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Story Summaries

Story 1: His Roof, His Rules

A 30-year-old woman has to move back in with Mom and Dad. They accept her, but it's his roof, his rules.

Story 2: Brenda at the Beach

A budding older teen goes on vacation in Hawaii with her family. She hangs out at the beach in a daring string bikini hoping to catch the eye of a local surfer boy. She catches more than one eye when she carelessly swims out into the current and gets tossed by waves, losing her bikini completely.

Story 3: The Medieval Town Square

A young lady is caught stealing in a Medieval English town. The magistrate sentences her to a public spanking over her mother's lap. He then gets mother to apply a burning, stinging balm to all her most intimate places and leaves her naked in the stocks.

Story 4: Lila's Humiliating Exposure

A young wife breaks a rule and gets a spanking from her husband and naked cornertime in the living room. The retired next-door neighbour spots her through the window and knocks to make sure everything is okay. The husband explains the situation and offers him a closer look at the naughty missus.

Story 5: Mary and the Mechanic

A young woman, ignoring her check engine light, is towed. The mechanic tells her the bad news. Mary assumes he is cheating her. When she learns it's legit, she sheepishly apologizes. Before working on her car, the mechanic makes her write lines. When her car is due to be picked up, she begs him for more, which he gives her in his office as his employees listen.

Story 6: Whitewater Paddling

A young wife is taken by her husband on a whitewater rafting experience. When his wife endangers them all, he teaches her a very humiliating lesson.

Story 7: Fight Night

A wife is spanked by her husband. When he moves onto the belt, she begs him not to, asking for any other punishment instead. As there is a big pay-per-view MMA event that evening, he says she can instead serve dressed in her embarrassingly skimpy ring girl outfit. Her reaction indicates she might not hate it.

Story 8: A Naughty Christian Wife

A young Christian wife orders a sex toy online while her husband is away. Upon his return, the husband confronts her about her ungodly purchase. She is guilty and requests a spanking to make amends. They are both turned on by the spanking and worry it is Satan's work. They see their Pastor who informs them of the birds and the bees as far as marital discipline is concerned.

Story 9: School Uniform Violations

A teenager and her private school friends attend a coffee shop where they flirt with the local high school boys. They all "fix" their school uniforms to make them sexier. One of the girls' mom walks in quite by coincidence.

Story 10: An Aristocratic Marriage

A young aristocratic daughter is married off to an old Earl. She resists but the Earl manages to tame her handily with a combination of discipline and newfound sexual delight. The marriage party revellers hear it all and then see a very blushing bride as they announce the consummation.

Story 11: Back to School

A near university graduate learns her cheating at her private girls' academy has caught up to her. She will not be allowed to graduate unless she redoes her final term at the strict no-nonsense academy. The headmistress, determined to make an example of her, gives carte blanche to the teachers to use primary school discipline on her at their discretion.

Story 12: Skinny Dipper Spanked

A new wife insists on skinny dipping at her husband's cottage much to the consternation of their devout elderly neighbours. They renew their complaints, and the husband decides to spank his wife in front of the soon-satisfied neighbours. Later, by way of amends, he sends her to clean house at the neighbours where she is caught snooping and then stood in the corner by the elderly wife and subsequently spanked by the grandfatherly gentleman.


Foreword

Welcome to volume two of my collection of short stories inspired by AI! I workshopped all the stories using an AI "Large Language Model", called ChatGPT. I then rewrote them all from scratch when I was happy with the flow.

My first volume was all males getting spanked by females. This time it's the girls' turn!

I really got excited writing these stories. I'm a female spanko with a heavy embarrassment fetish. I have a kinky and supportive husband who makes my dreams come true, so I write from experience. I'm embarrassed to admit how many times I got myself off while writing these stories. Not to mention all the "field research" over my husband's knee! I hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as I enjoyed writing them.

If you like them, please leave a nice comment on Amazon. All the ratings and comments are anonymous and hard for your wife or hubby to find, so have no fear.

And regardless, please drop by my blog and say "hey!" In the comments at https://structjuliespanks.blogspot.com.

Julie Delmar

December, 2023,

Toronto, Canada


Story 1:  His Roof, His Rules

Lucy Reynolds is a spunky 30-year-old woman. After losing her job and facing a mountain of debt, she is forced to move back home to live with her parents.

On her first day back, as she's unpacking her suitcase into her childhood room, her dad steps in to have a private word with her.

Mr. Reynolds is a tall man with graying hair and a stern demeanour.

"Lucy, you're very welcome to stay as long as you need to, we only ask you contribute to the household work as best you can."

"Of course, Daddy."

"And remember young lady, when you're under my roof, you're under my rules."

Lucy rolls her eyes and says, "Dad, I'm 30-years-old. I'm not a kid anymore. You don't need to tuck me in and read me bedtime stories."

"Age is just a number, Lucy. You mind what I say."

"Fine," she says in an exasperated tone.

Mr. Reynolds looks back sharply at her, as if to tell her to watch her tone with him, but just nods and steps out of her room.

Lucy closes her bedroom door and throws herself on her bed. She didn't know what to expect coming home, but she should have expected this. Her dad was never one to be trifled with, and certainly not by "some snip of a girl", his last words to her when she refused his discipline and moved out all those years ago. Now here she is with tail tucked firmly between legs. What did she expect?

But surely, at her age, he wouldn't still spank her, would he? The thought both horrifies her and does something else, something more confusing, to her. After being on her own for so long, cycling through subpar boyfriends (nothing like her daddy), she mentally began to associate boundaries and discipline, even spanking, with being loved and cared for.

She had debated with herself for weeks moving back home. While she really didn't have much choice in the matter, she probably could have figured something out. But the truth is, she found herself craving her childhood boundaries. She even guiltily fantasized about her childhood spankings. She blushes as she has the thought. It's ridiculous. She's 30-years-old. He wouldn't. He couldn't. But the way he said, "my house, my rules". Could he? Would he? Of course, he wouldn't! She shook her head and put it out of her mind, getting on with the unpacking.

Sam Reynolds has mixed feelings about their daughter moving back in with them, however temporarily. He didn't approve of her decisions, her lifestyle, or of the company she kept. And look what happened. He had tried to raise her with discipline, but that child was always trouble. "Too spunky for her own good", he thinks, chuckling to himself. It was actually her best quality, her spunkiness, but it got her into a lot of trouble growing up and earned her an awful lot of spankings and many hours with her nose in the corner, right up until she left home.

She had figured out that the age of majority in their state was seventeen if she is no longer at home attending school. Her spunkiness caused her to refuse his discipline. He said she was right about the age of majority if she moves out. But so long as she is living under his roof, it's under his rules and his consequences. She said in that case she is moving out. She'll move to the big city and get a job.

Sam is no hypocrite. "His roof, his rules" means just that. If she is out from under his roof, she can do as she pleases.

