was more than just a joke.

I also learned as we talked that David was as serious about spanking our eventual children as he was about spanking me, and of having me do it as well. I was, of course, spanked as a child, with love, and it did me no harm. So, I could accept that. There was a lot of emphasis on discipline being delivered with love, not anger. I liked that our kids would grow up with love while having no chance of becoming insufferable brats with David as their Daddy.

One of the final sections was on Intimacy in Marriage, and very blushingly there was a segment on Intimacy in Sexual Relations, or just "relations" as the Pastor called it. The Pastor counselled that couples are meant to enjoy their spouse through relations as a celebration of the bond and a way to express pleasure in one another. He also said that one of God's purposes in relations is as a means of serving one's spouse. In First Corinthians 7:3, Paul said,

The husband should fulfill his marital duty to his wife, and likewise the wife to her husband. The wife's body does not belong to her alone but also to her husband. In the same way, the husband's body does not belong to him alone but also to his wife.

I found it incredibly sexy that after marriage my body would belong to him and his to me.

We got through marriage prep just in time. The Pastor was also insisting that my conversion to Christianity be done properly, culminating in Baptism, but that it could be done after our marriage. We had to commit that we would attend church services every Sunday morning until conversion and that I would receive additional training to make up for lost time in my Christian education.

As the wedding day approached, all the arrangements had come together beautifully. For the two weeks prior to our wedding David would not allow us to spend the night together or engage in friskiness, and we even made a mutual no masturbation pact, all in order to build up the wedding night anticipation. I was getting so horny for him! He also cut me a lot of "Bridezilla" slack, so I did not even get spanked once during that time.

We had a wedding rehearsal the day before, and we went out to dinner with family, Brian, and Gretchen. Those two seemed to gravitate towards one another all through the rehearsal and dinner. They were both single.

It was the first time I got to meet David's Dad and Sister who lived across the country from us. David had already met my siblings and some more extended family over the course of family dinners. David and his Dad did not seem to get along that well. There was a tension there that I would have to get the inside scoop on. His sister Beatrice was lovely, though, and a very devout Christian, and they at least seemed to have a good relationship. I still couldn't believe David had been her legal guardian and had spanked her. Given they were only six years apart, the spankings must have been delivered late into her teens. Imagine being spanked by your hunky big brother when you were sweet sixteen? Where had her Dad been? I had not yet asked David. It seemed a painful subject for him. I was sure I would find out in due course.

I had a little bit of a chance to connect with Beatrice. She had heard from David that I would be converting and that we would be engaging in a traditional Christian marriage. She asked us if "obey" would be in the vows, and we told her it would. I asked if she could do a reading at the wedding. Something that would emphasize the more traditional aspects of our marriage. She tentatively suggested Ephesians 5:22-33. That's a very blushy passage about wives obeying their husbands in everything. David thought it might be too much, but I wanted it and so we gave her our blessing.

I would have loved to have been able to sit down with Beatrice for longer, but she promised to visit and stay with us once David and I settled in.

I went from dinner directly to my parents' home where I would sleep that night in my old bedroom. I even asked my Daddy to come tuck me in, which he did, and we had a heartwarming conversation with me under the covers and him sitting on the side of my bed. He gave me a kiss, turned out my light, and told me to get to sleep, as I had a big day tomorrow. The way he said it made me feel like if I disobeyed, he would come back in to spank me as he had one Christmas Eve day only 15 years ago. That thought made my pussy tingle, but there was nothing I could do about that. That would have to wait to be taken care of on our wedding night. I felt like a contented little kid as I finally dozed off.


Chapter 13:  Wedding Day

Wedding day preparations started early and were hectic. My Mom led the charge and my sisters both showed up to help as did Gretchen. We had a professional hair stylist and makeup artist in, and she did me up wonderfully.

We didn't plan a big dinner; we thought our guests would be happy to be let off early. David would whisk me away right after the reception, literally to parts unknown (to me, at least). He wouldn't tell me where we were honeymooning, only to bring my passport, pack for hot weather and the beach, and that we'd be gone for three weeks.

The wedding ceremony went off without a hitch, and it was beautiful. I have it all documented in a photo album and a video production which I'll treasure always.

I was so nervous with anticipation standing there getting ready to march down the aisle on my Dad's arm. I did look fine, all made up professionally to the nines and in my sleek form-fitting wedding gown showing a bit of cleavage. I saw David standing there at the end of aisle with Brian beside him. Two very handsome men in black tuxedos.

I walked slowly down the aisle with my Dad holding me as everybody took pictures of me trying not to blush or trip. The Pastor was at the front smiling benignly. Daddy handed me off to David (yay!) and he went to take his seat. The setting was stunning. We were overlooking God's country just as I had wanted. Mom was crying with emotion and joy and kept dabbing at her eyes.

The Pastor welcomed everybody and did opening remarks about the difference between "transactional love" and "covenantal love". Transactional love is all about what have you done for me lately. If your mate isn't giving you what you need, transaction over and move on. Yuck. Covenantal love is like the love a parent has for a child, or the love that Jesus has for us. Covenantal love is "through thick and thin". That's the only kind of marriage David and I wanted.

My older sister Sue did a reading from the Bible from First Corinthians 13 that David and I jointly chose.

Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or boastful or arrogant or rude. It does not insist on its own way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth. It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.

After that, David's sister Beatrice stood up and read out loud the very blushy Ephesians 5:22-33.

Wives, submit yourselves to your own husbands as you do to the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife as Christ is the head of the church, his body, of which he is the Savior. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit to their husbands in everything.

Beatrice suggested it, but I really wanted that to be spoken at my wedding. I was not going to go half measures into "obey". Though resisting it at first, I think David was ultimately as pleased with this selection as I was. The audience must have been sort of shocked, though, that I would have to submit in "everything". I thought it was sexy.

Then came the very traditional vows from the 1662 Prayer Book.

David: I David take thee Julie to my wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death us do part, according to God's holy ordinance; and thereto I plight thee my troth.

Julie: I Julie take thee David to my wedded husband, to have and to hold from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and to obey, till death us do part, according to God's holy ordinance; and thereto I give thee my troth.

Aren't those pretty vows? Why make up "new age" ones when we have that? I imagine people thought it strange that I went all in for the obey stuff. Very few people do nowadays, and nobody in my family and friend circle. My Mom and Dad both knew I was prone to infatuations and thought my converting to Christianity and being more a traditional Christian wife was one of those things I would grow out of. We'll see.

After the vows we exchanged rings. David had bought a platinum wedding band with three smaller diamonds that nestled perfectly into my engagement ring, like a man and wife spooning. I gave him a traditional gold wedding band.

Then, the moment we had been waiting for…!

By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife.

Holy crap! I was married. For real!!!

You may now kiss the bride

He took me into his arms, bent me backwards, and gave me such a kiss that had the whole audience whooping and hollering. David showed in no uncertain terms what the "obeying" would entail that night!

Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring played as David and I signed the register and wedding license, and we had our witnesses do the same to make it legal. We gathered back together, and the Pastor said a few closing remarks and we invited everybody to our "food truck" reception taking place in the parking lot (classy, I know!).

We then walked up the aisle to Mendelsohn's Wedding March, the most traditional music we had in the ceremony.

David and I and the rest of the marriage party went straight to the reception and we formed a little line to welcome the guests. We got a bunch of wedding gifts piled up that my Sister took total charge of.

We didn't have dancing, but there was music, good food and an open bar. We noticed Brian and Gretchen hanging out together and learned later that they had hooked up that night. Something about weddings makes girls especially horny. We were happy for them. It didn't last, but they had fun together for a while.

Before we left, we did the traditional tossing of the bouquet. David's sister caught it. I hoped it would work out for her.

David also did the tossing of the garter belt. I had worn a white frilly garter way too high up on my thigh. When the time came, David picked me up and plunked me down on the top of a picnic table. David would have to practically pull my dress up to the bottom of my panties to get at the garter belt. He saw what I was up to and took my dare.

He lifted my dress so high that the tops of my thighs above my stocking tops were on display. He was still going, though, so I had to blush and protect what was left of my modesty by holding my dress down to prevent him from showing everybody my panty. As it was, everybody was watching and I got a few wolf whistles from the young men and a thrill in my tummy as David slowly lowered my garter belt down my leg and off me to more hoots and hollers from the crowd. My pussy was wet. I was pretty sure I deserved a good spanking for that move. David tossed the garter belt over his shoulder and my sixteen-year-old cousin caught it.

I wonder what my little cousin did with it? I certainly hope he didn't have relations with it. I can only imagine the indignities that poor garter has suffered over the years. I imagine her like one of those kidnapping victims you hear about ten years later, held in a locked basement.

We changed separately each in a camper van in the parking lot into our travel clothes, and then David took me by my hand and led me to his car. All the guests were watching our departure, and I blushed at the thought that literally everybody knew I would be fucked that night. We got a few innuendo-like comments to that general effect on the way. "Have a good time on your wedding night!" wink wink. My older sister knew I had not been fucked by David yet, and was on sex restriction for the past two weeks. God knows who she told. She's mischievous in that way, like me. I would have told everybody had the roles been reversed.

We hopped into David's car which had been totally decorated including cans hanging off the back courtesy of his buddies. We drove off amidst cheers. We went about a mile and stopped to undecorate the car, and then we got back in and drove to a nearby posh country inn where we would be staying that night.


Chapter 14:  Wedding Night

The suite David had booked was gorgeous and spacious, and featured a big four poster bed in the bedroom. This is the bed where David would "take me" for the first time. The inn had a little setting prepared for us of champagne and snacks in the room. We popped the bottle and toasted our marriage. We had a very nice dinner at the inn. The place was known for its cuisine. After dinner we went back to our room.

"This is it, Mr. Delmar," I told him.

"Yes, it is, Mrs. Delmar."

"Am I going to get fuc... I mean, 'known' in the biblical sense?"

"You certainly are young lady."

"Will you give me a little spanking first? A sexy spanking?"

"Really?" he asked, surprised.

"I think we should start as we mean to go on. I want to offer you my butt to spank before sex. Consider it the completion of our vows."

"Makes sense to me." With that he pulled me into himself and began undressing me. Dress off. Bra off. Panties on. He sat on the side of the bed and pulled me towards him. I went over his knee in just my panties. He began with light spanks to the seat of them. Mmmmm. It was like a sexy massage. He then put his fingers into the waistband and slowly lowered them down to my knees. My pussy tingled fiercely. I raised my bottom up towards him. He continued his light spanks, going from cheek to cheek with the occasional spank in the center that vibrated my pussy the most. He spanks so good! Remember, neither of us had any sort of relief the past two weeks, saving ourselves for this night. I could feel his erection as I lay over his lap.

"I'm going to increase the intensity. You give me an early yellow when you start to feel it." He then started spanking a bit harder. I still liked it. He gradually got more and more intense.

"Yellow," I said, and he backed off but kept lightly spanking me all over.

"Green," I said when I was ready for more. He ramped it up again and this time I lasted through some good hard smacks before I said yellow again. Again, he backed right off. My pussy was getting hotter and hotter right alongside my ass.

"I'm going to go a bit harder this time. You hold off on the yellow for longer this time." With that he again built up the intensity and before too long it was a genuine spanking, with hard palm strikes to each cheek in turn. I was taking it and reveling in his dominance.

When I felt that my butt was sufficiently well-toasted, I said yellow again. David backed off the spanks down to nothing and then began caressing my bottom cheeks.

"David," I said.

"Yes?"

"I pledge to thee, David Delmar, that I agree to be punished when naughty however and whenever you see fit. Thereto I give thee my troth."

"And I pledge to thee, Julie Delmar, to punish you when you're naughty, always with love, and only with just cause, in appropriate measure, to never injure you, and to never abuse my position of trust. Thereto I give thee my troth."

Our vows were completed with me bare bottom up over David's knee. How fitting. Now David would consummate them.

He slipped his fingers into the crack of my ass and his fingertips brushed my anal entrance. I pushed my butt higher as he did that. He then separated my legs with his right hand, licked the fingers of his left hand, and dragged them across my pussy. Ohhhh! He repeated that several times, thoroughly exploring my folds with his touch. He took his fingers away and began lightly spanking me again. This was heaven!

"Is it time?" I asked him. I had never been so excited for a pussy fucking!

"Not yet," he said as he guided me off his lap and onto the bed on the diagonal. He undressed as I watched. He then came into the bed naked. His muscles hard. His cock hard. He moved me down so my head was nearer the center of the bed and thoughtfully put a pillow under it. He then lay down next to me, his cock in front of my mouth and his head between my legs. He gently started blowing and kissing my over-heated pussy lips. I took his cock and put it into my mouth. He expressed pleasure which made me happy and I started moving and sucking on his cock. At the same time his lickings of my pussy became more and more insistent.

The first time his wet tongue swiped across my clit I thought I would die from the pleasure, and I moaned aloud accordingly. We stayed doing this for several minutes. I played the total whore on his cock as he licked me to complete distraction. His cock stuffed my mouth and it felt so delightfully submissive as I began losing control from the pussy licking and all I could do was clamp my lips around his cock for dear life as I let out little cock-gagged moans of pleasure. By now, my pussy was incredibly wet, as was his cock from my mouth. I was so ready to be fucked.

We disentangled. He lifted the duvet out from under me and re-positioned me into the center of the bed, face up, with the back of my head on the pillow. No girl in the history of the world wanted to be fucked by her husband more than me just then. He positioned himself on top of me, missionary style, then pulled the duvet back over both of us. As he moved there, I spread my legs for my husband for the first time, eager for him to split my tight slit with his big hard cock and plunge into me.

He licked his fingers again and put them down between my legs, ensuring I was as wet on the outside as I was on the inside. He then slowly and gently guided his big cock into my tight pussy. My pussy hadn't been exercised for a while, but she opened enough to allow his full girth and length into me. I felt so filled! I clutched his cock with my pussy muscles. It was the most exciting thing in my entire life to feel my actual husband's big, beautiful cock splitting my slit, sliding into me, and filling me for the first time ever.

He began picking up the pace, rocking his hips into me, keeping his weight off me except where he wanted it to be. He had great hips. I was never much of an intercourse girl and had never come that way in my life. The pleasure he brought to me by gyrating his hips like that and pushing in and pulling out was the best I had ever experienced.

"I think I might actually come from this," I said aloud, in surprise. It was partly because it was the first time I'd experienced a wife fucking. I was his wife. His actual wife, and I was being fucked in the time-honored way between husband and wife. That was sexy!

I put my hands above my head and David reached for them, both of my hands in one of his, stretched me out, and pinned my hands above my head to the mattress. I put up a token struggle to excite him. Doing that excited me even more. He used his other hand to molest my breast as he continued my fucking.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah. Oh! Oh! Oh Fuck! Oh Oh! Harder! Ahhhh! Harder! Oh My God! Oh My God!" I yelled as I came from my fucking. Exactly as my pussy spasmed around him from my orgasmic contractions he grunted and came deep into me. I felt his warmth and slipperiness inside of my pussy as I continued riding waves of orgasm, screaming completely uninhibitedly. I could not believe how long it lasted. This was my first vaginal orgasm. He had deflowered me that way. I blushed imagining what the couples next door, way down the hall even, must have made of my deflowering.

David pulled out, lay beside me, and gathered me into his arms. My body was still shuddering from the best orgasm of my life.

"That was amazing," I said to him.

"You're amazing. And very loud. I've never met a sexier woman in my life. I don't think there exists a sexier woman than you."

I smiled in contentment, nuzzling into my husband. It had been a very long day and I was suddenly overcome with a deep tiredness. We fell asleep in each other's arms.


Chapter 15:  The Morning After

The next morning, we had, you'll never guess, morning sex! I got David hard with my hand, then turned onto my side and stuck my bum back towards him. He didn't need more encouragement than that and pushed into my pussy from behind. I didn't want to orgasm myself, I wanted to give myself unselfishly for him to use, and use me he did, pounding my still sore pussy raw and coming deep inside of me. As soon as he was done, I leapt out of bed in a state of high excitement and went to have my shower. We would be travelling to, literally to me at least, parts unknown for our honeymoon.

We had ordered breakfast the night before and right at 8 a.m. I heard the knock on our door. I yelled out to David that I would get it, and quickly flung on my slinky short white silk robe and went to get the door. David was in the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist, shaving. My hair was still a bit wet, and my robe was a bit provocative, showing some cleavage and a lot of leg. I opened the door, and it was a young man, even younger than I, delivering our food on a cart. I could see the smallest smile on his face, no doubt at my state of dress. I thought I'd have a bit of fun with him. I let him in and told him where to lay out the food. As he did that, I told him, "Last night was my wedding night. You wouldn't believe how good I got it, and again this morning. My little pussy is so sore," I said to him conspiratorially.

"Yes, Ma'am," the boy said with an audible gulp. I signed the check, allowing my robe to open a bit at my chest, showing him the barest glimpse of full breast and nipple. I gave him a generous tip as well when I signed the check.

When he left, I turned around and saw David standing there in his boxer shorts, eyeing me. "What was that about?" he asked.

"Just being friendly."

"Just being naughty, and I know just what to do about that!"

"No!" I yelled out as David lunged for me, but I was quicker, and ran away. He chased me around the room giggling and laughing, and eventually he caught up to me. He stripped my robe right off, rendering me totally naked, put me across his knee, and started spanking me.

"I was just being friendly!" I reiterated, laughing as David spanked me.

"Ha!" David laughed as he whacked my bare bottom. "You're a naughty little exhibitionist."

"Guilty as charged, your honor!" I confessed.

He did not give me a very serious spanking and soon let me up. I pulled my robe back on, in mock indignation, then we kissed, and ate our breakfast.

Over breakfast, David asked, "did you get a little thrill out of teasing the hotel boy?"

"No," I lied. "It's just that I'm so proud of being your wife, I want everybody to know how well-taken care of I am in that department." I then turned on my sexy voice: "I want to make everyone jealous that you have such a hot... young... wife, that you can do anything you want with."

David smiled and said, "I'm not sure I approve. Maybe when that young man comes back to clear the dishes I'll make you apologize to him for being such a tease and then invite him to stay and watch as I put you across my knee for another spanking. He can stand behind you and judge for himself how red and raw and sore that little pussy of yours is. And how wet it is. Would you like that, young lady?"

"No sir, Daddy," I said, though as he suggested it, I did feel my tummy flutter. Did I want that? Did I actually want that? It would be so super embarrassing. Bent over my husband's knee in front of the boy, spanked on my bare ass, kicking and screeching, well-fucked vagina on display.

We finished breakfast then packed our bags, checked out, and got in the car to drive to the airport. On the way out, I spotted the boy who had delivered our breakfast. David noticed him also and said, "isn't that the bell boy who brought us breakfast?"

"yes," I said, a bit uncertain as to what was about to happen.

"In that case, go apologize for being such a tease, and tell him how you were punished."

"No!" I objected.

"I packed your hairbrush, Mrs. Delmar, and there's a men's room right over there that would afford us some privacy," he said with a smirk.

Damn. He was serious. Would he spank me in the men's room of a hotel lobby? He had never made an idle threat. I figured he would and didn't want to put it to the test. Judging that apologizing to the bell boy was the lesser of two evils I went up to him, heart pounding, as David had the suitcases loaded into the car. David wasn't even monitoring me. He was just assuming I would obey. I could have not done it and told him I did. But I didn't want to start our marriage being that kind of wife.

"Hi again," I said to the bell boy, feeling myself blush already. "I'm really sorry about the, you know, peep show, and what I said, about my, whatever, when you delivered breakfast." Oh, my heart was pounding, and it was sooo embarrassing.

"That's ok, Ma'am," he said nervously.

David had also insisted that I tell the bell boy how I had been punished. Ok, here goes nothing. I gulped and said, "No, it was inappropriate, and my husband wants you to know that he punished me with a spanking afterwards." Oh God. Ground open up and swallow me please. "On my bare bottom," I added gratuitously, "in my birthday suit." It had been one thing being flirty with the brunch waitress over having received a sexy spanking, it was another thing telling an eighteen-year-old boy that my husband had spanked me for punishment so intimately.

"Oh, well, golly, I'm sorry Ma'am," he said. I blushed so hard and didn't know what else to say. I stared at him. He stared at me. I quickly turned on my heels and walked quick time back to David at the car.

It was so unfair; the kid would probably be jerking off to the thought of me being spanked naked by my husband for the next month. I would be a feature player in his spank bank.

"How was that?" David asked me after I got into the car.

"Embarrassing, sir."

"Learned your lesson?" he asked with a smile.

"Yes sir," I said, so ashamed, and yet quite thrilled as well.


Chapter 16:  The Honeymooners

The rest of the drive was uneventful. The discipline felt like an underlying layer supporting our relationship. It comforted me and made me secure knowing that limits would be enforced.

We arrived at the airport, parked, and made our way to the domestic terminal. Oh... domestic. I was a bit disappointed. I had imagined a more exotic locale. David had the boarding passes on his phone, for both me and him, and he handed over my passport for me. It still had my maiden name which pissed me off. I would have to change that soonest. David checked our bags and then took me into the United Airlines lounge where we waited for our flight.

"Where are we going?" I pestered him. He had been adamant about keeping it a surprise and was not about to crack now. "So at least I can tell my folks in case there's an emergency or something," I tried as a gambit.

"Oh, they know."

"What? My parents know, and I don't know? How does that work?"

"Just fine," he said, smiling. He was not going to crack.

I went to the TV screen to study the departures. Maddeningly, it could have been any of a dozen different places. I didn't know how short David had cut the time.

"Let's go," David said suddenly. I got up and we made our way to the gate.

Los Angeles! We were going to Los Angeles, California. Well that was nice, I guess. I had never been. Maybe he had a nice seaside resort booked or something.

We boarded the plane first of anybody and went to sit in first class. Very fancy! I hadn't flown that much in my life and had never been "up front" before. We each had a little pod that could lie down totally flat, and I had my own TV for movies and such. The food was actually pretty good. There was even a little bag of first-class goodies. I was like a kid playing with all the toys. "I could get used to this," I thought, "the little barmaid made good."

We flew from the East Coast, so the flight took about five hours. It was a clear day and there were beautiful views. It was especially thrilling as we flew over the Rocky Mountains over Colorado. I could not take my eyes away.

We landed in LA, but we didn't leave the airport. We were going on a connecting flight. Sneaky!

"Where are we going?!?" I begged him.

He said, "you'll see, we still have another long flight."

We went to another lounge to wait.

When we went to board, I found out it was Tahiti! I was going to Tahiti, one of the South Sea Islands! In French Polynesia. I spoke French! I had always dreamed of going to Tahiti, home of Gaugin and beautiful women in grass skirts.

It was another long flight, this one overnight, and we tried to sleep. I was dreaming of Tahiti.


Chapter 17:  Tahiti

We disembarked and instantly I could feel the difference in the air; warm and moist. We got our luggage, passed customs, and took a taxi to a boat pier. There we embarked on a ferry for... Moorea! It was about an hour and a half on the ferry to get to the small island of Moorea, about fifteen miles off Tahiti. In Moorea we took a cab to finally arrive at our five-star resort. That was a trip and a half.

At the resort we checked in and the bell boy took us in a little golf cart to our private cabin out on a pontoon dock in the lagoon.

Moorea is a volcanic island ringed by a natural coral breakwater enclosing the lagoon. The water in the lagoon is crystal clear, super calm, and very warm. Our cabin was right out on the lagoon. There was even a little window in the floor of our living room where we could see tropical fish swimming. We had a private little deck where we could just roll into the water for a swim. The hotel provided masks, snorkels, and fins. We were honeymooning in paradise. David had outdone himself. I did not know his affairs, but I figured he must have made a lot of money.

We spent almost three full weeks in that little cabin, getting to know one another as husband and wife, making love, swimming, talking, eating.

The swimming was incredible. Each morning we rolled into the ocean in our protected lagoon. The water was warmer than the air. We always took masks and snorkels and often fins as well. The bottom was white sand with the occasional coral boulder where the tropical fish would congregate. When you got close, the colorful little fish would approach you looking for a handout. It was like swimming in a tropical aquarium. If we swam a bit further afield we got into the denser coral and saw a greater variety of sea life, including bigger fish, eels, and we even saw a shark about twenty feet away which scared the living bejesus out of me! The staff told us the sharks in the lagoon were quite harmless to humans, and very well-fed from tropical fish. But the size of the shark and the quickness with which it turned and moved chasing a fish was simply frightening.

Most of our dining was in the resort, but we occasionally went farther afield. We went to one little restaurant with a famous French chef who had retired there. Each evening they had manta ray feeding time, and the rays swarmed the restaurant which was on pontoons. It looked prehistoric, them flapping their wings in the shallow water, as if they would emerge and learn to breathe air at any moment.

We sometimes went to the resort beach to sun ourselves as a change of pace from our cabin. I had packed a cheeky little bikini that I enjoyed parading around in, half to David's chagrin and half to his delight.

One day we rented a jeep and set off on a day trip to drive all the way around the island. We hit a little strip mall sort of thing where we got some supplies. There was a jewelry store there and David bought me some beautiful big black pearl earrings. Something about my man buying me jewelry turns me on mightily (ha ha!). I wanted to jump his bones right then and there but there was no place to do that. Guys, take note.

In that same mall I noticed an upscale place that offered a full Brazilian wax. I had been thinking of doing that. I wanted to look sleeker for David, and because I had to wrestle stray pussy hairs into my bikini which was both annoying and embarrassing. I had never been waxed before, and certainly not "down there".

"Will you buy me a Brazilian wax?" I asked David.

"What's a Brazilian wax?" he asked, seriously. OMG, I couldn't believe he didn't know, or that I would now have to explain it to him.

"It's, um, well, where they take away all the hair from, um, down below," I said awkwardly.

"What, your legs?"

"Nooo. Above that, but below the tummy," I said discretely.

"Oh!" he said, suddenly getting it.


Chapter 18:  A Waxing for Julie

David had no objection, and we went in together to the waxing salon.

"Bonjour," I said in French as we walked into the waxing salon together.

"Bonjour, Monsieur, Madame," said the woman at the front desk who appeared to be the owner. "May I be of assistance?" she said, switching to accented English.

"Yes, please," I said. "I'm wondering if you have availability now for a Brazilian wax for me?"

"Yes, I do. I can do it myself. It will be $60 US dollars." she said.

I looked at David and he said, "that's fine." I don't know why I did that, deferring to him for permission and all. I had sixty bucks. It just felt right.

"Please, step this way," the lady said.

"Umm, this is my husband, we've just been married. I've never had a wax before, is it ok if he comes in to hold my hand?"

"It's, very, how you say, intime?" she said, meaning "intimate".

"That's ok," I said, blushing a bit.

"D'accord. Come along, your mari will watch."

With that we went into the waxing studio. David took a seat beside the table in handhold reach.

"Please remove your dress and your petite culotte," the lady said, referring to my panties. I kicked off my sandals, took my sun dress off and then pulled my panties down and off my feet, a bit embarrassed to be doing so. I was not wearing a bra. I was naked.

"Up, please," she said, indicating the table. I got up on the table and she directed me to lie back. She unnecessarily put a towel over my breasts. She then moved my legs so that the soles of my feet were together, and my knees were wide apart. Oh my gosh, I was totally exposed.

She started with a pair of electric clippers and shortened the longer hairs all around my pubic area and down my pussy.

"Such fair skin," she said.

She tried making conversation with us about where we were staying, what we had seen, asking about the wedding, and so on.

When it came time for the waxing, she took a wide popsicle stick and applied hot wax to my inner thighs. Ouch already. Hot. She then applied a strip of something on top of the wax and smoothed it down.

"This will hurt a little," she said. I reached out to hold David's hand and screwed my eyes shut. She ripped the strip off me.

Holy fuck! Youch! I screamed out a little.

"The things we do for beauty," she said. "I hope your husband appreciates."

I looked over at David. He had a bemused, horrified, and amused look on his face, all at the same time.

She did that repeatedly moving up my thighs. She even did it directly on my pussy lips, holding my lips taut as she ripped the hairs away. She ended at my pubic region, asking if I wanted the hair removed from there as well. In for a dime in for a dollar. I told her yes. She then removed every hair I had down there.

I thought it would surely be over at that point, but no. She had me turn onto my side and pull my top knee up towards my chest. She then made me hold my own top butt cheek open as she applied wax directly to my butt crack and anal area and then ripped away.

"Voilà, tout est terminé," she said, indicating it was all over.

Ok, that was unpleasant. The lady said it would feel a bit raw for a day or so and advised me how to care for it. She said that it gets easier if I do it more regularly, and that it will grow back thinner and easier to wax each time.

I stood up, clutching the towel to my tits, definitely feeling sore down there. I faced David and struck a little pose and said, "what do you think?"

"Ummm. It looks a bit red and raw, but I guess that will clear up?" he said, sounding concerned.

"Other than that," I asked.

"You... look like a little girl."

"Do you like, Daddy?" I asked again in a little girl voice, striking a pose.

"Oh my gosh," he said. "I like it however you like it," he said noncommittally.

The lady picked up on our play, "your young wife is very naughty, Monsier, you must give her une bonne fessée."

David looked confused.

"A good spanking," I said, translating. I turned and bent over, sticking my behind out towards him and wiggling it.

"Oh!" David said, "Consider it done." As he said it, he gave me a good slap on my bare buttocks that made me jump and yelp as the lady laughed at our antics.

I got dressed, David paid, and we took our leave. Walking was a bit painful. There was a drugstore right there and we went in to buy aftercare supplies the lady had recommended.

David had to be very gentle with me the next two days, which is something I had not anticipated. I gave him a lot of oral during that time. I must have swallowed a gallon of come! By day three it was all perfect, and perfectly smooth like a baby's butt. I liked it. David thought it was a bit pedo, but that didn't stop him from screwing my brains out, and he said he very much enjoyed going down on me in this state, as there were no pussy hairs afterwards between his teeth. At any rate, my bikini line was perfect. I kept up with the waxings even when we got back. I confess that I liked being Daddy's little girl that way and making him a bit uncomfortable yet raunchy all at the same time.


Chapter 19:  The Sex Shop

The rest of the honeymoon was blissful. Every second day we spent a few hours on the resort's beach. There were only adults there, all of them older than us. I think I got a bit of a reputation: a good one from the husbands and a bad one from their wives. I could feel the men's eyes on me whenever I went down to the water in my sexy little bikini. David didn't think it was very Christian of me giving all those older men hard-ons and trouble from their wives.

We had intended to go to the beach one day in the afternoon, and David forgot and spanked me a little more vigorously than usual before sex. We had to stay back that day, even though I begged to be allowed to go, because there was no hiding my little red caboose in my cheeky bikini, and David didn't want to give the other couples more to talk about. I was disappointed the older men at the beach wouldn't get to see my bright red cheeks and know I'd been spanked like the naughty little girl I was. Who knows, maybe the wives would have approved?

I also learned during the honeymoon that obeying my man meant doing things in bed that pushed my boundaries.

"I want to take you in the ass," David said once, out of the blue.

"No!" I said. I knew I should obey, but really, surely there was a limit to this "obey" stuff.

"It's a kind of submission," David said to me. "I want you to submit like that."

"You're too big," I complained, my resolve weakening.

"I noticed a sex shop in town. We'll buy some good lube and a set of graduated butt plugs to get you stretched out, then it won't be so bad. Besides, you enjoy it in the ass."

I blushed. I did enjoy his finger in my ass now. It made me come super hard whenever he did it, partly because it was just so dirty. But 'butt plugs'? Well, I had signed up for the obey part, so I guessed I had no choice.

"Ok, I'll try, but on one condition," I insisted.

"What's that?"

"That you have to make me. You have to spank me really hard and make me. I think I'll need to be super submissive to get in the mood for it."

"I can do that," he said with a smile.

Next day we rented our jeep and went to town. We had lunch out and then we visited the local sex shop. It was a bright and classy place. They had all sorts of fun looking toys. The whole store made me blush, but David seemed at home there. I pointed out the strap-on harnesses to David.

"Look! I could have a cock too," I said, pointing to the illustration of a young woman wearing a strap-on harness and dildo. "What's good for the goose..." I said.

"I don't think that would be in keeping with me being the head of the household," he said. "But hey, if you want to ass fuck a sissy boy someday, I'll certainly not stand in your way."

I giggled. Maybe I'd take him up on that.

"How about this?" David said, picking up a short riding crop and whipping it through the air. "Whip that little waxed pussy?"

My little waxed pussy tingled.

Embarrassingly, just then the shop girl approached us. She was about my age. I was pretty sure she had heard David's comment about whipping my pussy.

"Hi! Can I help you?" she asked in a perfect American accent.

"Yes," answered David straight away. "We're newlyweds, on our honeymoon,"

"Congratulations!"

"I want her to try anal intercourse," David said, "so we need a really good lube and something to stretch her back there."

I couldn't believe it! David was so matter of fact about it. I was embarrassed like crazy.

"Sure!" she said in a bubbly voice. "I suggest this lube. It's water-based so you can just shower it right off and it's totally hypo-allergenic and safe to use with toys. And over here we have our butt plugs. Maybe get a few different sizes?" she suggested.

"Looks good," said David. "Julie, which of these butt plugs would you feel most comfortable with?"

I looked them over, blushing. "this one," I said in a small voice, pointing at the smallest one.

"My finger's bigger than that, we'll take this one," David said, choosing the next bigger. He then selected one he thought would be the biggest I would need, which looked huge, and then picked one size in between.

"We'll take these three, the lube, and the crop."

"Yes sir," she said, perhaps picking up on his dominant nature. I felt extremely submissive just then, and very embarrassed. That girl knew, with 100% certainty, that my husband would whip me, butt plug me, and then perform anal intercourse on me for the first time that very evening! I wondered if she imagined me bent over, taking it from him up my butt. I tried glancing at her furtively, and I could see the little smile on her face.

Our next stop was a drugstore. I figured David needed something, like deodorant or toothpaste or whatever.

He went looking down the aisles, and then went down one. He picked up a couple of distilled water and saline Fleet enema kits.

"To clean you out, dirty girl," he said.

At the checkout that's all he bought. Oh blush! I thought for sure the girl at the checkout would know it was for me, for anal intercourse, but who knows, maybe she thought he was constipated or something.


Chapter 20:  Losing My Other Virginity

When we got back to the room, David got our new toys out.

"Come on, let's try out the little plug," he said.

"Nooooo. You have to make me first," I said with a pout.

David smiled, pulled me into him, undressed me, and put me across his knee. He began spanking me and asked, "are you going to obey me, young lady?"

"Not up my butt, please!" I begged, playing, making him make me.

David intensified my spanking. "In the butt, or I keep spanking." He warned.

"I'll take the spanking!" I pleaded.

He took that as further encouragement and intensified yet again. "It's not going to stop until you agree, wife."

I held out a bit longer and then said, "ok, ok, ok."

"Ok what?"

"Yes please. You can use the little butt plug in me."

"Oh, I know I can, I want you to beg me for it," he countered and resumed spanking me.

"Please, please, may I have the butt plug? I want the butt plug," I said, laughing.

"You do? That's surprising," he teased me, still spanking, the spanks getting harder.

"Please may I have the plug? Please sir! I want it. I really do!" I begged him.

"But do you really?" he asked as he continued spanking.

"Yes sir! Yes sir! My whole life the only thing I've ever wanted is to have you shove a little butt plug up my derriere, sir!"

David stopped, but kept me over his knee. "There's something we need to do first," he said and reached for the bottle of lube on the table beside him and dribbled it into and around my hole. It was cold and slimy. He used his finger to work the lube into me and fucked my bottom with his finger. He then opened one of the Fleet enemas, which was a big bulb filled with distilled water and saline and emptied the dose completely up my butt.

He then helped me to my feet.

"Oh, I 'gotta go!" I said as soon as I stood.

