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Severe Spanking for B-

The school bell rang, and the day was over. The end of the day was supposed to mean celebration but that was certainly not the case for Mary, who had had butterflies in her stomach for hours. She had made a deal with her mother and she knew it was only a matter of time until the deal was put into force.

Ever since she had been a young girl, Mary's mother had enforced strict discipline. Misbehaving, slacking and not giving your best always meant corporal punishment in her house. When school started, Mary was punished for grades below C, but with final exams getting closer and closer, good grades were even more important than before. Mary's mom had sat her down and explained it to her clearly. Since good grades now were more important to her future than ever before and she had been getting good grades, it was only sensible that she was expected to hold onto that level. In that household it was clear what dropping below a certain level meant. Mary knew she only had one option and she hated the idea of that option but deep down even she knew how important the grades were. So they decided that from now on it would be grades below B that resulted in severe corporal punishment and from that moment on Mary dreaded the returning of exams more than ever before.

Her grades had been good, and she had almost a full row of A's. The only problem had been math and even that exam had seemed to go well. She had a good feeling about the exam, and she was almost sure she would not have to be punished this time. When she finally got the graded math exam in front of her, she gulped loudly and stared the paper with empty eyes. Silly mistake in the first question had dropped her grade to B-, only one point below B.

She stared the paper in silence and could hear the other girls mocking her.

"What's the matter, Mary? Are you getting a spanking today for your grades, like when you were a kid?", they jested.

"Of course not", she answered before trying to change the topic to something else as quickly as possible. Deep down she felt like everyone knew about it. They sensed it. Of course she was going to get spanked, just like when she was a little kid. Until the tears flowed freely.

For the rest of the day there was nothing else in her head besides the dreaded punishment that was coming closer minute by minute. Failures in school always meant the strictest punishment possible and she knew full well what was waiting for her. When the bell rang, she sat in her place without moving, her fingers going through her flowing red hair time and time again. She knew she could not postpone the inevitable so finally she picked up her backback and began the walk home. The walk never felt longer than when punishment was inevitable

When she was already close to her home, she diverged from the road and went straight for the woods. Mom had always been clear about the rules. If you have broken the rules and you know you're getting a punishment that you deserve, it's your job to pick up the switches. Mary obeyed gladly because she knew what disobeying clearly set rules would mean. If you didn't prepare for your punishment properly, you would get an even harder punishment. If the switches weren't to her mothers liking, you would get punished with the switches before getting sent out to pick new and better switches. And you certainly were not going to pick up your pants at this point.

Mary had been here before, she knew the rules and she even felt bad about possibly breaking the rules. She already felt bad about the B-, not just because it meant a painful spanking but because it also meant disappointing her mother. So, she took her time picking up five sturdy willow switches that she knew would hurt like hell. Mom was always clear about the spanking being done with willow switches and nothing else. The reason was obvious, a sturdy willow branch stings like nothing else when you let it dance on the bare buttocks of a young girl. A lasting impression was guaranteed, and Mary knew it better than no one else. On the front porch she tied the willows together, took a deep breath and walked in.

Mom was already waiting for her in the living room and one look into the switches in Mary's hands made everything clear.

"And what is it that you've done?", she enquired. It was all part of the ritual that was part of the punishment. And Mary knew full well that not playing her role well enough would only mean a harder spanking and a brighter bottom.

"We got the math exams back, mom. I made a silly mistake in the first question and I was a point away from B", she said.

"I said that you need to study harder on the test and concentrate when you're answering. We've made a deal about your exams and you know what this means."

"Yes, mom", Mary meekly agreed. "I need a punishment. I'm sorry."

"You know you're supposed to ask for the punishment", her mom was quick to correct.

"Would you please punish me? Here are the willow switches."

"Get the stool ready. Drop your panties, get in the position, and leave the switches in front of you. I'll be with you after I've read the paper."

"Yes, mom."

Mary moved the small stool into the middle of the living room, dropped down her backpack, sighed and started undressing. The tight jean shorts came down and down came her small white underpants. Her small pale bottom was revealed and when she climbed on the stool and put her hands down on the floor, she was in an even more embarrassing and revealing position with her private parts in full view. She laid down the birch and waited in silence. She did not know whether she was more scared of the inevitable severe switching or the slight chance of someone coming in right now.

Mary's mom believed that humiliation was always part of the punishment and in her house, punishments were always handed out in the same embarrassing fashion. In the middle of the living room with pants and panties down. After the punishment you had to stand next to the well with your panties still down with your bright red bottom in full view for all to see. It did not matter if relatives of mom's friends were visiting, punishments always came first, and they were always handed out in full view. Complaining always resulted in even more punishment and a reminder about embarrasment being part of the punishment. If you could break the rules, you could handle a bit of humiliation, she said.

Never had Mary been more embarrassed than when she had been severely switched with her uncle and younger cousins watching the show. The switches danced on her bottom for what felt like eternity, the tears were flowing freely and meanwhile the younger cousins were snickering at her pain and humiliation while her mom and uncle talked about the order casually.