Edith Reynolds, Sam's wife and Lucy's mom, didn't see it the same way. She begged her husband to relent, terribly worried about Lucy in the big city and what might become of her. Sam had no such worries. Sure, he had been concerned, but they had raised a tough and resilient gal, and he knew she would figure it out for herself. It might even be just what she needed.

Edith, in Lucy's presence, had pleaded with Sam to give up on his rules so she could stay. That's when he had said, "no slip of a girl sets the rules around here," and that was that.

They did go so far as to offer Lucy a little financial support to get her started, but Lucy, spunky Lucy, got a job, finished high school by correspondence, got a better job, put herself through college, and got an even better job. Even so, she somehow managed to squander it all, not setting up a nest egg, living beyond her means, and generating huge credit card debts with the help of her "boyfriend". When the recession hit and she lost her job, her supposed boyfriend abandoned her to her credit card bills and she was left in dire straits.

Her parents didn't have the means, or the desire quite frankly, to support her financially. Rather than declare bankruptcy and couch-surf at her age, she asked to move back in. Her parents did help her to re-finance her credit card debts, which Lucy was very grateful for.

Despite his daughter's calendar years, Sam still considers her an immature little girl based on her actions. Fine, she could come back to the nest, but "his roof, his rules" still applies, and in spades. Even as a supposed "adult", if she acts like a child, he'll lay down the law as for a child, and punish her like a child. If she doesn't like it, she knows where the door is. Even Edith had reluctantly agreed, eager to get her baby girl back home, if only for a while.

After a pleasant supper, Sam asks the women to join him in his study after they finish the clearing up.

As they clear and wash, Lucy asks her mom what's up.

"His roof, his rules," her mom says by way of explanation.

When done, mother and daughter make their way into Sam Reynolds' sanctum sanctorum: his study.

Sam Reynolds is a retired police chief, an accomplished and published amateur historian, as well as a somewhat famous author of historical fiction. In his stories, the heroes are men of virtue who rescue damsels in distress, though sometimes a particularly spoiled young damsel may just require a firm hand.

Lucy is quite possibly her dad's biggest fan, though she never lets on. She's too embarrassed to have him know she's dogmarked all the passages where the girl is spanked and later made love to, and that she frequently masturbates to those scenes. She knows it's weird to masturbate to her dad's fiction, but it is what it is.

Sam is behind his desk, writing, as the women enter. They each take a seat across the desk from him and wait for him to finish up his paragraph.

Lucy is intimidated by this room. Some of her more serious spankings, when the belt was taken off, happened in here.

He turns to them and says, "I asked you both here to discuss the rules for Lucy. Understood?"

"Oh, Sam," says Edith, sounding disappointed in him.

"Don't you think I'm too old for rules, Daddy?"

"What do I always say?"

"Age is just a number," Lucy rhymes off by rote.

"And...?"

"Your roof, your rules."

"Exactly."

"Yes, Sir," Lucy says, intimidated by her stern dad.

"First of all, you'll help your mother around the house. The cooking, the cleaning, and suchlike. High time you learned how, young lady."

"Yes, Daddy," Lucy says, expecting it. She knows this discussion is her price of re-admittance, and she swallows her pride.

"Secondly, we won't be having you go idle. You'll get a part-time job if you want any spending money, and you'll enrol in some continuing education."

Lucy knows her dad is a stickler for life-long learning.

"Yes, Sir."

"Curfew. Curfew is 10pm weekdays, lights out by 11pm; 11pm weekends, lights out by midnight."

"Dad... no!"

"You need to establish a healthy sleep rhythm, young lady. No exceptions."

Lucy's cheeks burn with humiliation. A curfew? At her age? She's 30-years-old!

"Daddy... please."

"No exceptions."

"Dear," says Edith, "don't you think..."

"No exceptions. I require you to acknowledge that, young lady."

"Yes, SIR," Lucy says, sounding surly for the first time.

"Next, regarding your attire. I expect you to dress modestly and appropriately, especially around town. Nothing too short or too low cut or tight. None of those leggings or tight pants."

"Dad!"

"Which brings us to men. You're not to be alone with a man under my roof. And I remind you that curfew is curfew, date or no date. A little kissing is fine, but nothing more. Any gentleman wishing to date you will ask my permission first."

"That's pretty old fashioned, Daddy," says Lucy with a smile. Indeed, after what she's just been through, she has zero interest in men. Had her dad vetted her boyfriends, things might have gone better for her.

"What can I say, I'm an old-fashioned guy," Sam says with a grin, indicating his antique-filled wood-panelled study.

"Finally, substances. No smoking, no drinking, certainly no recreational drugs of any type."

"Dad! You drink," Lucy says, in an accusatory tone, indicating his well-stocked bar of top-shelf liquor he keeps in this very room under lock and key.

"In moderation, unlike you. You may have a drink when I offer it to you."

"Fine," Lucy says, knowing it's for her own good. She had been abusing drugs and alcohol and knows it's not good for her.

"Any questions?"

"No, Sir," Lucy says, still blushing and even a bit angry at being treated like a child; but she had known what she was signing up for when she asked to come home. She just had not expected the rules to be so rigid and voluminous, especially with regards to curfew and drinking and dress. She also smokes weed to calm herself. Though she is sure she can sneak in a toke behind Dad's back. She had become quite adept at it as a teen, after all.

No consequences are mentioned for breaking the rules, and Lucy is too afraid and embarrassed to ask.

The next few weeks pass harmoniously. Lucy really enjoys her time with her mom, learning amazing cooking and household skills she had never developed as a kid. She even prepares a solid dinner all by herself, receiving much praise and encouragement from her mom and dad.

She also, against all odds, loves her time with her dad. "What a little shit I must have been," she thinks to herself, not appreciating her dad. By contrast to her loser boyfriends, Dad is amazing. She can listen to him for hours going on about history, bringing it to life for her.

For their part, her parents are also mightily impressed by Lucy. Her quick wit, her raw intelligence, her broad interests. They always knew it, of course, but her mischievousness and boundary pushing as a teen made her hard to deal with. Despite Sam's initial reluctance, he's actually quite delighted to have his little girl back under his roof.

All the while, in the privacy of her childhood bedroom, more than ever Lucy reaches for her dad's juiciest fiction, pleasuring herself to the spanked damsels and the rugged men who lay down the law for them.

These several weeks later, she can't help but wonder if dad is just bluffing with his big "my roof, my rules" act. Though in truth, she had broken none of his rules. Would he actually put her across his knee, as he did before, if she broke a rule? He had not threatened that explicitly in the laying down of the rules, so she is left wondering. Wondering what would happen if she broke a rule. Maybe just a small one...

Eventually, Lucy reconnects with some childhood friends. They organize a girl's night out. It's a Friday night and she knows her curfew is supposedly 11pm, but it had not been mentioned since, even when she had casually told her mom and dad her plans. She is also banned from drinking except when offered by her dad, but he fairly routinely offers her a sherry for their after-dinner history and world politics discussions. So again, she wasn't sure how serious he was about it all.