"Hold it in. Let it do its work."

I held my hand behind me, using it to push my butt cheeks together. Pretty soon I was cramping mildly and squirming and doing a little do-do dance. "Please!" I begged.

"Two more minutes."

"Ohhhhh! No more minutes, no more minutes!" I begged. but he made me keep standing there, in increasing discomfort and desperation.

He was looking at his watch and said, "ok, you may go." I ran to the bathroom, slammed the door, and flung myself onto the toilet. I expelled a huge quantity of disgusting smelling water. Yuck! I had to sit there for five minutes or so as the remnants dribbled out of me. I then had a shower and washed myself very thoroughly. I emerged sheepishly from the bathroom.

"All cleaned out?" David asked me. I nodded yes.

He took me back over his knee, parted my cheeks, and inspected. How humiliating.

"Looks clean," he said.

"It is..."

He put more lube into me and then lubed the smallest of the three butt plugs. It was black and cone-shaped with a round base. He put its tip into me and began pressing it in.

"Take it," he told me. "Relax. Take it. Pretend you're doing a number two."

I took his advice, and tried pushing out, confident I had nothing left in me that could come out, and the plug popped right in. Oooh!

"How's that?"

"It's ok…"

David played with the plug a little and pushed it in and out and in and out.

"That's looking looser. Let's go up a size."

David pulled the plug, lubed me up some more, lubed the midsized plug, and pushed that into me. This one filled me up more. When it was in David said, "Let's let that one stretch you out for a bit."

He took the remaining plug and the lube and me into the bedroom. He put me on the bed, and we lay there and kissed.

"Shall we go up a size?" David asked me

"Ooooh. Do we have to?" I asked.

"You know what's coming at the end. We can either get there gradually or all at once," he counselled.

"Gradually, sir," I said, thinking it the wiser choice.

David put me onto my side, my knees at my chest, and pulled out the medium plug. He then lubed me some more and lubed the largest of the three plugs. This one felt bigger and hurt going in. We had to back off several times and try again. It took a while but eventually we got it in. I felt royally stuffed.

"Let's keep that one in for an hour, and then we'll call you ready."

Oh no. Plugged for a full hour?

I put on my robe and we watched some TV. I felt very submissive, squirming, with my butt filled up like that, especially knowing what was coming next.

"How do you feel?"

I squirmed on my plug and said, "horny…"

He said, "good."

When the TV show was over, David said "time for sex!"

Oh great. I got up and waddled over to where David stowed our purchases. I got the riding crop and handed it to him with my head bowed and my butt plugged. David took it from me and whipped it through the air. I figured I needed extra encouragement for my first butt fucking.

David took me to bed and put me down face up on it. He made me put my soles together and bend my knees, like we had done at the waxing salon. He used the riding crop and played it up and down my tummy, tits, low abdomen, inner thighs, and pussy. He used it gently and sensuously and worked me up as the plug continued plugging me deep in the ass. The whippings to all my sensitive spots both stung and felt good all at the same time.

He then made me kneel with my butt high and my head down. He gently pulled the plug out. Then he undressed. He came beside me, his hard-on raging, and asked if I was ready.

"Whip me," I demanded.

David took up the crop and whipped my ass with it. "Harder!" I demanded. He went harder. The strokes hurt like crazy. He whipped me hard, from the center of my butt down to the tops of my thighs. He left long raised welts, I found out later. As he whipped, I got my head into its most submissive headspace so I would be properly prepared to accept my husband into my back passage.

When the whipping became too much I begged, "Oh, please. No more whipping, sir. Fuck me. Fuck me in the ass, sir."

David got behind me and lubed me up. My asshole had never felt looser. His fingers went in easily. He then put the tip of his penis at the entrance to my anus and gently pushed. It hurt and I gritted my teeth and then the tip of his penis penetrated me. He paused then, just letting me get used to his girth.

"Ok, go ahead, green light."

David gently pushed in about halfway, and then pulled back, and then pushed back in again. Each time he pushed in he went deeper until he was balls deep into me. He paused there as I squirmed my ass around his cock. I put my right hand between my legs and rubbed my clit.

"Go, go, do it," I said as I rubbed myself.

David started fucking me in my ass. Gently at first, but full strokes, gradually getting faster and faster until it became a proper ass fucking. It hurt, but not in any way I could put a finger on. It was also very sexy, the thought and feeling of my husband doing that. Partly for myself, and partly to encourage him, I started vigorously rubbing my clit and moaning.

I could feel David getting more and more excited, and I reveled in offering myself to him in this way. I would be sexually obedient. I would be the best wife I could possibly be. I recited Ephesians to myself, "Wives, submit to your husbands as to the Lord, because the husband is the head of the wife", and also, "But as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit to their husbands in everything." And, Corinthians, "The wife's body does not belong to her alone but also to her husband." I thought all of this as David continued giving me anal intercourse. It pleased him. That was good enough for me.

At a certain point he spasmed into me and shot his hot load deep up my ass. As he was doing that, I put myself over the edge and came from my finger desperately diddling my clit.

"How was that?" he asked me.

"It was nice," I said. I wasn't lying. "I'm glad you stretched me out first, though."

"It was beautiful how you submitted."

I beamed and said, "You can take me any way you want, any time you want. You're my husband."


Chapter 21:  Off to Church

It was a lovely honeymoon, and most people would have dreaded coming home, but for me it was the start of my married life and I was excited about that.

I officially moved all my stuff to David's condo and gave up my apartment. I did all the paperwork to change my name to Julie Delmar. We had committed to going to church, so that was high on the agenda.

Our first Sunday back we headed off to church to attend service. When we got there the Pastor greeted David and me. He told me to go to a certain room for classes, which would occur at the same time as the service. I would join services with the rest of the congregation after my conversion course was over. Mrs. Parsons, who was in room B23, would fill me in on the details. I went looking for the room and got a bit lost, but eventually found my way. There must have been some mistake, though, because that room was entirely filled with little kids. I knocked at the open door to get the lady's attention at the front, and said, "Hello. I'm looking for Mrs. Parsons?"

"Yes dear," she said, "I am she. Are you Julie?"

"Yes," I said, confused.

"Please come in and take a seat."

"Ahhh, where's the adults' class?" I asked, getting a bit testy.

"You'll be joining us in the children's class."

"No, I will not."

"But, dear…" she started to say.

"No 'but dear'. There is no f-ing way I will be joining a children's class," I said, getting quite hot in the head. I had almost said the word "fucking" but realized there were children there and changed it to "f-ing".

I was very offended. This was ridiculous. I was not going to sit with a bunch of Sunday School kids. I thought it was probably because I had dropped out of University they thought I was some kind of idiot and were lording it over me. I stormed off heading back to the church doors. If they meant to humiliate me like this, then fuck Christianity. The deal was off. I stormed out of the church and got an Uber back to the condo, fuming. I texted David from the car, "I'm going home by Uber. FUCK your FUCKING church." SEND. That felt good.

David did not text me back. He had probably turned his phone to silent during the sermon. I shouldn't have used the word 'fuck' in my text to him. But I thought I was justified in being angry, and I felt I needed to communicate that in no uncertain terms. I was sure David wouldn't go along with this humiliation of his wife. We would find a different church somewhere. One that would treat a prospective convert with a little respect.

An hour or so later I got a return text from David.

"What happened?" it said.

What happened? I'll tell him what happened: "They wanted me to attend Sunday School with a bunch of little kids. No way!"

"I'll look into it. You at home?"

"Yes."

"Stay there." He texted.

I couldn't tell if he was mad at me or not. But I was sure that once he investigated and found that they did send me to kid's Sunday School he would side with me. I waited nervously for him to return.

Finally, I heard the key in the lock and David open the door. He walked in. He looked angry.

"Get the hairbrush," he said darkly.

"No!" I said, getting angry again and stomping my foot. "I am not about to attend Sunday School with a bunch of little kids! Just because I'm a University dropout doesn’t mean I'm dumb!" I screamed at him.

He crossed his arms in front of his chest and said. "You weren't going there as a pupil; you were going there to be Mrs. Parson's teaching assistant. Adult classes don't start for another couple of months."

What? "She… she didn't tell me that," I protested.

"Did you give her a chance to tell you that?"

I thought back on the interaction.

"No," I said, suddenly realizing what a complete and utter fool I had made of myself.

"Get the hairbrush," David repeated.

Oh no. Oh crap. I had royally screwed this one up.

"I'm sorry… I didn't realize…"

"Get the hairbrush," he said, darkening more.

"Yes sir," I said and went to the dressing table and picked up the heavy ebony hairbrush with my monogrammed initial in it. "I'm sorry?" I said as I handed it to him.

"Take off your clothes, put the spanking chair in front of the couch, put the hairbrush on it, and then go stand with your nose in the corner until I cool down enough to be in a fit state to punish you."

"Yes sir," I said. Oh, what a mess!

I did as I was told and stripped to bare. I placed the dining room spanking chair into the center of the living room and the wicked hairbrush on its seat. I then went to stand in the corner with my arms crossed behind my back and my nose touching both walls. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. I was so fucking in for it.

After what seemed like a very long time, I heard David calmly say, "Julie, come out of the corner, hands on your head, and face me."

I removed my nose from the corner, put my hands on my head, took a deep breath, and turned to face my husband. I was completely bare. My misbehaving ways and the state of my pussy made me feel like I was eight years old again.

"What did you say to Mrs. Parsons as you were leaving?" he asked.

Uh oh. He had heard about that. Maybe he hadn't heard all of it, though. "I said something like I was not about to join a children's class…"

"Do you know what a lie of omission is, young lady?" he asked me, eerily calmly.

"Yes, sir," I said.

"And do you really think now is a good time to be lying to me?"

"No, sir."

"What did you say to Mrs. Parsons as you were leaving?" he asked again.

"Ummm… I said there was no f-ing way I would join a children's class?"

"No f-ing way? That's what you said to Mrs. Parsons?" he asked incredulously.

"Yes sir. I didn't use the other word, sir," I said, hoping to salvage something.

"Oh, so that's just fine then. Using the word 'f-ing' in front of a room full of children and to Mrs. Parsons."

"Sorry sir, I was mad."

"And were you still mad when you texted me?"

"Yes sir."

"And what word did you text to me, twice. Say it aloud," he demanded.

"Fuck, sir."

"And what did I say would be the consequences if you used that word again, much less to Mrs. Parsons and a roomful of impressionable children?"

"You would wash my mouth out with soap sir, and you would paddle me."

He strode over to me, took my wrist in his hand, and dragged me towards the guest bathroom. Oh no. I was going to get my mouth washed out!

David started running the water lukewarm. He went into the cabinet and got a fresh bar of Ivory soap and opened it. He lathered up the bar in his hands under the water and then said, "open."

I opened my mouth, and he pushed the bar of soap in and started scrubbing it all around inside of my mouth. Oh, it tasted gross! He went back to re-lather it several times and made a thorough job of coating the entire inside of my mouth including my teeth, my tongue, my cheeks, and my soft palate. Pretty soon I was dribbling suds out of my mouth and they were running down my chest and onto my bare breasts. I almost gagged a couple of times during the mouth soaping. "Hold this in your mouth," he said, sticking the bar halfway in, "and bite down on it." I bit down into the warm softened soap.

"You DO NOT use that word in anger or in polite company, am I making myself clear?" he asked.

"Gwoo Gwoop" is all I could say, but I nodded my head vigorously up and down. The soap tasted terrible.

"Come here," he said, and he dragged me again by my arm back over to the spanking chair. I still had a mouthful of suds and the bar of soap stuck into my teeth. "I'm going to make this quick but memorable," David said as he picked up the hairbrush from the chair, sat, and pulled me flying over his lap.

He started in immediately paddling my butt with the hairbrush. The very first stroke was intensely painful, and it just got worse from there. The noises I made, with a bar of soap in my mouth, were something horrible. I was screaming, such as I could, violently and uncontrollably kicking my legs, tears of pain were running down my cheeks, and soap was foaming out of my mouth. David roasted my buns thoroughly.

David finished spanking me and stood me on my feet. I clutched at my dreadfully punished rear cheeks. David dragged me straight back to the bathroom. He made me open and had to pry the bar of soap out of my mouth as I had bit deeply into it with both top and bottom teeth. When it came out there were deep teeth marks on both sides, and I had practically bit through it. He told me to rinse my mouth. I desperately dove for the sink, turned on the cold water, and shoveled water into my mouth with my hands, swishing and spitting repeatedly. Despite how much I rinsed, there was still the taste of soap in my mouth. When David lost patience with me, he sent me back to my corner for a half an hour to "think about what you've done".

I went back to what was becoming known to me as my punishment corner and stuck my nose into it, clasping my arms behind my back. The taste of yucky soap was still in my mouth.

When my half hour was up, David said. "Julie, your time is up, you may come out of the corner."

I ran straight to David, hugged him and said, "I'm soooo sorry. I screwed up royally!"

"You sure did. Mrs. Parsons and the Pastor were not impressed."

"Can I make it up to them somehow?" I asked pleadingly.

"I just don't even know, Julie. I'll go talk with them tomorrow and try to work something out."

"I'm so sorry. And I was so stupid. They wanted me as a teaching assistant. That would have been fine. I want to work with kids. Why am I so stupid?"

"You're not stupid, you just… seem to have a bit of a chip on your shoulder and lack a certain humility."

"I'll do better. I can go with you and apologize."

"Let me try to smooth it out first, but I'm sure an apology would be welcomed at some point."

"Ok. Please tell them how sorry I am."

"I will. Now go get dressed, and let's make some lunch."

"I'll make you a sandwich," I said, looking up at him with the biggest doe eyes I could manage.

He laughed and tussled my hair. "Tomato and prosciutto on focaccia bread, then you're forgiven, by me at least," he added.

Phew. All was well in the world again, other than a very, very sore bottom and the persistent aftertaste of Ivory soap in my mouth. Yes, we had a problem we needed to sort with Mrs. Parsons and the Pastor, but together we would work it out somehow.


Chapter 22:  An Arrangement is Made

David made an appointment to see them on Monday. I was very anxious all day. It would be miserable if David had to change churches on my account.

When he returned after his meeting I asked anxiously, "well? Is it ok?"

"We worked out a solution, but you're not going to like it."

"I don't care. What is it?"

"They want you to perform penance."

"How does that work?" I asked, not knowing the ways of the Church insofar as "penance" goes. Was it a certain number of hours of community service, cleaning their washrooms, or some number of Hail Mary's or whatever?

"They want you to attend Sunday School."

"That's fine. I never had a problem with that. I can help Mrs. Parsons."

"No, you don't understand. They want you to attend Sunday School, as a pupil, not as a teaching assistant."

"What… what does the mean?"

"It means you get treated like any of the children. You sit on the carpet during story time, you have milk and cookies, you lie down on the carpet during nap time, you do your coloring book when told, you put your hand up to speak. You follow all the rules for the children. The works."

I blushed five shades of red.

"You can't… you don't… expect me… to…" I sputtered.

"I do expect you to. It was a compromise. They wanted to kick you out of the Church entirely, and I can't blame them. As it is, they think you need be humbled. It's a Christian thing, humility. Pride is the original sin. It was why Eve bit the apple. They want you to read C. S. Lewis on the subject. I wrote the reference down here. His collected talks in the book Mere Christianity, Book 3, Chapter 8, The Great Sin."

"Yes sir," I said piteously.

"And Mrs. Parsons would like to see you dressed appropriately," continued David.

"And what does that mean?" I asked, alarmed.

"I don't know. Whatever an eight-year-old girl would wear to church. You figure it out, but it had better satisfy Mrs. Parsons."

"yes sir," I said despondently.

This would be so humbling, but that was the idea.


Chapter 23:  Preparing for Penance

I got the C. S. Lewis book and I read the chapter David had told me to on Pride. It was compelling all right. I could see why they wanted me to read it.

According to Christian teachers, the essential vice, the utmost evil, is Pride. Unchastity, anger, greed, drunkenness, and all that, are mere fleabites in comparison: it was through Pride that the devil became the devil: Pride leads to every other vice: it is the complete anti-God state of mind.

I had to admit that it was nothing but foolish Pride that had gotten me into this. I was "too good" to be in a children's class. Pride made me see red at the merest suggestion of it. With a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach I knew that my penance was just and appropriate. It would be so incredibly humbling to see this through; but I determined to do it to my utmost and prove to them that I had learned my lesson and could be humble.

I didn't have any suitable clothes, so I had to shop, and that was already embarrassing. I settled on a plaid knee-length schoolgirl skirt, a plain white blouse, white woolen knee socks, and a pair of flat patent leather Mary Jane shoes. It certainly looked childish enough, but it could be worn by a grownup. Maybe.

When David got home that evening, I told him I had bought my Sunday School clothes. He insisted I model them for him so he could see if they seemed appropriate. I went to the bedroom and put the clothes on and came back out again. David looked me up and down, circling around me.

"You look like my daughter, now," he said.

"Well whose fault is that?" I said in exasperation, already starting to lose my humility, but catching it.

"Yours," he answered. He was right of course.

"What have you got under there," he asked as he lifted my skirt. I had not changed my panties. I had on a cheeky red and black pair, one of David's favorites.

"Those won't do," he said.

"Who's going to see?" I asked him.

"Well, if Mrs. Parsons has to take you potty, she might."

"She's not going to take me to the toilet!"

"Julie, it's the rule, she has to, and you agreed to abide by the children's rules, and you know how small your bladder is…"

"David!"

"It's true, you're always making me stop."

"Oh! Fine. I have a white cotton panty I can wear."

"Great, and maybe something to flatten those breasts as well?" he added.

"I have a sports bra that's too small," I said, defeated. I would wear whatever I had to in order to prove I could be humble and get this behind us.

"And your hair. Maybe put it in pigtails or something?" he said.

"yes sir," I sighed.

"And no makeup," he added.

"yes sir."


Chapter 24:  Back to Sunday School

On the fateful day, I dressed, did my hair as required, and had a freshly scrubbed face. David and I drove to church together. The Pastor was at the front door of the church greeting the congregation as they came in. I felt ridiculous.

When we got to him David said, "Julie, don't you have something to say to the Pastor?"

This was so humiliating. My outfit. The situation. The Pastor looked at me intently.

I looked down at my Mary Janes and said, "I'm very sorry, Pastor, for the trouble I caused you and Mrs. Parsons, and for being so rude to her…"

"Apology accepted, young lady. Let us see if you can demonstrate some humility over the next several weeks and then we shall decide what to do with you after that."

"Yes Pastor. Thank you, Pastor," I said and quickly hurried into the church. It hit home for me. I was being punished and had only myself to blame.

David went to sit with the adults attending service. I went down into the basement to find Mrs. Parsons' Sunday School class.

It seemed as if all the children had already arrived. I stood at the door and knocked softly.

"Ah, Julie," said Mrs. Parsons. "I wasn't sure you would be joining us. Come to the front of the class, girl." I went to the front and faced the class. There were several titters from some of the older girls. "This is Julie, everyone. She'll be joining us as a new pupil from now on. Some of you may remember her from her outburst last week. What have you to say for yourself, Julie?"

"I'm sorry for the way I spoke to you, Mrs. Parsons, and for the bad language I used."

"I understand you've had your mouth washed out for it and that you were given a spanking. Is that right?" asked Mrs. Parsons.

"Yes Ma'am," I said amongst more titters from the class, blushing deeply. David had told her and no doubt the Pastor about my punishment.

"Let that be a lesson, children," Mrs. Parsons said, addressing the class. "If you use bad words, your Mommy or Daddy may wash your mouth out with soap and give you a spanking."

Oh, floor, please open up and just suck me in. I want to leave!

"Go have a seat with the other children, Julie."

Oh boy. She wasn't about to let me off the hook until she got her pound of flesh. All I could do was grin and bear it. I found an empty little school desk in the middle of the room and squeezed myself into it, still blushing fiercely.

The class was incredibly humbling for me. We were all handed out little bible workbooks that had a short bible story on one page in big print, and then a coloring book on the opposite page we were required to color in. Things like Jonah and the whale, or Daniel and the lion. I was always good at coloring and did a really good job on mine, staying completely inside the lines. Mrs. Parsons passed by all the children and gave me a gold star sticker on my Daniel in the Lion's Den.

"Story time, gather around on the carpet," said Mrs. Parsons. All the children were excited and rushed to get a good spot sitting cross legged on the carpet in front of Mrs. Parsons who sat in a rocking chair at the front. She had a Bible storybook with colorful pictures. She read the story of Jonah's Ark and the Great Flood. I was embarrassed to say that while I certainly had heard of it, I did not know the story at all, about the Tower of Babel and how God got angry with how wicked men were.

At the end of the story Mrs. Parsons asked if there were any questions. Nobody put up their hand. But there was the obvious question, so I gingerly put my finger up in the air.

"Yes, Julie, do you have a question?" she asked.

"Yes Ma'am," I said. "If God is good, why did he hurt so many people in the flood?"

"He didn't only hurt them, He killed them," Mrs. Parsons said. "But it's a very good question, Julie. If God is good, why did he kill so many people?" Mrs. Parsons gathered herself for a moment and then answered.

"The God of the old testament was a vengeful God. But eventually he sent Jesus, and Jesus came and sacrificed Himself on the cross to cleanse us of our sins – 'Forgive them Father for they know not what they do'. And Our Father forgave us our sins and gave us all a path to salvation, through Jesus Christ our Lord and Savior, for even the worst sinner."

Wow. That was… kind of deep. I had a newfound respect for Mrs. Parsons.

"Milk and cookies now children, and then you can play for ten minutes before your nap."

All the kids cheered. They were all so cute. I knew I wasn't supposed to, but I couldn't resist helping some of the littler kids to get their milk and cookies, and then afterwards I played dolls with some of the little girls, reminding them to share. I had not been with little kids a lot, but these children delighted me. At one point I glanced up and saw Mrs. Parsons looking at me. I was worried that I might be in trouble for helping too much. But she just smiled at me and nodded in a satisfied sort of way, and I almost cried at the quality of forgiveness I felt just then.

"Nap time, children," Mrs. Parson's said.

I helped some of my little playmates get settled and then lay down myself and closed my eyes, contented.

At the end of the class Mrs. Parsons said that nap time was over, and we may go back to playing, and we were not to leave until our Mommies and Daddies came to pick us up. I figured that applied equally to me, so I went back to playing, this time with some little boys and their toy trucks in the sand area and tried to keep things at least a little under control.

The children's parents came. I'm sure they all looked at me and wondered who I was and what my role was, I could see a few out of the corner of my eye pointing at me and gossiping. I was sure the church gossip would soon spread about why I was in Sunday School and not as a teacher's aide. The parents were all quite a bit older than I, I would say in their 30's and even 40's to my 23. I was midway between their children and their ages.

David showed up at the door, and I told my little boy friends that I had to go now. "Awwww!" they said, but I told them I'd be back next week, and then I went over to David.

"How was Sunday School," he asked.

"Great!" I said, meaning it.

Mrs. Parsons came up to us.

"Did Julie behave?" David asked Mrs. Parsons.

"She certainly did," she answered. "And Mr. Delmar, let me say that you have an absolutely delightful young wife. She has demonstrated a tremendous amount of humility. I think she has a lot of promise and potential as a fine Christian wife and mother."

I found myself beaming at her words.

As we left to go to the car David said, "well I don't know what you did, but you sure turned that around."

"It's because I'm a very… good… girl," I told him.

In the parking lot I turned to him and said, "Kiss me?"

"I can't. You look like a twelve-year-old. They'll think you're my daughter."

"Oh!" I complained.

"Get your behind in the car or I'll give it a smack."

"I wish!" I said as I pouted and put myself into the passenger seat.


Chapter 25:  Punished at Church

I returned to Sunday School for the next several weeks. Gradually Mrs. Parsons had me helping more and more until I was effectively acting as her teaching assistant. I still came in fresh face and wore my little uniform and pigtails, and still had milk and cookies and nap time with the kids and played with them which I enjoyed tremendously. I was not required to color in my workbook, though, and spent that time helping some of the younger children do theirs.

It was on the fourth week when I had made my rounds with the children's coloring books and I went off to the side to surf some social media on my phone. I had a storybook in front of my phone so the children would not see me doing it.

"Ahem," said Mrs. Parsons, standing above me. "Give it to me," she said, holding out her hand. I blushed and handed her my phone. "After class get your husband and meet me in my office and I'll give you your phone back," she said. Uh Oh. I was in trouble. I wondered if David would consider this a spanking offense. Of course he would.

At the end of class David came to get me as usual. I took him to the side and told him we had to wait and go see Mrs. Parsons in her office after class. David asked why, and I had to admit what I had done. He looked at me with a sad face. I could already feel my butt tingling from the spanking I knew I had earned as soon as he got me home. I hoped it would be just with his hand, not the hairbrush.

Once the children had all cleared and Mrs. Parsons had left the classroom, we gave her a few minutes and then knocked on her office door which adjoined the classroom. It seemed to be a multi-purpose room, as it had Mrs. Parsons desk, and some filing cabinets. It also had something that would play a much greater role in my immediate life than I ever could have imagined at the time: a baby changing station, but that's a story for later.

"Come," Mrs. Parsons said, and David and I walked in. "Ah, Mr. Delmar, I'm afraid your young wife has broken a serious rule in my classroom."

"So I understand," David said.

"There is NO cellphone use, outside emergency calling, anywhere inside the church, and especially not inside the classroom. What if one of the children had seen her making a mockery of the church rules?"

I felt bad. I said, "I'm sorry Mrs. Parsons."

"Did you know that was a church rule, Julie?" she asked me.

"Yes Ma'am."

"And yet you did it anyway. Putting yourself above the church rules."

"I'm very sorry. I won't ever do it again."

"Harumph. And I thought we were getting somewhere teaching you the importance of humility."

"I agree with Mrs. Parsons," said David. "Very poor showing, Julie, especially given what we're trying to achieve with Sunday School." I blushed hard at that. They were both right of course.

"How do you suggest we deal with her, Mrs. Parsons," asked David.

"If she were an actual child, and you her father, I would have recommended a good sound spanking."

I knew it was heading this way, but to have it discussed so openly was highly embarrassing.

"I'll definitely give her that the moment I get her home, but tell me, in addition to the parents, didn't you used to discipline the children yourself back in the day?"

This was headed in an uncomfortable direction!

"Oh, that was many years ago now," she answered, looking wistful. "I think it was fifteen years ago that the church changed the rules on that, much to the detriment of the children."

"Perhaps we can make an exception in Julie's case?" What?

"No, we couldn't possibly," said Mrs. Parsons. Phew.

"What if Julie were to request it. In writing?" asked David. That surprised Mrs. Parsons, and she seemed to seriously consider it.

"If it was her request… and in writing… possibly. I would need to check with the Pastor."

"Julie," said David, "sit down. Take a piece of paper and a pen, and write the following:

I, Julie Delmar request and grant full permission to Mrs. Parsons to apply traditional corporal punishment at her sole discretion for the purpose of disciplining me.

Oh no. This was going very south very quickly. I sighed and wrote out the words my husband required me to write.

"Now date it and sign it. I'll witness it. There we go Mrs. Parsons," said David, then handed her the piece of paper. She took it and left the room, saying she would be back in a moment.

We sat in silence for the several minutes it took for Mrs. Parsons to check with the Pastor. When she returned, she slipped my signed and witnessed note into her top desk drawer and said that the Pastor had approved the use of corporal punishment in my case.

"Well this brings me back many years," said Mrs. Parsons as she stood and went to a filing cabinet on the wall and brought out a short, thick leather strap and put it on the table. She then went back and took out a large wooden holed paddle and put it next to it. "This is the strap, and this is the paddle. We used to apply the strap to the palms of naughty girls' and boys' hands. For the paddle, we had the boys and girls bend over the desk, lower their trousers or raise their skirts, and applied a half dozen vigorous strokes to their backsides."

"How about a half dozen of each," suggested David, "followed up by a spanking at home as well, of course."

"Ah, how you bring me back to better times, Mr. Delmar, when parents and teachers mutually supported one another. If a child received a spanking at school, they'd get double at home and cry themselves to sleep without supper. None of these ridiculous lawsuits you hear about nowadays."

"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Parsons," said David.

"I very much approve of how you maintain discipline with your wife, Mr. Delmar, and I thank you for the trust you are putting in me to do the same. Now Julie, stand up. Face me. Hold your right hand out at chest level, palm up. Put your left hand palm up as well underneath to support it. Don't you dare move, or we will repeat the stroke. Three to each palm."

Whatever, I thought, how bad could this be?

Mrs. Parsons picked up the strap and held it in her right hand. She allowed the end of the strap to touch my palm. Then she pulled back and whipped the heavy leather strap directly down onto my palm. Holy shit! That hurt! It was all I could do to not move it. Mrs. Parsons lined up for the second stroke and then brought it down again. Ouch!!!! She smirked a little as she looked at me. Tears were already forming in my eyes, just from the pain. "Last one," she said, and cracked the strap down a third time on my right palm. After the stroke I instantly closed my hand into a fist and pulled it back tightly into my body.

"Other hand," she said imperiously. "Nnnnnnoooooo, please," I begged. "Other hand, girl," she repeated more sternly. I held it out and supported it with my right, shaking now like a leaf. I received three fiery strokes to that palm as well which had me completely in tears by the end, and clutching both fists tightly into my body, and then shaking my hands out.

"Effective," commented Mrs. Parsons. Oh yes!

"Now bend over the desk, you still have the paddle coming," she said.

I quickly leaned over the desk and grabbed the far side with my sore hands. Mrs. Parsons went behind me and pulled my skirt way up above my waist, draping it over my back. I then felt her grab the waistband of my white cotton panties and she pulled them up taut against my buttocks.

"This brings back many memories, Mr. Delmar, of better times, when young ladies were well-behaved, or they would find themselves where your young wife finds herself now."

She picked up the large wooden holed paddle, patted it on my butt a few times, hauled back, and swung it hard into my lower bottom cheeks. I had never felt anything like that before! The wood seared into my bottom flesh. It felt bruised on the very first stroke. I tightened my grip on her desk and held on for dear life. She delivered five more, every bit as hard. By the end I was gritting my teeth tightly and crying copiously. She let me up and I reached back with my sore palms to rub my sore bottom cheeks.

"I expect a thank you, young lady."

"Thank you for… punishing me," I said between tears.

"You're very welcome, dear. Now kiss the paddle."

She held out the paddle for me to kiss. I bent over and did so, then Mrs. Parsons put the implements back into the cabinet. "Many tears covering that paddle," she mused.

"Here's your cell phone," she said to me. Before handing it back she had a warning for me: "But listen to me, young lady, and listen well. I now have this slip of paper in my desk. The strap and the paddle are for the older boys and girls. If I have cause to punish you again, I'll do to you as I would a child next time: across my knee. I will raise your skirt above your waist, lower your underwear to below your knees, and use that leather strap on your bare bottom for a very long time until you have learned your lesson and are howling like a six-year-old. Do I make myself clear?"

Oh my gosh. Would she really? Could she? Looking into her eyes I did not doubt it. As she said this, my knees knocked together and then I doubled over and put my hands to my vagina, as I felt the completely involuntary urge to pee my panties.

Mrs. Parsons looked at me with a smirk, handed my phone to David, and said, "I think this young lady needs to be taken to go potty."

It was true, I had peed my panties a little bit as Mrs. Parsons described what would happen if I was naughty again, and I had to run to the toilet to relieve myself before the stream would come out. I suspect I was not the first little boy or girl to be in danger of wetting themselves in front of Mrs. Parsons' stern demeanor.


Chapter 26:  Cornered in the Classroom

We went home after my paddling and David and I both inspected my butt. The paddle had left deep purple bruises on my low ass cheeks. David decided I had been spanked enough for that day and decided to put off my spanking from him until my butt had mostly healed from the paddle. After three days my butt was back to its lily-white state, and David did give me a spanking, but only with his hand, and it seemed a bit half-hearted to me, though I did not complain. I figured he thought the strap and the paddle from Mrs. Parsons were sufficient punishment but felt compelled to do at least a token follow through at home, which I was grateful was not worse.

Next week at church was uneventful, as was the week after. I got in trouble again on the third week, and it was not pretty.

It wasn't really my fault; it was this little shit of a six-year-old boy that caused all the trouble. I was bending over helping one of the little girls when this Satan-spawn of a child, Daniel Ferndorf, snuck up behind me with a sharpened pencil, went under my skirt without me realizing it at first, and pierced me in the right low butt cheek with it.

I instantly turned on him and yelled "BAD!" and slapped him across his face all in one motion. He fell to the floor and started bawling like a total baby. Oh shit! I hadn't meant to hit him that hard.

"Julie!" I heard Mrs. Parsons yell from across the room. She rushed over and went straight to the boy and started comforting him. There was a vivid red mark across his left cheek where I had struck him.

"What is the meaning of this?" she asked, turning to me.

"He… poked me," I said. It sounded week even to me.

"And so you struck him hard enough on his cheek to send him reeling? What has gotten into you? You could have injured this child. Given him a concussion even!"

"It was… with a sharp pencil."

"There is NO excuse for losing your temper like that. NONE whatsoever. Come here!" I realized I had best shut up as everything I said only made her justly angrier. She grabbed me by my ear lobe and brought me over to the front left corner of the classroom. "Nose in the corner! Do not move until I tell you to," she said. How utterly, completely, humiliating, amongst a classroom full of children to be the one with my nose in the corner.

The child's parents were called out of the service and everything was explained to them as I was kept standing facing the corner. The parents, Connie and Mike Ferndorf, were livid, of course, that I had struck their precious little monster, and they even discussed pressing charges against me. As they said that, I got very nervous. Would I be sent to jail? I felt the sudden urge to pee. I have a very nervous bladder in these situations. Mrs. Parsons managed to talk them out of that, but only by telling them that I would be severely disciplined.

"How?" the wife asked.

"We have permission from the Pastor, from her, and from her husband, to dispense corporal punishment. She will be put across my knee and leathered so severely that she will not be able to sit comfortably for quite some time." As I heard that, so did her husband, and any of the older children within earshot. I knew all their eyes were on me as I stood with my nose in the corner. Again, I felt the uncontrollable need to pee building up, and I squirmed my legs together to stave it off.

"I'll need photographic evidence," the wife said.

"You shall have it," said Mrs. Parsons. Oh no.

The husband and wife then came up to me. The wife, Connie, said, "Look at me." I turned my head to face her. My eyes were red and wet from crying. She was at least a decade older than I. I was a child to her. "You do not ever strike a child in anger, young lady. Ever."

"I'm sorry," I said.

"I trust not as sorry as you're going to be," she said to me with real vengeance in her voice.

She then looked across the room towards Mrs. Parsons and asked her, "will it be on the bare?"

"It will," she replied.

Connie turned back to me. "Do you hear that, young lady? You will be put across Mrs. Parsons' knee like a child with your bottom bared and leathered until you cannot sit, and you deserve everything you get and more in my opinion."

As she said that aloud, I began hyperventilating and the urge to pee became completely irresistible. I squirmed in my corner, holding my knees tightly together and then shot my hands to my vagina over my skirt.


Chapter 27:  An Embarrassing Incident

"What are you doing?" asked the wife, seeing my gyrations.

I couldn't… couldn't… hold it any longer and I wailed aloud and started peeing my panties, feeling the urine dribbling down my leg.

"My goodness," said the wife. "Mrs. Parsons, she's wetting herself!"

"What?" said Mrs. Parsons and ran across the room to me, grabbed my arm, and turned me around to face the room. "Julie! Stop that. Now!"

"I can't!" I wailed, as the pee continued gushing down my legs to puddle on the floor.

Mrs. Parsons hurried across the room to get several absorbent pads and put them down on the floor near my feet. She then got an empty plastic bin and brought it over to me. "Take off your shoes and socks and put them in the bin. Hold your blouse up," she told me, and I hiked my blouse up a bit. She then put her hands on the waistband of my skirt and began removing it.