"It's good that you keep Mary in line like that. Young girls could really do with more discipline these days."

"Oh, it's been really good for her grades. I believe strict punishments have really turned Mary into a better person."

When she was forced to thank her mom for the punishment in front of everyone with her pants still around her ankles, she wanted to die of embarrasment. That was of course followd by fifteen minutes of embarrassing corner time with hands over your head. Mary knew the cousins were oggling the burning red stripes that were all over her perk young bottom that was burning so badly, but there was nothing she could do. She certainly could not talk back, and she knew full well what would happen if she dared to rub her burning bottom. She had done that mistake once and gotten a reminder. The reminder was so good that a week after the punishment she was still afraid that the blue stripes on her bottom would never fade.

"Alright Mary, are you ready for your punishment?"

"Yes mom", she said meekly.

Mary's mom grabbed the switch bundle, bending it slightly and swished it through the air. The sound made Mary gasp. Waiting for the inevitable was almost as bad as the punishment itself.

"Hmm, this will do", she said. Instantly the switches lashed through the air and hit Mary's white bottom with full force. She gasped and the switches instantly hit again, making her breathe heavily. The third strike finally made her wince and a slight "auw" came out of her mouth. Her bottom was already beginning to turn visibly red and every single hit was leaving bright welts. Mary's mom ran her fingers gently over the welts.

"Does it hurt, Mary?"

"Yes, mom."

"Good, it's supposed to hurt. That means it is working. Do you understand why you are getting punished today?"

"Yes, mom. I did not do well enough in school. I promise I'll try harder and do better the next time."

"Good. Then maybe I do not have to spend my time spanking you again. Do you think I enjoy having to do this all the time?"

"No, mom. I am sorry I did not do well enough and you have to punish me. I've deserved this", Mary said and was expecting the next wave of pain on her bottom.

The switches swooshed through the air again, landing straight on her perk little bottom. Mary gasped in pain, trying to hold her position. Despite getting punished frequently, her bottom never seemed to get used to her mom's strict punishments. The switches stroke her bottom time after time and after the first ten strikes Mary could not tell the individual hits apart from each other anymore. There was only bright, burning, pain that seemed to get even more intense on steady intervals. Mary's bottom was filled with deep red tramlines, some heavier and more visible than others but every strike turning her bottom redder and redder. Mary tried to concentrate on her heavy breathing but that was harder by the stroke. The switches lashed against her bottom again, her hand got up from the ground and she struggled to hold her position.

"Aww, mom! Please, I promise I will do better in the future", she desperately pleaded.

"Pleading doesn't help you. You have earned this punishment and you will get the punishment that you deserve. I sure hope that you will do better in the future or you will be getting punished like this again and again. Keep still, there's lots more to still come."

The switches landed on Mary's thighs and she yelled out loud. She could feel red stripes forming on her thighs and she tried her best not to cry. She always did and yet mom would always punish her until real tears were flowing freely. Her mom believed that was the only way to make disobedient young girls truly learn and truly try to change their ways. She would rather have the punishments be a bit too severe to make sure that the lesson was truly learned.

Good strong whacks landed on Mary's bottom again and the pain was sharp enough to make her nose run. She continued to plead like she always did but to no avail. Her mother grabbed her butt as if to inspect her work.

"Your bottom is starting to turn purple but that doesn't mean that we're done yet. I truly hate having to punish you like this time and time again, but it seems to be the only way to make you learn. If you continue to slack in school and get unacceptable grades you will have to be punished again and even harder."

Mary sniveled.

"Y-yes, mom", she agreed.

"Sometimes I feel like I should get a rattan cane to really teach you a lesson. Would you like that, Mary?"

She enhanced the question by two strict lashes on Mary's bottom. The strokes landing right on top of old welts made the pain even sharper and made sure that her bottom was turning into deeper shades.

"Please no, mom. This hurts way too much. Please no cane, please no more, I promise I will do better in school", she pleaded.

The next strokes landed on her thighs again and the sharp pain was enough to bring tears into Mary's eyes. Her voice was breaking down when the lashes kept landing on her bare skin but her pleads were falling on deaf ears. A swift lash broke the skin on her tender behind and the tears were now flowing freely down her cheeks. The loud sobbing could be heard in every room of the house. Mary's mom grabbed a good handful of Mary's auburn red hair to lift the girl's sobbing face up. Mary tried her best not to cry, to keep in position and keep her burning bright bottom in the air but the sharp pain, her mother's firm grip and the humiliating and strict, yet oddly soothing voice of her mother made sure that she broke down completely.

"Good. It seems like we are learning our lesson. Are you learning your lesson, Mary?", she urged.

Mary tried to control her sobbing and trembling enough to be able to even answer the question.

"I've learned my lesson, mom. I will study more. Please no more", she finally got out of her mouth.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes, mom. It hurts so bad. Please no more, it hurts everywhere", Mary pleaded desperately with tears freely flowing down her cheeks.

"You've been spanked enough to know how this goes and what I say about punishments, Mary. We need to make sure that you truly learn your lesson and I do not have to be doing this again the very moment you get your next exam back. What do I say about punishments, Mary?", her mom asked tightening her grip on Mary's hair.