She goes out, dressed modestly and determined to stick to non-alcoholic beverages. However, a bit of that teenage boundary pushing is still with her. What if she's just a few minutes late for curfew? What would happen? Would it go unnoticed? Would she get a talking to? More than that? She wants to find out, even though the butterflies in her tummy tell her not to. Her main thought is, "would Daddy spank me?"

The watering hole is only a short walk away. Ten minutes at best. She walks there after supper and behaves herself at girls' night out even as her friends get pretty inebriated. She has to repeatedly refuse their offers of alcohol. When 10:45 rolls around, the others seem to be just getting started. She knows she should leave to make it home by curfew. But she wanted to see. She needed to see.

Well-aware of the time, Lucy begins her walk home at 11:15, not wanting to push her luck further. She sheepishly enters her house, quietly as she can, just before 11:30, one half hour late for curfew.

"Lucy," calls out her dad from the study as soon as she shuts the front door.

"Oh, shit," she thinks to herself.

She walks to the open door of his study. He is behind his desk writing.

"You're almost thirty minutes late for curfew."

"I'm sorry, Daddy. I lost track of the time," Lucy says, eyes downcast.

"Were you drinking?"

"No, Daddy."

"Go to bed. We'll discuss this in the morning. In my office. 10am sharp."

"Yes, Daddy."

"Oh my gosh," Lucy thinks as she hurries up to her bedroom, goes in, and shuts the door breathlessly. "What's he going to do to me tomorrow?" Lucy has a very restless night, her hand on her pussy for much of it.

She imagines walking into his study, him telling her to close the door behind her. He'd make her wait as he finishes something up. She'd get a lecture, no doubt. And then... and then, she'd be consequenced.

She imagines him sitting on the spanking chair, calling her over. He'd have her hike her dress up, revealing her modest cotton print panty. Another lecture, panties on display. Then over his knee. Over his knee like a little girl.

"Would he pull my panties down?"  Yes, of course he would, he always bared her bum. And God knows what else he may see!

And then the spanking. His hard palm coming relentlessly down on her soft cheeks, reddening them dramatically. "He wouldn't be done until I've learned my lesson."

This plays endlessly on loop as she fingers her wet pussy. She turns over, puts a pillow between her legs, and imagines herself being spanked bare bum by her dad as she gets off on a massive orgasm.

Next morning Lucy rises, goes to the bathroom, showers carefully, and dresses. She carefully selects her panties and dons a thigh-length dress keeping her legs bare.

She goes downstairs for breakfast at 8:30am. Only her mom is there. Dad is already at work, writing in his study.

"What were you thinking, Lucy?" Mom asks.

"I wasn't thinking. That's the problem," Lucy says gloomily.

In truth she had wanted to push boundaries. She wanted to know.

At 10am sharp she knocks on her dad's study door.

"Enter."

Lucy goes in then shuts the door behind her. She approaches his desk and stands there, eyes downcast, fingers fidgeting in front of herself. She waits for him to finish up what he is doing.

Her dad turns to her.

"You were thirty minutes late for curfew, young lady."

"I know, Daddy. I'm sorry."

"Have you any explanation?"

"No Daddy. Just careless. I'm sorry."

He contemplates her for a moment.

"You didn't drink?"

"No, Daddy. Not a drop."

He contemplates her some more as she stands there squirming.

"I set you these rules for a reason, Lucy. It's not about a half hour here or there. You need to learn how to set rules for yourself and then follow them. Because you're seemingly not yet able, even at your age, I'll set the rules for you, and you will learn to follow them."

"Yes, Sir."

"I'm going to let it go this time, young lady. But next time you break a rule without any good reason, there will be consequences."

"Yes, Daddy," Lucy says, the butterflies in her tummy doing backflips.

"You're dismissed."

Lucy turns and walks towards the door. On the way, she gets her courage up. She turns back and asks, "Daddy?"

"Yes," he says absentmindedly.

"What kind of 'consequences'?"

He looks back up at her, meets her gaze, and with a steady and steely voice says, "the over-my-knee kind of consequences."

Lucy feels a strong blush rising in her face, and a tingling in her pussy.

"Y... y... yes, Daddy," she says, quickly and quietly making her exit.

Sam Reynolds turns back to his work, the smallest smile on his lips unseen by his daughter.

[Author's note: ha ha! That's it! Sorry for the tease and denial on that one. I promise the stories get much more explicit as we go! I'm thinking of transplanting this story to be the first chapter of a new novella, so stay tuned for that. This story was inspired by my own very naughty "Daddy complex". I love and admire my dad very much and have always craved a genuine adult punishment spanking from him for being naughty... blush!]


Story 2:  Brenda at the Beach

[Author’s note: I'm writing this soon after the fires in Maui. My heart goes out to all those impacted. This story is my stupid little tribute to Hawaii and Hawaiian culture, and silly little haole girls like me who visit. The action is set at the Grand Hyatt Kauai Resort and Spa and it's nearby Shipwreck Beach. My husband took me there and I went swimming despite the danger signs. I almost got smashed on the rocks. A local boy almost had to save me on his board. Back in the room I got a spanking for that stunt, for real!]

Brenda and her family, her mom and dad and little brother, are vacationing in beautiful Hawaii on the island of Kauai at a lovely resort hotel. Brenda, now seventeen years old, is at that awkward age: looking and feeling like a young adult, but still treated as a child.

The resort has a large pool complex, an artificial saltwater lagoon, and a well-maintained beach on the ocean just beyond. As with all the beaches in Hawaii, this beach is public. Because of its proximity to the hotel, the locals are a bit more tourist friendly here than with most Hawaiian beaches.

While her little brother loves the pool complex with its lazy river and big water slide, Brenda loves this little beach, not least because of the local boys who surf there.

Brenda's parents are wary of her going off to the beach, especially in that skimpy little bikini she insisted she buy at the resort shop. However, wanting to give her some space, they reluctantly allow it. The beach can have some pretty big surf, and they insist that while she may play in the waves, she may not go swimming, especially given the signs warning of dangerous currents. Brenda promises.

One bright morning, Brenda sets off to the beach without her pesky little brother or her mom and dad. She wears her daring string bikini with a coverup on top. She feels an excited heat between her legs, knowing she will lose the coverup and lie face down on her towel, with all the fit and handsome local boys around her, her practically bare backside, glistening in suntan oil, on view.

After some nervous and self-conscious face down tanning, she goes into the surf to cool down, feeling even more self-conscious walking toward the water in her tiny bikini. She's practically naked!

She plays around, jumping over waves and ducking under them, hoping that she's attracting some looks from handsome boys. She swims out to just beyond the break, and bobs there as the waves bring her up and down as she watches the surfer boys go.