"No! Please!" I begged, having my skirt removed in front of the husband and his wife, and all the children. With soaking wet panties!

"Shush! We can't have this get wet as well or you'll have nothing to wear home." The skirt comes off around the waist and Mrs. Parsons removed it completely leaving my pee-soaked, full-cut, white cotton panties on complete display. I looked down. And saw that the lips of my vagina were evident through the soaked material of my panty.

"Waaaaaaa!" I wailed like a little girl at the mortifying indignity. I heard one of the older, meaner girls say to the other children, "Look. Ewww. She peed herself!"

"Julie peed herself! Julie peed herself!" came the chant from the other children.

"Children!" said Mrs. Parsons sternly, raising her voice to the class. "Do not tease another pupil like that. Go sit at your desks quietly and finish your workbooks." The children settled down immediately when Mrs. Parsons raised her voice at them.

With the children settled, Mrs. Parsons turned back to me and began pulling my panties down my legs. "No! No! No! Please no! Not my panties! Please!" Mrs. Parsons and the two parents arranged themselves around me to block the view of the children. But the husband and wife could certainly see. Mike Ferndorf would see my pee-soaked vagina!

Mrs. Parsons angrily pulled my wet panties down my legs and off and threw them into the bin. She seemed to forget I was a grown woman with a grown man watching and was treating me as she would a six-year-old charge. My hands were occupied holding my blouse up and out of the way. My vagina was completely bare facing the three of them as tears streamed down my face.

"Look at how the trollop keeps herself," Connie Ferndorf said, pointing to my completely waxed genitals for her husband's benefit, as if he could not notice for himself!

Mrs. Parsons took an unused absorbent pad and used it up and down my legs and inner thighs and… vagina. Shen then turned me around and put me back in the corner, with my bare bottom showing. She wiped down the backs of my legs and my bottom as well to make sure.

"What is the policy for children who pee themselves in class, Mrs. Parsons?" asked Connie in an evil and suggestive voice.

"They wear diapers to Sunday School until they can go four weeks in a row without wetting them," Mrs. Parsons answered.

"Do the rules apply to her?" the wife asked menacingly.

"They do," said Mrs. Parsons.

"Then enforce them, Mrs. Parsons," said Connie haughtily.

"I would have without your prompting, Mrs. Ferndorf. Come along, Julie. You're quite petite, I believe we have your size stocked in the diaper changing area."

"No! Please! I… I… I don't need to anymore!" I wailed. I had just let loose all the pee I had in me. I would not pee again.

"Rules are rules, young lady, and you promised to abide by them," she said.

She addressed the class, "Children, Julie has wet herself, and we all know the rule for children who wet themselves in class, don't we?" she asked. A little boy shot his hand up. "Yes, Billy?" said Mrs. Parsons. "You have to go back to wearing diapers." He said. "That is correct. I need to take Julie next door to put her in a diaper and then we'll be right back. All of you behave while I'm away. Mollie, you are in charge," Mrs. Parsons said, addressing one of the older girls.

She then grabbed me again by the ear and marched me into her office which also served as a diaper changing station for parents of young children. The husband and wife followed us in, shielding my below-the-waist nudity from the gaze of the children. The husband was last in and shut the door, leaving the four of us in there.

"Up on the changing table," said Mrs. Parsons, in a voice the brooked no dissent.

"Please? Is this necessary?" I asked pleadingly.

"Up!"

I climbed up miserably and then lay down on my back. Mrs. Parsons pushed my blouse up, front and back, until it was just under my breasts, and picked up my two ankles in her hand and raised them up into the classic diaper changing position. "no, no, please" I said as this indignity was visited upon me.

The husband and wife both looked at me angrily and the wife said, "You deserve everything you're getting, you little tramp."

Mrs. Parsons used several wet wipes from the shelf under the changing station and began thoroughly cleaning my inner thighs, my vagina, my anus, and the area in between. All three of them could see everything there was to see of me.

Mrs. Parsons then lifted my legs up higher and slipped a disposable diaper under my bottom.

"noooo," I wailed at the indignity of being diapered like this, much less so publicly in front of the couple who hated me so much for striking their child.

"Fortunately, we had some XS-sized adult diapers here," said Mrs. Parsons.

She held my legs back and sprinkled talcum powder on my private parts. I sobbed anew.

"Diapered like a baby," said Connie Ferndorf, "for peeing her panties like a baby. Tsk, tsk tsk. What a show you're putting on for my husband, you little trollop."

Mrs. Parsons pulled the diaper up and taped it firmly in place. She then helped me off the table and re-fastened my skirt on me.

"You will spend the rest of the class with your nose in the corner, young lady, and I'll give you your spanking afterwards, with your husband present," said Mrs. Parsons.

"Yes Ma'am", I said, heading towards the corner of the office.

"No, no, no, young lady. The corner of the classroom," she said.

Oh no! being in the classroom meant that when the parents would come to pick up their children, they would see me being punished.

"Please may I stand in the corner here, Ma'am? Please?" I begged.

"No dear, out in the classroom. The children must be shown there are consequences for poor behavior."

I resignedly changed direction and headed for the classroom.

"Before you go…" said Mrs. Parsons, who proceeded to turn up my skirt at the waistband, shortening it until the bottom of my diapers were visible on all sides.

"No! Please! Why?" I cried.

"Why?" said Mrs. Parsons, "Because you're to be made an example of, young lady, that's why. You have the sin of pride, and you need taking down a peg. Now off you go, into the naughty corner where the children will see you in your diaper and I do not want to see your nose out of it until your husband and I come to get you. Understood?"

"Yes ma'am," I said, nose sniffling and eyes downcast.

As I passed the husband and wife, the smirks on their faces were intolerable, but what could I do? I was in the wrong plus I had lost control of my bladder like a young child would. Even I acknowledged that I needed to be taught a serious lesson.

I quickly went into the classroom and buried my nose in the corner. I could hear some of the children giggling about me. "Look, she's in the naughty corner," I heard, and "she has a diaper on 'cause she peed herself!"

I waited there in abject misery until the class ended.


Chapter 28:  Leathered at Church

I had to stand in the corner, skirt shortened and the bottom of my diaper showing, all through the remainder of Sunday School class. Then the parents started filing in and I started hearing the comments…

"Is that young Julie Delmar with her nose in the corner? In diapers?" one mother asked.

"I heard she struck a small child in anger and then wet herself when she was placed in the corner."

"No!"

"Yes."

"I doubt her husband will be at all pleased with her behavior."

"They practice domestic discipline, so I understand."

"I wouldn't want to be in her shoes when he gets her home."

"I can only imagine his belt will be coming off."

"I understand the children's rule about peeing their panties applies to her as well."

"Really? Four weeks of diapers in class?"

"Assuming she doesn't wet them again."

"Yes. And that will certainly teach the poor girl her lesson."

"Imagine being diapered at her age? Oh my!"

"But I understand from Connie that Mrs. Parsons will be giving her a very severe spanking after class."

"Really? I thought there were rules against that?"

"Apparently it's special dispensation in her case."

"Oooh. She won't be sitting down comfortably for some time after that. Mrs. Parsons still disciplined the children that way when I went to Sunday School, and she was known as a fierce spanker."

"Even so, I doubt her husband will go any easier on her at home as a result."

"That's the rule for families that spank. A spanking at church means a double spanking at home as well."

My ears burned in shame as I heard the conversations around me. This was just great. Now everybody in the church would know that I, a grown woman, am subject to spanking discipline, much less an extended diapering for peeing myself in the classroom.

"Julie Frances Delmar," I heard a voice say. My husband's voice. "What have you done now? Wait, don't answer me, keep your nose in the corner and I'll consult with Mrs. Parsons."

By this time most of the parents had cleared out and there remained only Mrs. Parsons, David, and Connie and Mike Ferndorf. Their son had been taken off home and comforted by his nanny.

And just then, I heard another voice, it was the Pastor back from seeing his flock off, "So what's all the commotion down here?" he asked. "And why is young Julie Delmar standing with her nose in the corner wearing a diaper under her skirt of all things?" he asked.

"The two things are related, as you can imagine," Mrs. Parsons said. "That young lady struck a child, Connie and Mike's boy, in anger. A very hard slap to the side of his face."

That did sound pretty bad when put like that.

"I immediately stood her in the corner, where she proceeded to wet herself," she continued.

"Mr. Delmar," she went on, addressing David, "we have a rule about what happens when one the children wets themselves. And my understanding is Julie is subject to all the rules the children are while she is in my class?"

"That was our agreement," said David.

"Indeed. The rule in question is that the child must wear diapers until she goes four consecutive weeks without wetting them."

"A fair rule," said David, "I'll make sure she shows up to class in diapers for the required time."

"Very good," said Mrs. Parsons, "and I will check her diaper after each class," and then added pointedly, "up on the changing table with her feet in the air."

Oh no!

"May I suggest while you have her in that position, Mrs. Parsons," said my husband, "that an application of the small paddle may be appropriate as a reminder?"

"A fine idea, Mr. Delmar," said Mrs. Parsons.

"And I'll ensure her bottom will be slapped before her diaper goes on," David added. "Connie, Mike, I apologize for my wife's terrible behavior towards your son and can assure you she will have a very extended session with the hairbrush across my knee as soon as I get her home."

"I should also say," Mrs. Parsons jumped in, "that I promised the Ferndorfs and your Julie a good hard leathering across my knee on her bare bottom before she leaves here today."

"Even better," said David, "and no time like the present."

Connie Ferndorf chimed in, "And remember Mrs. Parsons, we'll require photographic evidence as to the severity of the spanking."

"I'd rather not have a photograph of my wife's spanked bare bottom circulating," said David. Thank goodness. "Why don't you and Mike watch the spanking first-hand, and you can judge for yourselves its severity?" Oh no. More witnesses.

"Thank you, Mr. Delmar, that's very prudent of you, and we'd be delighted to," said Connie, all sweetness and light. I thought from my corner that BITCH better not be making eyes at my husband.

David then added, "And Pastor, would you please witness as well, in case there is a dispute over the appropriate severity of the discipline?"

"I think that is a good idea," the Pastor said. Oh no. Not the old Pastor also. So embarrassing. But on the bright side, David had created a safety net in case the bitch wanted more than her just pound of ass flesh.

Mrs. Parsons then grabbed me by my ear again and pulled me into her office, a converted classroom that easily fit us all.

Mrs. Parsons put out a chair in the middle of the room and stood me to the right of it. She then went to the filing cabinets and came back with the thick short leather strap in her hand. She sat on the chair, put the strap on her lap, and undid my skirt from around my waist and removed it. She then unbuttoned the lower buttons of my white blouse and tied the blouse tails into a bow above my midriff to keep it out of the way. My tummy with its little belly button was bare, which was embarrassing.

Even more embarrassing was standing there in only a diaper beneath my waist in full view of the Pastor, Mike and Connie Ferndorf, my husband, and Mrs. Parsons. But, of course, the worst was yet to come. Mrs. Parsons reached over and undid the sticky ties on either side of my diaper and to my infinite embarrassment removed it completely. My bare bottom and vagina were again on display, this time with the Pastor watching. Blush! I again started to feel the urge to pee and squirmed a little as a result. Oh no. This could not be happening! Something about these embarrassing situations makes my bladder loose. But I believed I could hold it in once I was across Mrs. Parson's knee. She grabbed my arm and began to bring me across her lap.

"Wait," said Connie Ferndorf, and Mrs. Parsons paused pulling me across her lap. To this day I believe she saw me struggling to hold in my pee, and delayed things deliberately. She said, "I'd like your opinion Pastor, on the complete lack of pubic hair on the girl. The trollop looks like she's gone and had a waxing. What is the Church's position on that?"

"Oh, my, well," stammered the Pastor, his eyes fixed on my area. Mrs. Parsons held me directly facing him, pinning my arms by my sides as I squirmed in abject embarrassment having my bald little pussy discussed so openly. "I don't believe Jesus has an opinion on it one way or the other," he ruled.

"Trollop," muttered Connie Ferndorf under her breath, disagreeing with the Pastor's take.

All this attention to my very bare vagina brought back more strongly than ever the urge to pee. I knocked my knees together and squeezed my thighs together tightly. I pulled my arms from Mrs. Parson's grasp and used my hands to clamp my pussy shut, "Please! Mrs. Parsons, I have to… I have to…"

"She's doing it again!" said Connie Ferndorf, triumphantly I thought.

"Ah!" I cried as a gush of urine squirted out between my fingers before I could clamp myself shut again. Mrs. Parsons thought quickly and picked up my discarded dry diaper from the floor beside her and used her hand to press the diaper into my vagina. "Get your hands away," she said, and I did. Mrs. Parson's pressed the diaper even more firmly into my vagina. I could not hold it any longer and for the second time that day disgraced myself, this time into my diaper in front of multiple eyewitnesses.

"Has she got a medical condition?" asked Connie Ferndorf in an unsympathetic tone.

"It's the first I've seen of it," David said.

"I've seen this before," said Mrs. Parsons. "Some children lose bladder control before being punished. I've never seen it in a grown woman, although I've never been called upon to punish a supposedly grown woman with a leathering before now."

I emptied what little I had in my bladder into the loose diaper that Mrs. Parsons held in front of my coochie. When I was finished, Mrs. Parsons conducted me to the changing table, put me up on it, held my ankles high, and cleaned my vagina and area with baby wipes for the second time in one day. When she was done, she put me back on my feet and brought me back to the side of the chair. Mrs. Parsons sat and brought me across her lap, showing my bare bum prominently to everybody in the room.

"Hold another moment, Mrs. Parsons," said the Pastor. He walked up to me and bent nearer my bare butt and took a close look. What was he looking at!?! He took a chunk of low ass cheek in his hand and pulled on it which separated my cheeks, showing my anus. I found out afterwards from David that he was showing everyone the results of the pencil stab clearly visible in my right low ass cheek.

"Tell me, Julie," asked the Pastor, "not that it excuses your behavior, but what prompted you to lose your temper as you did?" asked the Pastor.

"That doesn't matter," insisted Connie Ferndorf, "it is NEVER acceptable for an adult to slap a child across his cheek like that!"

"I agree completely, Mrs. Ferndorf," said the Pastor, losing patience with her now, "but humor me for a moment. Julie, what provoked your outburst?"

"It was very minor, Pastor, I was in the wrong," I said. There was no point telling my side of the story, it would not help my situation at all, and could only hurt.

"I appreciate your contrition, but I wish to know."

"Um, the young Ferndorf boy came up behind me as I was bending over, reached under my skirt without my noticing, and jabbed a sharp pencil into my bottom cheek, Pastor."

"Was the young lad vigorous in his attack?"

"Yes Pastor."

He then stepped back and said, "you may proceed, Mrs. Parsons."

If the truth of my story brought any sympathy, you would not have known it. With the Pastor's go-ahead Mrs. Parsons began my very long and painful ordeal across her broad lap. She had promised me a severe leathering, and a severe leathering is what I got. The short thick strap was immensely painful on my bottom cheeks, and before too long I was kicking my legs, crying, promising to be good, and begging Mrs. Parsons for my spanking to end. However, end it did not, and later on David informed me that Mrs. Parsons had delivered at least two-hundred plus full-force strokes of the strap to my bare bottom, rendering it crimson red all over, with raised weals where the edges of the strap had struck, as well as some deep-purpled bruising. David said it was an "impressive sizzling" as he called it, because the marks left by the strap were reminiscent of the sort of marks a steak received on the grill.

Mrs. Parsons stopped and declared I had learned my lesson.

"No!" demanded Connie Ferndorf. "Continue!" she said, "or my husband and I will press charges!"

"She's had enough," said Mrs. Parsons firmly.

"No! She struck my child! She should be in prison!" said the angry woman.

"CONNIE!" thundered Mr. Ferndorf, for the first time expressing himself. "THAT IS MORE THAN ENOUGH!" he said. "Especially as I believe little Daniel bears some measure of responsibility for this incident. Just look at the deep pencil jab in the girl's bottom cheek."

"No! What she did was inexcusable!" argued Connie.

"CONNIE!" he raised his voice again. "One more word and you'll be coming across my knee," he said, asserting himself. Connie seemed to be affected by that and ceased her demands.

"I believe Julie has indeed been sufficiently punished," said the Pastor, settling the matter. "And remember your Shakespeare, Mrs. Ferndorf,

The quality of mercy is not strained. It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven upon the place beneath. It is twice blest: It blesseth her that gives and her that takes.

"And, as well, I agree with Mr. Ferndorf's assessment of little Daniel's partial culpability in the matter."

"Thank you, Pastor," said Mike Ferndorf, "Daniel will be given a spanking for his part, not as severe as what young Mrs. Delmar just received, but one appropriate to his age."

"And always with love," admonished the Pastor, "as Mrs. Parsons has done with Julie just now, though the young lady may not appreciate it in the moment."

From my position, freshly leathered and draped across Mrs. Parsons knee, all this played out. I was glad the bitch Connie had been put in her place, and that the brat Daniel would be given a spanking. It was only fair. And if that leathering was delivered "with love", I would have hated to have experienced any other kind.

Mrs. Parsons put me on my feet, which again showed my pussy to everybody (as if they had not seen it all already by then) and put my skirt back around my waist and fastened it. "I'm afraid your little white panties are still wet; you'll have to return home without any."

"Yes, Mrs. Parsons," I said. "I don't think I could bear wearing anything under my skirt right now anyways."

And then it occurred to me that I needed to make a statement.

"Excuse me, everybody. I am so, so sorry for what I did today to the child. As Mrs. Ferndorf correctly points out there is no excuse for an adult to strike a child like that. I do not want to be that person, and I will work extremely hard not to be, and to be a much better caregiver to children. I wish to have children of my own one day and my actions frighten me. I promise nothing like this will ever happen again. I deserved the spanking I just received, and worse as Mrs. Ferndorf says. And I deserved all the embarrassment I suffered today as well and accept my… diapering for the next several weeks. I want to thank Mrs. Parsons for caring enough to discipline me. I'm so sorry Mr. and Mrs. Ferndorf, for striking your son." That's all I could get out before the tears overflowed and welled down my face.

The Pastor came up to me and gave me a hug. After he did that, Mrs. Parsons did the same, and then David and then even Connie Ferndorf and her husband. Nobody saw, and I was not going to make a fuss, but the hug from Mr. Ferndorf was particularly tight, and his hand surreptitiously squeezed my lower butt cheek, which made me grit my teeth in pain. I would have to watch out for that one.

The Pastor quoted Ephesians 4:32

And be kind to one another, full of pity, having forgiveness for one another, even as God in Christ had forgiveness for you.


Chapter 29:  Diapered for School

I tried to make the best of it for the next several weeks. Before church on Sunday, David gave me a little spanking and then put me into a diaper under my skirt. Once over the embarrassment, I found I did not mind the diapering and wearing the diaper, and felt it helped put me into a more regressed and childlike state of mind that enabled me to be a better pupil and little helper at Sunday School.

After each class I needed to wait for Mrs. Parsons in her office while she finished up with the other children and parents. On each occasion, Connie and Mike Ferndorf also attended and were waiting there with me in reverent silence before Mrs. Parsons arrived. As the aggrieved parties, she encouraged them to stay and watch.

When Mrs. Parsons came in, she greeted us all, removed my skirt, put me on the changing table, hiked up my blouse front and back, and removed my diaper and checked if it was dry. Each time she also retrieved a small wooden paddle, held my feet in the air, and gave me a paddling. Afterwards I was wiped, powdered, and put back into a fresh diaper for the trip home.

Connie and Bill, each for their own reasons I believe, exercised their right to witness my diaper changings. With Connie I believe that while as a Christian she forgave me, she also wanted to ensure the full measure of my punishment was meted out. I believe she thought her husband had similar motives; however, I believe his motives to have been more prurient in nature, wishing to see the vaginal and anal areas of a much younger woman fully exposed and cleansed and powdered; and again for more prurient reasons to watch a much younger woman's buttocks reddened by means of a diaper-position paddling that fully exposed her squirming and gaping private areas for him to see. I believe to this day that he fantasized what he would do with my private areas if I were his wife rather than Connie.

After my diaper change, Mrs. Parsons put me nose-in-the-classroom-corner until David came to get me. He had a committee meeting after service and sometimes I had to wait fifteen or thirty minutes for him like that. At home, David removed my diaper in the diaper changing position, held my ankles up, and spanked my bare buttocks with his big hard hand until they were re-reddened.

I was subjected to good-natured teasing and ribbing from the Moms and Dads. I was much their junior and they thought of me as a teenager and treated me accordingly. I knew I deserved any light teasing and ribbing I received. Of course, everybody in the church knew me as David's young spanked wife, which was something I figured was just part of me shedding pride and becoming more humble in the Christian sense, and so I welcomed it in a way.


Chapter 30:  Baptism

Eventually Sunday School ended and a course on Adult Christian Conversion began, given by a young and very well-educated Assistant Pastor. I very much enjoyed that course, and really got into the readings and the discussion afterwards. I particularly enjoyed the meditation of prayer.

At the end of the process I was baptized in a local river. I needed to give a profession of faith that included an acknowledgment of my sinfulness and a recognition of Jesus Christ as the Savior who paid the price for my sins on the cross and rose from the dead. I didn't completely believe all of that literally, but did figuratively. David held me and dunked me into the river. I was wearing a straight white shift without underwear. I was a bit embarrassed when I came out of the water and, duh, realized how transparent and clingy the shift became when wet. I had to quickly cover my breasts, vagina, and buttocks with my hands (an impossible task with only two hands) as the Pastor blessed me, and the congregation laughed at my unexpected predicament.

There was a party afterwards and I was hugged by everybody and welcomed fully into the faith. The sense of community, of belonging, was palpable, and David was very proud of me, especially considering the commitment I exhibited in the early days. Connie Ferndorf and I even became fast friends over the shared committee work we did. Connie was always interested in my latest spankings from David, and I shared all the details with her.


Chapter 31:  David's Sister Beatrice

True to her promise, David's sister, Beatrice, came to town for a week's visit and stayed with us in our guest room. David warned me that his sister can be a bit up and down emotionally, but I did not notice that at first.

Beatrice is almost exactly halfway between David and I in age (David 34, Bea 28, me 23 at the time). I knew there was some interesting history in the family, some of which was quite painful to David, and I had not pressed the issue at all, but I was hoping to learn more with Bea visiting, and indeed the whole story got filled in during her visit.

David and Bea's Mom was a gentlehearted woman who was a devout Christian and tried to raise David and Beatrice in a Godly way. Their Dad was a drunk who could not hold a job, so they grew up poor. When his Dad came home drunk he was angry and abusive. David caught a lot of beatings growing up, drawing his father's ire when he tried to protect his Mom and little sister. By the time David was 16 he had grown big and had become skilled at wrestling and boxing and was able to stand up physically to his Dad and put a stop to the beatings.

His Dad's drinking only became worse. He had a series of DUIs, had his license revoked, and then was caught driving without a license and was in and out of jail. When David was 18 his father was driving drunk and caused a serious accident that resulted in a death. He was charged with vehicular manslaughter and sentenced to ten years in prison.

To help make ends meet, David started an Internet business reselling specialty tea, buying in bulk, re-packaging, and mailing out. The business did better and better over time. Their Mom, however, became ill, and she was later diagnosed as having late stage gastro-intestinal cancer. She passed away when David was 20 and Bea was 14. With their Dad in prison, David petitioned to become Bea's legal guardian. Given his age, his churchgoing and references from church, and the success of David's business (he now had a little warehouse and employed a dozen people), the court granted permission, and that's how David became a "Dad" at age 20 to 14-year-old Bea.

David continued attending church and insisted that Bea did as well. The community aspects of the church helped David in raising Bea. Bea was, as one might imagine, a bit of a troubled teen. She fell in with a bad crowd and was hard for David to control. "You're NOT my father. I don't HAVE a father!" she would scream at him. Seeking counsel from the church community, David was introduced to the concept of loving discipline, much as we had learned in marriage preparation class. If all else failed, there was a spanking at the end of that line, and David implemented the system of talking, then restrictions, then spanking, to 14-year-old Bea.

Bea was regularly spanked from age 14 to 17. Her behavior improved considerably over that time, and she started to go deeper into her faith. There was no need for spankings by the time she was 18, and besides, she had reached her age of majority.

However, as Bea went off to University out of town (paid for by David), she found she lacked structure and discipline, and it was she who asked David to continue her spankings. She would accumulate her own list of failures, shortcomings, and wrongdoings and present it to her big brother when she came home for a visit. David and she would discuss and agree upon the appropriate punishment, and David would mete it out. And yes, in case you were wondering, it was bare bottom discipline for Bea.

That happened for six years, all the way through University and then into a master's in social work. Bea got her first job as a social worker at age 25, which was three years prior to her visit to us. Bea had been dating amongst the church crowd, looking for a husband, but had yet to find her match. She was very interested in finding a husband who would practice loving, Christian-based, domestic discipline on her. In the meantime, she still considered David to be her Dad and continued to subject herself willingly to David's discipline. Therefore, I was surprised to learn that even today, whenever they get together, Bea has her list with her. She presents it to David and receives discipline from him, even as a young adult woman with a responsible job in social work.

Given my marriage to David, Bea was unsure if the discipline would continue, and David would not commit unless it was with my blessing. So, there I was, a 23-year-old disciplined wife myself, being asked if my 11-year-older husband could spank my 5-year-older sister-in-law.

I told them that I was ok with the arrangement. If Beatrice considered David to be her Dad, then it was appropriate that he continue to discipline her until she was married. David agreed as well but thought that it would only be appropriate if I were there to observe.

I think Bea was embarrassed by that, because she blushed, looked down at her toes, and meekly said, "yes sir" in a small voice.

I must confess that I was having some fun with this. I was looking forward to having some other girl's butt spanked in this household and had a certain prurient interest in observing it. I also decided to have a bit of fun with Bea: "And Bea, seeing as you consider David to be your Dad, and seeing as how I'm married to your Dad, doesn't that make me your mother-in-law? Maybe I should be the one spanking you?"

It was meant as a gag, but David immediately said, "That's a good idea, Julie, you need to learn to spank before you become a Mom yourself."

Bea and I both looked at each other and at the same time said, "yes sir." This could get interesting.

David then asked Bea for her list and she handed it over. David read it over. Then he took a pen and began marking numbers beside the items and adding things up, then pronounced sentence. "I think you need three spankings, Beatrice. The first will be tonight, across my knee, with my hand. The second will be two nights from now. You'll go across Julie's lap and she'll use her hairbrush to spank your bottom. The third I'll give you before you leave. I think you'll agree the belt is called for?"

"Yes, sir," said Bea, miserably.

The belt? I had never received the belt. What had Bea done to deserve the belt? I was dying to know. I would find out later that evening.

"I'll deal with the first four items on your list tonight with an hour of corner time and then a hand spanking," David said.

"Yes, sir."

"Then go put your nose in the corner. Hands behind your back, skirt raised."

"Yes, sir," she said as she scurried into what had become my corner. She gathered her skirt up behind her, lifted it, and crossed her hands behind her back, holding her skirt up, displaying her panty-clad bottom.


Chapter 32:  Bea is Spanked

It was surreal for the next hour having David's sister standing with her nose in the corner. Bea was very cute, and she filled out those panties nicely with a small plump round rear end.

As she stood there, David showed me Bea's list. The first four items were losing focus at work, arriving late for work, missing a work deadline, and being rude to a co-worker. That was what she would be punished for tonight with her corner time and hand spanking. The next item was the one I was to punish her for. It was repeatedly overindulging in drink and throwing up as a result (oh Bea!). The one that David had circled and written "Belt" next to, was a giant step above any of those. It was getting drunk, letting a stranger have unprotected sex with her, and then taking the morning-after-pill. Naughty, naughty, girl. NOT what I expected from my seemingly devout Christian sister-in-law. And as you can imagine, David was and is quite pro-life, so the morning-after-pill was a trigger. I'm glad I wasn't in Bea's shoes for that belting she had earned.

Poor Bea had to spend the entire hour with her nose glued to the corner. I had never had to spend anywhere near that amount of time in the corner. It was strange walking around the condo, just doing regular stuff, with this girl standing there, panties exposed, waiting to be spanked. It really built the anticipation for me. I wanted to see her spanked.

After her hour was up, David put the straight-backed, armless dining room chair in the center of the living room and called Bea out of the corner. David gave her a lecture and a scolding about applying herself at work, taking work seriously, and maintaining a pleasant demeanor always. I found it interesting that Bea was allowed clothes for this part of the ritual. With me, I was always bare as a bunny.

David then sat and told Bea to go across his lap. Despite my experience on the receiving end, this was the first adult spanking I had ever witnessed. I noted how humbling for her it was to be draped across his knee like that, like a naughty child, not a grown woman.

David then reached for the hem of her skirt and lifted it up well past her waist. Her panty-clad bottom was very prominent. David then lowered his sister's panties to the crook of her knees, baring her bottom. I must confess to getting a little excited seeing David bare his sister like that across his knee, knowing she was about to be spanked. I imagined myself in her place.

What shocked me most was how exposed a woman becomes in this position. Not only was her bottom bare, but the lips of her vagina were clearly visible, as was her bottom hole. My goodness, was that the view I presented during my spankings? I flashed back to being spanked across Mrs. Parsons knee at church in front of the Pastor and Mr. and Mrs. Ferndorf. I must have looked exactly like Bea did now. How humiliating for a girl!

David raised his hand and brought it down resoundingly across both of Bea's small plump cheeks. She gasped, and when David raised his hand again I could already see a clear hand mark on her bottom. Do I redden like that, so quickly? He then began spanking her in earnest in a pattern I had become very familiar with: left cheek, right cheek, center, repeat. I could certainly empathize with poor Bea's plight. David's hand was big and as hard as any paddle. I watched in fascination as her cheeks went from white, to pink, to pale red, to dark red. And the redder her butt got, the more she cried out, wriggled, and flutter-kicked her legs. Her panties worked themselves down to her ankles as David spanked her, then flew off one foot, and then off the other onto the floor.

As the spanking continued having its effect, I heard Bea crying out, "I'm sorry David! I'm sorry! I'll be a good girl from now on! I promise!" Her pleas fell on deaf ears as David continued with Bea's spanking. By this time, she was kicking her legs freely and as she did so I could see both her vagina and her anus gaping open and closed with her gyrations. Oh my gosh, I blushed, realizing the type of show I must be putting on during my spankings. I realized in a way I had not before how strong a role humiliation played in a bare-bottomed spanking for a girl, especially a bare-bottomed spanking with witnesses.

My heart pounded and I flushed seeing Bea subjected to this across her big brother's knee. I also found myself… aroused… watching it. Lord knows I had no ill-will towards Bea, but something in me wanted her spanking to go on and on and on until she was crying giant tears and begging for mercy, and then to go on some more.

David, indeed, continued spanking her until there were tears of contrition in her eyes. When she was brought to tears, he paused with his hand on her hot bottom. "I'm going to give you twenty more spanks, Beatrice, and then you'll stand in the corner for twenty more minutes and we'll be done."

"Yes SIR!" she wailed

David delivered her final twenty, very hard, and very slow. When he was done, he assisted her to her feet and sent her back to the corner. She knew better than to let the back of her skirt fall and held it up as she made her way. She stuck her nose in the corner, still crying hard, and crossed her arms behind her back, holding her skirt up in the process and displaying a bare crimsoned backside. More than that, the way she bent forward, her pussy was on display from behind between her legs. How humiliating. And that must have been me in corner time as well. Oh gosh.

I could not resist, and surreptitiously, when David was not looking, took a photo on my phone of poor Bea's well-spanked backside and peeking pussy. I don't know why. I just wanted the souvenir.


Chapter 33:  Bea's Early Spankings

After her twenty minutes of corner time, David picked up Bea's panties from the floor, handed them to me, and told me to help her into them. I went over to Bea and told her that her time was up. She dropped her skirt and came out of the corner.

"Here," I said, holding her panties in front of her to step into.

She blushed some more and put them on and then we all went to sit in the living room.

"Feeling better?" David asked.

"Yes. Thank you."

I asked, "so, he's spanked you like that since you were fourteen?"

"Pretty much," said Bea. "At first it was his idea, but after I turned 18 and went off to school I went a little crazy and really hated myself for it. I Just absolutely beat myself up for it. So, I took to making a list of things I was ashamed of and had it in my mind that I would show David the list next time I saw him and ask for a spanking. I didn't know if he would agree, but just writing those things down, and imagining he would, made me feel better."

"When she suggested it," said David, "I thought she was certifiable, but when I saw some of the things on the list…"

"He didn't need a lot more motivation than that. Tee hee," giggled Bea.

"So, tell me about your first spanking from him. You were what, fourteen? How did that go?" I asked, dying to know.

"I was such a handful at that age. Mom had just passed, and Dad was in prison, and I was lashing out at everything and everyone, even David, who was the one person in my life who had ever stuck up for me."

"Teenagers," David snorted.

"He tried all sorts of things. Talking to's were useless. He took me to some church group, and I was just rude to everyone. He tried grounding me, but I would ignore it and sneak out anyway. I think it was at the church, where the Pastor suggested spanking me?"

"That's right. I was reluctant. Our biological father was abusive and the last thing I wanted to do was to strike Bea. I thought she needed love and understanding, not physical punishment. But the Pastor talked about the meaning of Proverbs 13:24,

Whoever spares the rod hates their children, but the one who loves their children is careful to discipline them

"What's a rod? Like a stick or something?" I asked.

"A lot of people misinterpret it. It means the Shepherds rod, which is used to guide the sheep. So, sparing the rod means not being a good guide. The Pastor gave me a crash course in Christian concepts of discipline for kids, like we did in marriage prep. Being fair, but being consistent, and an escalating series of punishments that the child understands, and then following through on that one hundred percent of the time but applying any kind of discipline with love in your heart. I remember when I had a talk with Bea and told her the rules were changing. For minor things she'd be talked to; for bigger things she'd be grounded or have privileges removed or extra chores; and for the biggest things she'd be spanked."

"You can imagine how a rebellious 14-year-old took that," said Bea. "I think I used some choice words?"

"You did. And I hate those words to this day," said David.

Bea joked, "He does. He's a little cray-cray that way."

"Tell me about it," I said.

"Oh, you've had your mouth washed out?"

"Yes," I said, sadly.

Bea continued, "So, I got grounded for three days on the spot for cursing and sent to my room, but instead I cursed some more and stormed out of the house. Didn't come back for what, six hours? But I eventually had to come back. I wasn't going to be a street kid or anything, I wasn't stupid."

"Never that," said David, proud of his Masters' degree little sister.

"He was so calm when I got back, it was actually frightening. He said he had reached his limit with me, and if I didn't start following the rules, as much as he loved me, he wouldn't be a part of me destroying myself, and he'd petition the court to relinquish guardianship which would land me in foster care or something. I knew I had gone too far, and I was alienating the one guy who always, always, stood by me, and I realized what a tough spot I had put him in, so I cried and I apologized and promised I'd behave better, and I thought that would be the end of it. We hugged and he told me that he loved me and then he said he needed to spank me."

"Oh gosh!" I said.

"Exactly. I tried talking my way out of it, saying I was too old, promising to behave, the works, but he was absolutely committed. He spanked me that time just like he did today. He sat down, pulled me over his knee, flipped up my skirt and then he hauled down my panties, which I hadn't counted on."

"The Pastor at church gave me very specific instructions," David said, shrugging. "He said it needed to be on her bare bum so I could see what I was doing and spank her until she was spanked red. He also said that lowering a young lady's undergarments was part of her punishment and would teach her some humility."

"Ahhhh, yes," I said, "it certainly does that."