"That they're effective when the tears are flowing", Mary desperately tried but she knew full well where her mom was going with this.

"Don't try to be smart, Mary, you know the answer full well. The punishment truly starts when the tears are flowing. That is when you are suspectible and that is when you are truly going to make an effort to better yourself and turn yourself into an obedient young lady. When this punishment is over I truly hope you are going to make an effort both in school and in life. You are going to get ten more with the switch for your low grades and I want you to truly think during those strokes whether you want to be in this position ever again. Do you understand?"

"Yes, mom", Mary's defeated voice answered.

"Do you feel like you deserve this punishment?"

"Yes, mom."

The first lash handed heavily, and Mary yelled again. During her mom's pep talk her bottom had cooled down enough to make the final ten strokes hurt even more than the countless strokes that had preceded those. The next three landed in quick succession on her lower part of the bottom and she fell down on her elbows, crying freely again.

"Back in position, Mary. You don't want me to start from the beginning again, do you?"

"No, mom", she sobbed and quickly rose back again, with her upped body fully supported by her palms.

"Arch your back, spread your legs and lift your butt up towards the air. You know the position. Now try to hold still or I'll start from the beginning again", her mom urged.

Mary tried to stick her bottom in the air and for a brief moment she was almost happy that at least this time her cousins weren't seeing her trying to spread her butthole with tears in her eyes to get in right position for the final painful lashes.  Those thoughts quickly evaporated when the switch bundle hit her left thigh with full force and then the right thigh again in quick succession. The next stroke landed swiftly on her left thigh again and the next stroke intended on her right thigh ended up getting a good part of her vagina too. The tips of the switches landed straight on her crotch, as if her mother had aimed just there. Mary jolted right up, screaming at the top of her lungs.

Her mom was much more casual about the mishit.

"Back in your position, Mary. What did I just say about getting out of the position?"

"Aww! But mom...", she desperately pleaded.

"No buts. Back in the position and butt in the air, you have three more lashes left. Try to take these like a sophisticated lady and we don't have to add extra strokes into your punishment this time."

"I'm sorry, mom", Mary quickly muttered and lowered herself back into the position. As weird as it was, she truly felt sorry for getting out of the position against her mother's wishes, despite the switches landing heavily on her most private parts and bruising her milk-white crotch. Of course the threat of an added punishment helped in making her behave as wanted. She had been on the receiving end of her mother's extra punishments on numerous occasions and those extra punishments truly had done their job.

"Good. I am going to give you three more lashes and these are going to be the hardest of them all. I want you to repeat after every stroke 'I have misbehaved and deserved my punishment. I am sorry you had to punish me'. Understood?"

"Yes, mom", she uttered through her tears. Instantly the first of the last three strokes landed on the most heavily bruised part of her now purple bottom, instantly tearing part of the skin.

"AWW! I have misbehaved and deserved my punishment. I am sorry you had to punish me", she yelled.

The next stroke landed on the exact same spot and Mary's painful yells made sure it was the most severe stroke yet.

"Agh... I-I have misbehaved and deserved my punishment....", she managed to gasp despite breathing heavily.

"And?", her mom urged.

"A-and I'm sorry you had to punish me."

The final stroke landed on the same spot for the third time in a row. Mary breathed heavily and didn't even have the strength to yell anymore. In front of her a puddle was forming out of her young and pure tears that made sure that the lesson had been learned. For a moment complete silence took over the house. Finally Mary had enough strength to open her mouth again.

"I have misbehaved and deserved my punishment. I am sorry you had to punish me", she whispered.

"Good. Now get up."

Mary managed to bring her body up, but any kind of movement made the burn on her bottom even stronger. Her face was filled with tears, her nose was running openly, and she barely dared to look at her mother.

"And what do we say now?"

"Thank you for my punishment."

"Good. Now get in the corner, keep your panties down and put your hands on top of your head."

Mary slowly limped to the familiar corner where she had been showing of her punished bottom for so many hours before. Walking with pants and panties around your ankles is hard enough when your whole bottom hasn't been whipped to shreds. When Mary finally made it to the corner, she folded her hands over her head, kept her pants and panties around her ankles, put her elbows against the walls and pushed her bottom out, like she was told to do on so many occasions. Her thighs were filled with bright red and purple lines and on her bottom no white skin was vibile. Her small young butt was filled all over with thick welts that had mostly turned purple, making the overall appearance of her bottom closer to blue. The left side of her bottom that got the heaviest strokes had a few visible drops of blood and there were visible red lines on her crotch. In moments like this, Mary truly felt obedient.

"Now stay there for the next fifteen minutes thinking about your behavior and don't you dare to move. You may go to your room when I give you permission to go to your room", her mother commanded.

"Yes, mom."

"And don't even think about moving your hands and touching your bottom. If you do that, I'm sending you out with your panties around your ankles to get new switches and we're going to repeat this whole ordeal right from the beginning."

"Yes, mom", Mary said, gazing at the empty corner and trying to concentrate on anything but the burning pain.
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