Being distracted by the cute boys on their boards, she doesn't notice that she's being pushed further and further towards the side. Finally, noticing where she is, she starts swimming back. Brenda is a strong swimmer and has no fear at this point. But as she swims, she notices she's making no headway! She puts her head down and starts doing the front crawl, her most powerful stroke. She looks back up again and sees she's barely moved sideways at all, and fatigue is settling in. And worse, she's being pushed closer into shore, getting dangerously close to the rocks.

"You, okay?" a boy sitting on his board calls out to her.

"I'm fine," she says, gasping, embarrassed to have put herself in this predicament. She puts her head back down and redoubles her effort, desperately swimming for all she's worth.

However, it's futile, she makes only small headway while getting inexorably pushed toward the rocky shore to the side of the sandy beach.

Suddenly she hears her mom call out.

"Please! Somebody! Help her!" shouts her mom.

Immediately several of the local boys start paddling towards her.

Suddenly, a larger than usual wave breaks right over her, sending her tumbling. She's down there for many seconds, getting tumbled as if in a washing machine, the water going up her nose, her body tossed violently.

She feels a hand on her ankle and a strong tug. Then she's in someone's arms, pulling her to the surface. She gasps in her first taste of air in over twenty seconds, sputtering. She's hauled face down, up and over a surfboard, surrounded by three others, as the boy paddles hard to get themselves clear of the breaking waves and of the approaching rocks.

"You 'gotta be careful out here, the current can really get you," says the boy as he paddles her out to safety.

That's when Brenda notices that both her bikini top and bottom are gone. Completely gone!

"My bathing suit!" she screeches.

"Yeah, sorry, that's history," says the boy with a sly grin, admiring her bare ass and tits as she lies across the front of his board.

That's when she notices all the other boys on their surfboards, grinning at her stupidly.

She tries to lower herself into the water again, but the boy stops her with a hand on her low back.

"Don't, the current's still super strong here."

The boy paddles her all the way back to shore, the surfboard skimming on top of the waves through the break and gliding up onto the sandy shore.

Brenda pushes herself away from the boy and off the board, but a bit too soon and gets caught up in a rolling, breaking wave that sends her for another tumble, only this time across the soft but gritty sand on the well-kept beach.

When the wave recedes, she's had the wind knocked out of her and is left on the sand, completely bare.

Her mom rushes up to her, takes her arm, and pulls her back away from the waves. Brenda runs with her, totally nude.

A fellow beachgoer runs up and throws her beach towel over Brenda. The boys who accompanied the rescue cast knowing glances at one another and paddle back to continue their surfing with a story to tell about the ditzy haole girl who totally lost her swimsuit.

The boy who rescued Brenda, a sun-bronzed local high school kid with beautiful pecs and abs comes up to the pair.

"You okay?" he asks her solicitously.

Brenda is seated on a lounge chair with the big beach towel around her, shivering more from the ordeal than any cold, her mom seated beside is hugging her.

"Yeah, fine. Sorry. Just embarrassed."

"Currents are extra gnarly today, nothing to be embarrassed about."

Brenda smiles ruefully, pleased he didn't refer to the more potent cause of her embarrassment.

Brenda's mom thanks the boy profusely: "Thanks so much for rescuing her. I don't know how I can ever repay you. Can I give you some money?"

"Nah. Just aloha, you know?"

"Well, aloha, then. I don't suppose you know where her swimsuit is?"

"It's gone ma'am. Probably caught in the coral or washed up on the rocks way over there. Girls don't usually wear the string bikinis in, you know?"

"Yes. That seems sensible," Mom says, eyeing her daughter who blushes up a storm. With the shock of the incident behind her, Mom now begins to anger at her foolish daughter. "And what were you thinking swimming out there anyways? You know we forbade it, and just for this reason!"

Feeling stung by the scolding, at being treated like a little kid in front of this cute boy, Brenda backtalks her mom.

"Oh, Mom! I'm old enough to make my own decisions and my own mistakes!" she spits out.

"We'll discuss this back in the room," her mom says pointedly.

"No, we'll discuss it right here, like two adults!" Brenda says, overcompensating for the embarrassment of the parental scolding.

The boy looks on, cringing.

"You think you're an adult, do you?" her mom says, snapping. "I will march you right back to our room and give you such a spanking you won't dare show your saucy little bottom on this beach again, young lady!"

"Mom!" cries Brenda, in despair, as the boy and all those around them chuckle.

Mom stands Brenda up as she desperately clutches the loaned beach towel against her breasts. The towel parts open behind, though, like a hospital gown.

"Cover yourself up!" Mom says, slapping Brenda's bare backside.

"Mother, please!" Brenda wails as she desperately adjusts the beach towel around herself, tucking it into itself just above her bust-line which unfortunately allows a bit of her lower bottom cheeks to peek out.

"This beach towel..." Mom says, looking around for the woman who donated it.

"Keep it," the woman says, with a chuckle. "Your daughter needs it more than I do."

"Thank you," Mom says.

Mom then begins marching Brenda back to the hotel room, swatting her bottom continuously as she goes. Brenda jumps and yells at each swat, begging her mom not to spank her the whole way.

"Please, Mom. Don't hit me!"

"You're not getting hit, young lady, you're getting spanked. And it'll be a lot worse than a few swats when I put you over my knee after I get you back to our room!" Mom says, swatting her backside again.

The boy grins widely at the spectacle, shakes his head, and rejoins his friends on their boards. He's going to spend the next week at this beach, hoping her parents let the spunky pretty haole with her cute tits and perfectly round red bottom come back at some point.

[Author's note: oh no! There I went and teased you again. Do you think Brenda actually got spanked back at her room? Well, I did, and it was a doozy, with hairbrush, and I was much older than she!]


Story 3:  The Medieval Town Square

[Author's note: Okay, okay. After two teases, I owe you a nice explicit one. Here it is!]

It's a typical spring market day in the medieval village of Nottingham, England. Hannah, a young lass barely eighteen years of age is perusing the market stands when a silken scarf catches her eye. She cannot possibly afford such an extravagance, and she resents those rich ladies who can. She sidles up to the stall, stealthily takes the silk, and saunters away with a rebellious grin on her face.

Before she gets five paces away, a burly shopkeeper grabs her arm.

"Ayee, there, little Missy. Did 'ya forget 'ta pay for that?"

"Let me go! Let me go you brute! I shall scream!"

"Scream all y'a want, Missy. I's caught you red handed pilfering 'ma stall."

Amidst the commotion, the local constabulary comes up and verifies the shopkeep's claim. They return the goods and haul Hannah off to the magistrate.

The magistrate declares her guilt and sentences her to public punishment, one hour hence, at 2pm, in the town square, demanding the presence of her widowed mother. The nature of the punishment shall be revealed then.

At the appointed hour, Hannah is brought forth by two burly guardsmen.