"I was soooo embarrassed," said Bea. "I was 14 and very body conscious, and having my panties lowered by my big brother was absolutely mortifying. And then he spanked me. Just with his hand. By my standards today, it was mild, but I think I was bawling like a five-year-old after the second swat."

"Pretty much," said David. "The Pastor told me to ignore the tears, but that was hard to do because I thought she was especially sensitive to having her butt spanked so I stopped at light pink. Total wimp."

"I didn't think I got off easy, though. That spanking turned my world upside down. And he put me in the corner afterwards, and even made me hold my skirt up with my panties at my ankles. So embarrassing!"

"The Pastor suggested it," David shrugged. "Meditation time."

"With my nose in the corner and a bare spanked butt?"

"You have to know you were punished. Besides, that first time it was only 5 minutes or so."

"After he let me out of the corner, I remember dropping my skirt, pulling up my panties, and then running over and hugging him. And he hugged me back and said how great I was, what a cool girl, how smart, how kind, how much he cared for me, and that I was completely forgiven. I felt so… loved and protected?"

"Mmmm, that's so sweet," I said. "I feel the same way after a spanking."

"I just need a husband like him now, so I can finally stop having my big goofy brother spank me."

"How often were you spanked after that first time?" I asked.

"I don't know, what, once a month or so? My friends at that time were all pretty bad and kept getting me into trouble."

"Was it always with just his hand?" I pressed.

"Hey nosy," said David, grinning, "looks who's so interested in spankings now."

I blushed.

"It's ok," said Bea, "it's natural for her to ask. No, the spankings sort of escalated over time. I got so used to them that I would just do what I wanted, stay out late or whatever knowing I was going to get spanked, and then when I got home just pulled my own panties down, plopped over his lap, and just got it over with so I could get back to texting my friends."

"I was dismayed," said David. "The Pastor told me to up the ante."

"Yeah, he figured that out alright. I got what, the hairbrush, you made a paddle for me, your belt, I remember I had to cut a switch once or twice, and the spankings got a lot harder. I remember one of my last kid spankings…"

"Youch," said David.

"I was seventeen, there was a school dance, and a bunch of us got liquored up, and one of the boys was driving us around. He had a crash. Nobody was hurt, but the kid got charged with a DUI and we all had to wait at the police station in our little party dresses for our parents to pick us up. Quite a few spankings got handed out that night.

"David picked me up and he was furious. You know about my bio-Dad and his drinking, right? David took me home and told me to clean myself up, because some girl had puked on me. I took a shower, dried off, and wrapped a towel around me. I was going to my room to put on some clothes but David grabbed me by the arm and dragged me to the living room, threw me across the back of the couch and whipped my towel right off me. I was damp and totally bare."

"I admit it, I was seeing red. Not very Christian Loving Discipline right then," admitted David.

"Who could blame you," said Bea. "So I was lying there, draped over the back of the sofa, totally nude, I mean totally, with my wet ass right up in the air, and he takes off his belt and he whips me so hard that I'm kicking and screaming, and he kept going until I could barely cry anymore."

"Not my finest moment," said David, wincing. "I was so scared at the thought of losing her to a drunk driver, I guess I overreacted."

"I deserved every stroke. I looked in the mirror afterwards and my poor ass was torn up. I had marks for a full two weeks and I had legitimate trouble sitting for a week. I remember in home room on Monday there was more than just me that was sitting down super carefully. We compared notes afterwards, and it was like a little club, the girls who got a licking. I remember we were even disdainful of the girls who didn't catch a licking, as in what sort of wimps do they have for Dads who wouldn't give them a licking in that situation? If we were parents, and we had girls who did what we did, they would totally get the same."

"Did they all get the belt?" I asked, fascinated.

"One other girl did, also on her bare butt. But then another girl got a truly evil paddling across the seat of her panties, and a third girl, whose parents were English, she got 24 strokes of the cane on the bare which was more than she ever had before. We 'compared notes' in my bedroom."

"What, you looked at each other's butts?"

"Yeah! The girl who got caned looked the worst. Nasty raised welts from the middle of her ass down to the tops of her thighs. Paddle girl was bruised all over, and me and belt girl both had bruises and welts and belt marks on our butts. Mine was worse than hers. And I was also the only one who was totally butt naked for her licking. We were oddly proud of our marks and stuff. And all those chicks were hot for David after that. 'Oooh, he's such a hunk!' gag me with a spoon."

"Hey!" said David.

"We're all fast friends to this day, rite of passage sort of thing," said Bea. "In fact…" she went on.

"Don't!" warned David.

"In fact," Bea went on with an evil smile, "David even dated paddle girl several years after that, and as the story is told…"

"Don't!" warned David again, standing up and pointing his finger at Bea.

"They 'recreated' her paddling in her bedroom," Bea said quickly, getting ready to run, "and the panties didn’t stay up that time!"

David plopped back down on his seat again as we laughed. I had never seen him blush before. That was a first.

It had certainly been an interesting evening, and I appreciated having the whole family story filled in. All this background was truly fascinating to me. I had never been a spanked teen. My spankings stopped when I was 10. Perhaps if I had been spanked as I got older, things would have worked out more smoothly for me? But God has a way of making things work out regardless, and He seemed to be making me pay up for all those missed spankings now.


Chapter 34:  I Spank Bea

Wednesday arrived, and on Wednesday Bea was supposed to get the second part of her punishment. This one was for self-reported consistent over-drinking. She said she keeps doing it, being sick in the morning, swearing not to do it again, and then doing it again. I related from my partying days. I did think she was too old for that, though. Heck, I had already grown out of it and I was five years younger, but then I partied a lot harder and in a very compressed time period.

David said I was going to be the one to spank Bea, so I could practice for when I became a Mom. I was excited to try. David had sentenced Bea to a hairbrush spanking for the repeated over-drinking, which I thought was fair.

After dinner David said it was time for Bea's spanking, and that I should take it away. I was determined to do an over-the-top good job so David would see that I was ready to become a Mom. I had no intent to go easy on her.

"Beatrice," I said, using her full name, "go put your nose in the corner and wait for me to get everything ready. I want your panties at your ankles, your skirt hiked up, and your arms crossed behind your back."

"Yes, Julie," said Bea

"You address me as 'Ma'am' when you're being punished Beatrice Delmar!" I said.

"Yes Ma'am!" she said and hurried towards the corner.

"How am I doing?" I whispered to David so Bea couldn't hear. He gave me a big thumbs up and whispered back, "great!"

I walked over to Bea. She was much more upright than I wanted. "Nose in the corner, Beatrice, not near the corner." Did she think she could get away with that because it was me? I'd show her. Bea pushed her nose deeper into the corner which stuck her bare butt out more. "If I come back and don't see your nose touching both walls, I'll be giving you extras."

"Yes, Ma'am."

I looked back over at David. He gave me another thumbs up from across the room. I was channeling my own spankings from him just then.

When I was satisfied with Bea's corner time, I went to prepare the field. I asked David to put the dining room spanking chair into the living room. It was a bit heavy. He said, "Yes Ma'am!" with a big smile, teasing me. I went to our bedroom to get the antique ebony spanking hairbrush David had bought for me (or more specifically, for my ass). By this time, I had a fair amount of experience with this hairbrush, 100% on the receiving end. I pulled David aside and asked him how many strokes did he think, and he said I knew what she did, had some sense of how's she's been punished in the past, and knew the effect of the hairbrush from firsthand experience, so it was entirely up to me.

"Come over here, Beatrice," I told her when I was ready. "You can leave your panties there; you won't be needing them." Bea stepped out of the corner, unclasped her arms letting let her skirt drop, and stepped out of the panties that were puddled around her ankles. She walked over to me.

I looked at her sternly. "Who said you could lower your skirt?"

"Sorry Ma'am," she said, and went to hike her skirt back up in back.

"No. Take off the skirt."

Beatrice looked at me pleadingly. David was observing the whole thing, and she had no panties. But I was being stoic and adamant. I had learned from my husband that being bare for a punishment really ups the ante for a girl and reminds her to be humble. David's "daughter" or not, she was going to learn this lesson today. After all, I considered myself a minor expert at being taught lessons in humility.

"Off. Now." I said.

Beatrice went to unfasten her skirt. I held out my hand and Beatrice handed it to me. I went to the side of the room, folded it nicely, and set it down. Bea was standing there blushing, holding her blouse down with her hands in front and covering her private area.

"Hands on your head," I told her when I got back. Bea looked miserable but did so, which also lifted her blouse, exposing herself fully to our gaze. I unbuttoned the lower few buttons of her blouse and tied the tails into a bow above her midriff. This had been done to me and I found it particularly humbling. I stepped back and looked at her. She had light brown hair, and her pubic area was lightly furred. I knew exactly how embarrassed she must be feeling standing there like that in front of her older brother and me. I had been required to stand exactly like that by Mrs. Parsons not only in front of my husband, but also in front of the Pastor, and Connie and Mike Ferndorf, and it had been absolutely mortifying. Something that was richly deserved but that I will never, ever forget.

I thought maybe David, because they were related, felt awkward about making her show her vag as part of her punishment. I had no such compunction. I even used her brother's presence to enhance her shame. I could see Bea reacting already. She was blushing furiously and breathing heavily. Her lower lip was shaking, and I thought she might begin to cry even before going across my lap.

"Are you feeling ashamed of yourself, Beatrice?" I asked her.

"Yes Ma'am," she answered with a shaky voice.

"Good. Now tell me why you're being punished." It was something I learned in the discipline module in marriage prep class, to get the child to focus on the reasons for punishment.

"I persistently over-indulge in drink. I keep saying I won't and then I keep doing it."

"That's right, Beatrice. I'm now going to punish you for it, and next time you think about doing it again, I want you to remember this punishment, so I'm going to make it memorable for you." That was something David had once said to me, so I copied it.

"Yes Ma'am."

I sat in a way I thought was imperious and tapped my hairbrush on my lap saying simply, "Over."

Bea made her way to my right side and draped herself across my knee. She was a bit bigger than I expected (or me a bit smaller, maybe more accurate). I think my inexperience showed as I had to adjust her position until she was in the right place and it was comfortable for me. As it was, she still seemed a bit precariously perched across my lap. I also realized I had the hairbrush in my hand and intended to start her off with a hand spanking first, so I had to put the hairbrush down on the floor also and then re-adjust again.

I opened my palm and cupped it a little and held it rigid, and then I delivered the first real spank of my life, directly to her low right bottom cheek. It shocked me by how loud it was, and it stung my palm. But it did get a bit of a surprised yelp out of Bea. I then spanked her left cheek, and then alternated between her two cheeks. My hand was not big enough to cover both cheeks as David did to us, so I stuck to alternate sides. I also cupped my hand a bit and let my fingers wrap around into her bottom cleft when I spanked the near cheek. I sometimes got those from David, and I knew from experience that flesh was very tender.

I found I enjoyed spanking a girl's bottom. I liked how it bounced and jiggled, and how it pinkened and started reddening under my palm. I also enjoyed her little squeaks and was excited to start in with the hairbrush and really get some squeaks out of her. It also felt like a little payback after spending months on the receiving end.

I then did something David sometimes did to me, which was to put one hand on her low bottom cheek and pull down and out to expose unspanked fresh skin in very blushy places. The pulling down and apart opened her butt cheeks which put her little hole on full display and gaped her vaginal lips open a bit. I then spanked that newly taughtened sensitized skin which got a nice little reaction. I then switched sides and did the same on the other side. I pushed her knees a little apart and spanked down a bit onto her inner thighs. I was extremely conscious I was giving David a show. I had intended to. I wanted the shame of it to burn into Bea's psyche.

I finished up with my hand and went to pick up the hairbrush. I again looked over at David and he gave me an "A-OK" finger sign. I smiled a bit at that and lay the hairbrush down across her far cheek. I was determined not to go easy on her. She's supposedly a good Christian girl and I thought it the height of hypocrisy for her to drink to excess like that over and over again. I raised the brush and whacked it down on her far cheek.

The first one was clearly not hard enough; I barely got a reaction. I went near cheek but found it awkward and again did not get the effect I wanted. I shifted my position a bit to get a bit more distance between her bum and my arm, and then tried again on the far cheek. THAT got a good yelp. I did the same on the near cheek and got another yelp. I settled into a rhythm of back and forth spanking and I was getting a good reaction now. She even started apologizing, and promising to do better, and begging me to stop. It only egged me on.

I intensified both the force and the speed of the hairbrushing. She started kicking her legs and wriggling around like a little eel. I couldn't control her. I looked over at David for any suggestions.

"Give her some to the backs of her thighs to settle her down," he said.

I smacked the brush down onto the backs of each thigh and said, "settle down or you're getting them ALL there."

"Yes Ma'am! Yes Ma'am!" she sobbed. I went into spanking her again and while I could see she tried to hold still, in the end the jumping around on my lap and the kicking would not stop. I had to settle her down again with sharp smacks to her thighs.

"Try putting a leg over," David suggested. "Put your right leg over the backs of both of hers and hold her tight around the waist."

I tried that. I shifted her so that she was entirely draped over my left thigh and then threw my right leg across the backs of both of hers and clamped her there. I could also turn a bit more to wrap my left arm tighter around her waist and get a bit more distance for my hairbrush arm. That was better. That felt way more in control.

One unfortunate side-effect for poor Bea, which I am sure she felt acutely, was that she was jackknifed-over at a way more acute angle than previously, and her butthole and vagina were totally, I mean lewdly, displayed. I thought I would comment on it. "I hope you're happy Beatrice. Because of your carrying on now look what you're showing off to your brother and I." And while saying that I spread her ass a bit more and tapped the flat of the hairbrush against her vagina lips and anus. "Nooo," she mewled in embarrassment. She was embarrassed? Good! If a girl is to be bare bottom spanked in front of a man, even if it was her brother, she should feel intense shame.

I started spanking her again and, oh my gosh, the difference in control. She was not going anywhere. I lay into her low ass cheeks with a vengeance now, a couple of strokes a second, and hard ones. I painted her caboose bright, bright red, and even saw some white areas shining through the center of the crimson red. She was screeching and wriggling but going nowhere. She broke down sobbing and promised to be a good girl, such a good girl.

I ended her spanking and let her up off my knee. She stood up slowly and she could barely breathe or speak. I saw her hands heading to her backside. "No rubbing!" I warned her, and she stopped her hands. "Hands on your head," I commanded, and she immediately complied. I shook the hairbrush at her and said, "and let that be a lesson to you Beatrice Delmar. If I see excessive drinking on your list next time you're here, I'll be giving you the same again, if not worse. Am I understood?"

"Yes Ma'am!" she cried out.

"No go put your nose in the corner for one full hour. If I see you rub your butt, or see your nose not touching both walls, or in fact move an inch, you'll go back across my knee and then you can start your hour over again, and I don't care if you're 59 minutes in. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" she yelled

"Scoot!" I told her, and she scooted to her corner, her bright red caboose wriggling all the way over. She placed herself into the corner as instructed and crossed her arms behind her back without being told to. Her butt stuck out nicely into the room and her pussy was on show from behind. I noted the time on my watch and started her 60-minute countdown. She would be showing off that spanked-butt and bare peeking-out pussy for her full hour.


Chapter 35:  Julie's Misbehavior

"Very impressive," David said.

"Thank you!" I said, beaming. "Am I strict enough to be your kids' Mom," I asked him.

"No question! Too strict?" he asked.

"I figured a grown woman like Bea would need a lot more than a kid. I'd totally tone it down for a kid. It needs to be age appropriate, even if the age is 28," I said pointedly so Bea could hear.

"Absolutely true. Very good," said David.

David and I busied ourselves around the condo as Bea's cries gradually stopped. Her ass was still very red an hour later, and she had a few little bruises, mainly down the backs of her thighs where I had popped her trying to get her to settle down. After her hour was up, I went up to her and said, "Ok sweetheart, your punishment is over." Bea turned and gave me a hug. "Awwww, that's a girl," I told her. I helped her back into her panties, I fixed her blouse, and I brought her skirt to put on.

We went back to the sofa together and joined David who was seated next to it.

"So how do you think Julie did?" David asked Bea.

"Oh my goodness. That was ridiculous. I think she spanks harder than you do," she complained. "And making me stand there without bottoms on and showing me off to my own big brother like that, well that's just embarrassing and cruel," she said, but with a smile.

"But did you learn your lesson?" I asked.

"Oh yes," she said, nodding vigorously. "I will definitely think about that spanking next time someone tries to put a drink in my hand," she said.

"Then mission accomplished," I concluded, very pleased with myself, "no more naughty girl."

"Ah yes, on the subject of naughty girls…" said David. Who? What? Where?

"I didn’t want to say anything while you were still punishing Bea, but Julie, would you care to explain this," David held up his phone and it was a photo of Bea with her bare ass in the corner and her pussy poking out, taken Monday after her spanking.

"How did you get that?" I asked, outraged, thinking he had snooped my phone.

"Our phones sync our photos to the cloud, and to each other's phones," said David.

"Oh," I said. Stupid, stupid, stupid!

"Again, I ask, would you care to explain why you took a photo of my sister with a bare spanked butt?" asked David.

"No reason. I just… wanted a souvenir is all…" Pathetic, I know.

"And did Bea give you her permission to take this photo?" the third degree continued.

"No, sir," I said, knowing my ass was grass now.

"Can you delete that please," asked Bea, blushing hard. David did so, and we saw it disappear on my phone as well.

"Why don't you nurse those buns of yours tonight, Bea, and tomorrow, as the aggrieved party, you can give Julie her spanking," David suggested.

Oh no. Revenge! Maybe I shouldn't have spanked her quite as hard as I had.

"May I use an implement?" Bea asked David.

"Sure. Your choice. What do you want? A wooden spoon? The hairbrush?" asked David.

"Has she ever had a switching?" asked Bea.

"No, not that," answered David.

"Then I want to give her a real country switching," said Bea.

"Be my guest," said David. "You two can go to the park tomorrow and pick out a few good ones."

Eeek! What's a 'switching'?


Chapter 36:  Gathering Switches

Next morning, we had breakfast together and then David went off to work. I asked Bea how her bum felt, and she said it was still sore, thank you very much, but that it was my turn today. I was required to collect several "switches", and I wasn't exactly sure what that entailed, but Bea seemed to know. Bea wanted a nice woody area. There was a wooded area in a nearby park, so I suggested we walk there. Bea collected some pruning shears and a knife and put them in her bag, and we set off on foot.

We had a nice conversation all the way to the park. We did discuss our respective spankings, and the types of men who were comfortable giving them. We talked about how David and I had met in more detail, and how I got into spanking. We discussed Bea's romantic prospects and strategies for finding responsible Christian guys willing to spank. We also spoke about our faith. Bea is quite a devout Christian and feels the presence of Jesus in her life. This did not seem to stop her from being mischievous. I felt we were certainly sisters in that.

When we were in the park, we struck out off the path into a more densely wooded area. We looked at a few different trees and Bea found what she thought were good ones. They were hardwood saplings according to her. She seemed to know her way around trees. Bea showed me how to select a branch, where to cut it off, and then how to strip it of its leaves and little bumps. Not too thick, and not too thin. She showed me where to cut it so that it was about two feet long. She held it and whipped it through the air a few times. It made a whippy whistling sound.

"You're going to whip me with that?!?" I asked incredulously.

"Yup," said Bea, "right up and down your legs and bum."

"That looks bad..."

"Consider it a rite of passage," Bea said as she whipped the switch one more time through the air. "You have to cut four more. We'll need at least five. I want to wear out three on you, but they sometimes break quick. You go cut the others."

"Ok. Pass the knife."

"Not so fast. It's a time-honored tradition for a girl to cut her own switches, and you need to do it the right way."

"What's the right way?"

"Without your pants or panties," said Bea, absentmindedly whipping her switch through the air.

"Bea! We're in a public park."

"We seem to be off the beaten path, and I'll keep a watch out. Come on, jeans off, panties off, you need the full cutting a switch experience."

I looked around right and left. I nervously kicked my sandals off then removed my jeans, and then, looking around again, my panties.

"Put your sandals back on, don't want you hurting your feet."

"Yes, Mom," I said, and got her sticking out her tongue at me in response.

"Ok, give me the knife, quick," I said.

"Come here first," Bea said. I went over to her. She put her left arm around my waist, bending me over a bit, then she started hand spanking my bottom. "Remember why you're cutting these switches: for taking an illicit photo of me without my permission."

"Yes Bea, sorry!" I said as she smacked my bare bottom. I was a little frantic, what if somebody came up to us just now?

Bea released me and said, "ok, go cut your switches now, and make them good ones or I'll spank you again and send you back for more."

She handed me the knife and I scurried back over to the saplings to select other, similar little branches.

I was wearing sandals and a T-shirt that came to my waist, and a bare bum and a bare pussy. I felt very exposed as I selected and then cut a switch. I cleaned it and then brought it over to Bea. Bea swished it through the air and said it will do. I went back did it again with another. I took that one back to Bea. She swished is a couple of times and it snapped. No good. She bent me over and gave me several more hand spanks, then she sent me back to do it again. I went back and forth four more times cutting switches. Midway through I heard a noise. Yikes! It was a bunch of teenaged boys racing through the woods on a mountain bike path close to us. I crouched down low and hid as they passed. I could just see them. What if they had seen me!? I finished with my switches and brought them back to Bea. She swished them through the air and declared them all good.

"That was a close call," she said, giggling, about the mountain biker boys.

"May I get dressed, Bea? Please?"

"Tell me about this first." She pointed the end of a switch at my pussy and tapped it with the tip.

"What?"

"It's bald, like a little girl's. Does my brother like it that way?"

"No, Bea. I wanted it like that," I said, blushing furiously.

"Why?"

"It's comfortable..."

"Seriously? Why?"

"It... it makes me feel like a little girl," I admitted.

"Yes, it does, doesn't it? Naughty, naughty, little girl. Should I give it a switching?" she asked as she whipped the switch towards my pussy. I ducked and dodged and said "no!"

"Get dressed."

I blushed and got re-dressed.

"Here, you carry them back home," said Bea.

I carried the switches all the way back home. I imagined that everybody we passed knew exactly what those switches would be used for.

When we got home, Bea had me clean up the switches some more, to cut out any little bumps. She said if there were any little bumps left on those switches, I would not like it at all. Then she put an inch of water into the bathtub and dumped a whole lot of salt into it, and then lay the switches down to soak in it. I asked her why the salt? She said it was called "brining", and it made the switches more flexible and durable, increased their weight, and increased the sting if some of the salts gets on the bum during the switching.

"None of those sound like a good thing," I said, feeling a bit worried.

"Bad for you, good for me," said Bea who was delighting in tormenting me. "What you really don't want is if we tied all five together into a little rod. That's called a birching. You really don't want a birching. Be glad David and I are letting you off with just a switching." (Later in the year I would receive a birching from my Mother, and it was every bit as bad as Bea indicated).

In the afternoon, Bea and I put our heads together and pulled together a nice dinner for when David arrived home. I learned some things I hadn't known about David's favorite foods. We sat and had a lovely dinner. Of course, Bea and I described the process of gathering switches. David was impressed that Bea made me cut my switches bare bottomed. When we were finished, David got up to clear his dishes. Bea stood up first and sat him back down again. "We'll take care of the dishes," she told him. "You relax after a hard day at work." David smiled and graciously accepted the offer. "Julie, help me clear," Bea said, schooling me.

"Time for Julie's switching?" David asked after we had cleaned up.

"Definitely, said Bea, "I'll get the switches. Let's do it in the kitchen area - easier cleanup for her." How thoughtful.

Bea got them out of the tub and brought them to show David. "Nice," he said. "Swishy. I like the extra weight from the soaking in the salt water. How many are you going to use?"

"I thought I'd use up three. The other two are spares in case I get an early break. If not, you can keep them to use on her next time. Put them in a deep vase filled with salt water to keep them wet."

Bea then turned to me and holding the first switch in her hand said, "Ok, girl, strip."


Chapter 37:  Julie's First Switching

Strip? "Everything?" I asked.

"Yup," she said, swishing her switch through the air.

I guess I looked reluctant.

"Come on, nothing but us girls here, and your husband of course, who's seen it all anyway, right?"

I squeaked a little but did as I was told, taking everything off until I was bare. There was something about being in this setting: in the kitchen, me bare naked with both Bea and David fully dressed. I was embarrassed and covered my breasts and my pussy with my hands and arms.

"Look how bashful she is. Come here beautiful, hands on the counter, stick that pretty bum out." I blushed at the compliments from Bea.

I could see David was enjoying the show. He was trying hard not to smile.

I went over the counter and leaned forward, resting my hands on the front of the kitchen counter, presenting my bum.

Bea tapped my exposed pussy from behind with her switch and said, "I bet my brother has some fun with that."

"Bea!" I said, very embarrassed.

"And this too?" Bea asked, poking the tip of the switch directly into my bottom hole.

"No!" I lied. Thankfully, David did not call me on it or punish me for my little lie later. I guess I got that one for free.

Bea swished the switch a few more times through the air and then brought it down right across my bum.

Youch! I felt a fiery little line develop. Then another and another and another and another. She was swishing me up and down my legs and my bum very quickly. I started yelping and dancing in place and moving side to side to try to avoid the little swishes without moving my hands. Of course, my breasts were bare, so I felt them dancing around wildly as well, which I'm sure David enjoyed.

Bea must have read my mind because she said, "look at those tits and that bum wiggle!" as she seemed to delight in finding some flesh to strike no matter how I twisted and contorted in pain. Evil little switch!

"Awww," said Bea as she broke the switch on me. There were little bits of switch all around me on the floor. She threw the remnants of that switch onto the floor and took another. While that was going on, I tried looking at myself. I had thin little red lines all up and down my flanks. I can only imagine what my butt and thighs looked like. They had taken the brunt of it.

"Now Jules," asked Bea, "why are you getting this switching?"

"Because I snuck a photo of your spanked bum without permission."

"Correct. And do you think you're learning your lesson, not to betray my trust like that again?"

"Yes Ma'am."

"Good. Two more switches to go until you really learn."

She went right back to switching me with the second switch. This time she went all the way down the backs of my calves, the backs of my thighs, and my butt. She really had me dancing a little jig. Eventually she wore out the second switch as well. Oh no, still another switch to go.

"Want to try something different for the third one?" Bea asked me.

I must not have been thinking straight, because I immediately said, "yes, please!" thinking there must be nothing worse than enduring a third switching.

Bea reached out her left arm to me and told me to clasp her wrist with my left hand. Then she clasped my wrist with her hand. She pulled me more towards the center of the room. David got up from where he was sitting and pushed back the kitchen table to make more room. At that point I had no idea what was going on.

"Pass me the longest one," Bea said to David, who passed her the longest of the three remaining switches. She then started switching my bum and legs while I was standing there. At first, I didn't get it because I just yelped and danced in place as the switch indiscriminately hit me all over the backs of my legs and bum. The extra length made the switch even whippier and more painful.

"Go on," said Bea, "run away from it."

I started moving away from the switch, but the way our arms were linked I could only move in a circle around Bea. "Go on! Dance little filly! Dance!" said Bea and I realized what was happening. She wanted me to dance around her. Bea whipped me harder to get me moving and more lightly when I was moving, so I moved! Every now and then she whipped at my calves which made me raise up my knees. "That's it, knees up!" she told me when that happened. And then she kept trying to get my knees up, whipping me harder on the calves when I didn't, and whipping me lighter on my bum when I did.

Oh my God. She was training me like a prize pony! And let me tell you, it was very effective training because before long I was prancing around her, knees high, breasts bouncing, as she whipped my legs and bum.

"Look at her go," Bea said. "Prance, Julie. Prance."

I pranced. Naked little me prancing with my knees high and my breasts bouncing in front of my husband as Bea whipped me in a circle with that evil, thin, little switch.

I caught David's lustful eye. "David! Please!" I begged. He only grinned at my shame.

"He won’t save you, little filly. You're mine until this switch is used up. Up on those toes," she said as she whipped me. "Better keep those knees up also. Nice and high."

She had her fun until her switch gave out. True to her word that was the end of it.

She gave me a hug (I was still naked), laughed, and asked me how I liked my first switching?

"Can I never have another, please?" I pleaded. It was intense punishment while it was going on. Every nerve ending up and down my legs and bum was set ablaze. At points I could barely breathe from the icy hot slash of the thin little switch. Evil, evil, implement.

"I think David got a little excited seeing that, cutie pie," said Bea. "As the last part of your punishment, you're going to have to take my brother to your bedroom and submit to him, sexually, in any way he wants," Bea told me, with a wink. "For the next half hour, I'm going to my room, putting my headphones on, and I'll be listening to my music at full volume, so don't feel inhibited," she said.

That was interesting. David and I had been holding back. I got a little smile, went to take David's hand, dragged him into the bedroom and shut the door. For the next half hour we sucked and fucked like nobody's business. He finished with a rear entry pounding of my pussy as he pulled my hair and slapped my whip-marked ass. My whole backside nerve endings still felt set afire from the switching, and it made the sex even better. I was also very loud during sex, begging for it harder and screaming out my orgasm.

Afterwards we cleaned ourselves up and came out of the bedroom. My poor butt, thighs, calves, and flanks were streaked with thin little red lines. Bea came out of her room as well and we enjoyed a glass of wine together.

"Did you have fun, guys?" Bea teased as we sat there. There's a universal thing where everybody smiles knowing newlyweds are having sex a lot. Especially at the girl. I think they picture us getting our pussies pounded by our husbands. Check. I caught it at church as well from the moms. I think they missed that phase of their sex lives when they were regularly getting sex, but they were glad I was getting my turn experiencing it.

Later, when David was not there, I asked Bea if she really was listening to loud music during our bedroom time. "Of course I was!" she said, a bit more outraged at the question then she should have been. "I mean, if the situation were reversed, I'm sure you wouldn't pause your music so as to hear every little noise from the bedroom, would you?" Oh great, she heard everything. Then she whispered to me, "harder, harder, ooooh, I'm cummmming..." she teased as she shook her hips and screwed up her face in an imitation of an orgasm, and we had a big smile together. What are sisters for, after all?


Chapter 38:  Punishment Therapy

The next day, Bea seemed quiet and distracted. She was looking down the barrel of what was likely to be a severe strapping from her brother's leather belt that evening.

Even I had to admit that the final item on Bea's list was bad. She had gotten drunk, allowed a strange man to take her home and have unprotected sex with her. Next morning, the guy was trying to get rid of her. She was disgusted with the guy, disgusted with herself, and concerned she might be pregnant. Though she was very pro-life, she took a "Plan B" morning-after pill and was sick all day from that and from her hangover. David and Bea had decided that a belt whipping was the appropriate punishment. I had never seen or experienced a belt whipping, so I didn't know how bad it might be, but I assumed it would be bad.

"You nervous?" I asked her at one point during the day.

"More disgusted with myself for earning what I'm going to be getting," said Bea. "Been thinking about it since I woke up."

"We all make mistakes, Bea," I said. "You shouldn't be so hard on yourself. If you heard all the things I did after I left home, you'd be disgusted with me."

"But you were, what, 19? I'm a 28-year-old woman. I'm five years older than you. You have your life together and I'm still behaving like... a slut and an idiot. Why would any decent guy even have me?" she wailed and started crying.

I hugged Bea and comforted her. "I think you're a super cool big sister, and any guy would be lucky to have you. We all make mistakes. I still have the switch marks to prove it."

She smiled a little at that. "It's not comparable and you know it," she said. "You were a little mischievous; I was a careless, stupid, drunk, slut with zero self-esteem and settling for the first disgusting male wanting to stick his dick in me."

Ouch. But I couldn't disagree.

I suggested that maybe I shouldn't be present for her whipping tonight? She said, "no, I want you there. Please?" She seemed so sad about it, I couldn't refuse, but I started getting worried what I was getting myself into.

Bea was mopey the rest of the day. Sometimes she just sat, staring into the air, or crying softly to herself. There seemed to be nothing I could do to help her. It got worse and worse as the day wore on. This wasn't normal.

I called David at work, concerned. David told me that she had been at her best while visiting us so far, but that she had psychological issues that sometimes came out in this fashion. I told him we should be getting her a therapist, not whipping her. He said she had a therapist; a series of therapists in fact, since she was 14. She's always refused any psychiatric medications. He said that she's probably been in and out of the sort of funk I saw today since the incident and that the only thing that's ever snapped her out of it for good is the spankings. They've discussed it with her current therapist who was in favor of "punishment therapy" as she called it and wrote a letter to file that he has a copy of if I would like to see it.

Oh.

He also said the worse the act, the more she beat herself up over it, and the more severe the punishment had to be. Some form of strong guilt expiation. He said he would understand if I didn't want to be present for it.

I told David that Bea wanted me there, and I promised Bea I would be. David warned me that in light of what I told him about her current state, he'd need to be severe with her to snap her out of it, and he hoped I would not see him any differently after. I promised him I would not. I said he was a good brother, and that I can only imagine what he's gone through with Bea over the years. I told him that if she needed to be whipped hard, I expected him to do a proper job of it and not worry about me. He thanked me for understanding, and we signed off saying we loved each other.

For the rest of the day I had a different attitude towards Bea. I went over and sat next to her, stroked her hair, and let her cry in my arms. I made her tea. I didn't try talking to her about it at all. I knew that was not what she needed just now. What she needed, only her brother could give her.

Based on what I told David earlier in the day, he decided he should deliver her whipping as soon as he got home rather than wait until after dinner. He called me and told me to relay that to Bea. I went over to her, stroked her hair, and told her that I just spoke with David. He said he'd be home around 6 p.m. and he would punish her as soon as he got home. Bea sniffled and nodded her head affirmatively indicating she had heard and went back to being borderline catatonic.

As soon as David got home, I went up to him and said it was really bad with Bea. He looked a bit sad and said he knew and knew how to handle it.


Chapter 39:  Bea Gets the Belt

Bea was in her room. David yelled, "Beatrice! Get out here. Now!"

Bea came out immediately and faced David. "I presume you know why you're about to be punished, Beatrice?"

"Yes, sir."

"I'm not going to go easy on you, young lady. You're getting the belt. You know how wrong it is what you did, and you know that you're better than that."

"Yes, sir."

"Go to your room. Undress to a T-shirt and panties. And sit on your bed quietly and wait for me there."

"Yes, sir," she said again, and dashed to do as she was told. I could already see the difference in her. The lethargy and borderline catatonia had disappeared completely.

"What a change," I whispered to David.

"Sometimes it's the only thing that snaps her out of it when she gets like this. We learned that a long time ago."

"You are so sweet to be doing this for her," I said to him, kissing him.

"I'm going to whip her ass until she's howling, and that's 'sweet of me'?" he asked sarcastically.

"In this case, yes. Spare the rod and spoil the child."

"You know that's not from the Bible, right?"

"It is!" I said indignantly.

"We went over that. Proverbs 13:24, look it up. I have it memorized," he said and tussled my hair.

"Whatever," I said, "I just expect you, Mister, to give her what she needs, and don't you dare worry about my sensibilities," I told him.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, and then a big breath to steel himself and then, "let's go."

David opened the door to Bea's room and strode in. I slipped in behind him and placed myself out of the way in a corner. Bea was sitting on the side of the bed, in just a white cotton tank and a pair of modest white cotton panties.

"Stand up!" David said, being firm with her. Bea leapt to her feet and stood at attention.

David took the three pillows from the head of Bea's Queen bed and lay them one atop another on the bed.

"Get across," he said. Bea knelt on the bed and draped her body across the pillows, leaving her panty-clad bottom high. She seemed a bit expressionless as she did so.

"You've been a very naughty girl, Beatrice, and now you're going to be punished." It seemed like almost a ritual. David went over to Bea, put his hands on either side of her panties, and pulled them down to her knees. Poor Bea, lying there with her bottom fully exposed and bent over like that. It struck me how submissive it was, especially for a girl. That is the same position David has had me in many times for the purpose of sexual penetration. Bea was in that same position, but for a very different purpose. Nonetheless, her private parts were on display in a like manner regardless the purpose.

David stood beside Bea. She turned her head to see him taking off his belt. There was no emotion in her eyes. David removed his belt slowly, doubled it up and snapped it in his hands. "We both know you deserve the belt for what you've done."

"yes sir," she mumbled, turning back to bury her head into the bedsheets.

"Are you ready?" he asked her as he went towards her backside and readied the belt.

"yes sir," she said softly.

David raised the belt high, his belt hand above his shoulder, and brought it down with considerable force cracking across the bare cheeks of her bottom.

CRACK!

Bea barely reacted. All I heard was a little squeak into the bedsheets, barely audible.

David lifted his arm and brought down another lash across her bottom cheeks. I could tell, those were extremely hard strokes of his belt. But there was next to no sound from Bea, though I did see her clutching the bedsheets with her little fists in front of her.

Again and again David brought the belt down across her cheeks. I couldn't believe Bea wasn't screaming from the pain by now. Her cheeks were well-marked with angry looking belt marks across them.

After another dozen strokes, Bea turned her head my way and I could see the pain reflected in her face. Her lower lip was trembling. With each new belt stroke she just looked sort of... sad. After another dozen strokes, each stroke made her visibly wince and gentle tears began coming to her eyes. Her facial features were almost a mixture of sadness and annoyance and feeling sorry for herself. After another dozen strokes, she began reacting more vocally.

"Are you going to be a good girl from now on, Beatrice?" David asked as he continued to whip her.

"Yes sir," she cried.

"I'm going to make sure of that," he said and continued with her whipping, making it even harder if that was possible.

This got more of a reaction out of Bea and she began mewling, crying out and kicking her legs. David finished with an all-mighty flurry of a dozen or so very fast and very hard strokes that broke Bea and had her screaming and begging "NO! I'm Sorry! NO!"

At the end, Bea was sobbing large tears into the bedspread. David put his belt back on as his little sister remained in place crying. He went up to her and gently stroked her hair.

"That's it. Good girl. It's all over now. Can you forgive yourself?" he asked.

"Yes, sir. Thank you. Thank you," she said.

"Julie," David said to me, "go get the cold cream from the fridge. Bea will be needing it."

"Yes, sir," I said, and hurried to get it.

David was sitting by the side of the bed, still stroking his crying sister's hair when I returned.

"Ok, baby. Julie's back. Is it ok if I leave you with her now?"

"Yes. Yes please," she said. "That would be nice. Thank you. Thank you so much. You always know what I need."

"Ok, we'll talk a bit later after you've collected yourself," he said, and he left the room. "Take care of her," he said to me on the way out. David looked a little shaken from what he had just had to do, and I was sure he was going to collect himself as well.


Chapter 40:  Bea Collects Herself

I took David's place at the side of Bea's bed and stroked her hair as David had done and took her hand in mind.

"It's ok, it's ok now. Everything's forgiven," I said, trying to be helpful.

"Thank you, Julie, for being here. I'm sorry for getting like this and asking you to stay for my whipping. It must look bad, but it really helps me."

"I know. I know it does."

"It's like... like... electroshock therapy sort of. It just sort of resets my system."

I turned to examine her ass. It was a MESS. "Electroshock for the ass," I said.

"Yeah," she said with a little laugh. I hadn't heard her laugh all day.

"Would you like me to put a little cold cream on it?" I asked.

"Oh God yes please!" she said enthusiastically.

I opened the jar of cold cream and gently soothed it into her bottom cheeks where the belt had marked her. Bea had a very cute ass. I couldn't believe I was rubbing cold cream into a girl's pretty ass. I felt a little twinge of sexual excitement especially when Bea moaned in pleasure at the treatment. Bea started writhing under my hand and sticking her ass up as if begging for something.

What a naughty little slut, I thought to myself, amused. I took the cue and rubbed some cream lower on her ass and more centrally towards her inner legs. She responded favorably to that direction and spread her legs a bit. I "accidentally" brushed a finger by her pussy lip, and she moaned, spread her legs more, and pushed her bum up higher. I took some more cold cream and rubbed it into her ass crack, brushing by her bottom hole. She again encouraged me with her motion and her moans, as she pushed shamelessly into my hand.

Then, very obviously, she licked the fingers of her right hand and stuck it down there, clearly rubbing herself right in front of me.

"Bea!" I said, shocked at her brazenness.

"Do you mind?" she asked timidly.

"Go ahead," I said gently and continued my sexy massage, now freely going anywhere and everywhere.

Right in front of me, with my hand rubbing her ass, asshole, and pussy, she got closer and closer to orgasm and then let loose, bum jiggling, ass shaking, and crying out into the bedsheets, trying to keep quiet lest her brother hear her.

"Oh shit", I thought, "If he comes in now, both our asses are grass."

"Oh," she said, coming down from it. "Oh, thank you. I really needed that."

"My pleasure?" I said with a little laugh.

"Don't tell David. Ok?"

"Are you kidding?  If he knew about this, I'd get a worse spanking than you just got."

"Mmmm. I doubt that," she said, moving the pillows away from under her, turning sideways on the bed, and rubbing her own bum. "I don't think there is a spanking worse than that."

"You may be right. All the same, I wouldn't want to find out."

"Ok, then," she said, "Pinky pact!" and she held out her little finger. I hooked my little finger into hers and we shook pinkies on it. That's an unbreakable oath!

"You're a great little sister," she told me, all her life and bubbliness back into her after her epic spanking and orgasm.

"And you're an amazing big sister."

"Thanks for letting me borrow your husband. I was afraid you wouldn't let me."

"Not a problem. But what's this afterwards things all about? Do you get turned on having your brother spank you?"

"Oh yes. He doesn't know, of course. Big dummy. I mean, that's not why I do it. I do it for everything we talked about. To be held accountable and all that. And sometimes I just go off the deep end. I'm a little bipolar in case you haven't figured it out. Manic depressive. Mostly I'm up, but then sometimes I just crash into a depression, usually at the state of my life, especially after I do something epically stupid. I can't get it out of my head, and I keep cycling back to it OCD-style. Only a whipping like this gets me out of it. I know. Weird. Nobody has the strength to give me the kind of whipping I need except my brother," she said. "Although you weren't too shabby with the hairbrush the other night," she smiled.

"Nor you with the switches yesterday," I said.

"Yeah, that was fun whipping another girl for once. And was it worth it? Did I get his engines revving for you in the bedroom after?"

"Yes," I said, actually blushing.

"I always masturbate after he spanks me. Ever since the very first time when I was fourteen. He thinks I just need time to collect myself."

"My you are a naughty, naughty, little girl," I said, and reached over and spanked her sore butt once.

"Ouch!" she cried out and giggled. "Come on. Don't you find it sexy when he spanks you, even if it is for punishment?"

Interesting question. Like her I was not doing it because of any sexual excitement, but I had to admit that the sexual excitement of being justly punished by my man was an aspect.

"Ok, yes. It's not why I do it, though," I was quick to point out.

"It's never why we do it," Bea said, "but there is that side effect. I think God built us that way. It's like how He made sex fun so you want to make babies? Like that, but only with spanking."

"Go on," I said, intrigued by Bea's "interesting" theology.

"God wants men to lead and women to follow, right? So, he invented spanking to enforce it. I mean, think about it. The butt is about the only spot where you can hit a woman without any lasting harm, right? It's custom made for it. All that muscle and fat and thick skin so there's no damage. But then He put all those nerve endings right there near the surface, so you feel it. And He even made it so that it changes color depending on how hard your man spanks you, like a gauge sort of thing. Tell me that's all accidental?

"But there's more. He also put your pussy right there, with all those sexy nerve endings. He made it so good when all the blood flows down there. You literally get horny from getting a spanking."

Bea was on a roll. I was nodding and agreeing with her. She kept going, encouraged.

"He also invented shame, and even made shame a bit sexy for women. In the Garden of Eden, there's Eve running all around naked without a care in the world, and then she committed the original sin, and suddenly she's all, 'oooh, don't look at my tits and pussy, I need a leaf to cover them,' right? But then to have sex, she needs to get naked in front of her man and she's all 'no don't,' but really wants it?

"For a spanking, you have to bend over to help him get at the butt and show the man all that you should be covering up, right? And after you've waved all your private parts in the air in front of a man, and you just want to do it, you know? Get royally fucked. Please him anyway you can?

"Sure, the spanking hurts, and we dread it on one level, but afterward there's a warm, fuzzy feeling of being loved and forgiven, also a warm, sexy feeling after all that blood flows down there. And if you're his wife, let's face it, you're getting fucked afterward and you like that, and you get babies out of it, so bonus! So, despite how much it hurts, you accept your next spanking easier as a result."

"That makes weird sense," I told her. She kept going.

"And it works the other way, also. When a wife gets so excited, the husband gets that positive feedback later in the bedroom. Hubby also gets turned on seeing his wife waving that red ass at him and squirming for all she's worth, and basically making her pussy beg for a fucking. And so, your husband doesn't mind spanking you again to correct your bad behavior instead of throwing you out of the house and letting you starve. You know, like in the olden days.

"It's all God's design, I'm sure of it. Except in my case, because I haven't found my man yet, I have to settle for diddling myself with my fingers and getting a little sexy massage from my new lesbo sister-in-law."

"Hey!" I said, "I'm not a lesbo!"

"Oh, of course not. My apologies," said Bea giggling, "I'm sure it was just a total accident that you brushed by my pussy lips."

Busted.

"Don't tell anyone!" I told her.

"We pinky swore, It covers it."

She pulled me into bed next to her, and we kissed a little, and fondled one another, in ways sisters should never kiss and fondle one another.

After we had a bit of fun, I broke off and said, "Stop that!" I got up out of bed. "If you're done 'collecting yourself' you can come out and we can cheer David up. I don't think he likes beating you that hard."

"Sounds good," she said, "I just might need to 'collect myself' one more time before I come out."

"Naughty!" I told her, and I left her there in bed, with her panties down at her knees, to do whatever else she felt she needed to.


Chapter 41:  Aftermath and Departure

I went to David and he was so earnest, "how is she?" he asked worriedly.

"She's fine. It's amazing," I said. "That whipping worked like magic. She's back to kidding around and giggling. Entirely changed person from earlier."

"That's good."

"And you're a trooper for doing what needed to be done, and knowing what needed to be done."

"I wasn't too hard on her, was I?" he asked, I think worried about how I felt about what I saw more than anything.

"No. It was exactly what she needed. And I hope you never have cause to whip me as hard as that."

"Don't give me cause, woman," he said as he collected me up and kissed me.

"Now that I know what you're capable of, I'll be on my very best behavior."

"Somehow I doubt that," he said, teasing me.

Just then Bea came out of her room all "collected". She went over to her brother, bent over, kissed him on the cheek, and said, "thank you. That was exactly what I needed."

"Not too sore?" he asked.

"Oh, I'm plenty sore. I won't be sitting comfortably for a couple of weeks. But it will remind me to not get so down on myself, and to respect myself a little more."

"Well all's well that ends well," said David.

"All's well that ends well," repeated Bea, winking at me.

Bea had to leave the next day, and we saw her off at the airport.

"Go find a good man who'll spank you properly," I told her.

"I'll try," she said. "But until I do, can I come visit again with another list?"

"Only as long as you let me practice on you again," I said.

"Deal," she said, "So long as you help me to 'collect myself' afterwards with the cold cream."

"Naughty, naughty," I said, and we laughed and hugged.

"What was that about?" asked David on the way back to the car, having heard some but not all of it.

"I can't tell you," I said, "I pinky swore with Bea."

"Why do I smell mischief?" David asked rhetorically.

"I 'dunno," I said as we were getting into the car. When we got back home, he gave me a sexy spanking for "keeping secrets", and then he fucked me eight ways to Sunday, nice and LOUD! Ha ha!


Chapter 42:  Julie Plots

While all of this was going on, I still had not broached with my family the fact that I was a spanked wife. David was against me saying anything to them, thinking that as atheists they would be unlikely to understand the dynamic, which was based on Christian ideas of family and gender roles.

I was adamant. I wanted to tell them. I was proud of my status and had nothing to hide. They should know the new me.

I reminded David that he and my Dad had exchanged banter about this. Daddy said I was "feisty", and David might have to "settle me down". Mom had told the men to stop teasing me and making me blush. Wasn't that darned close already? David still thought not. A little pre-marital teasing was one thing, he believed, a real disciplinary spanking given by a husband to his wife was in a different league. They might think it was abusive. I could see his point, but I thought at least, why not test the waters?

"You remember the very first spanking you ever gave me," I asked him, "when I wanted you to 'f' me before we were married? You put me across your knee naked and gave me a sexy spanking. I obviously liked something about it. We built from there, and that's how we got to where we are now, right?"

"Yes. Your point?"

"How about you give me a flirty joke spanking in front of my family. This Sunday at dinner. Totally over my clothes and everything. I'll do something naughty and you retaliate with a fun little smack or two to my backside? We see how they react, and if they have fun with it, we'll know they're not totally against it, and we'll be getting them a little used to the idea. What do you think?"

David sat for a while, pondering. "It's not a bad plan. Tests the waters. It's exactly what I did with you."

"I know. It's really your idea, I'm just adapting it," I said, trying to flatter him. If he thinks it's his idea, he'll be more likely to go along with it. Men!

"Ok, fine, against my better judgment, I'll do that much. For you."

"Oh goodie, goodie, goodie!"

"One smack, to the seat of your dress or jeans or whatever."

"Awww. Just one? Ok fine, thank you," I said, not pushing my luck.

"And tell me what you will do to deserve this indignity?"

I quickly thought it through and told him.

"And you want to do this on Sunday coming up?"

"Yes. It's a holiday. There'll be lots of family there this weekend. It should be fun."

"Ok," he said, resigned to my enthusiasm, "but one would think you'd be a bit more embarrassed about your spankings."

"I am embarrassed," I said with a blush, "but I'm also proud that I have a husband capable of taking me in hand." With that I leaned over and gave my man a great big kiss.

As Sunday came, I was getting a little nervous about my smack. There were going to be lots of people there. My Mom and Dad of course. My older sister Sue. My younger sister Nancy was still away at school and had not returned. My aunt Dorothy (my Mom's younger sister) with Uncle James and their three teenaged boys. A full house. I'll be getting my bum smacked in front of all of them. It wasn't real, real, but it would send a message to my family that my husband is a stud, and probably wouldn't hesitate to really spank me if I needed it. It was a fun way of gently starting the process of outing myself.

For dinner I put on a tight blue strapless dress. I didn't put on any underwear. When David saw me, he asked, "That's what you're wearing? Tonight, of all nights?"

"Yes. You like?" I asked, doing a turn for him.

"I think your little cousins' eyes are going to bulge out of their heads when they see you bent over and getting your butt smacked in that."

"They love their big cousin, Julie. They always seem extra attentive when they're invited to our cottage and I'm on the dock sunning myself in my bikini."

"Corruptor of youth," he told me, arms crossed, mock serious.

"No. Savior. Those boys need to see how a real man deals with his woman."

"Harrumph!" said David, and OMG but he sounded exactly like my Dad when he did that.


Chapter 43:  Julie's Family Spanking

We got to Sunday dinner and everybody showed up who was supposed to. I got compliments from Mom and Aunt Dot on my dress. I noticed the boys furtively glancing at my bod. I was always the fun older girl cousin and teased them that way. My older sister Sue is more attractive than me by far, but she dressed conservatively and didn't play. My younger sister has a pretty face but was quite overweight at the time.

Dinner went ahead as usual. The young boy cousins annoyed me by carrying on their own inane conversation about video games or something at their end of the table, being loud about it, and not joining into the adult conversation at all, which I thought was distracting and rude. Their parents did not correct them. When I have kids, I'll teach them manners. Across my knee if it came to that.

After dinner, Mom said "why don't we go sit more comfortably?" This was her stock thing to say to move us all out of the dining room and over to the big living room. It was almost showtime now.

Mom sat where she always does. No surprise. David had an after-dinner drink in his hand and was standing, leaning against the fireplace mantle, and looking down, chatting with her. I extricated myself from my conversation and went over to stand behind him.

"Mmmmm" I said as I reached down and fondled his butt, ad libbing.

David turned around, looked annoyed at me, and asked, "What are you doing?"

"Nothing. Just admiring those tight buns. They're very swattable."

"Don't!" he warned.

"Don't tell me what to do," I said, getting mock angry at being bossed. I had what I can only imagine was a mischievous grin on my face, hauled back my hand and SWAT! Hard as I could. Then quickly ran away!

Everybody was watching, but it was hard to notice much more as the world had turned a bit tunnel vision for me.

David whirled around and said, "Julie! What the heck?"

"What? I warned you your butt was swattable!" Such a brat.

"Do we need to have a discussion about swatting butts in public?"

"I don't think so," I said, sounding less than confident.

"I think we do," he said confidently. "Come over here, you," he said, crooking his finger at me. Gosh my heart was beating hard.

"No way!" I said with a giggle as I moved further away from him and started backing out of the living room.

"Boys," said David. "Will you please bring your Cousin Julie to me."

The boys were sitting on the couches in the direction I was backing away. Had they grabbed me, I had no doubt they would be copping a feel. I whirled around on them, pointed my finger threateningly and said, "Don't. You. Dare!" This froze them in their seats. Ha!

However, it appeared as though I had been outsmarted. David took the opportunity when I was distracted to take a couple of quick steps across the room and grab me by my upper arm. "No need, boys, I have her," said David unnecessarily.

David slowly but surely pulled me back towards the fireplace. I tried to resist a bit, but I just toppled over towards him and I needed to take a couple of steps to regain my balance. As I toppled into him the second time he got behind me and hugged me, then turned around in place and reached his left arm up and then back down across my back, wrapping his arm all around me, bending me over as I faced the fireplace, my butt facing the room.

His hand was wrapped around me so that he was palm up on my low (!) tummy and lifting me a bit. He also somehow had his foot raised and his one knee stuck in there so that I was bent a bit across it. Despite my high heels, I felt that I was on my tiptoes, dangling a bit there. How humiliating. Especially knowing what was coming next.

He held me there interminably as I "struggled" and kicked my feet. Ok, I was getting genuinely embarrassed now. This was more than what I had bargained for. He asked me what I could only imagine was a rhetorical question: "What do you think is the proper punishment for a girl who swats her husband's backside in front of the whole family?" He said it with a smile.

"A firm talking to?" I suggested, trying to make the best of it and salvage some dignity.

"I don't think so," said David as he started rubbing my ass. I couldn't see most of the room as I was dangling there a bit facing the fireplace. I could see my Dad out of the corner of my eye.

I strained my neck to look over at him and said, "Daddy! Help!" I hadn't intended to do that; it just sort of came out. I certainly had not wanted nor expected to be rescued, but as soon as I said it, I realized that I might be. Drat!

David picked up on this cry to Daddy and asked, "Sir, may I? Just one good smack?"

"Don't hold back on my account," said Daddy, "Give her as many as you think she needs."

He wouldn't do more! He couldn't!

I felt David hoist me just a touch higher and then his hand lifts off my behind and then SMACK. One smack. Directly in the center of my low bottom cheeks. "Ohh!" I gasped.

But wait! Then right after SMACK again! And then SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! Alternating left cheek, right cheek, left cheek, right cheek. I felt myself struggling and kicking.

He paused. Then hauled me up even a bit higher still, showing off my spanked butt just that much more prominently in the room. "No! no!" I said, but still with a laugh in my voice. I mean, what else could I do?

And then SMACK! Low center, right across both my cheeks. "Ouch!" I screeched.

Six smacks total and leave it to my husband who does not seem to know his own strength, they were hard. Remember, I didn't have anything on under that dress. No slip, no panties, no pantyhose, no nuthin'.

He lifted me back onto my feet and plunked me in front of him. He was looking at me with a smirk on his face. I was aware of everyone else's presence but can't tell you what their expressions were. I instinctively reached both hands behind me and rubbed my bottom cheeks. I also pouted and said "Ouch..." in a small voice.

I turned my head to look around the room. Everybody was smiling big silly grins on their faces, except my Mom who was shaking her head gently at us and with the faintest of smiles said softly "What nonsense," to us.

"Looks like you learned your lesson," said my Daddy to me with a laugh in his voice. I spun around to look mock daggers at him, the real cause of my public spanking, but he also just had a big silly grin on his face. He enjoyed seeing me spanked. I guess that answers that question.

"Are you going to behave yourself now?" asked David.

"No" I said, like a child, feeling disagreeable.

"Fine. We'll just have to continue our discussion back home then," he said, adding extra emphasis to the word 'discussion'. Oh blush! We had not discussed adding the innuendo of a continuation at home, but I backed him into it with my previous "no".

"Oh, you two," said my Mom to David and me, shaking her head again.

"Come on then," said David, "let's get you home. Thank you for the dinner."

How could he have taken me home immediately after all that having been said? Everyone would have known exactly what I was going home to.

I felt myself blushing as I was walked towards the door by my husband. "Getting me home" had a new and very blushy meaning for me.

"Don't go too hard on her, now," said Uncle James. A sexual innuendo if I've ever heard one.

"Oh James!" said Aunt Dot, scolding her husband.

My little cousins were glued to their seats. They didn't know whether to be shocked, laugh, be embarrassed, or smile. But all of them knew that I was being taken home for a proper spanking, and likely for sex afterwards.

I hugged Sue. "Naughty, naughty," she said to me. She then whispered in my ear, "Enjoy your spanking." Oh, blush again! She seems to know at least about our sexy spankings, if not our lifestyle. I made a mental note that I would speak to her first.

I kissed my Mom and thanked her for dinner. I think she liked that we were frisky with one another.

I then went to Daddy and threw my arms around him and hugged him tight. "Thank you, Daddy," I said.

"You want to borrow a pillow for your ride home?" he asked with a smile.

"That won't be necessary," I said, mock frostily.

"You take good care of my Julie, now," said my Dad to David.

"You know I will, sir, always," said my David.

David took me home, and true to form he would not let me off a further "discussion" about my naughtiness, which was basically me across his knee, his hand doing the "talking", and my naked ass doing the "listening"; although delivered as foreplay, not real punishment. Afterwards we fucked and it was good.


Chapter 44:  Discussion with Sue

"So, what was that about?" asked Sue next day, on the phone, asking about my shenanigans at Sunday dinner.

"Are you free for a nice long lunch and I can explain?"

"You bet," she said, and we settled on a time and a place.

Over lunch, Sue asked me again what that was all about. To Sue it looked like I was exposing David and my kinks to the family, which she wasn't so down with.

"It's not that. You know how I put the old-fashioned 'obey' in my vows, and how Bea read that passage with all the 'wives submit to your husbands' sort of thing?"

"Yes. And I thought that was weird also."

"David and I are trying to lead a more traditional Christian lifestyle," I started to say.

"You're not Christian," Sue quickly reminded me.

"I am now, officially. I got baptized and everything."

"Yeah, but you don't actually believe any of that, do you?"

I had to answer that. "Christianity is more than what you think, it's a philosophy and ideas and a way of behaving and being. No, I don't believe in some old white guy sitting in the clouds, but I believe in spirituality, and in my part of that and my relationship to that. I find a lot of meaning and value from Christianity, without buying into any nursery school version of God."

"Who are you, again?" my sister asked me, kidding.

"Anyway, apart from any beliefs I may or may not hold, I like it. I like the lifestyle and I like the community. And David is a part of that community and I want to be part of his life."

"You converted for a guy," Sue concluded, cynically.

"You can believe that if you want. It's more than that, but yeah, it's for sure that also."

"Ok, so what has any of this to do with playing out your kinky fantasies at Sunday dinner?"

"It wasn't about that. Please let me explain, ok?"

"Ok. Explain."

"David and I believe in… well… domestic discipline, I guess you might call it. Spanking. He spanks me for real when he thinks I need it. I expect him to, and that's what I've agreed to."

"We're still talking about kink, right?" said Sue, sounding confused.

"No!" I said, getting a bit frustrated. "I'm talking about discipline. I'm talking about my husband disciplining me with a spanking when I need it."

"Ok…" she said, still sounding dubious. "Still sounds like kink to me."

"No, it's a thing," I said. "It's a Christian thing. You can look it up on the web. It's called Christian Domestic Discipline."

"Oh well, if it's on the internet it must be real," Sue said sarcastically.

"It is real. It's real for us," I tried to say earnestly. "It's real for a lot of couples at my church."

"Well if it is real, then it's just abusive and I think you should get out of the relationship," she said.

Sigh. Oh my gosh, maybe David was right.

"It's not abusive. It's consensual. I consented to it even before our marriage and reconfirmed it in our vows. Nobody is making me do anything I didn't consent to. You know how screwed up I was after I moved out and before David. I was out of control. I've come to understand that this is something I need in my life, and David provides it."

That seemed to move Sue a bit. "It is like night and day," she admitted, referring to my behavior and attitude before and after meeting David.

"Just the thought that there's this special man in my life, who won't take any of my shit; that's what it's all about."

"Alright," said Sue, admitting defeat, "but if it gets abusive at any time, you can come to me, whenever, wherever."

"Thank you. I'm positive, like I've never been positive about anything before, that I won't need to, but I really, really appreciate the thought and the offer."

"I've wanted to spank you more than a few times in your life myself," said Sue with a little smile, "especially for the hell you put Mom and Dad through when you first moved out."

"Yeah…" She was right.

"Besides, I was pissed off that they stopped spanking us when I was 13 and you were only 10. You missed three years of spankings."

"And Nancy never got spanked at all," I said, referring to our younger sister.

"Oh, and if there's anyone who needs it…" said Sue.

"Agreed," I said, and we laughed about it. "Put her on a diet and spank her when she opens the fridge."

"Mean!" said Sue. It was. "Ok, so say I believe you and all that, it's still like, kinky right? I mean, come on!"

"Yes, he also spanks me for foreplay, and it drives me wild, but I have, like, my little slowdown safeword and everything and he has to back off when I say it."

"Kinky!" said Sue. "So, what else does he do? Has he fucked you in the ass?"

"None of your business!" I said, outraged, but blushing fiercely.

"He does. He does fuck you in the ass. Admit it," she pressed.

"Yes," I said, my blush having given me away.

"Ha ha! Knew it! What else? Does he tie you up and whip you?" she asked with a grin.

"Sue," I said blushing furiously.

"He does. I can tell by your blush."

"He doesn't tie me up," I said.

"He just whips you then and you hold still for it?"

"Yes… " I volunteered meekly.

"You dirty, little, slutty, perv!"

"Shut up!"

"So, if you like it, how is it punishment?" she asked.

"Well, punishment is different. First I don't get my slowdown safeword. He spanks until he thinks I've learned my lesson."

"Ok, it just still sounds kinky to me. But beside that, why does he get to decide? Do you ever spank him?"

"No! Of course not. He's the head of the household. He's more than ten years older than I, he has a successful business, he's way more mature, and he's a lot wiser. His job is to lead me and provide. My job is to follow and thrive. As to me liking spankings, I don't like the spankings he gives me for punishment, at least not in the moment. I mean I like that he cares enough to do it, but I don't like the spankings exactly."

"But you do get turned on by them?" Sue pressed.

"Well yes, but it's like something David's sister Bea told me. She thinks women are wired by God to be turned on by dominant guys and spankings and everything. A woman having sexy feelings after a spanking is part of God's plan."

"Kinky God," said Sue.

"All things come from God, even kink," I said with a 'so there'.

"So, what was Sunday?" asked Sue again.

"I wanted to tell you, and Mom and Dad, that I'm a spanked wife and that I want that. I thought something like what we did on Sunday would break the ice a bit. And if you guys reacted in horror then I wouldn't tell you. David tried talking me out of it. Thinks you all will think it's abusive."

"You think?"

"It's not. It's consensual."

"I know, I know," said Sue. "I think Dad enjoyed it."

"I think he did too. I think he likes that David is a take-charge kind of guy that way. How about Mom you think?"

"I'm less sure about Mom. She just shook her head at it. And she's like, way more a feminist than I. I don't think she'd get it."

"She surprised me when I told her I want to be a stay-at-home wife and mom. She was fine with it. She said feminism is about having choices, not about choosing one specific thing."

"Really? Cool," said Sue. "So, what now?"

"I guess I go talk to Mom and Dad about it."

"Mom is going to be the tougher nut to crack. You want I should approach her first? Soften her up?"

"How?"

"I'd share that we had this conversation, and tell her that I totally get it, even though I really don't. But anything for you. Maybe one reasonable person saying it's a good thing might soften her up?"

"Yeah, that might help."

"I'll do it, then."

"Ok, do. Let me know how it goes."

We ended our lunch and went our separate ways. While I was not sure Sue got it 100%, I think she got it enough that she was willing to go along, and even help smooth it over with Mom.


Chapter 45:  I Tell Mom

Sue called me right after she had her conversation with Mom. She said it went well, all things considered. She told her that the big change that came over me was partially the result of David spanking me, and that I had sought that out.

My Mom was worried about me, worried that it was spousal abuse. Sue said (more confidently than she felt) that it wasn't that, and that it's a weird Christian thing, more initiated by the wives than the husbands. Traditional family values and all that.

Sue then told her that the thing on Sunday was me trying to "out myself" to them. She should think about it like an LGBTQ+ coming out of the closet. It was important to me. Mom thinks of herself as a progressive thinker, so Sue tried to use that. Sue asked Mom to have an open mind about it and told her that I would like to speak to her about it but was afraid of her reaction. Mom was a bit insulted over the notion that I might be afraid of her reaction, and told Sue to pass on to me that she'd love to discuss it with me, and she would not be at all judgmental, and I might even find she'd be supportive if I asked.

I shared all this with David, and we decided it would be best if I went to talk with Mom alone, so I did that. She and I arranged to have tea at her home one afternoon.

After some pleasantries and tea making, Mom started off with, "so what's this I hear from your sister, about you and David?" she asked delicately.

"Yeah, there's something I really wanted to talk to you about but am pretty nervous doing it."

"Sweetheart, you can tell me anything. I won't judge."

"Well… I guess you know, um, especially after last Sunday and, ah, after your talk with Sue, that well, sometimes David, like, spanks me?" My voice went up with a distinct Valley Girl lift. I do that when I'm nervous.

"Your father and I sort of figured that out, yes," she said concealing a bit of an amused grin.

"But it's not just fun and all. It's serious too. You know, I was having a hard time getting my life together before I met David, and now I'm just… so clear. Like, I know what I want. We spoke about it. I want to be a good wife and a good mother. It's what I want."

"I know that, and I was perfectly ok with that. That's your choice."

"Well, part of that choice is that we've mutually agreed that he leads, and I follow. Part of that is the 'obey' part, from the vows, and part of that is that he sometimes spanks me. You know for real, as a punishment, like you and Daddy did when I was little." There, I had said it.

"And that's something you feel you need?" asked my Mother, insightfully.

"Yes. To be held accountable. To know that I can't get away with things. To have the slate wiped clean when I do something thoughtless. It makes me feel happy, and safe. More at peace with myself."

"Finding your inner child?"

"I guess so. Is that bad you think?"

"I don't judge you. Don't judge yourself. It's neither good nor bad. It's maybe just what you need right now and that might change later."

"You think it's silly? Or abusive?" I asked, probing.

"Not silly. It's sweet. And not abusive. Your sister was worried about that. But I know you better than that. No man is going to make you do anything you don't sign up for with both feet in."

"Yes! I told her that!" I said, glad that at least Mom understood. "Will Dad understand also?"

"Your father? Your father would still be spanking you girls today if I let him."

"Really?" I asked, surprised. I had always thought it was a joint decision.

"The decision to stop spanking you children was entirely mine. I put my foot down on the subject. At any rate, we discussed it. Your father is quite favorably disposed to David taking you in hand in that manner. He's been complaining ever since you left home that what you needed was a good firm spanking, and he almost managed to convince me."

"I guess I agreed with him also," I said, sheepishly.

"Apparently so. But tell me, why are you telling us this?"

"Well, I just want you guys to know for one thing. But also in case we're up at the cottage together and something happens, I don't want you thinking it's something I didn't agree to in advance."

"Don't worry about that. But I'm glad you told us. If we hear you being spanked, we'll know what's up."

"It might seem, in the moment," I clarified, "that's it's against my will…"

"I know," said Mom with a gleam in her eyes. "Naughty girls sometimes wish they didn't need to be spanked."

It was nice, she was having a bit of fun with it.

"I have a safeword I can use if anything goes wrong."

"Good to know," she said.

We ended our chat there and I went home to David to tell him about it. He was again happy to be proven wrong and impressed by how open-minded and accepting my family seemed to be.


Chapter 46:  Broken China

I didn't know if it was subliminal or something, but the very next Sunday family dinner I got into trouble and had to suffer embarrassing consequences.

I was clearing dishes after the main course. As you know, I was a server for a time, and so I piled up many plates all along my two arms.

"Julie," Mom said, "that's my good china, you shouldn't carry so many at once."

"Don't be silly Mom. I can do this many with my eyes closed." I was annoyed that my Mom questioned my abilities. I mean, I'm not good for a lot of things, but serving was something I knew.

For spite, I stacked one extra plate and headed off into the kitchen. I honestly didn't know how it happened, but I stumbled along the way, I was able to catch my balance, but not before that last, most precariously balanced plate, just slid off my arm. I tried to break its fall with my foot, but the plate still hit the ground hard and shattered.

"Julie!" I heard my Mom cry out in anguish and come running. I managed to save the other plates and put them down next to the sink.

My Mom and I both looked down at the broken plate.

"Oh no!" said my Mom, stamping her foot. "My good china. It can't be replaced!"

"I'm so sorry, Mom," I said feeling very chastened.

Our conversation from earlier in the week fresh in her mind she said, "if there was ever a time you needed a spanking, young lady, this is it!" said Mom, truly upset with me.

"It was an accident," I said.

"It was an accident waiting to happen. You completely disregarded what I said. Calling me 'silly' when I said it? Now look!"

"Sorry," I said again.

"Argggh!" Mom said and stormed out of the kitchen.

Sue came up beside me and helped me pick up the pieces of the broken dish. I was almost in tears. Sue looked sympathetic. I could hear Dad trying to calm Mom down back in the dining room.

"Julie, please step in here," David said from the dining room, very calmly.

Oh boy. I went into the dining room and said, "Sorry, it was an accident," again.

"Accidents happen, Julie," said David, "but I don't think that's why your Mother is so upset with you. Is it?"

"no sir," I said, standing there, looking at my feet. I felt like a child.

"What does the Bible teach us about how you should relate to your parents, who brought you up and cared for you all these years?"

"It's one the ten commandments, sir: Honor thy father and thy mother."

"And do you think you honored your mother just now, by brushing away her concerns and her advice, by calling them 'silly' when they obviously were not?"

"no sir."

"And do you think you were prideful when you were carrying so many dishes at once?"

Pride is a big sin. I've had to struggle with that. I know I have a chip on my shoulder from flunking out of University and working as a server, and it comes out like that.

"yes sir."

He turned to the others and said, "I understand Julie has shared with you how we deal with things like this? Sue and Mary anyway. Doug, I believe Mary spoke with you?"

"She did."

"Any issues with it, sir?" David asked my Dad.

"None whatsoever," Dad said in a clear voice.

"In that case," David went on, "Julie you're going to be punished for this. Do you understand?"

"yes sir," I said meekly, so embarrassed.

"A spanking to punish you for your pridefulness and your carelessness; and to teach you a little respect for your Mom and to keep a civil tongue in your head when addressing her."

"yes sir." It was the first time I'd ever experienced this; being told I would be spanked in front of my family like this. It was one thing imagining it, it was another experiencing it. My tummy did flip flops. Mom, Dad, and Sue all looked on silently as my drama unfolded.