"Hannah Weaver," chants the magistrate, "you have been tried and found guilty of pilfering. You are an embarrassment to this village and your punishment will reflect the shame that all feel at your actions. Sarah Weaver, mother of Hannah, present yourself."

"Here your worship," says the mother of Hannah, in a strong voice, a heavyset woman, a staple of the community, none too pleased with her daughter.

"Hannah Adamson, as ye have injured your community, so shall ye be injured. As ye have shamed your community, so shall ye be shamed. The court hereby decrees that every stitch of ye clothing be removed, and ye shall be spanked across thy mother's lap, shall she be willing. Are ye willing, Sarah, mother of Hannah."

"More than willing, your worship," says Sarah sternly.

"Constables, strip her bare," says the magistrate.

Hannah's eyes go wide, and in a reflex action she turns to flee. The constables are too fast for her and pick her up, one on each arm. They set her down and proceed to strip her of every stitch of her clothing. As each piece comes off, the crowd gets rowdier and rowdier. Hannah is a fine-looking lass, and many men are licking their chops at the anticipation of seeing her fully stripped then punished.

"Nooooo! Please!" yells Hannah as her last vestments are removed, rendering her fully naked: breasts, bum, and vagina.

Sarah Adamson sits on the designated stool of punishment as the constables bring a desperately fighting Hannah over and lay her across her mother 's lap.

SMACK!

"That will be enough of that, Hannah Weaver!" says her mum, Sarah.

Hannah whimpers and settles down, draped naked across her mum's lap for all to see.

Her mum begins laying in.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK

The townspeople go wide-eyed. Rare is it to see a lass such as Hannah receive her comeuppance in so public a manner. And her mum is not sparing the smacks!

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK

"Mummy, no! Mummy, no!" yells the frantic lass as her backside reddens under her aggrieved mum's strict palm.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK

"Waaaaaaahhhhhh!" cries Hannah, her bottom crimson, utterly reduced to wailing tears like a toddler.

"That will suffice," says the magistrate, looking pleased with the mother's efforts. Sarah stops spanking, out of breath from her endeavours.

"The recalcitrant lass will now spend an hour in the stocks to reflect upon her wrongdoings. Present the balm."

An old lady approaches and hands Sarah a jar of a burning and stinging balm.

"Apply it thoroughly to her privy parts," commands the magistrate.

With a rueful smile, Sarah takes a dollop of balm and rubs it all around Hannah's cunny and deep inside.

Hannah's eyes widen in horror as she bites her lip to prevent any plea from escaping. The intense shame is almost too much to bear.

"Her teats and back passage as well," orders the magistrate.

Gathering another dollop, Sarah reaches forward and applies the stinging balm to each of her breasts, rubbing and squeezing it into her teats. Taking another dollop, she parts her cheeks, applying it up and down her ass crack, around her anus, and then deep inside. For good measure she rubs the remaining balm onto her daughter's crimsoned backside.

"Into the stocks with her."

The constables, standing ready, pick the hapless girl up off of her mother's lap and carry her to the stocks. They have her stand, bent ninety degrees at the waist, locking her wrists and neck into the stocks.

Some of the men subtly shift to behind her where her bumhole and vagina are on clear display beside her reddened backside. Others prefer the side view, watching her dangling breasts shimmy and shake. The women generally prefer to look at the desperate embarrassment evident on her face as their menfolk get an eyeful.

In her state of heightened sensitivity, Hannah begins writhing in the stocks. At first only slightly, but as the balm begins to fully take effect she begins dancing and shifting her legs madly in a vain attempt to escape the stinging burn deep in and around all her heretofore most private places.

The townspeople begin laughing at her mad dance. A fiddler even makes up a jig to accompany her frenzied movements.

"Look at the lass go!"

"Shake that backside, you little thief!"

"Maybe if ye dance well enough we'll gi' y'a job at tavern!"

Hannah gets up her toes, spreading her legs as wide as she can, humping the air, desperately trying to fan some relief into her burning bumhole and vagina.

"Never seen a lass so desperate to get a breeze 'twixt her legs!"

"Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

"Look at her spread 'em legs to get breeze on burnin' gapin' cunny!"

"Aye, 'an more. Mayhaps we call it the 'cool the bumhole' jig!"

"Poor Hannah. So desperate to cool off her nether regions, she's forgotten all the menfolk can see her dangly teats and opened up bumhole and cunny!"

When her hour is up, a constable comes up from behind and throws a bucket of cold water on her backside.

"Maybe that'll cool the lass down!"

In truth, the cool water does begin reversing the effects of the cruel punishment balm. The constable roughly slaps the water onto her teats and into her bumhole and cunny, casually fingering her as he does so. He ends with a couple of mighty slaps, one to each cheek of her raw red backside.

The constables unlock her from the stocks and hand her over to her mother who wraps her in a blanket and takes her home.

[Author's note: poor Hannah. That punishment was over-the-top! No cock-tease that time. I imagine myself vividly in her place. Bare breasts, bum, and vagina all burning. Frantically humping air for an hour in the stocks as I'm laughed at. Oh Blush!]


Story 4:  Lila's Humiliating Exposure

[Author's note: I love domestic punishment and fantasize about vanilla people delighted to be involved in my punishment. That will be a theme throughout.]

It's Saturday afternoon and John is very annoyed with his wife Lila. She isn't home and had not told him she would be out. He tries calling and it goes straight to voicemail.

Lila, for her part, had stepped out with her best friend and had completely forgotten to tell John. Compounding things, she had left her phone on 'do not disturb' mode and had forgotten to reset it.

When Lila finally gets home, John confronts her.

"Lila, where have you been?"

"Just out for some shopping with Mary."

"We had an agreement. We promised to tell each other our movements, always."

"I'm sorry, John. It's just that it's Saturday afternoon and I thought..."

"You thought what? You thought I didn't care just because it's a Saturday?"

"Oh dear. No. You're right John. I'm in the wrong. I have no excuse," Lila says, dropping her eyes to the floor.

"You know what this means, don't you?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Go upstairs and get undressed. I'll be up in a minute."

"Yes, Sir. I am sorry, Sir. I deserve whatever you decide, Sir."

"Alright," John says with a smile. "I won't go that hard on you. Now get going. Don't make me wait."

"Yes, Sir," says Lila as she scrambles upstairs to their bedroom, her heart beating excitedly.

A few minutes later, John heads upstairs, knowing Lila will be waiting for him, anticipating his tread.

He enters their bedroom. There sits his beautiful wife, bare naked, on the side of the bed. Her pretty little feet dangle. Her hands are in her lap, fidgeting. She looks up at him, biting her lower lip, her eyes already a bit wet. It always breaks his heart.