"Do you mind if I take Julie upstairs for her spanking and do it now?"

"Feel free," said Mom. "You can use the guestroom at the front of the house, it used to be Julie's."

"Up, young lady, let's go," said David.

"Can't you just spank me at home?" I pleaded with him. Being taken just upstairs for my spanking, and then having to go back downstairs afterwards, would be mortifying.

"No. You misbehaved here; you're going to be punished here. Count your blessings that I don't do it right here in the dining room, young lady, right in front of your family. So watch your step."

"yes sir," I said as I left the dining room, David right behind, through the living room, into the front hall, up the stairs, and then into my old room at the end of the hall. Oh gosh. I was so embarrassed.  My Mom and Dad, and my big sister, would have all have known I was being spanked by my husband. Taken over his knee, my bottom bared no doubt, and then spanked as punishment. Heaven knew I deserved the spanking. I had been so stupid and pigheaded and prideful. Why couldn't I, for once, have listened to my Mom? Pride.


Chapter 47:  Sunday Spanking

David came into the room behind me. Mercifully, he closed the door to afford us what little privacy I would be getting. He sat on the side of my old bed. He reached out and unfastened my jeans, pulled them down to my ankles, and then pulled my panties down to my knees.

"Hands on your head," he said. I did so.

It's always so humiliating standing in front of my husband like this, my pussy bare, knowing it's for a spanking.

"Why are you about to be punished, Julie?"

"Because I dropped a dish and broke Mom's good china."

"Why else?"

"Because I was prideful and didn't listen to Mom's advice."

"Correct. You were rude to her as well. You called your Mother silly, when you're the one who behaved in a silly, childish fashion."

"yes sir"

He then reached out for me and pulled me down across his lap. He arranged me so my bare bottom was uppermost, and then he began my spanking.

He only used his hand, but his hand is very hard and big and strong and is more than capable of punishing me. He spanked me firmly and quickly, low down on my butt, alternating cheeks, often spanking both cheeks at once in the middle. The room was sparsely furnished since I moved out, and his hand spanks rang out like gunshots. I was sure they could be heard all the way down in the dining room. I tried to remain as stoic as I could, determined not to cry out and make things even more embarrassing for myself.

It was a long spanking. We were at least five minutes into it. I had started crying out a while ago.

Suddenly the bedroom door opened, and David paused my spanking. It was my Mom! There I was draped across my husband's lap, with my pants and panties around my ankles, with what must have been an epically red bottom already. Oh God! And she had in her hand the large wooden spoon that she always threatened us kids with when we were little (though it was never used on me).

"Here, use this," she said, offering the spoon to David.

"Thank you," David said, taking the spoon from her.

Mom just kept standing there, expecting something, so David began spanking me with the wooden spoon. Oh my gosh! The pain was indescribable. The wooden spoon is vicious. The very first stroke branded me like a red-hot iron, and David was not going easy. He maintained a fast and steady pace, spanking me all over my bottom and even some up and down the backs and even insides of my thighs.

It was impossible for me to maintain any composure at all after that and I began kicking my legs to the extent I could with my jeans and panties banded around my ankles, begging David to stop and promising him "I'll be good! I'll be good! I'm sorry!"

As he continued spanking me, he said, "don't apologize to me, your Mother is right here, and she determines how long this spanking will last."

I immediately switched my focus to my Mom whom I could see standing there looking angry, with her arms crossed. "Please Mommy! Please! I'm sorry! I'm so sorry. I should have listened to you! I'm sorry. Please! I'll be good! I promise! No more! No more, please!" I begged as David continued using the large and heavy wooden spoon repeatedly on my bare pre-spanked bottom. Not only would the spanks be heard from downstairs (especially seeing as Mom had not closed the door behind her), but they would also hear my carrying on and my childish promises to Mommy to be a good girl.

Mom held out her hand and said, "that will do." David stopped spanking me and handed the wooden spoon back to Mom.

David then said, "get up, hands on your head. Face your mother. Apologize to her again, properly."

I got up slowly and painfully off David's lap. My bottom burned. My knees shook and I could barely straighten. But I put my hands on my head and stood up to face my Mom. Tears were running down my cheeks, my face was red and blotchy from the screaming, and my nose was snotty. What was worse was that my pussy, which was of course completely waxed, was on parade for Mommy. She could see how I kept myself down there, like a little girl. Mommy hadn't seen my bare pussy since I was a little child, and now here it was, under these circumstances.

Mom just stood there, looking down at me, with the wooden spoon in her hand. Mom is already a bit taller than I. And she was in heels and a dress. I was shorter than her, in my socks, and with my pants and panties down at my ankles.

"I'm so sorry, Mommy," I said between tears and sniffles, "that I broke your good china that I know you love so much. I was careless, and when you warned me, I ignored you and called you silly. I didn't honor or respect you at all. I'm so, sorry." I repeated.

"It's not just this, young lady," Mom said back. "For years now you have disregarded every bit of advice your father and I provided to you. You knew better. You had to learn everything the hard way. And do you even realize what you put us through, and your sister too, disappearing for weeks at a time in the Caribbean? Well, I'm sorry, but you disregarding reasonable advice just now brought all that back to me and that's why I came up here with the wooden spoon. I'm sorry I interrupted your privacy," said Mom more to David than to me.

"Not at all, Mary," said David, "I completely understand. I went through a very similar experience with my little sister Bea, and it's hell on earth. I'm glad you came up and helped clear the air on that with Julie."

"I probably shouldn't have. I wanted to leave that in the past and embrace the girl Julie has become," Mom said.

"Your anger is completely understandable, Mary, and Julie owes you a good measure of repentance for what she did."

Mom answered, "it's my vice to carry a grudge inside of me and not express it aloud." Mom came over to me and gave me a hug and a kiss on my forehead. I was still bare below, and my hands were still on my head.

"I'm sorry Mommy, for what I put you through. I wasn't thinking," I said, moved by Mom's emotion.

"Well, I forgive you. Completely. As of right now. And you know what? That's a Christian thing, isn't it: forgiveness?"

David answered gently, "It is. It purifies the soul."

"And you know what," said Mom, "I feel much better inside. I really do. Lighter."

"That's your soul lightening, Mary. Maybe we'll have you in church yet," said David.

"I doubt that, A lifelong atheist like me, but there is something to it, for sure."

"I think so also," David said. "Julie, I want you to go stand facing the wall, keep your hands on your head, and I want you to meditate on the quality of the forgiveness you just received, and the role of penance and repentance in forgiveness. I'll come and get you when your timeout is over."

"Yes sir," I said, and I shuffled over to the wall and stood facing it. I knew I needed to touch my nose to the wall without being told. That was so embarrassing for some reason, especially with Mom watching, but I did that also. Of course, my pants and panties were staying down. That was 'kinda a given.

Mom and David left the room and went down to the others. I could hear the soft murmur of conversation, and even the occasional laugh. I wondered if they were laughing at my expense.


Chapter 48:  Bare Bottom Cornertime

I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. It did not sound like David or Dad, maybe Mom or Sue? The bathroom is upstairs so maybe they were just going to use that. David and Mom had left my door wide open, but mercifully I could not be seen from the hallway.

"Oh. My. God!" said Sue. Oh no. she had peeked in and was seeing my poor spanked bum.

She walked right in. "You have been royally spanked," she declared. Oh. This was so embarrassing. Suddenly, I felt my sister's hand on my low butt. "Damn, it's hot to the touch. Is it sore?" she asked. What a dumbass question!

"Yes, it's sore," I answered patiently.

"Did David do all that himself?"

"Mom brought the wooden spoon and told him to use it. She decided how much I got."

"Yeah, we were with her downstairs. We could tell she was still fuming from that plate, and after listening to your spanking for a while she just jumped up, went to the kitchen to get the wooden spoon, and went upstairs with it. And that's when your shrieking started."

"It was some buried resentment about me never listening to her around the time I moved out," I explained.

"No kidding, eh? Mom had it worst, but Dad and I had it also."

"Well why don't you two just spank me also!" I said, a bit angrily.

"I'll suggest it to Dad," said Sue curtly. "But really, oh my God. That ass. That ass is grass," she said.

I let out a big sigh. I was supposed to be contemplating on the quality of forgiveness, but I was having a hard time mustering any for my sister just then.

"And then we all heard you crying, and begging, and promising to be such a good little girl. Please Mommy. Please Mommy. I'm sorry Mommy. I'll be a good girl Mommy! Oh ha ha ha ha!" laughed Sue.

"Shut up," I said to her.

"I 'gotta show Dad," said Sue.

"No. Sue! Don't!" I cried out, but she was already out of the room and I heard her yelling down the stairs, "Dad! Dad! Come up! You HAVE to see this," she yelled.

I heard Dad's footsteps coming up as well. Would this never end???

"Oh my!" I heard my Dad say. "That's one very pretty and very well-paddled rear end."

I pushed myself tighter against the wall, blushing furiously. My Dad was admiring his grown daughter's bare paddled ass!

Sue explained what she gleaned had transpired. "Apparently Mom handed David the wooden spoon and told him to use it, and she decided when he stopped."

"That woman was harboring a wee bit of resentment. But she told me just now she felt light as a feather, so there you go. We best leave Julie be, now, I'm sure she's embarrassed enough as it is, and she's got timeout to do and a sore bottom to nurse."

And with that they both left me there in merciful peace. I can't believe my whole family saw my bare butt. Even Dad saw my bare butt and liked it.

I spent what must have been another ten or twenty minutes there, hard to keep track of time with your nose against a wall, when David came up and released me and told me to come join them all downstairs. I pulled up my panties and my jeans, gingerly, and went downstairs a bit sheepishly.

"Here's our girl," said Daddy. "She'll be standing," Dad said as a joke. Ha ha. I did stay standing, leaning against the fireplace mantle.

"Sorry, everybody," I said with a blush. And if they doubted anything about me being a spanked wife before, they sure didn't now.


Chapter 49:  Nancy Gets Spanked

A week or so after my spanking over at Mom and Dad's, Sue phoned me up excitedly.

"You'll never guess what I just heard," she said to me.

"What?"

"Dad, apparently, just spanked Nancy!"

What? Nancy is my little sister. There's a 5-year gap. She was 18 years old at the time and just completed her first year at an out-of-town University.

"What happened?"

"From what I hear from Mom, Nancy totally screwed the pooch on her first-year grades. Like D's and C's. She hasn't been attending classes, she hasn't been handing in her assignments, she's been flunking tests. In other words, Julie 2.0."

"Ouch."

"Getting into nursing school based on those marks is toast at this point. They're keeping her at home all summer, making her transfer to University here, and making her do summer courses to make up some of her grades. But basically, she'll almost be repeating first year to get her grades up enough to get into nursing."

"That's probably best. I couldn't deal with the lack of structure either," I said.

"Yeah, but this is the best part: Mom has decided to reinstate spankings for her. You inspired it. Mom was so pleased with getting you spanked, that she's having Dad do the same with Nancy. They already spanked her for her poor grades, and they say they'll spank her again whenever she needs it."

"Wow. I approve. But Nancy's, like 18-years-old. You can't just spank an 18-year-old if she doesn't agree to it."

"Oh, she agreed to it. It was either that or she gets cut off. They said she's saved enough to cover first and last, and so she can move out, get a job, and support herself. No nursing school."

"That must have scared the crap out of her. I can't imagine Nancy on her own like that, though it would probably be good for her."

"That's what Mom and Dad said also. They were totally open to both ideas. Get a job, support herself. Or keep going with school, which they'll support, and get into nursing, but with those conditions."

"And she chose the spankings."

"Yup."

"And you say she already got spanked for screwing up first year?"

"Yup."

"Do you know any of the detes?" I asked her, very curious.

"I do. You were, like, the model. They went up to her bedroom all three of them. Mom made her take off her pants and panties, I mean completely off, and then get across Dad's knee. He started in with his hand, and then Mom gave him the big wooden spoon to use on her. Her ass apparently looked like yours afterwards."

"Oh wow."

"Yeah, and then, get this, Mom brought her down to the kitchen, totally bare butt, and made her stand in the corner for an entire hour while she cooked dinner."

"No!" I exclaimed.

"Totally," Sue said. "And afterwards, they had dinner together, after Nancy got her pants back of course, and she was apparently a bit sulky, so Mom told her that if she didn't perk up and behave like a lady, than after dinner she'd have Dad give her another spanking, but with his belt!"

"Holy smokes!"

"And then guess what? Nancy actually perked up, according to Mom, and was very pleasant company, so now Mom's more convinced than ever."

"Amazing."

"Oh, and you know what else? You joked the other day about spanking her for overeating?"

"Yeah,"

"Well Mom put her on a diet also, and an exercise program, and she has to record everything, and if she doesn't follow it, then bam, right across Dad's knee."

"You're shitting me?"

"I am not shitting you."

"It'll do her good. Nobody that young should be that fat. Remember what Mom used to say, 'fat and stupid' are a bad combination for a girl?"

"Ouch, yes. Not very PC."

"Well thanks for the update, I guess it's good to know I'm not the only sister still subject to getting her fanny tanned," I said.

"But you're the most deserving," Sue said, sounding serious. I was not sure what she meant.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"I mean," Sue said, "the hell that you put us all through after you moved out."

"Oh… that. Can you give that a rest already."

"No. In fact, it's the main reason for my call. I'm glad that Mom went through this whole forgiveness thing with you after she had you spanked, but I didn't." Sue said.

"Huh?" I asked.

"I didn't. Mom may legit not feel any residual resentment for the hell you put us through, but I do. I have a lot of resentment still."

"I… I… didn't know," I said.

"Oh, I don't wear it on my shoulder around you. I'm all about smiles and positivity and I love the changes that you've made in your life, even if you have turned into a whacky Christian who gets her butt smacked by her husband. But yeah, it hurts inside and there's some unfinished business there."

"Are you saying, you want David to spank me for it, while you watch, like with Mom?" I asked, horrified.

"No, no, not that," she said. Good. Phew. "I want to spank you myself."

Oh.

"What… how… I mean… what?" I was a bit flabbergasted

"You heard me. Since it seems to be open season on your ass, I want to put you across my knee and paddle your bare butt until you're howling like I heard when you were spanked upstairs. It's just I want to do it myself." She said with certainty.

"And that will clear the air? Earn your forgiveness?"

"Yup. You're mainly forgiven as it is, but it gnaws you know? Something's missing, and me whipping your ass is what it is."

"Oh. Ah well. Ok, Gee. I guess. I'll have to check with David."

"You do that, and then let me know what evening to come over. And you better be prepared to suffer you little snot nosed brat," she said teasingly.

I went to talk to David after that. I told him about the developments with my younger sister Nancy. He seemed pleased. I then told him about my discussion with Sue about me. About her wanting to… spank me.

"Do you think you deserve a spanking from your sister?" he asked me directly.

"I guess so," I said, a bit despondently.

"It's part of your penance and your repentance, and it will put Sue on the road to forgiveness. I would let her do it if I were you."

"How about you? Is it ok with you?"

"This is between you and your sister; I'm not getting in the way one way or the other. You decide."

"This spanking stuff is more than I bargained for," I said, pouting.


Chapter 50:  My Sister Spanks Me

I sent a text message to Sue:

Tomorrow 8pm?

She texted back.

8 it is unlock door for me and be nose against wall
wear only T-shirt - no panty no bra
put spanking chair in center of room
put your spanking hairbrush on it
get box of tissues ready for tears
David should be in bedroom and not come out
xox

I sent back

:-()

I showed the text message exchange to David. I asked him what he thought about that. He said he had no idea, and it was between us sisters and he would certainly do as he was told. He told me if I cried out red he would come out and put a stop to it, but same rules as always: only use in a real emergency.

Next day just before 8 p.m. I told David to make himself scarce. He went to our bedroom to surf his iPad. I undressed to just a simple blue T-shirt and nothing else. With a sigh I placed the spanking chair with the hairbrush on it, unlocked the door nervously and gave myself about five minutes of hands-on-head nose-on-wall timeout before her 8 p.m. arrival. Sue is very punctual, and I knew she would be on time.

She was fifteen minutes late. She did it on purpose to make me wait there, bare bottomed and anticipating my spanking. Cornered by my sister. Bad start.

I heard the door open and her heels clicking on the floor as she approached me. I did not dare look. I felt myself shiver at the thought of her looking at my bare bottom. I was quite embarrassed. This was my big sister who was about to spank me.

She giggled quietly a little bit. I could hear her behind me, walking back and forth, looking at me, laughing little laughs. I squirmed.

I felt her finger pinching my ear lobe hard and giving me a tug. I moved with her. She was wearing black heels, high-waisted tweed slacks, a white blouse with a plunging neckline, and gold jewelry around her neck.

I was bare footed and bare bottomed in a crummy blue T-shirt. She led me to the spanking chair, picked up the hairbrush, sat, and pulled me down across her lap. We were getting right down to business.

She put the hairbrush down beside her and started rubbing my cheeks. Oh gosh! This was humiliating. She fake-laughed again and said, "well, well, well, looks who's finally across my knee. I've been wanting to do this to you ever since you were two years old."

Then she started slapping my cheeks with her palm.

"You have certainly been a pain in my ass on more than one occasion, but the stuff you pulled after you moved out was over-the-top thoughtless. I had to watch Mom and Dad suffer. Not to mention worrying myself stupid thinking you might have been disappeared in the Caribbean, trafficked, or dead."

"Sorry," I said as she spanked my bare bum all over.

"Shut up. Stand up. Hands on your head." I scrambled up off her lap and stood in front of her, hands on my head. Why does everybody who spanks me need to see my pussy to do it?

"Well just look at you," she said, pointedly looking down at my naked pussy.

She reached for the bottom of my T-shirt and raised it up. Way up. Way up to above my breasts, baring them. She stepped back and looked at me again. "Nice tits," she said.

She stepped back up to me, opened her palm and she slapped me across my breast. "What were you thinking, putting us through that?" she asked angrily. She slapped the other one. I grimaced in pain. She slapped the underside of each, then the topsides, then the insides, then the outsides again, then right on my nipples. She kept telling me off with a scary angry voice. I could see her open her palm, draw it back, and then slap me again and again. I stood there and took it. It hurt. It was embarrassing. My sister was punishing my bare breasts. I realized that she had intended to do this from the very moment she told me to wear a T-shirt, no bra, exactly eleven seconds after I told her it was ok to spank me.

Finally, she stopped slapping my breasts. It was a long slapping. It was a punishment. My nipples were burning and my whole breast area ached.

"Get back across my knee," she said and hauled me down. My aching breasts were still hanging out below my raised T-shirt (or "above" when I was face down across her lap).

Then she started hand spanking me in earnest. She kept mainly to my low ass but wandered down to my upper thighs as well. She even reached down and slapped my calves once or twice. There was not a lot more scolding. Mostly just spanking.

She paused spanking me, reached down and picked up my hairbrush and said, "good thing you laid out the hairbrush like I told you to. It's a beauty."

I could feel her rubbing the large, cool, hard wood across the base of my cheeks. I braced myself. The first smack came down on my lower cheeks. It was not horrible. Then the next and the next and the next. She spanked left cheek, right cheek, repeat. Each stroke got harder and harder and harder. I started really wriggling and squirming. She grabbed me around my waist more tightly and continued my spanking.

I started vocalizing, "Ow! Ow! Ow! Please! Ow!" She kept up her relentless pace, and I started kicking my legs and saying "No! Please! Ow! No!" She took her right leg out from under me and threw it over the backs of both my legs. She continued the spanking. Same rhythm, same placement, same strength. Now I started really begging "Ow! Please! I'm sorry! Please! Ow!" She ignored everything and just kept spanking.

After what seemed like forever, finally she stopped. It was a very long and thorough hairbrush spanking to my lower ass cheeks. Hurt like crazy. She told me to stand. I did so painfully, glad it was over, but still somehow thinking I got off easy. I was sniffling a bit. She looked me in the eye. She grabbed me by my upper arm and conducted me back to the wall. She made me put my hands on my head. "Three-minute break, then we start again." Oh no.


Chapter 51:  The Ultimate Humiliation

My bottom was throbbing. My breasts hurt. I could feel my legs shaking. I was not crying, but I was sniffling like a little spanked brat. I could hear Sue walking towards the kitchen, getting a glass, and filling it with water. She turned me around a bit (bared breasts still out) and gave me a few sips of the water. She put down the glass and then re-adjusted my T-shirt, rolling it up properly to band above my breasts. She was keeping me bare breasted for the duration.

She reached for a nipple and squeezed it hard, pinching it and turning it. "Are you learning your lesson?" she asked.

"Yes Sue!"

"Come here," she said calmly, pulling me by my nipple back to the spanking chair. She sat, not letting go of me, and then pulled me across her knee that way. When I was settled across her lap, she released my nipple and cupped and squeezed my full breast, fondling me as she would one of her girlfriends. (Did I mention? Sue leans lesbian.)

She started back in slapping my ass with her open hand. This time the spanks started raining down everywhere. And I do mean everywhere.  All over my ass and up and down my legs from ankle to waist. "Spread," she said as she pushed my thighs apart. Oh Geez. She started slapping the insides of my thighs, up and down from inner knee to pussy. And I do mean pussy. At the highest travel she spanked the lips of my vagina. "Nohhh, pleeeease!" I begged in embarrassment and intensely stinging pain. She just laughed at me and kept doing it. She was no longer holding my legs apart with her hand but was continuing the slaps up and down my inner thighs. I knew she had not told me to close my legs yet, so I had to humiliatingly keep them spread for her myself.

Then she did it. She reached directly between my legs and dragged her fingers up the middle of my pussy. With a laugh in her voice she said, "You little hussy, you're soaking wet!"

She was, of course, right. I can't control it. It just happens to me during a spanking. According to Bea it's God's design to keep us obeying our men. I guess it works for sisters too if you're a little bi… I had to strain to keep my legs spread for her as my face burned with embarrassment.

"That won't do at all." I could feel her reaching down and picking something up. "I have to make sure you don't enjoy it. Look, I brought along your little friend." She showed it to me, and I looked over to it. "It's Mom's big wooden spoon. I was just over for dinner. I borrowed it from her. I told her exactly what I would be using it for. She approved."

I could feel the spoon lying across my low ass cheek. I was still spreading my legs. I felt her lift it and then CRACK! Oh shit! Immediately my legs shot together, and my bum shot up into the air as my hands scrambled for purchase on the floor. There was a sort of a silent scream from me. Then the spoon hit again, and again, and again. Oh my word. The spoon is vicious. I never realized. David went easy on me, and that was hard enough. This was agony. I think it must be the way it curves to concentrate all that wood onto a tiny spot. I remember starting to beg right away along the lines of "No. Come on! Please! Oh Please!" It was so bad it was almost funny. Like, how could I possibly have gotten myself into this situation?

I gained an all-renewed respect for the spoon as it traveled down the backs of my thighs, onto my calves, and she even managed to beat the soles of my feet with it when I kicked! "Spread!" she said, and I did, and she spanked the tender insides of my thighs. She pulled the skin taught around my low ass cheek, and spanked directly at the crease, both sides. My legs came back together again involuntarily. She spun in the chair a bit thrusting her left knee between my legs and hooking my left leg with her right leg. This spread me wide. What a sight I must have been. She then really spanked my inner thighs. I was incoherent, shrieking at the tops of my lungs.

She released my legs and spun back under me, so I was again squarely across her lap. She put down the wooden spoon and started in again spanking me with her hand. Very hard strokes, but it felt like a huge relief after that evil wooden spoon.

"Is David in your bedroom listening to your spanking?"

"Yes Ma'am," I sobbed out. There were small tears in my eyes and big sniffles in my nose. My bottom was starting to feel numb.

"Is he jerking off to it?"

"No!" I said, outraged. "He doesn’t need that. He has me."

"I imagine he's getting excited hearing you carrying on and he's going to need some wifely relief after I've gone." She gave me a few more hard spanks to punctuate that thought.

"I know you've taken butt sex from him before. Take it up the ass from him tonight, right after I leave. If I don't hear from you that he's come deep in your butthole, with a full load, we're doing this all over again next week."

"Ohhh. Please no." I begged.

"Entirely your choice. Butt sex tonight and an ass full of his jizz, or another spanking a week today. I'm easy."

"I'll ask," I said, defeated.

"You better do more than just ask. You better succeed, or else we're doing this again, just harder."

She reached between my thighs again and touched my pussy. It sent a jolt through me and my body reacted involuntarily.

"tsk, tsk" she went as she rubbed her wet finger on my throbbing ass. She spun again and again thrust her left knee between my legs and placed her right leg over my near leg. She pulled my cheeks apart, exposing my butthole, and slapped me with her hand up and down my cleft.

Without releasing my cheek, she reached again for the wooden spoon, and gave my inner cheeks a wooden spoon spanking that had me bucking and dancing across her knee. She pulled my cheeks widely apart and targeted the area immediately around my anus. I knew what she was doing. I only thought how much worse my ass fucking would be after this treatment.

She put the spoon down and started slapping my cheeks, way down low. She pulled me up at the waist so that I was more firmly over her one knee. I was still straddling her one leg while she had my other hooked. She hand spanked me on my lower cheeks.

I immediately stifled a moan as I felt my pussy rub against the tweed material of her elegant slacks. Oh no! I had once come from this position across my husband's knee.

She spanked gently but insistently. I started rocking back and forth on her getting more and more excited. But I didn't want this. Was not expecting this. But she kept spanking me relentlessly in this position, for many minutes, keeping the pressure of her leg tightly on my pussy as I wriggled there getting more and more excited against my will. So humiliating.

At a certain point, I don't know, I just lost all shame completely. I just sort of collapsed into my own lust, openly humping her tweed covered leg. I moaned out loud as I wriggled my ass and pussy shamelessly over her leg. What a sight. Her naughty little sister bucking across her knee like a whore. She had always thought my spankings from David were pure kink, and I guessed she thought she was proving her point.

She spanked harder and harder as I bucked and wriggled and moaned more and more unabashedly. The hard, unrelenting spanking brought the passion flooding into my pussy. I rocked and ground into her and moaned and then exploded in a climax across her knee.

Oh No, what had I done? I had completely humiliated myself.

She pretended (I guessed) not to notice (even more humiliating) and continued spanking me with her hand. I settled down and just took it, but within another minute or so I again found myself rubbing my pussy against her tweed slacks. It was a complete repeat performance. Once was not good enough for her, or for me apparently: the little sister slut. It was the same slow buildup. The same increase in intensity. The same shameless showing. Her whore of a sister getting off on her spanking a second time. She increased the intensity of the spanks and then before very long it happened again: a second orgasm.

Oh shit. This was so arousing while at the same time being so humiliating. I wanted her to stop. No more. Please. Surely, I've been humiliated enough, is exactly how I felt at that moment.

She picked up the wooden spoon. She again pulled me hard onto her knee and arranged herself so that the pressure and contact on my pussy was at its maximum. She then started spanking my low cheeks with the wooden spoon again. It started lightly, and I got into a rhythm bucking across her coarse pant, rubbing my pussy into her leg hard. The spanking intensified again. It was really, really hurting. But I was still on my way to a third orgasm. She spanked harder and harder and harder. I was screaming from pain and lust at the same time and then I had the biggest orgasm yet. I had to stifle a scream as I came again. I did not want David hearing what was going on. I then fell limp across her as she continued to beat my ass with her wooden spoon.

"no... no... no..." I whimpered.

She removed her leg from between mine and resettled me squarely across her lap. She still had the wooden spoon.

"One hundred hard ones to go, little sister," she said.

"NO!" I yelled out but stayed put across her lap. I didn't know which way was up. I was not ready for this. I had just come off three orgasms and my cheeks were already as sore as hell. This couldn't be happening. Enough, I thought.

"Yes. One hundred. Then I'll feel like you've made it up to me."

All the next one hundred spanks were directed to my lower cheeks, alternating sides. All seemed as hard as she could possibly make them. The first ten were a nightmare. After she was done those first ten, she said, "only 90 left to go." Oh no! It was pure, unrelenting torment. I had thought my ass had gone numb a while back. It had not. I felt every smack of that spoon. After the first 40 she said, "only 60 left to go." I thought my punishment would never end. At this point I was no longer coherent; I was just blubbering out random words and screaming. My whole world collapsed into the scant few moments between sets of ten when I could breathe, and then the torture started up again. I had held out, more or less, up to now, but around number 80 I lost it, and the tears started streaming out of my eyes, and the snot out of my nose as I absorbed the last 20 strokes of my punishment.

When we reached one hundred and it was over I didn't even care. I was a sobbing mess. Sue took me off her lap and I collapsed onto my knees in front of her.

"Oh Baby," she said as she wiped away my tears with her fingers and stroked my hair. I did not have any tissues. I did not think they would be needed, despite her texting me they would be. I buried my face into her blouse and dried my eyes there as she held me into her bosom, stroking me and saying "there, there, all over now. You're forgiven."

She walked me over to the wall and put my nose against it, my hands on my head, making sure my T-shirt was still lifted above my breasts. My bottom throbbed with the pain of my spanking.

Without saying another word, Sue left through the front door leaving me sniffling with my nose against the wall.


Chapter 52:  Made to Beg

As soon as she left, I put my hands down to feel my butt. First thing I noticed was that it was leathery. The heck!?! It was throwing off vast amounts of heat. It throbbed. It was even hard to walk because of the way the backs of my thighs were punished

I pulled my T-shirt back down to cover my breasts (I did not want David to see that they had been spanked), and I hobbled over to the bathroom to get myself ready for what had to come next. I then painfully made my way to our bedroom. When I entered and saw David, he was not excited. He was worried. I was starting to recover my composure, though. I showed him the damage and he whistled.

"Your sister is no nonsense."

After making sure I was ok (I was), he asked me if he should get anything for it.

"No. We have to do something first."

I made him sit on the bed. I got down on my knees, pulled his pants and boxers down his legs and off, and put his cock in my mouth and sucked. I gave him deep head until he was rock hard. I opened the bedside drawer and got out the lube. I put a towel down on the bed and got on all fours.

"Please, you need to come in my ass..."

"What?"

"It's, like, the last part of my punishment. You have to do it. You have to come into me." And then, despite the immense shame I said, "Sue says so, and I'll get spanked again, like this, if you don't."

"That's ridiculous, Julie!" he said outraged. "Sue does not tell you, or me, what we do in our bedroom."

He was angry, but it was my job to convince him. I sat down on the towel and pulled him over. I said, "she's serious about this as punishment. She's serious that if you don't, she'll spank me like this again instead, and I really, really, don't want that. So please?" I begged. I couldn't believe I was begging my husband so hard for an ass fucking.

"You've been punished enough by her already."

"No. I haven't. She has every right. This is about penance and repentance for me and doing enough so she can forgive me and lighten her soul. I'll do whatever she thinks she needs me to."

"But, not like this. Sex should never be for punishment."

"Um, really?" David was being a bit hypocritical now. "You spank me for punishment, and then you lay me down on my sore butt and fuck my brains out while you hold my hands above my head and maul my tits, and you're not exactly a small man…"

He looked uncomfortable and said, "But, I thought, you enjoyed that."

"I do! I do! I love it when you're dominant with me like that in bed. It turns me on like crazy and makes me come so hard," I said blushing and looking down maybe with a little faux modesty for appearances sake. "I know it seems messed up, but I think this is just Sue's way of encouraging and supporting our sexual relationship. I'm sure she's guessed that I like to be submissive in the sack. I think she's doing this to give us an excuse."

"Really?"

"She's strange that way, trust me. And she is dead serious about spanking me again if you don't do it."

"We could tell her we did it…" he suggested meekly.

"David Delmar!" I said outraged at the suggestion and putting on what angry face I could muster. "What has gotten into you suggesting that? I will not have you telling a bald-faced lie because of me, and I will not lie to my sister either. That is not what this is about."

"Ok, sorry, you're right. Thank you for the correction. We could tell her it's none of her business if we did or didn't?"

"Then I get spanked again, I don't want that. What I do want is for you to fuck my ass."

I pulled his shirt off his head then went back and knelt with my ass high on the towel. "Just do it already. Unless you can't get it up for me," I said cheekily, waving my ass in his face.

"Oh, I can get it up for you, Mrs. Delmar." Ha ha. I knew that would get his goat.

He opened the lube, dribbled some on my butthole, and stuck first one finger, and then two.

"You're so tight. I can use the butt plugs to stretch you first if you want."

"Just do it, you pussy!"

"Oh boy, you are asking for it," he said, getting more and more "motivated". He put his cock against my bottom hole and started pushing it in slowly and gently.

"Shove it in already, or aren't you man enough to do it properly?" I said as I gritted my teeth. He pushed his cock in violently.

"Ahhhh!" I said as my bum hole stretched to let him in. Painful, but I had asked for it.

David started fucking me, speeding up and going deeper and deeper as he went on. It was punishing, but it was also sexy as heck "being made to" take it like this. I gritted my teeth and got through it. After an interminable number of fucks, he finally ejaculated deeply into me. How humiliating that my sister had ordered a spunking into my rear end under pain of a repeat performance of my spanking.

In total, that spanking and what came after lasted almost three full hours. I had absolutely lost all sense of time. I thought the clocks were off by an hour or something. They weren't.

I spoke with Sue on the phone afterward. It was as if none of it had ever happened. I told her "thank you for the spanking," and she acknowledged that she had spanked me, with something like, "Yeah, that was fun. I enjoyed that."

"Ummm," I said, "David did what… what you wanted him to," I said by way of confirmation.

"Oh, that's nice," she said, and then she changed the topic and we talked about family stuff as if nothing else at all had happened.

I did not share any of the details of what happened between Sue and me with David. As far as he knows, I just got a spanking of a lifetime, which was all he needed to know. As he said, it was between us sisters.


Chapter 53:  Boating on the Lake

By now we were well into the summer months and we were starting to spend time at my family's cottage at the lake. My Dad and his Dad (who was a professional carpenter) had built the place. It has a wonderful view out onto the lake, with stairs down to a dock nestled into the rocks.

My grandad bought the property in the 1970's and it passed down to my Dad, and will eventually pass down to my sisters and me. The cottage was built much closer to the water than would be allowed nowadays. It originally had no toilets or hot water. Over time Dad was responsible for enlarging the cottage with several additions, and adding in all the modern amenities, such as indoor toilets, hot water, showers, a dishwasher, and most recently, a hot tub! Still no TV set. Dad had banned that, but now there is the Internet. I don't think Dad has caught on that nobody watches TV anymore.

Our drive up was uneventful except, as usual, I had to make David stop an extra time so I could go pee. That frustrated the heck out of him. I didn't usually think to go before we got into the car, even when David reminded me. Then I was always caught short on the drive.

After I got back into the car David said, "I swear Mrs. Parsons had a good idea putting you in diapers." I blushed hard at that. David was referring to that highly embarrassing incident at church that I recounted earlier. "Yes, sir," I said timidly, not wanting to push my luck.

It was just the immediate family up there that weekend. Mom and Dad, Sue, David and I, and Nancy. We got to witness firsthand the transformation that had come over Nancy. It was amazing. She was helping everywhere, super polite, nice to be with. Absolutely shocking. She also looked a lot healthier. She had a very pretty face, but was a bit chubby, but slimming down under her diet. We had never had what could be called a good relationship. I wanted to get closer to her by commiserating with her about our respective spankings, but she avoided any talk of that at all. She wasn't even admitting that Dad spanked her: "Wherever did you get that idea?"

To get closer to my sister, I offered to take her out in the powerboat, just the two of us. I know she loves that, so she accepted despite it being me who made the offer. We would go out for a little tour around the lake, cheat at her diet by stopping at the marina for ice creams, and get some sun.

Dad didn't let her drive the boat, but I was going to let her have some fun under my supervision when we were out of sight of the cottage. I figured that would help patch up whatever ill will she had towards me. Sisters in crime sort of thing.

Dad looked dubious about releasing his boat to us, but I convinced him that I was not a kid, I was a married woman after all, and so he reluctantly allowed us to go, telling us to watch out for the shallow waters. I knew the lake very well, and spent years driving that boat. I reminded him of that and told him not to worry.

Dad grudgingly agreed and told me to be careful with his boat. I promised him I would.

We took off for our tour around the lake sunning ourselves in our modest one-piece swimsuits. The conversation was a bit strained. I just tried to stay pleasant with Nancy. We went all the way to the little marina and bought ice cream bars. I asked Nancy if she wanted to drive the boat back partway, out of sight of Dad. Did she ever. I gave her a bit of coaching and off we went, her gunning it!

She took us to look at some of the bigger cottages on the lake. I think she was hoping there might be some rich boys her age hanging out on the docks, but no such luck. On the way back she steered through a channel. I thought nothing of it, and then we heard a sickening metallic THUNK sound and some grinding.

Oh Shit! We had bottomed out. I looked down and saw it was super shallow. I must have confused this channel with another. They all look alike! My Dad's words rang in my head, "be careful." We were totally stuck. Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit! Nancy looked panicked. While we did not discuss it, we both knew we were likely in for some serious spankings if we ever got home.

"I'll take the blame," I told her. "I'll tell them it was me driving. Ok?"

"Thanks," she said, looking relieved.

Oh, shit my butt would pay for this.

The motor had stalled, and I managed to restart it. I then tried rocking us out of the shallows, but there seemed to be no propulsion despite the revs.

A Dad-aged guy in a passing powerboat came over. He said he saw us going down the channel which he knew was not a good idea and asked if we needed assistance. We introduced ourselves and said we did. He threw us a line and managed to pull us out. Even when freed though, the boat would not go anywhere. It revved, but it would not move. I yelled over to the guy who towed us telling him it was our Dad's boat, and we didn't know how to get it going again.

"Looks like you might have spun your prop there, ladies, or worse" said the man. "Can I tow you back to your cottage?" he asked.

We reluctantly agreed and thanked him. I jumped into his boat to guide him and Nancy stayed with our boat at the end of the tow line.

"That was your sister who was driving the boat?" he asked,

"Yes, sir," I said. "But I wonder if we can keep that between ourselves? My sister isn't allowed, but I offered to let her, so I'll just say it was me driving."

"No can do," he said.

"Oh, please!" I asked, begging him, deploying what female wiles I could: the big eyes, the slightly open mouth, looking up at him. It was shameless, but for a good cause.

"I have a daughter your age, and I don't think you want to add lying to the bill, young lady. I'm sure you and your sister were well aware she was breaking the rules. Has she even got a boater's license?"

"no, sir," I said, despondently.

"Best to be honest and face the music, the both of you," he said. He had no idea that "the music" would likely be a pair of very well-deserved spankings.

"Please sir, I'm not trying to get away with anything, but I promised my sister I would take the blame," I said.

"Tell you what" he offered, "when we get back to your place you just keep your trap shut and I'll tell your Dad what I saw. It won't be your fault if he finds out the truth, and I won't tell him about this conversation. That's as far as I can go."

"Thanks," I said despondently. At least it wouldn't be me betraying my sister. I would still try to take the blame for insisting she drive.

We pulled up to our dock and my Dad and David were both standing there in their bathing suits looking mad. The guy introduced himself and they all shook hands.

"They bottomed out in Mallowbar channel. That's not the first time that's happened, it needs to be better marked. Damaged prop looks like. Starts and revs, but no propulsion at all. The younger one was driving."

As soon as he said that Nancy looked daggers at me, and I shrugged and mouthed "I tried" in her direction. We tied our boat up to the dock and thanked the man for the rescue and he drove off.

"I'll check the underside," said David who put on a swim mask and dove under. He came back up and said, "oh yeah, the prop's bent and spun, and there's a big gouge in the hull."

"God Dammit!" Dad said.

Oh boy. He never swears.

"I can help pay for it," said David.

"Money's not the issue. It's the time and bother and no boat until it gets fixed, and the sheer carelessness of these girls."

"Let me arrange for the tow and the repairs," said David.

"Thank you, that'll be a help. I'm paying though."

"What about the girls?" David asked my Dad.

"I imagine we're of like mind. They'll be paying in a different way," he said ominously.

"Agreed," said David.

"You two, get your butts up to the living room. Now!" Dad said.

Nancy and I scurried. Oh, shit oh shit oh shit oh shit.


Chapter 54:  A Double Spanking

Mom and Sue were up there and asked what had happened and if we were ok. I told them the story. My Mom only said, "Oh dear, your father loves that boat. You two are sure in for it."

Dad and David came in after dressing. "What the hell was Nancy doing driving my boat?" Dad asked me.

"It was me. It was all me," I said. "I suggested it and pushed her into it. She didn't even want to," which was a bit of a white lie. "Please don't punish her."

"Ah Geeze! You know you're not allowed," Dad said to Nancy. "And you knew that also," he said, speaking to me.

"Yes sir," I said.

Nancy and I were both standing there in our swimsuits, feeling very little as Daddy scolded us in front of David, Mom, and Sue.

Then Daddy pronounced sentence: "I think this calls for the belt."

The what? The belt? Oh no no no!

"You won't hear any complaints from me," said David.

"They were boating together so they'll get their asses whipped together. You do your wife, and I'll do my youngest. Right here, side by side."

With that both men began removing their belts at the same time.

"You're right-handed and I'm a lefty," continued Dad, "this will work out just fine. Girls. Get those butts bare and bend over with your hands on the seat of the couch."

I was momentarily confused, as was Nancy. In our swimsuits we couldn't just bare our butts, we'd have to take off the whole thing.

"But Daddy," I said, "we have one-piece swimsuits on, we can't."

"The hell you can't, get 'em off!"

"Daddy, please! No!" cried Nancy.

Poor thing. It would be bad enough for me to have to strip in front of my Dad, but for Nancy to do it in front of both Dad and David, that would be worse. "Look," she said, turning halfway, "it's only a thin swimsuit, we'll still feel it as much," she said.

"You heard your father, young ladies," said Mom, showing solidarity, "take them off."

"But Mom, please!" begged Nancy. "Look, look," she said, getting an idea. She pulled her suit up into her butt crack and said, "look, it's bare. It's bare skin like this."

I thought Nancy was really humiliating herself with this. She just gave herself a wedgy in front of everybody and showed off her chubby cheeks.

"Young ladies," said Mom, "the last one out of their suits gets ten with the wooden spoon from me before the men get started with you."

Sister or no sister, I stripped fast. Daddy could see everything there was to see of me and there was nothing I could do about it. I stood back up covering my breasts and pussy with my hands and arms as best I could.

Nancy was already crying, and her suit was only down to her waist. She had large breasts which she tried to unsuccessfully cover with one hand as she used the other to pull the suit down and off while facing away from her male audience. She turned back with her hands covering her pussy and breasts like me. What a sight we must have been; two highly embarrassed, naked girls about to be belt whipped.

"Hold up a moment," said Mom. She went to the kitchen and came back with her wooden spoon. She went behind Nancy and popped her bum ten times with it which had Nancy dancing a little jig on the spot. "You obey your father the first time," she told her as she spanked.

"Both of you," said Dad, "turn around, bend over, and put your hands down on the seat of the sofa like I told you."

We both turned and bent over. I can only imagine the sight we were presenting to the men. My legs are skinny, and when I bend over, it leaves nothing to the imagination. My breasts just sort of dangled there obscenely. My Daddy was seeing his grown daughters' pussies, bottom holes, and tits for the first time. I also thought of poor Nancy just then, being forced to present herself the same way.

I looked over at her. She had a tummy and really big dangling breasts with big aureoles encircling her large nipples. Her big tits just sort of hung there, like a milk cow's, ready for her milking.

I was on the left, and Nancy to my right. David lined up to my left, and Dad lined up to Nancy's right. They doubled the belts and let loose with a volley of belt whippings to our asses. YOUCH! The whippings went at a fast pace and each one was HARD. It didn't take more than a dozen or so to have us wailing and begging for mercy in stereo. But the whipping continued until we were hoarse with yelling.

At one point I was kicking my leg off the ground. David whipped the backs of my thighs and told me to keep both feet on the floor. As they whipped our upper bodies moved with the strikes, and our breasts were dancing around like crazy. By the time the men were done punishing us, we were cried out, red, raw, belt-marked, and so sore.

"That should do it," said Dad, ending our punishment. "Stand up girls, face forward."

We stood and turned to face Dad, both of us clutching our rear butt cheeks, not caring what we were displaying in front.

If I felt childish before, I felt it even more acutely now as Mom and Sue and the two men saw us as the spanked little brats we both were.

"Both of you are grounded from the boat for the rest of the summer, assuming I get my boat back this summer," Dad said.

"Yes, sir," we both said in unison.

"Now go cool off those sizzled buns in the lake," said Dad.

Nancy reached for her swimsuit and got an extra belt lash across her ass for her trouble. "Leave the suits," said Daddy, "I want to see those little scorched bums wiggling down the stairs to the dock and back again. Go on unless you want more."

We both headed for the screen door and bumped into one another pushing our way through, like a Laurel and Hardy movie, but involving two very naked girls colliding. We both "wiggled our bums" along the deck, down the two flights of stairs, onto the dock, and then quickly jumped into the cool lake lest anyone else see us.

We had our full audience watching our every move from the cottage deck high above. We stayed in for a minute or so, the cool water feeling nice on our scorched asses. We then sheepishly climbed out of the water onto the deck, then back up the stairs. We were soaking wet, without access to a towel. Daddy made us stand outside, wet, facing the side of the cottage on the deck with our hands on our heads and our bare breasts pushed up against the stained cedar siding. We were in the shade of the cottage, but it was a hot day, so we stayed warm.

We were high above the lake, and in plain view of any boaters passing by. Daddy said we'd be standing there for the next hour. He said it was a lesson for not stripping for our spanking the first time he told us to. Our punishment would be that we would now be stripped for the whole lake to see how naughty we had been.


Chapter 55:  Outdoor Embarrassment

Nancy and I served our naked timeout on the deck, noses against the cedar siding. Every time we heard a boat pass, we cringed. Not only could people see our bare butts, but they could also see how soundly we'd had our asses whipped. We heard a few catcalls and boat horns indicating we'd been seen. How embarrassing that boys and men, women and girls, could see we'd been spanked like that.

Daddy and David stayed out on the deck the whole time, drinking a beer, and enjoying the boat show.

The last boat of the day turned out to be a state police launch.

"Hullo, Doug!" yelled up one of the two officers on the launch.

"Why hullo, Mike," said Dad.

Oh my gosh, it was Mike Bellsides. I had dated him one summer when I was around Nancy's age. He was three years older than I, and fancied Sue, but settled on me, her kid sister, when Sue gave him the brush off. We had some fun together that summer. At the time he was too strait-laced for me and I thought him boring so dumped him. He's become a policeman, no surprise. So that's how Dad knows him, through me. I cringed.

"This is my partner Adam," yelled Mike.

"Hullo, Adam. Doug Brown," Dad said, introducing himself.

"Don't mean to pry, but we had a call saying you had two naked girls on your deck, and, well, there they are," said Mike.

"Yup. Do you recognize this one?" Dad asked, meaning me.

"Why is that young Julie Brown?" Mike asked. Oh Gawd. "I actually didn't recognize her from this angle," said Mike, meaning my bare ass. I was sooo happy Dad had put in the ClearView deck rails for the best possible view of our backsides.

"Julie Delmar now, she's a married woman. This is her husband, David. The other's my youngest, Nancy," said Dad.

"Hullo Nancy. And hullo David," said Mike, "I dated your wife five years ago for a couple of months in the summer. Nothing serious. I think she thought I was a little too square for her back then. She's a firecracker."

"She sure is," said David.

"They seemed to have slipped or something, and hurt their backsides," said Mike.

"In a manner of speaking," said Dad, "Her husband and I scorched their rears with a belt for wrecking my boat. They ran aground up in Mallowbar Channel. Nice 'fella had to give them a tow back."

"Who was driving?" asked Mike.

"The younger one. The older one was supposed to be, though."

"Was there any alcohol involved?"

"Nope. They managed it stone-cold sober."

"How old is your youngest there?"

"Eighteen, going on twelve." Mike chuckled.

"Has she her boating license?"

"Nope,"

"We could write her up for that, but it looks to me as though justice has been served already."

"Yup."

"I'm sorry, Doug, but I have to ask. Ladies, did you consent to getting your rear ends beat like that?"

"Yes, sir!" I sang out loudly.

"And the young one?"

Nancy looked over to me and whispered, "I didn't!" angrily.

I whispered back forcefully, "you did when you agreed to the rules. Tell them!"

"Yes, sir," Nancy said aloud resignedly.

"Good to know," said Mike. "I must say, Doug, if more fathers on this lake had your attitude towards discipline, I'd be fishing out a lot less drunken drowned girls each season."

"Yup," agreed Dad.

"Well we'll be off now," said Mike, "but, for your information, Doug, technically it's illegal to have those girls expose themselves like that out here. Just so's you know."

"Thank you, Mike. Girls! Get inside and find a wall to stick your noses against, you have 10 minutes to go."

Both Nancy and I were reluctant to move with the cop audience.

"Move!" said Dad.

"Yes sir!" we said as we both scampered into the cottage totally nude under the watchful eyes of Officer Mike and Officer Adam. They definitely saw our bare breasts as we were going inside, and more than likely our pussies as well.

Just before I went in, I heard Mike Bellsides shout up, "nice seeing you, Julie!" and I heard the high-powered boat power away.

Nancy and I planted ourselves inside the cottage, bare-naked, noses against a wooden wall, hands on our heads, side-by-side. I like to look on the positive side. I suppose it was a bit of a bonding experience for us.

"What trouble you girls get into," Mom said as she passed by.

When nobody was looking, I glanced over to Nancy and made a faint noise so she would look over to me. When she turned, I smiled and giggled at her, at just the ridiculousness of the situation. I figured if she could see me laughing about it and taking our punishment in stride, it would help her.

"I wish I had your tits," I whispered. Nancy is bigger than me upstairs.

"Shut up," she whispered back, but smiled and straightened up to mash her breasts more against the wall. We both giggled.

"Quiet down, girls," said our Mom, "you're being punished."

I looked back over to Nancy and made a "whoops" face and she smiled back again and almost laughed.

Definitely a bonding experience.


Chapter 56:  Apology and Inspection

Sue came up to us and said, "Alright. Dad says you're free to go, but go back outside first, apologize to him for wrecking his boat, and thank him for punishing you. Yeah just like that, hands on your heads. Butt naked. Show some humility now. They've already seen everything their 'gonna." Sue was clearly enjoying this.

Nancy was closest to the door outside and went first. I was right behind her. She pushed on the screen door with her hip and went out onto the deck. She still looked very embarrassed to be doing this.

Nancy stood there, blushing and wriggling under the men's gaze. "I'm sorry for breaking your boat, Daddy." Her hairy pussy with her big hairy pussy lips pushed through. "And I'm sorry I drove it without your permission. Thank you for punishing me."

"You're forgiven," said my Dad to her. "One more thing, young lady," said my Dad. "Your, um, grooming. I'm no expert in how girls keep themselves nowadays, but, uh, it looks like you could do with a little girl-scaping, if you know what I mean?"

"Daddy!" Nancy screeched in embarrassment. I was glad he said something about it.

"What do you say, son?" asked my Dad of David.

"I agree. Maybe not as extreme as Julie, but a little bit of a trim down there."

"Go ask your Mom for a little trim down there, and then come back out to show us after."

"Daddy!" begged Nancy

"Go on, or you'll get a spanking and then have to do it anyway," said Dad.

"Oh Daddy!" yelled Nancy as she broke into tears and ran back into the house to find Mom.

I was next up. I hoped they would not find similar issues with my grooming! I stood in front of Daddy and David, totally nude, hands on head, just like poor Nancy had to do. My breasts were smaller that Nancy's, I had a flat tummy compared to her paunch, and my pussy was completely hairless. I don't have one of those elegant little porn star slits. My inner lips and my hood push out a bit past my outer lips, and that was all plain as day for the men to see.

"I'm sorry, Daddy, for allowing Nancy to drive when I knew it was forbidden, and I'm sorry that I let your boat get broken." It was so embarrassing standing in front of Daddy with my bare breasts and bare pussy on display.

I turned slightly and faced David, "Thank you for punishing me, sir," I said to David. "I deserved every lick I got."

"You're forgiven," my Dad said. "Now go get dressed and see what you can do to help out with dinner."

"Yes, Daddy," I said, and scampered back into the cottage.

When I got back into the cottage, Nancy was lying on the table with her legs spread, still crying big tears like a little kid, as Mom used the kitchen scissors to give her a little trim down there.

Just then Sue walked in with a lady razor and some shave cream. "She's going to need this on her butt crack," Sue said amidst more ridiculous wailing from our little sister.

Mom held her legs back as Sue gave her ass crack a shave. Nancy cried out, "No Mommy! Please! No!"

"There we go," Mom said, "all done. Go out and show the men."

Sue escorted Nancy out onto the deck. I positioned myself on the inside of the screen door as I was getting dressed, so I could hear and see.

Nancy went out and stood there, hands on her head, crying like a baby, as she showed Daddy and David her neatly trimmed pussy hairs.

"Oh, much better!" said Dad.

"Much more feminine," David said.

"Go on now, you're excused," Daddy said to Nancy. "Get dressed and help your mother with dinner now."

The whole punishment was so mortifyingly humiliating. The incident itself was already embarrassing, running the boat aground like that and busting it when it was under my care; then being punished for it, topped off by the visit from Mike in the police boat. Completely humiliating. Completely deserved.

My little sister and I both arrived in the kitchen wearing similar sundresses. I told Nancy under my breath, "I'm not wearing panties, my butt is too sore." She whispered back, "me either." And we giggled again.

I wanted to say something positive about her neatly trimmed pussy hairs. "I know it was embarrassing, but it really does look a lot better like that. Very sexy," I told her, and she blushed at me, "The boys will love it," I said conspiratorially. "I think Mom and Dad just helped you to get laid this summer."

Mom set us to work on various dinnertime activities and no more was said about the incident. We sat down to a nice dinner and everybody was cheerful and talkative. All was right in the world.


Chapter 57:  Paddles on the Wall

We continued going to the cottage every weekend. David and I found a summer church we could attend Sunday mornings and we went every second or third week there, as well as attending services in the city when we could.

I managed to avoid any more monumental screw ups but did still find myself in occasional hot water with David.

On one occasion I had been warned against raising politics at the dinner table at the cottage as it got some in the family riled up. After a comment from Sue, I just couldn't hold back and got into it with her and the rest of the family. Voices were raised. David tried to shut me up, and I still didn't back down, and was even rude to him.

He made me go stand in the corner for the rest of their meal "so we could eat in peace". I was angry at being shut up like that and kept talking from the corner even. In exasperation, David took a cloth napkin, tied it around my mouth, and made me stand in the corner gagged. That was humiliating, but I got the message. I had not obeyed, and I should not have talked back or been rude to my husband. I deserved my gagging.

After dinner, I had to go across his knee, at the dinner table, still gagged, in front of everybody, and endure a very thorough spanking from him with my dress raised and my panties lowered. David noticed Sue was wearing a leather flip flop and asked to borrow it. He used that on my bottom as Sue smirked.

Ever since the boating incident, the men of the family have had no qualms about punishing either me or Nancy right out in plain view if they felt our behavior warranted it.

Nancy also caught it from Dad on several occasions. She had continued her exercise and dieting routine and was looking great. She started wearing more provocative bathing suits and other attire. There were boys down the lake who took a fancy to her.

One afternoon she went out with one of them. He picked her up in his motorboat. She failed to come home on time and could not be reached. Mom and Dad were both hopping mad. She was eventually dropped off over an hour late.

She immediately said that she was sorry, that she lost track of time, and that her phone had run out of battery. Dad wasn't having any of it and gave her a spanking in her bedroom that we could all hear.

I later found out from her that in fact she was in the midst of a heavy petting session with the boy, knew she would be late, but didn't want to cut it short. She said the spanking she knew she was going to get was worth it. Thank goodness Dad didn't have that backstory or it would have been a lot worse for her.

Another time I got into trouble was when I was out on the lake in a canoe. Whoever else than Mike Bellsides and his partner Adam came up to me in their big police boat, practically swamping me with their wake. They were doing spot checks on the lake and ticketing anybody who did not have the required safety equipment (life jacket, whistle, and buoyant line in my case, of which I had none). I hoped I would get off with a warning because of our relationship, but I guess he was still sore at me for breaking up with him since he gave me a $100 ticket. I could tell from his and his partner's smirks that they well knew the fine would not be my only punishment.

David was particularly upset with me because, like a boy scout, he had specifically read the regulations, made sure we had everything needed, and had reminded me to take it with me before I left.  I ignored him. He was especially mad about the life-jacket, as he considered it essential equipment to keep me safe in case I tipped the canoe, which was never going to happen in a million years because I knew what I was doing, but try telling him that.

For all of that he thought I deserved a paddling. I'd been paddled at church over my panties, and I hadn't liked that at all. He stripped me and put me hands-on-head against the wall in the living room. He said he'd be back in a few minutes. From my position I could hear David rummaging around under the cottage and then heard some woodworking equipment. It was so embarrassing standing there with my nose against the wall, totally naked, as my family milled about, all of us knowing what I was about to get. My butt tingled.

He had taken a six-inch-wide plank, cut it to a foot and a half long, and had fashioned a crude handle into it. He did this all in a jiffy. He was back with his makeshift paddle and before you knew it, I was across his knee, still bare naked.

"I think a paddling for a canoeing infraction is very appropriate," David said, as the family, who had all gathered to watch, laughed. Then he started in. Soon I was kicking, screaming, and howling like a six-year-old as he paddled my rear end crimson while Mom, Dad, Sue, and Nancy looked on. It was so embarrassing for me for Daddy especially to see me nude across David's knee, with my bare breasts dangling and my legs splaying, scissoring, and bicycling in the air as David blistered my backside. In the process I'm sure Daddy saw everything there was to see of me.

Daddy thought David's crude paddle was a great idea, and next day they went into town together and purchased some choice hardwood and fashioned a pair of paddles that they lovingly varnished and engraved with 'Julie' on one and 'Nancy' on the other. Evil, evil, men. They were hung with great ceremony on the wall of the living room, where even visitors could see them. In fact, they were seen by visitors, commented on, and laughed about.

We had a neighbor couple over of my Mom and Dad's vintage, a little bit older even. They've had the cottage next door for almost as long as my family has had ours. We were not related, but us kids called them Uncle Charlie and Aunty Ruth. We were all sitting in the living room when Uncle Charlie pointed out the paddles with my and Nancy's names on them and asked, "what are those for?" with a chuckle.

"My two youngest can't seem to keep out of trouble," answered my Dad. "They're there as a warning. We haven't had to take them down yet. But I imagine it's only a matter of time until their rear ends will feel 'em."

"At their age?" asked Aunty Ruth.

"That's just it," said my Dad, "if they acted their age, we wouldn't need to hang the paddles there."

"Absolutely true," David added.

Nancy and I both blushed so hard as the couple laughed.


Chapter 58:  Partners in Crime

Both of those paddles were used not so far into the future when Nancy and I both got into trouble.

Nancy arrived home a full two hours after curfew. She snuck around the cottage and entered our area of the cottage silently through the sliding door. She begged me to cover for her: to say that she had arrived home two hours earlier, and she and I had been talking all that time. I thought about the twin paddles hanging in the living room. It was either a for-sure paddling for Nancy, a double paddling for the both of us, or there was an outside chance we might get away with it. I went for it, wanting to be a good big sister to Nancy.

When Nancy went over to the other side of the cottage and Mom confronted her, she said she had arrived home right on time and that she and I had been chatting on my side of the cottage. Mom came over with Nancy trailing behind and asked me to verify the story. I lied like a champ. Mom looked suspiciously at us. Unfortunately, as we found out the next morning, there was a major flaw in our plan.

After breakfast, Daddy assembled the family in the living room. Nancy and I were put on the carpet.

"Tell us again, when exactly did you get home last night, young lady?" Dad asked Nancy.

"I already told Mom," she said sounding offended by the question, "it was 10 p.m. sharp. I remember because I looked at my phone and I checked the time and noticed I was right on time."

I thought, no, don't embellish, we don't know where this is going.

"I see, and you went in through Julie's end of the cottage and chatted with her for over two hours, is that your story?"

"Yes. It's not a story. Julie can tell you that," she whined.

I was feeling very nervous at this point. I knew that they knew more than they were letting on. But what could I do? Things would not go any easier for us if I fessed up now. No, I'd need to see this through to the bitter end in case they were just suspicious and had no evidence.

"Julie," asked Dad. "Is that true?"

"Yes, Daddy," I said, lying my ass off to him as well as to Mom the previous evening. I had such a sinking feeling.

"Show them," said Dad to David.

David walked up to the computer in the living room and started playing a video clip. "This is from your Uncle Charlie's security cameras. Your Dad asked if he could have a look."

The video showed Nancy being dropped off in a car over by the neighbor's driveway, and then walking towards our cottage, tiptoeing in the dark. The timestamp read 12:09 a.m., more than two hours after her 10 p.m. curfew.

"What have you girls got to say for yourselves?" Daddy asked.

The jig was up.

"Sorry daddy," I said.

"Sorry daddy," Nancy said.

"You two lied straight to my face last night," Mom said, sounding very angry. Like, more than very angry. Incensed even. This would not go well.

"And you lied to me as well just now," said Dad. "Time to try out those paddles."

"Clothes off, ladies," said Mom with no remorse at all.

Oh no. Not naked again.

We immediately started disrobing. This was getting to be an all-too-regular thing. It seemed as if we two youngest girls were constantly being stripped and made to stand there naked in front of the entire family. When we were both naked, we knew what was expected and we turned to face the three-seater sofa and bent over putting our palms down on the seat.

David got the two paddles off the wall and handed the one marked "Nancy" to Dad. He held onto the one marked "Julie". But then he seemed to have second thoughts. "Doug," David said, speaking to my Dad, "seeing as how Julie lied to you just now, perhaps you should do the honors."

"Well that's very generous of you, my lad," said my Dad, "I think I'll take you up on it. Julie, I'll do you first. Nancy, stand up and move to the side and watch what kind of trouble you got your big sister into, because you're next."

David handed my paddle to Daddy and held onto Nancy's for him.

Oh Gosh, Daddy was going to paddle me! And I'll bet he's super mad for me lying to him just now, and Mommy last night. Absolutely, disrespectful, bald faced lies. I deserved whatever I was going to get.

Dad rubbed the paddle on my ass, pulled it back, then slammed the mean old paddle hard into my low ass practically lifting me up off my feet. YOUCH! Immediately I reacted, "Ahhh! Daddy! NO! NO! Please!" I begged as I stood and clasped my poor punished cheeks in both hands and hopped up and down.

"Back in position," he said angrily.

I didn't at all want to, but I got back into position and thrust my bum out again. Oh my this was going to hurt. SLAM! A second paddle stroke much like the first. "Ahhhh!" I cried out.

"Learning your lesson?" Daddy asked me.

"Yes SIR!" I yelled out.

"Get ready for the next." Oh no

SLAM! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Shit. Fuck. Motherfucker. That's what went through my mind. "Ouch!" is all I said aloud.

SLAM! Ahhhhhh! Ohhhhh! Shit shit. "Please Daddy! I'm sorry. I'll never lie to you or Mommy again. I promise! Enough, please. I can't take another!" I begged.

"Stick it out," Dad said. I bent over a bit more and stuck my ass out for dear, dear life.

SLAM! Oh, my butt! My poor, poor butt would never be the same again. I twisted in agony.

"Stick it out," Dad said again.

I stuck it out again, hyperventilating.

SLAM! I broke down on that one, I started streaming tears and saying, "please Daddy, please, please, no more!"

"That's six, you're done. Change places with your sister."

Oh, thank God. I stood and clutched at my low ass cheeks. They felt genuinely blistered. I looked over at David and he seemed to have zero sympathy for me. I hobbled over to where Nancy was. I took her two hands in mine and looked at her with pity. She looked scared.

"Come here and bend over, Nancy," Dad said.

Nancy went over to where I had been and bent over. She was shaking like a leaf.

Everybody in the family looked very serious. Lying to Mommy and Daddy like that was something apparently nobody thought of as a small matter. Daddy handed my paddle back to David and took Nancy's paddle from him. Funny they should care so much which paddle was used on which sister's butt. Daddy lined up behind Nancy and patted her ass with the paddle.

Nancy was then put through the same paddling as I received. She also jumped up and clutched at her buttocks after the very first stroke. I knew what she was feeling. There was no preparation possible for that first paddle stroke slamming into her butt on the bare. Tears were streaming after the second stroke. And she was begging forgiveness and promising to never disobey or lie again from there until the sixth and final stroke.

The entire time her big breasts bounced and jiggled madly in the air. I felt so sorry that my big-busted little sister should be paddled nude like that in front of men. It felt unfair, especially as she was so self-conscious about her big breasts.

Nancy was told to get up and stand next to me. Two sniffling naked girls with bruised butt cheeks. We were both lectured by Mommy and Daddy for lying to them, and we both apologized and swore it would never, ever, happen again. He said that was good, because if it did, we could expect twelve strokes next time.


Chapter 59:  Naked for the Neighbors

"That was your punishment from your Father," said Mommy to us. "You're still getting a punishment from me as well. Lying to my face? Skipping curfew? Aiding and abetting? I understand that Julie's been taught how to cut a switch?" Mom asked.

"Julie knows how to cut a switch, and she can show Nancy," David said. David's sister Bea had taught me.

"Girls," said Mom, still sounding very strict and pissed off at us, "come get a knife." We went to Mom and each collected a knife.

"Go outside and cut four each. Julie will show you how. Off you go," she said.

"Mommy," I said to my Mom, "we're naked..."

"You certainly are," she said.

"We... we can't," I complained.

Mom opened the drawer, pulled out her big wooden spoon and gave each of us a whack on our fannies. "Out you get! Go! now!" She kept whacking at our fannies as Nancy and I hurried out the back door of the cottage, totally nude, into the wooded area.

We started picking at the trees looking for fresh small branches to cut and prepare. I showed Nancy what to look for, how long and how thick to cut it, and how to clean off all the little bits. Also, how to swish it through the air to make sure it didn't break right away. It was so odd doing that with both of us in the buff. Then things got a lot worse.

That area was just adjacent to the neighbor's, and Uncle Charlie and Aunty Ruth came around a corner doing some work on the side of their cottage facing is.

I heard Aunty Ruth say, "Look Charlie, aren't those Mary and Doug's girls?"

And then Uncle Charlie responded, "They sure are, and they're butt naked, cutting switches I reckon. I guess that security camera footage came in useful. Doug sounded hopping mad when I described what was on it. He asked me to email it to his son-in-law."

They walked over towards us. Oh, this was just too much, but what could we do?

"There's people!" Nancy whispered to me urgently.

"There's nothing we can do about it," I whispered back. We just put our heads down and kept at it, cutting our switches, and blushing furiously.

"Look at their backsides Ruthy. I think those paddles got used."

"Hi girls," said Aunt Ruth, "come out of there and show us your bare little bottoms."

Oh groan. We obeyed. We came out with our hands covering our breasts and vag, blushing up a storm. "Turn around and bend over a bit," she ordered. We did.

"Wow! That's some paddling," Uncle Charlie said.

"You both got it about the same, I'd say," said Aunty Ruth.

We stood up and faced them. Again, covering ourselves madly. "We know why you got paddled," she said indicating Nancy, "but why you?" she asked me.

"I… tried to help her get away with it. I lied to Mom and Dad," I answered.

"And now you have to cut switches on top of that paddling?" Aunty Ruth asked.

"Yes Ma'am," I said, blushing furiously as her husband ogled our naked forms.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk," she said. "I guess you really don't act your ages," she said. "Go on, go about your business, don't mind us watching."

What else could we do? We went back to what we were doing, but it was impossible to cut switches and cover ourselves up at the same time, so they saw everything and commented on the view.

"Look how much bigger the younger one's breasts are than the older one's," said Uncle Charlie.

"So interesting for sisters," said Aunty Ruth, "and look at how slim and trim the older one is."

"Oh, I'm looking, I'm looking," said Uncle Charlie with a chuckle. I blushed furiously at that comment.

"Oh Charlie!" said Aunty Ruth, scolding him good naturedly.

"But did you notice the older one's vagina?" asked Aunty Ruth. "She keeps it bare, like a little girl's. But bits of it stick out and you can see every fold. It's positively obscene."

"It did not escape my notice," said Uncle Charlie, gravely.

I felt like crying.

"Grin and bear it, girls," said Uncle Charlie as he and Aunty Ruth laughed at us and went back about their business.


Chapter 60:  Nancy is Birched

When we were done, we went back to the cottage carrying our four switches each. We handed over the knives and the switches to Mom who gave each of the switches a test: swish, swish, swish, in the air.

"Out on the deck," Mom said, indicating the lakeside deck.

"Mom. Please! No!" I begged. "It's not legal even," I said, "being on the deck naked where people can seeeee."

"Oh well, then we might get another visit from Officer Mike, won't we? Out on the deck, girls, now! We're not swishing you in here and making a mess of the floor with tree branch bits."

We reluctantly headed out onto the deck and cowered.

Mom came out with all eight switches. Sue was right behind her with scissors and twine. David and Daddy followed and took a seat on the deck to watch. We watched as Mom and Sue bundled the switches and tied them together with the twine. Oh no! Bea had warned me about this. She said it was a "birch" when bundled like this and was supposed to be extra, super bad.

"Who's first, girls?" Mom asked.

Nancy and I looked at each other. "I'll go," she said.

"Kneel on the deck chair, sideways" Mom said, "and put your elbows down on the ground." Nancy looked momentarily confused. Mom took her arm and made her kneel on the feet portion of the reclining deck chair, sideways to it, and then had her put her elbows all the way down on the deck. Her bum was very prominent like this, and her pussy and bottom hole were on complete display.

"How cruel of Mommy to do this to her in front of the men", I thought. Then I realized I would be next. That thought gave me the sudden urge to pee, which I successfully suppressed. I have a small and rather nervous bladder. It's happened before that under stress things have "let loose". It didn't help that I had not peed in a while.

"Skip curfew by more than two hours and lie to my face, will you?" Mom asked rhetorically. "I thought we'd got past this, young lady."

Mom lined up the bundle of switches and swished it down across Nancy's broadened bottom cheeks. Instantly eight thin and angry red lines rose on her bottom and Nancy yelled out at that first strike. Mom then swished her again, across her thighs, with a similar result and Nancy yelled again. Mom then lined up the switches directly in line with her pussy, which was prominently protruding from the rear, and swished across directly onto that. That got the biggest reaction yet. "No!" Nancy cried out, "Not there, Mommy, please!" she begged.

"Lie to me, will you?" Mom said yet again. She lined up on the same spot and swished her again there.

"No! Please Mommy no, not there!" said Nancy.

"What are you talking about?" asked Mom, "Where?"

"My p... p... p... pussy Mommy, please not there!" begged Nancy.

"What crude language," Mom said. "Say it properly," she prompted still holding the bundle directly against her protruding pussy lips.

"My v... v... vagina, Mommy. Please!" she repeated.

"Your vagina, young lady? Am I 'accidentally' striking your vagina?" she asked. I could hear the quotes around 'accidentally'.

"Yes, Mommy," Nancy said.

"Oh dear," she said, "Can't be helped. I suppose it's just this position," and then Mom hauled back and struck her flush on the lips of her vagina again!