John, as always, thinks how lucky he is to have such a stunningly beautiful wife. She has long golden blonde hair, deep blue eyes, and an alabaster complexion. Her figure is sexy perfection itself. Bountiful high and tight breasts with protruding nipples and dark aureole. A flat toned tummy leading down to womanly hips in perfect proportion. Her legs are long, narrow and straight. Her bottom, which he will soon re-familiarize himself with, is the perfect bubble butt.

John has her stand. He focusses on her tight shaved slit with her perpetually wet inner lips peeking out just so. His to take whenever he pleases, as is her alluring mouth with her juicy red lips, and even her tight little butthole as he pleases. She is his submissive wife. His to do with as he pleases.

However, all of that must wait. Right now, she's nude for a different reason. She's nude to receive her spanking. Her punishment spanking.

He sits on the side of the bed next to her and guides her over his lap. She jackknifes gracefully over his knee, her spectacular bottom the highest part of her.

"Do you know why you're getting this spanking, Lila?"

"Yes, Sir. For not telling you my whereabouts like we promised we would, and then leaving my phone off."

"Do you deserve this spanking?"

"Yes, Sir."

With that, John begins Lila's spanking. Her bottom is small, soft and delicate. His hand is large, hard, and strong. It's all he needs. Bearing this in mind, he goes lightly by his own standards, knowing it is a punishment by hers. He's always amazed at how fast her bottom goes from white to pink, to dark pink, to light red, red, then crimson even, despite his light touch. Moreover, she always, always cries from her spankings.

When she's crying and apologizing and promising to be a 'good little girl', and her bottom cheeks reach a pleasing tomato red colour, he ends her spanking and helps her to stand. She sniffles into him and thanks him for her spanking.

"You know what's next," John tells her, pointing her to the bedroom exit and patting her bum.

"John, please. It's Saturday afternoon. Someone may seeeee."

"You should have thought of that before misbehaving."

"Yes, Sir," she says resignedly as she heads out the bedroom and down the stairs with as much dignity as her red wiggling bottom allows. She proceeds into the living room and pauses. The drapes are wide open.

"Sweetheart. The drapes. The neighbours..."

"Get in the corner. Don't make me take off my belt."

Lila scurries towards her corner, burying herself as deeply into it as she can manage, desperate to stay out of any potential view of the neighbours.

"One hour," John pronounces, checking his watch, then leaving Lila to serve her naked cornertime.

Lila's knees shake as she hears the neighbour's lawnmower start up.

"Don't see me. Don't see me. Don't see me," she chants to herself.

Larry Mortimer is John and Lila's next-door neighbour. John and Lila are in their thirties. Larry in his sixties, balding and graying, short, and with a beer belly. His lawn is his passion, and he's constantly out there tending to it, especially on a bright Saturday afternoon.

As he makes a pass down the lawn, he catches an odd sight. He has to take off his glasses, clean them, and put them back on. Yes, still there. It appears to be Lila. Buck naked. Standing with her nose in the corner of all places. He can't see her head or her chest, or her feet even. But he can see the side of her torso, from knee to belly, bare as the day she was born. What the hell is she up to?

He decides he better find out. He shuts off his mower, proceeds to their front door, and rings.

As the bell rings, Lila quivers in distress.

"You stay right where you are, Lila," says John as if to confirm her worst fears.

John opens the door.

"Why, hullo, Larry."

"Hullo, John."

"You look thirsty. Can I get you a beer?"

"No, no. I just wanted to say... well... about your wife there... well, she's I guess, 'kinda... well plum naked in yer window there."

"Oh, you can see her from your place? Didn't realize."

"No, no. I thought not. Not from my place, mind. Just from the lawn there. Not all of her mind, just a glimpse there. Even so, I thought it best to tell 'ya."

"Thanks, Larry. I appreciate you coming over. Does it bother you at all?"

"Bother? No, no bother. Pretty fetching is Lila. Just thought you might want to know."

"Oh yeah, she's a looker all right. I'm a lucky man and know it. Thing is, I had to punish her. She's in timeout now. Only another half hour or so left."

"Oh, well. Never mind then. Sorry to bother you. I best be on my way."

"Why don't you come in, Larry. Get a better look at her. When she's in cornertime she's in cornertime, visitors or not. Do her some good, in fact. Come on in. Just go into the living room there, I'll grab us a couple of beers."

"Well, I guess, sure, if'n you say so."

Meanwhile, Lila is overhearing this entire conversation. He had seen her. How much had he seen?

"Oh Gawd," she thought, "John just told him I'm being punished!"

She listens some more, her heart racing.

"He's inviting him in! This can't be happening! He can't... can't... see me like this!"

Larry walks into the living room and lets out a low whistle. Lila scrunches her bare butt deeper into her corner, not daring to cover herself as it's strictly forbidden by John.

She hears two beers open and John walking back in handing Larry one.

"What do you think, Larry?"

"That's one helluva good spankin' she got there," says Larry, eyeing her bare red butt.

"Nah, it looks worse than it is. That butt blushes up pretty quick over my knee. Isn't that so, Lila?"

"Yes, Sir," she says, embarrassed as all get out with her aging next-door neighbour seeing her entire bare spanked butt. He's old enough to be her father!

"What do you think of that ass, Larry?"

"It's, ah, it's a pretty fine ass, alright. A fetching woman, John. A very fetching woman, like I said."

"Would you like to see more of her?" Without waiting for an answer from their stunned neighbour, John tells Lila, "Turn around, honey. Show Larry the goods."

"Please... John... please..." begs Lila.

"Now, now, sweetheart. You know I expect you to obey, especially when you're being punished. Don't make me take my belt off, not with Larry right here."

Lila slowly turns and faces the men. Her eyes are closed and her head is tilted sideways and down. There's a deep blush suffusing her chest and face. Her knees are shaking and her arms are shaking, held rigidly by her sides, her fists balled up impotently.

"Wow..." Larry says in awe. Her breasts are big, perky, and perfect. Her nipples are erect. Her pussy is shaved except for a little patch right above. The inner lips of her pussy poke out, wet and pink.

"That's some woman," Larry says.

"All natural," says John, feeling up her right tit. "I know you don't believe me. Feel it for yourself."

The stunned Larry sleepwalks over and takes her left breast in his hand, squeezing and fondling it.

"Yeah... yeah... real... for sure."

"And how 'bout these nips, Larry?" John says as he squeezes, twists, and tugs on a nipple. "Get a load of them. Have a feel."

Larry reaches out for her other nipple and emulates John, bringing her nipples to even greater prominence.

"What did they used to call nips like that?" asks John.

"Ah... pencil erasers."

"That's right. Pencil erasers. Ha ha!"

The men move back to fully take her form in again.

"And what do you think of her tight little gash?"

"It's... ah... good."

"You should see her clit. Hun, show Mr. Mortimer your clit. Go on now."

"John, please, no..."

"What did I tell you about obeying?"

Lila reaches down and hooks the middle finger of each hand into her labia, pulling up and out. With her index fingers, she retracts the hood from her swollen clitoris.