"Ahhhhh!" Nancy cried out.

Mom had a little smile on her face. Sue stood there watching this with arms crossed, looking satisfied with what was going on. The men seemed to wince at the whipping Mom was handing out to Nancy's most sensitive area.

"Are you breaking curfew again, young lady? Are you ever lying to me like that again?" Mom asked. Before Nancy could even answer, Mom swung the bundled branches again down on the same spot. The switches were more loosely bundled on the striking end and they splayed out and left marks from high upper thighs to low bottom cheeks, striking everything in between.

"Ahhhh!" she cried out again, bouncing her bottom in the air and putting on a lewd pussy show for her audience. "I promise Mommy! I promise to never break curfew again! And never, ever, ever to lie to you again! Please!"

Mom gave her one more swish, same spot, and then said, "All right then," Mom said, "I believe you. Change places with your sister now."

Nancy stood up with a very pained expression on her face and clutching her pussy with both hands.

Mom called out to me, "Julie! Get over here. Same position your sister was in."


Chapter 61:  Julie is Birched

Oh no! "Please Mommy," I begged. "Not there. Not like that. Please? I didn't break curfew."

"No you didn't, young lady," said Mom, "but you aided and abetted, and you also lied straight to my face, and so you deserve the same punishment if not more owing to your age. Kneel down. Bend over. Elbows on the ground."

I didn't want that. I didn't want to be whipped like that across my pussy lips. My knees shook and I felt it starting. Oh no. Out came a little squirt of pee. Everyone on the deck looked shocked. Mom, Dad, Sue, David, even Nancy. But I couldn't help it and with a pained "Nooooo" from me the pee started streaming out my vagina, spraying the air and running down my legs. Nobody said anything as the pee spurted out and then finally dribbled to a stop.

There was a puddle of pee around me. David explained to them about my very nervous bladder, and how this was not the first time I had "let loose" in a similar situation.

"Don't think that little drama will save you young lady," said Mom. "Sue, get the hose." Sue went to where the hose was kept and turned it on. It had a spray nozzle on the end. She pointed it at me and sprayed me and the deck around me. She concentrated the stream at my vagina as well as she said, "hands up".

"Now, kneel on the deck chair, bum up, elbows on the ground," repeated Mom.

I was so ashamed that I had peed in front of my whole family. And I think Mom thought that I had done it deliberately to avoid her punishment. I reluctantly did as I was told. I knelt sideways on the reclining chair. With a big sigh I put first my hands down on the deck and then collapsed to my elbows. As I did this, I could feel my pussy lips protruding out the back and my bottom hole go on complete display.

"You're getting double, young lady," added mom. "You're older and you should know better. Plus, I'm throwing a few extras in for what you just did to our deck."

I could feel the switches poised against my bum. As with Nancy, the first strike was directly on my bottom. Oh shite! It stung like a hundred little bees all at once all over. Especially so on my wet bottom. The next strike I could feel Mom lining up near the tops of my thighs. She swished again and again my skin exploded in another hundred little bee stings. Then, on the third, Mom lay the switches directly across my prominently protruding pussy lips.

"Noooo..." I whimpered as Mom tapped it there several times. She pulled back and swished it right across my pussy! "Ahhhh!" I yelled out, just as Nancy had. Oh, shit that was painful. Right on my pussy lips. It felt like they were getting cut up, but from seeing it done to Nancy, I knew no such thing was happening, but the sting was crazy. Mom lined up and did the same spot again, and again, and then once more. As with Nancy, during those swishes across my pussy lips I could feel my bum wiggling and jiggling in the air and could only imagine the pussy show I was putting on for the men.

I had received six strokes, and knew I still had another six coming. Mom pushed my knees further apart and then went to stand at my head, facing down my body. She raised the birch and whipped my very well-spread anal cleft. The individual switches splayed all over my inner crack while the main mass of it concentrated right onto the sensitive skin ringing my bottom hole.

I let out a giant wail at the first strike and begged Mommy for mercy. She delivered five more strokes in the same manner, with some of them cutting vertically into my vagina, beyond my outer lips, and even whipping into my extremely sensitive bits inside.

"Will you be lying to my face again young lady?" Mom asked as she poised the birch directly over my anus. I knew I still had one stroke left.

"No Mommy! Never! Never! I promise!"

She brought the final stroke down. My anal cleft, bottom hole, and vagina exploded in ridiculous pain.

Mom ended it and told me to get up and stand next to my sister. I stood slowly, clutching painfully at my bottom hole and vagina.

Nancy had received six, with four to her pussy; and I had received a dozen with ten directed to my most intimate places. But we were about to learn that we were not done yet.


Chapter 62:  A Double Switching

Mom put the bundle of switches down and cut the twine holding them together. She selected one switch for herself and asked Sue to assist her and do the same. They both swished them through the air to test them. They made that horrible swishing sound.

"You're quite the little partners in crime, aren't you?" Mom asked us. "Do you know what a conspiracy is? That's what you did: you conspired to break curfew and lie to us." We did not know how to answer. "Come stand here, right in the center. Face each other. Now give one another a great big hug and hold it."

What? This was embarrassing. My sister and I were both buck naked. We didn't hug like this in the best of times. Reluctantly, we reached out our arms and gave each other a hug, trying to keep our bodies as far away from one another as possible while still calling it a hug.

"Closer, girls. Push right up against one another; you're such good buddies after all," said Mom sarcastically.

"She just peed herself, Mom," Nancy complained.

"And Sue hosed it off. Closer now," said Mom.

We pushed more tightly into one another. Our tits come into contact, tip to tip, as did our tummies. Our vaginas were also perilously close to one another.

"Now hug each other tight," Mom said.

Then Mom and Sue approached us, each on opposite sides, and they started using their evil little switches all willy-nilly and up and down from waist to ankles: swish, swish, swish, swish, swish. Nancy and I both instantly burst into pain as the whippy switches visited our tender flesh. In unison we cried out, "ah! no! please! oh! ah! ouch! ah! no! oh! ee! oh!" as we each pushed hard into one another in an utterly reflexive yet ultimately vain attempt to escape our switching.

We danced and yelled and ground up against one another. Even our sore external genitalia touched and mingled as we were switched by Mom and Sue. As soon as our pussies touched, we pulled them away from one another, but as soon as we did that Sue and Mom switched our asses and we pushed back in which forced us to grind our sore pussies together. As we kept doing this, we eventually just gave it up and sunk into the inevitability of having our pussies rubbing up against each other in constant contact.

They moved around us, swishing up and down, swishing our sides, swishing our butts the most. As they moved around us, and as we moved, I sometimes came under Sue's switch, and then again under Mom's, and the same for Nancy. When one of their switches disintegrated into a shower of wet splinters another switch was picked up and the swishing continued. I could feel both myself and Nancy sweating profusely, and our sweat mingling as every part of our bodies rubbed up against the same part on the other's as the switching went on and on and on.

Finally, either the switches or Mom and Sue were exhausted (I don't know which) and we were released. We were both crying like bad little girls. David commented, "you sure don't want to get on Mary's bad side."

"Oh you," Mom said to David, "it was just a little swishing." She said it with a smirk. When I first reignited in Mom the desire to spank us, I had created a monster. I will never lie to Mom again!

Nancy and I were told to sweep the deck and then to come inside for timeout facing the wall. Mommy sentenced us to three full hours! It was unreasonably long, but we did not dare complain. They all left to leave us to it. Every step was painful. My butt was deep-bruised and blistered from my paddling. My skin was burning all over from my switching. My pussy lips and bottom hole were both especially sore. Nancy and I compared notes, and it was the same for her.

We looked over each other's backsides and flanks. Our low asses were bruised purple and we had thin little red lines crisscrossing all over from ankle to waist. We were too bashful to examine each other's pussies, but for many minutes they had been made to frantically push into and rub up against one another, literally sore flayed lips to sore flayed lips. Our pussies now "knew" each other in the biblical sense.

We got done sweeping and then went to timeout. Just before going nose to wall I asked Mom if Nancy and I may have a skinny dip in the lake to soothe ourselves before standing in our long timeout.

Mom considered. She looked us both over, at our marks. She reached down and tugged on my pussy a bit to see the damage there. "Let me see yours," she told Nancy, and tugged and pulled at her's too to examine it for damage.

"Show me your bumhole," Mom said to me. I blushed and turned around and bent over and pulled my bottom cheeks apart. Mom tugged at the sore skin back there.

"You're fine, although I don't doubt you're sore. Yes, you may," she declared, so Nancy and I ran down to the lake and jumped into the mercifully-cool water. We splashed around for a bit and then climbed out miserably to ascend back to the cottage living room for our long corner time. Mom had towels for us and dried us both softly, and then put us in timeout. Naked of course. Hands on head. Nose touching wall. Side by side. Partners in crime. Our skin and pussies, and my bottom hole, still burned from the paddling, birching, and switching we received. Three full, boring, uncomfortable hours we spent there. By the end, we were both crying from the discomfort, but Mommy let us cry until our full time was served. We felt like very well punished little girls afterward. A lesson had been taught.  A lesson had been learned.


Chapter 63:  The Tarragon Thief

As life with David continued, I gradually felt myself rounding out as a woman and as a wife. (No, not that way; I kept myself in shape!). My spankings decreased, except in the bedroom where I eagerly crawled across David's lap to get my butt spanked-silly to warm me up for sex. I'm so much more of a nasty slut for my husband after a good spanking, eagerly gobbling his pretty cock or subjecting myself to rough pussy or butt sex and loving it.

I worked hard on my cooking skills and felt proud from my husband's and family's praise. According to C. S. Elliot, feeling pride in justly earned compliments was ok.

It was around meal preparation where I got the first spanking from David in a while at the cottage.

I had developed a good Sauce Béarnaise to serve with steaks. It's basically a whole lot of butter melted into a red wine vinegar and herb reduction. It's quite tricky to stir in the butter without separating the sauce, and there are tricks to "save it" if it starts going south, but you need to be quick about it, which I always was. One of the key herbs is fresh tarragon that is hard to find in the grocery store. Fortunately, there's a specialty butcher shop just out of town at the cottage that grows herbs in pots outside the store and allows customers to help themselves. Usually I buy the steaks there and cut some fresh tarragon as well.

This time, I was in town in the grocery store and saw they had what looked like pretty good cuts that were also less expensive than at the specialty butcher, so I bought them. The grocery store had no tarragon though, so I thought that on the way home I would nip by the butcher shop to cut some tarragon, which is what I did.

I do confess to feeling guilty buying the meat at the grocer's and then taking the butcher's free tarragon, but I was a customer on other occasions, right? I tried to be quick about it, though, and looked around furtively to be sure nobody was looking.

I prepared the meal and David cooked the steaks on the BBQ. It was just Mom and Dad, Nancy, Sue, and David and me that weekend. During dinner they commented on the meat, saying it was good. I was proud that I had saved some money and told them I spotted some good-looking cuts at the grocery store and bought them. To be honest though, the butcher's were better we all agreed. My Sauce Béarnaise, however, was highly praised.

After dinner we were in the living room chatting. The topic of my cooking came up, and how good my sauce was, and Mom added that she loved the fresh tarragon in the sauce.

"Oh, did you find some at the grocery store?" David asked, having been sent on the futile hunt looking for fresh tarragon in that store himself in the past.

Without thinking about it much I answered truthfully. "No, but I just nipped by the butcher's on the way back and took some of theirs."

"But you bought the meat at the grocer's, right?" David asked, looking confused.

Uh oh.

"Yes, but I didn't think they'd mind," I said defensively.

"Julie," said David, sounding disappointed in me. "Did you at least go in and buy something from the butcher?"

"No."

"So, you stole from the butcher?"

"No!" I said indignantly. "It wasn't stealing, it's for their customers and I'm a customer."

"Julie, you know right from wrong. Was that right or wrong?"

"But I am a customer," I said, pouting like a child.

"Let's have a show of hands, who thinks what Julie did was wrong?" David asked my family.

Every. Single. One. Of. Them. Put up their hands. Even Nancy. I was glaring at Nancy as she did it, but she hesitatingly raised her hand anyway. That little traitor! After all I'd done for her.

David put up his hand as well. "What's your vote?" he asked me.

I did know right from wrong. I put up my hand too.

"Well, I think that's unanimous," said David. "Now," he continued, with a little chuckle in his voice, "show of hands, who votes for a spanking for Julie, right here in the living room, right now, as punishment?"

Everybody shot their hands up again. Even Nancy raised hers eagerly too, glad that someone other than her was getting spanked and she could watch. When I glared at her, she stuck out her tongue.

I determinedly kept my hand down that time.

"Well, not quite unanimous," David said, "but the jury has spoken."

"Clothes off, young lady," Mom said. Why did Mom always want me stripped for my spankings?

"Oh! This isn't fair!" I said as I stomped my foot.

"You heard your Mom, and you know you don't want to cross her," David said with a smile, referring to the super-embarrassing and painful birching and double switching Nancy and I received not so long ago.

I did my stupid strip tease in front of my whole family and then stood there, as was expected, with my hands on my head facing them, pussy and tits on full parade for the questioning that was sure to follow.

"Why are you being punished, Julie?" David asked This had become sort of part of the ritual.

"For taking tarragon from the butcher's."

"For stealing tarragon from the butcher's," David corrected.

"For taking it," I said again, pouting.

David sighed, stood up and started reaching for my paddle hanging on the wall.

"For stealing it! For stealing it!" I said quickly, and everybody laughed.

Mercifully, David put the paddle back on the hook.

"It was a petty theft, though, I think my hand will suffice to teach you a lesson."

Thanks Gawd!

David walked up to me, picked me up under his arm, put his foot up on the wooden coffee table and dumped me across his one raised knee. He was handling me as if I weighed no more than a small child.

My arms and legs bicycled in the air for purchase where there was none. I was bent way over his knee with my bottom pointed towards my family. I knew they could see my pussy and bottom hole clearly when I was like this.

David brought his hard hand down repeatedly on my very exposed rear end. When he spanked low across both cheeks, his palm spanked my pussy a bit as well, which I was sure everybody could see. My spanking was mercifully short, and I was set back on my feet again.

This spanking eerily harkened back to that first "joke" spanking I received in front of my family. Except this time, I was fully nude and spanked bright red, and my Aunt and Uncle and three young boy cousins were not there. Imagine if they had been!

"Go on and get dressed, no timeout needed," David told me. I did so with alacrity and then sat back down amongst my sniggering family. My cheeks burned with shame, but so they should. I had done wrong and needed to be punished for it, and that itself was the ultimate source of my shame.

"Tomorrow we're visiting the butcher, young lady, and you'll fess up and apologize to him," David said. Oh no, that would be so humiliating.


Chapter 64:  Little Miss Sneaky Pants

Next morning David and I headed out to do the shopping. As usual, on the way back, we went to the butcher's. My face was blushing already. David walked me right in.

"Can I help you?" rang out the loud clear voice of Frank, the butcher. It was a family run business. He had his wife at the till and his two kids, a girl and a boy, working for him. The girl was an apprentice butcher, and the boy was still in high school, but as it was a weekend, he was there working. They also had another young man working for them as an assistant.

"Hi Frank," said David. "David Delmar, and my wife Julie."

"Well hello Julie, hello David, what can I do you for?"

"My wife here has a little apology she owes you."

"Oh? Ho ho ho!" Frank laughed, "I think I know what for. Marcy, kids, our little tarragon thief got caught! Oh ha ha ha!"

"You noticed?" asked David, also with a chuckle.

"We noticed all right. There's a camera out there and we can see the video from behind the till. We had a bit of a laugh at Little Miss Sneaky Pants, but I wasn't going to say anything, I recognized her as a good customer."

Fucking cameras again! Second time this summer. I blushed eight shades of red. I certainly did not want to be known in the community as 'Little Miss Sneaky Pants'.

"And it's worse than you think," said David. "She bought steaks at the grocer's and then sneaky pantsed your tarragon."

"Now why would you want to do that?" he asked, still smiling, and looking in mock disappointment.

"I know," David said, "The meat here is a heck of a lot better. She's under strict instructions from now on where to get her meat."

"Well I appreciate that; we aim to please. It's a little more expensive, sure, but I only get the best. You know that," said Frank.

"It is better, sir," I said to Frank. "And I apologize for not getting the meat here, and especially for not getting the meat here and then helping myself to your tarragon."

"Oh well, oh ha ha ha, no harm done. So, what's her punishment?" asked Frank with a big grin, having fun with the situation at my expense.

"Go ahead and tell, Frank, Julie. What was your punishment?" said David.

I blushed even more deeply and stammered out softly, "I was s... s... sp... spanked..."

"What's that you say?" said Frank loudly putting his hand to his ear.

"I was spanked," I said in a loud, clear voice. "My husband spanked me. Over his knee," I clarified blushing furiously.

"Oh ha ha ha! You got a SPANKING, did you? A spanking right across your husband's knee? Oh, I would have paid good money to have seen Little Miss Sneaky Pants get her comeuppance!" he added.

"As the injured party, you have every right," said David. "Can I give you a repeat performance? Have you got a back room we can use?"

Ohhh!

"Sure!" he said. "Right this way. Boys! You want to see Little Miss Sneaky Pants get her comeuppance? She's getting a spanking."

The two boys eagerly dropped what they were doing and joined us in the back room. I was so humiliated already, but it was nothing next to what was to come.

David pulled me into the room and over towards the desk. He spun the simple wooden chair around to face the room and sat on it. He pulled me nearer and started undoing my pants clasp and zipper.

"No! Please!" I begged. "Please let me keep my pants up. Please!"

"Have I ever spanked you with your pants up, young lady?"

"Just this once, please!" I begged again.

"No," he said and pulled my pants straight down to my ankles leaving me in my cute little watermelon print panties. "Hands on your head and face Frank and apologize again."

That was blushy, but at least I would get to keep my panties.

I put my hands on my head and turned to face Frank and the two boys. His pretty but rough looking butcher daughter was leaning in the doorway as well, looking on ruefully at the proceedings with a butcher's knife still in her hand. She was dressed in a white butcher's apron, a bit stained from her work, and wore a red bandanna around her hair. I was conscious of how these panties were a bit of a tight fit, and I was sure I was showing some embarrassing "camel-toe" to the crowd.

"I'm sorry for stealing your tarra... AH!"

I was interrupted by the feeling of David's hands in my panties and them starting to be tugged down my legs.

"Please David!" I begged again.

"A little humility will help the apology, and I'm sure Frank and the boys, and Frank's daughter there, won't mind a heartfelt pants and panties down apology from Little Miss Sneaky Pants," David said.

I don't know what got into me, but I defied him by trying to hold my panties up with my hands. But he was stronger and peeled my hands away as I squirmed in mortified embarrassment. And with that my panties were lowered right to my ankles. I kept my hands down at my pussy and desperately tried to cover.

"Hands on your head, and apologize," said David. "unless you want to be spanked on your back with your legs in the air," he warned.

"No! Please!" I pleaded, knowing he was serious. I did not want to be placed in the hyper-embarrassing diaper changing position for my spanking in front of Frank and the boys. I would no doubt have been stripped nude for it, and my breasts and writhing vagina and bum hole would have been on full display.

"Choose!" he said.

I put my hands on my head. Better this than the other.

I could see the boys' eyes practically bug out of their heads.

"I'm s... s... sorry for stealing your tarragon," I blurted out with my pussy on full view.

"Nice wax job, honey," said the grown daughter from the doorway.

"I guess we can't call her Little Miss Sneaky Pants, anymore, boys, now can we?" said Frank.

"Nah, she has no pants!" said one of them.

"How about Little Miss Bare Puss?" asked the other. Oh, that's just great, as if 'Miss Sneaky Pants' wasn't bad enough, now it was 'Miss Bare Puss'.

David then pulled me down across his lap, positioned me for my spanking, and then started spanking my bottom, good and hard.

"Woah!" said Frank, "That's a sound spanking. I think Little Miss Red Cheeks may be a better nickname for her in a couple of minutes."

Everybody laughed as David continued raining the spanks down on my bottom, matching the state of my rear cheeks to my new nickname. It was a solid spanking that had me crying out and kicking my legs before David was done.

David even performed the further indignity, no doubt punishing me for my earlier defiance, by pulling my bottom cheeks apart and spanking the sensitive skin up and down my cleft.

"Look," said the daughter "I think she likes it."

Oh no. She was referring to the wetness. My pussy gets wet when in these super-embarrassing spanking situations and there's nothing I can do about it.

David then stood me up and pulled my panties up. "Oh, Julie," David scolded as he saw the state I was in. He had pulled my panties up taught against my vaginal lips. I looked down and saw my engorged lips clearly outlined with a wet spot on my panties just there.

David told me to pull my pants back up. My face was every bit as red as my rear end. Little Miss Red Cheeks indeed.

"Justice served!" proclaimed Frank. "And as my daughter said, I even think the lass enjoyed it. Back to work boys. Fun's over."

"I'm really sorry, sir," I said to Frank, my eyes downcast.

"All is forgiven. That was quite a show we got in return for a little nipped tarragon. I'm sure the boys especially liked it. I'll bet they'll be thinking about it before they turn in, if you know what I mean," said Frank, winking at me and making masturbatory motions with his hand.  "And I'll eat out on this for a month!" he said, meaning he'll have dinnertime stories for his buddies for a long time to come, and I was sure no detail would be spared.


Chapter 65:  Julie's Problem Addressed

As if the incident with the butcher wasn't bad enough, perhaps the most embarrassing incident happened mid-summer on the way up and then back down from the cottage. As you know, from the episode where I was birched and at church, I do tend to have a small and somewhat nervous bladder.

David took pains before we left from the city to ask if I'd "gone potty." I hated it when he asked me like that, like I was some baby. But I knew he said it out of frustration because I needed to pee so often.

"Yes!" I said, though I hadn't, but didn't want to admit it. It would have done no good anyway. When I need to pee, I really need to, but when I don't, nothing comes out.

We drove most of the way without stopping. The pressure started about halfway up, but I couldn't ask David to stop. It built and built and before long I was squirming in my seat.

"Is there something you want to ask me, Julie?" David asked pointedly. He clearly knew what was up.

"I 'gotta go," I told him miserably.

"Can't it wait to the cottage?" he asked. We were only fifteen minutes away.

"no sir," I said quietly.

"Did you really go potty before we left?" he asked me.

"No sir," I said. I had sort of lied to him once already. I didn't want to do it a second time, for the sake of my poor bum. "But it does no good when I do. When I can't, I just can't!" I wailed at how unfair it was.

"Fine. We'll stop at the big grocery store, then. They have a customer bathroom upstairs," he said, "I have something I need to get anyways."

"Thank you," I said.

"Oh, don't thank me yet. Don't think there won't be consequences." I was sure that I'd be getting a spanking as soon as we got to the cottage, in front of my family no doubt, and they would all be told the reason.

As soon as we parked, I quick walked my way into the grocery store, up the stairway, past the community room, and over to the bathroom. Mercifully, it was free, or else I would have peed myself right outside the door to the ladies.

Relieved, I went down to find David. He said he had something he wanted to buy. I found him pushing a grocery cart. There were a few food items in there and some soda-type drinks. "Down this aisle," David said. The grocery store was one of these big ones that had a complete drugstore built into it as well, I think to compete with the Walmart a bit. He stopped in front of the 'adult incontinence' aisle. I instantly blushed.

"Noooo," I begged.

"Let's see. What's your size you figure? Here, these should do." He had picked a brand called "Crinklz" which had a picture of a cartoon baby tiger in diapers chasing a butterfly. The picture of the diaper itself showed it had little cutesy cartoon characters all over.

What the heck? Adult? They did say, adult, though, and David had selected the XS ones that matched my hip measurement.

"Noooo, I don't need those," I begged him.

"I'm fed up with you not managing this issue which you are perfectly capable of doing. You're going to wear these on Sunday for the trip home, and if you have to pee, you can do it in your diaper."

"No!" I said, stomping my foot.

David looked at me dangerously. Surely even he wouldn't spank me in the middle of the grocery store. "Do you want to be taking your clothes off and have me take the paddle down from its hook the minute we step into the cottage?" he asked me.

"No, sir," I said, dejectedly.

"Then behave."

"Yes sir."

"As I said, I expect you to be wearing them for our trip home. I'll change you out of them as soon as we get home, and if they're dry, you'll just have to do that five more up and down trips to be free of them. If they're wet, you get spanked and put in a fresh diaper and wear it overnight."

David threw in some talcum powder and baby wipes into the cart and went to the checkout and I just know the checkout girl must have been sniggering as the baby wipes, baby talcum powder, and diapers in just my size passed through. If she didn't know who they were for, my deep blush surely gave it away.

To my great surprise, I was not spanked as soon as we got into the cottage. Nobody was even told. I was grateful that David had not embarrassed me even more. I mean, wearing the diaper was bad enough without the whole family knowing. I thought I might get off easy just discretely slipping a diaper on before leaving with nobody being the wiser.

The rest of the weekend was relatively uneventful for me. We did witness Nancy receiving a spanking from Dad for being snippy to Mom over dinner preparations. The dining area adjoins the open kitchen and Dad sat on a dining chair, pulled Nancy over his lap, lowered her shorts and her panties, and spanked her with his hand. Daddy then stood her on her feet and pulled up her panties and shorts himself and re-fastened and zipped her shorts for her. He sent her back towards the food prep area with a smack to her butt and told her to mind her tone with her Mom or the paddle would be coming down. The paddle was an extremely, extremely potent threat, and had us both on our very best behavior when threatened with it.

David and I later commented on the progress Nancy had made during the summer with her diet and exercise. She really was looking hot! I was happy for her. We both could not fail to notice that she had also kept up with her grooming "down there" when she was spanked by Daddy. She was no doubt doing it for a boy.


Chapter 66:  Diapered at the Cottage

When it came time to go home. David did not remind me of the diapers so I thought I would skip them and blame it on him for not remembering. I had on a loose sundress so it would not be possible to see if I was or wasn't.

We said our goodbyes to the family, and I was anxious to get going.

"Julie," David asked me discretely, "are you wearing what you should be?"

Gulp.

"Sweetheart," I whispered back at him, blushing. "Of course I am," I lied. Anything was better than having my secret exposed to my family. I knew I would be in for a major spanking once we got home and he did the diaper check, but it was worth it.

David started looking suspicious. He came over to me and patted my behind. "Raise your dress," he said angrily.

"No!" I said and stomped my foot.

"Raise. Your. Dress." David said slowly, articulating each word.

Was I ever in for it. I raised my dress up above my tummy and showed everybody my panties. No diaper.

David grabbed my arm, pulled me into the living room, pulled me across his knee, flipped my dress up above my waist, pulled down my panties and began spanking me with his hand. All the family was watching, curious as to what I had done wrong.

"What were you supposed to be wearing!?" he demanded of me as he spanked.

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"A d... d... diaper!" I yelled out as the spanks rained down.

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Why?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Because I'm always making you stop on the car trips!" I yelled out as his palm continued to descend.

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And why is that?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Because I have to go pee!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And do I remind you each time to go potty before we leave?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Yes!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And do you?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"No!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And do you lie to me and tell me you did?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Yes!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"So, what's your punishment?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"To wear diapers in the car!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"For how long?"

SPANK SPANK SPNAK

"Until I don't wet them!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"How many times in a row?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Six times. Six times in a row! Back and forth!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"And what if you wet them?"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"You're 'gonna give me a spanking and change my diapers and make me wear them all night!"

SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Correct!" He said and ended my spanking.

He let me up and I hastily pulled my panties back up and smoothed my dress down. My poor bum was burning up from the heat.

"Now go get the things I bought for you and bring them out here. Do not change into them, I'll be changing you into them myself right on the kitchen table," he said.

I literally got on my knees in front of him, started crying and said, "please don't! Please not here, not in front of everybody. Please!" I begged.

"You're being punished, young lady. Do as you're told or the paddle is coming down."

Oh no. I was to be diapered in front of my entire family! I looked over at Mom.

"Do as you're told," she said strictly, no sympathy from her. She hated little liars, which is what I was.

I went to our suitcase, crying, and got the parcel of diapers, wipes, and talcum from where I had stashed it and brought it to him. He had moved to the kitchen eating area where all the family had assembled.

"Pull your dress up above your waist," he told me. I did that, blushing and still teary-eyed. He picked me up like a baby in his arms and put me down gently on the table. He pushed my dress further up beyond my waist. He then reached for my panties and pulled them right off my legs saying, "you won't be needing these."

Oh no. there I was bare puss on the table where all the family could see, and he was about to diaper me! Why, oh why, had I defied him and then lied to him and put myself into this situation? He was the one who was trying to keep it discrete until I screwed it up.

He asked Sue to pass him a diaper. Sue smirked as she opened the diaper package and handed him one. He lifted me up by my ankles and slipped the diaper underneath my bottom. Then he asked Sue for a baby wipe.

My Mom jumped in and asked, "May I?"

Sue passed the wipes to Mom who began wiping me all over my butt, my crack, my bottom hole, my inner thighs, and my puss puss. Even inside of it!

"No Mommy! No Mommy! Please!" I begged crying as she wiped me thoroughly all over. To get to all those places David bent my legs way back and a bit apart and everybody could see clearly.

Mom commented, "This brings back memories of changing her diapers when she was a little baby. She cried then also, the dear. And she didn't look that different, just smaller," she added, no doubt referring to my completely hairless vaginal area.

Then Mom asked Sue to pass her the talcum powder and she sprinkled it liberally all over the same places. She pulled the diaper up between my legs and fastened the sticky ties at the waist. David picked me up under my arms and put me down on the floor. My dress fell back down to cover my embarrassing diaper.

I couldn't believe, after what I had gone through for weeks at Church Sunday School, that I was back in diapers again.

"There we go," he said. "Finally, I can do the whole drive without stopping to let her pee."

"Jules is back in diapers!" said Nancy gleefully.

"Where she belongs," added Sue, teasing me.

This was so humiliating!


Chapter 67:  Diaper Check

After the fact, even I admit that David had been right to do it, because the diaper was never wet and I always remembered to not drink so much and to go potty before a long trip, even if I had to sit there for ten minutes and just dribble the pee out.

I admit I even came back to liking my diapering a little bit. David would go through the routine and I felt like his little baby. What I didn't like was diaper check when we arrived at the cottage. It was right back on that table, diaper unfastened, legs raised, and diaper pulled away. "Dry as anything" one of them would say as they examined my discarded diaper as I writhed in embarrassment with my bare pussy on display in front of Daddy and Mommy, and Sue and Nancy even. "What a good girl!" they would say, and clap their hands sarcastically, praising me for not wetting my diaper.

The worst was once when Sue examined my diaper and said, "hold on a minute, is that a bit of a dribble here?" She walked over to me as David held my legs high and looked more closely at my pussy. She took a finger and swiped at me there. She smiled and said, "Oh she wet herself a little, but it isn't pee, look," she said, spreading me open. "Her pussy is soaked. I think she likes it when David diapers her. You bad bad, little girl!"

"Let me see, let me see!" said Nancy, edging her way in. Sue held me apart for her as David held my legs back and apart. "Oh my gosh! It's true. She's literally soaked down there."

"Oh girls!" Mom said, "Don't exaggerate, I'm sure she's not 'literally soaked'." She wandered over to have a look also. "Oh my!" continued Mom, "she does lubricate freely."

"And look at the size of her clit," added Sue as she held my lips apart and used her finger to push the hood off my clitoris.

I writhed in embarrassment.

Daddy intervened and said to Sue, "Don't tease your sister like that." And then to David, "But given the state she's in you had best take her to the bedroom, Son, and see to that wife of yours." As Dad said that I squirmed in abject embarrassment, legs still held high.

"Yes sir," he said as he picked me up, threw me across his shoulder so my head went down his back, bare wet pussy prominent, gave me a hard smack on my ass, turned, and hauled me away like a caveman. As he carted me off gleefully for my fucking, I looked up and saw all of them laughing at me. Oh blush!

David put me in bed, me still blushing furiously, and fucked me to a screaming orgasm with the family no doubt listening. Afterwards he made me dress and we rejoined the family who had opened a bottle of wine and were sitting in the living room drinking it.

David got glasses for the two of us and poured us wine. I sat down blushing fiercely anew.

"Ooooh, harder, harder," teased Nancy under her breath.

"Shush," said Mom to my little sister. Then to me, "It did sound… vigorous. Are you sore, sweetheart?"

"Mom!" I cried out, and yes, my pussy was a bit sore from my husband's attentions.

"I'm sure it will be as good as new and ready to go at it again tomorrow," Mom said. "hopefully to make us some grandchildren."

"Here, here!" said Daddy.

Oh blush.


Chapter 68:  Child No Longer

Things settled down a bit after all that. Cottage season came to an end and we started going to our local church more frequently on Sundays where I have taken on an active role in church life and community work. I am still known as the "spanked wife" by the other women around the church, but I am proud of it. They only wish they had husbands who would spank them. And I think many of their husbands wished I was theirs to spank, so it all works out.

Having that reputation meant I was also discretely approached a few times by some of the younger wives in the congregation asking for advice on how to lead a Christian Domestic Discipline lifestyle. I was happy to help. The pinnacle was me having to take aside a newlywed husband, on the wife's request, and tell him what his wife needed from him.

I did not spare the details and that got a bit spicy.  The Sunday after, from across the room, I got an "A-OK" sign from the wife, who gave her bottom a little rub at the same time. I thought her husband was walking just a little bit prouder too.

I continued growing deeper into my love of Christianity and have even begun some academic studies at the local University in theology. I have some designs on maybe becoming a lay preacher at some point in my life.

I've developed a photography hobby after David bought me an awesome Nikon camera and a set of lenses for my birthday.

I've also honed my skills as a stay-at-home wife around cooking and keeping house.

I'm not spanked for cause as often, though it still does happen on occasion. However, I am a very well-spanked wife in the bedroom. I just enjoy sex a lot more and am a much more enthusiastic lover when I have a sore, red bum.

David even went so far as to broach the topic of maybe it is time to start a family. I was all in!

Fucking with a purpose is a whole different experience. I went off the birth control pill and got those artificial hormones out of my system. When it was the right time of the month, I made David fuck me on a schedule, twice a day. The poor, exhausted man!

Each time his sperm entered me I gave a little prayer. We had a joke together that after he came in me, he held me up by my ankles, spanked my bottom, and shook me a little to get his little swimmers deep in there.

Turns out my prayers were answered with great efficiency, because I got pregnant the very first month we tried. We appear to be quite fertile, the two of us.

I'm not showing much yet, but I passed the first trimester with no issue and announced it to my family. They were overjoyed. Mom and Dad seemed especially happy to be prospective Grandma and Grandad. They said they'd be happy to take the baby anytime, which will be a great help I am sure.

David won't spank me at all now that I'm pregnant, and I am missing it. Rather than misbehaving atrociously, though, I understand why, and I am on my very best behavior, saving up a load of naughtiness for after the baby comes and we can have "date nights".

Nancy is still spanked by Mom and Dad. They have not backed down on that, and David and I have witnessed it on several occasions. Mom continues to insist on stripping Nancy bare for her more serious spankings, and she still blushes madly when David and I are there to see it.

Sue has become a confirmed lesbian and is now living with a partner. Sue's partner is submissive to her and is also spanked for naughtiness. David and I were shown that firsthand when Sue wanted to make a point with the poor girl when they were over for dinner and she had made them late. Sound familiar? Ha ha! David quite enjoyed the show.

Beatrice now has a boyfriend of whom David approves. He and Bea left it up to me to be blunt with him about what Bea needed. We have not seen the evidence firsthand, but according to Bea he is doing just fine now in that department.

All in all, I would say I am leading a very happy and fulfilling life and looking forward to giving birth to the first of several of David's children. They will be the sweetest things, I am sure.
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