"That's her clit, believe it or not. Huge! Hyper-sensitive too, this gal. She can't get enough. What, Lila, how many times a day do you strum the ol' banjo? Two? Three?"

"yes..." she says breathlessly.

"And, Larry, here, feel how tight she is." As John says this, he pushes a finger into Lila. He takes it out and says, "Push a finger in, you'll see."

Larry does that as Lila squirms wetly around his finger.

"Yeah, tight. Real tight. And wet."

"Okay, honey, I think show and tell is over now. You were mostly a good girl. Wasn't she a good girl, Larry?"

"Yeah... good girl."

"But not a completely good girl. She did resist a bit. Put up a bit of a fight, don't you think, Larry?"

"Yeah... a bit, I guess."

"So, I'll just give you a bit of a spanking, dear. Over here. Up over my knee."

John puts one foot up on the sofa.

Lila, still blushing fiercely, goes over to him and tries to scamper over his knee.

"No, no, straddle it," says John.

Lila hesitates a moment, the climbs up onto his thigh, one bare leg on either side, bending forward. Her legs splayed wide, her pussy mushes into John's leg, every indentation, fold, and crevice clearly visible. Her thin cheeks part, displaying her tight little butthole for the men's perusal.

John begins lightly slapping her cheeks. Lila cannot help herself. Before too long she's humping his thigh and moaning after every spank.

"You want my finger up your bum?" asks John.

"nooooo..."

"Sure you do. Ask me nice now."

"Oh God. Oh Please. Please... put your finger up my bum..."

John smirks at Larry, lubricates the finger of his left hand on her pussy, and pushes it home up her ass, right to the hilt as he continues the light spanks.

"Oh God! Oh God!" Lila says as she bucks and writhes over his hard thigh, fucking her own ass into her husband's finger.

"Do me a favour, Larry, and grab those nips and just tug on them and twist the hell out of 'em."

Larry does not need to be told twice. He grabs and twists and pulls. Lila bucks against him stretching out her own nipples as she writhes and then cums in a momentous orgasm.

Her legs shake for a good minute from the aftershocks, after which John lowers her back down.

He turns her around and giving her a final smack on her ass sends her back to her corner.

"I'll let all that count as cornertime. Only ten minutes left. You think you can make it?"

"Y... y... yes, Sir," Lila says, still reeling from her ridiculously intense orgasm, her legs feeling like jelly.

"So, what do you think of that, Larry? Great wife or what?"

"Great. Great. Fantastic wife."

"And obedient too, eh? After her timeout, I'll take her up to the bedroom. Really give it to her. Finish in her ass. Oh, but gee, Larry. How 'bout you? I can have her give you a blow job or something before you go?"

"No, no. That's fine John. That's more than fine for one day. I'll, ah, take off now. Thanks for the beer."

With that, Larry beats a hasty retreat.

John goes up to behind Lila and snuggles her neck.

"What did you think of that, you little exhibitionist?"

'Oh, John. Fuck me, please!"

[Author’s note: feels close to home for me! That first spanking is typical of what I get from my hubby. Cornertime is often in the bright living room, windows and all, though nobody's seen me or walked in on me... yet! The subsequent exposure is modelled after a time he brought his buddy, the best man at our wedding (!), in to show me off to. Unlike with Lila, I had to give him a blowjob as a "courtesy", my husband said. And yes, I was a good girl, right to completion in my mouth and swallowed! Wild times. Although we don't see each other often because of living in different cities, we're still all friends!]


Story 5:  Mary and the Mechanic

[Author's note: the following story is inspired by a true-to-life incident where I was a bit helpless and dealing with a very attractive and well-built mechanic. Nothing happened, except in my dreams...]

Mary's car breaks down and she needs to be towed to the nearest garage. It's a modern, well-lit facility, with many bays and many mechanics working there. She sits in the waiting room while they assess the damage.

A burly mechanic who introduces himself as Mike, the owner of the place, walks in.

"I'm afraid it's bad news, Ma'am. Your transmission is shot. I can put in a new one but it's 'gonna cost you somewhere around three thousand bucks."

Mary had heard stories about mechanics ripping people off, especially women.

"That's ridiculous! It was working fine this morning! The engine stopped. It has nothing to do with a transmission! Are you trying to cheat me? You think just because I'm a woman I don't know what's up?"

Mike gets his back up. He's dealt with women like this before.

"I don't appreciate your insinuations, Ma'am. I run an honest business. The car won't start because the computer reads a transmission fault. I had a look and it's 100% shot, I guarantee you."

"I want to take it somewhere else."

"Of course, Ma'am. You'll just owe me for the towing and the inspection. You can arrange your own tow to another garage. The car ain't startin', I'll tell you that for free."

"This is ridiculous!" says Mary, standing and stamping her foot. Her long red hair flying. Like a petulant child, Mike thinks.

"I'm calling my friend, a mechanic himself. I'll sue you!"

"Be my guest," Mike says with a chuckle, further infuriating Mary.

Mary dials her friend James, a childhood friend and a car mechanic in a different city. She recounts the whole story to him.

"Why don't you put the mechanic on the phone with me."

"Here. He wants to talk to you," Mary says, handing the phone to Mike.

"Mike here," Mike says, taking the phone.

"Hey Mike. James here from Northwest Auto up in Missoula. Hey, I apologize for Mary. She can get a real bee in her bonnet sometime. What's going on with her car?"

Mike is pleased he appears to be talking to someone rational. "Transmission fault. Reads fatal. Damned computer won't even fire her up as a result. I had a look underneath and the transmission casing is bent out of all recognition. Must have been a pretty spectacular seize-up."

"Geeze. I've never seen that. Can you show me? Just get Mary to FaceTime me."

Mike hands the phone back to Mary. She connects a FaceTime call to James.

"Okay, Mary. Good. Just give the phone over to Mike. He'll walk me back into the garage so I can have a look-see myself."

Mary hands the phone back to Mike.

Mary waits again, waiting while Mike and James consult. About ten minutes later, Mike walks back out, chuckling with James, and hands Mary's phone back to her. James is still on the screen.

"Holy crap, Mary. That transmission is sure as hell shot. I think you had a transmission fluid leak. The OBD shows a persistent code for about a month now. Didn't the 'Check Engine' light come on?"

"Well... yeah. But that thing's always going on and it costs me a fortune every time it does."

"Ouch. Well, a new transmission is 'gonna cost you a helluva lot more. It definitely needs it. And the price Mike quoted is fair. He seems to be running a solid operation there. I'd recommend you go ahead with it."

"Oh... okay. Thanks James," Mary says, sounding sheepish for once.

"Well, ummm, Mike, it seems... ah... that I owe you an apology. I'm so sorry for what I said and the way I acted. I was so worried about the cost of the repairs. I just assumed the worst. I'm so sorry. Please can you repair my car?"

"I don't know, Mary," Mike says, his sparkling and now mischievous eyes piercing hers. "You know what your buddy James said? He said that what you could use is a damned good spanking. I can't disagree."

"Mike!" exclaims Mary, blushing three shades of red and looking down at the ground. James is an old flame of hers, and they often played spanking games together. This was his little joke revenge, she figures.

"Alright," says Mike, I'm only half joking about the spanking. But I must say, I could use a bit more repentance before I can get myself in the mood to work on that car of yours."

"What... What do you mean?"

"Well. How about you sit your little tushy down at that high counter over there and write me out three hundred times "I must not think the worst of people."

Mary blushes and looks very unsure.

"If you do, I'll knock 10% off," Mike says, still grinning. Unbeknownst to Mary, Mike's fellow mechanic, James, knowing Mary is currently unattached, and ascertaining the same for Mike, let him in on Mary's little secret: her penchant for dominance and submission games, humiliation games, and public play.

Mary blushes even more strongly, but the tingling in her pussy cannot be denied. She looks coquettishly upward at Mike. Her type, she thinks. A successful working man who doesn't take any shit and gives fewer. And 10%? That comes out to $300, a buck a line.

"Okay," she says, looking down and blushing. "I guess I've earned that."

Mike grins and escorts her over to the high counter where customers get their coffees. He gets out a pad of ruled paper and a pen and puts it in front of her.

"Three hundred times: 'I must not think the worst of people'. Number each line. Spanks for any mistakes," he jokes.

Mary awkwardly climbs the stool and perches on it, keeping her knees together to protect her modesty in her short skirt. She takes up the pen, looks over at Mike once who's standing there, arms folded, a ridiculous grin on his face, and starts in.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

"Find me when you're done," he says, and goes off about his business leaving Mary to her humiliating task.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

As she works away, other customers come by to get themselves a coffee. They can't help but see what Mary is working on. Many get sly grins looking at the grown woman writing out what seems to be punishment lines. Some of the advisors and mechanics come by to have a look and a snigger. "Mike must have told them," Mary thinks to herself.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

I must not think the worst of people.

Mary fills sheet after sheet. At thirty lines per sheet, she needs to fill ten full sheets. Her hand cramps and she takes a bit of a rest, then starts in again. All in all, it takes her a full hour to get her punishment lines written. When done, her right hand is cramped and sore, and her butt is numb from the sitting. She gathers up the papers and goes to find Mike.

She walks up to the first employee she can see, a service advisor.

"Excuse me, can you please get Mike for me?"

"He asked me to take care of you, Miss. Are those your lines?"

Mary blushes anew. He did tell them. And he told this one to check them. The bastard. As if in a trance, she hands them over. He looks over them, page by page.

"Looks good. Let me get your information and I'll write out the work order."

Mary gives him her information, utterly humiliated.

"There's your estimate of the charges, and there's your 10% off for the lines. Take this copy with you. It should be ready in about a week. I'll give you a call. Do you need shuttle service to the transit?"

"Yes, please," Mary says. "Damned that man!" she tells herself. "He didn't even deign to see me off, the bastard."

Over the next week, her anger at Mike continues. It was a power play, she tells herself. Infuriating. She also keeps thinking back to her humiliation at the garage. Sitting there writing lines for an hour like a child. Positioned exactly where the other customers and employees would see her. Infuriating. Him telling all his employees about what he had her do. Infuriating. And then not even coming out to inspect her lines himself, but delegating it to an employee? Infuriating!

However, at the same time she feels anger, she also feels something else. "He punished me," she tells herself. "Punished me like a little girl." He had even said she deserved a spanking. The nerve. The absolute nerve of the man. But she can't stop thinking about it. Can't stop thinking about going across the brutish man's lap. Him raising her skirt and lowering her panties. Then actually spanking her. Spanking her to tears. Her needy pussy moistens as she has these thoughts, and she can't resist touching herself to them.

In bed, at night, she has trouble sleeping. She shoves a pillow down between her legs. She straddles it, bare ass high, humping it as she imagines her ass getting spanked. She reaches behind to touch her pussy and bottom hole. She imagines herself bent over, her most private places fully exposed to him. His heavy mechanic's hand relentlessly spanking her. She shoves a hand down between her legs and rubs out a shrieking orgasm. She does this almost every night as her car is being fixed.

After a week, Mary gets a call from the garage. Her car is ready. After a week of obsessing over it, she knows what she has to do. She dresses in killer heels, bare legs, a sexy little red lacy panty, a short skirt, and a tummy-baring top. She takes an Uber over. Her panties are already soaked with the anticipation as the driver lets her off at the garage.

She gathers her composure and walks in. She attracts the stares of the employees as she walks up to the service advisor.

"I understand my car is ready?"

"Name, please, Miss?"

It's the same service advisor who checked her lines. No way he doesn't remember her!

"Mary O'Donell."

"Oh yeah. It is, Miss. Let me just get the paperwork for you. Okay, so this is all what we did. These are the charges here. Mike was able to save a bit on the parts and labour, so there's the new total, under the estimate, and here's your 10% off. How will you be paying for that?"

"Ummm... credit card, I guess."

"Great, let me just take that and I'll run it through."

As he does, Mary looks around, hoping to see Mike.

"And here you go. You keep this. This is your receipt. I'll have the guys bring your car out front. We gave it a nice wash and detailing. Mike's orders," he says, winking at her.

"Is, ummm, Mike around?"

"Yeah, he's in his office."

"Can I, ummm, maybe see him. You know, thank him for everything?"

The service advisor smirks. "He said if you asked to see him, you're welcome to go back to his office. Just back there. That white door at the end."

"Thanks."

Mary walks back to Mike's office, conscious of the service advisors and mechanics scoping her ass in her tight little skirt and her killer heels. She knocks.

"Come!" Mike says from within.

Mary opens the door, slides in, and closes it again behind herself.

"Oh, it's you, is it?" Mike says with a chuckle.

"Mary," she says, "Mary O'Donell. I had the car with the transmission thingy."

"I remember. Very clearly."

"Ummm... I just wanted to say thank you for fixing my car. And for giving me a break on the price."

"Is that all you want to say?"

"No.  I... umm... also wanted to apologize again for my behaviour."

"Yup. Anything else?"

Mary knows this is it. Her one chance. She screws up her courage and takes the plunge.

"And, umm, I know I already wrote lines, but you also said maybe I deserved a... spanking?" The word 'spanking' comes out almost inaudible, though Mike hears it clearly enough.

"Do you want me to spank you, Mary, is that it?"

"Well, maybe sometime. I mean, if you... I don't know... think I deserve it..."

Mary stands there, blushing up a storm; her hands clasped in front of her, fidgeting; her bare knees knocking together; her eyes downcast, not daring to meet his. As much as she craves it, her humiliation is very real.

Mike slowly walks around his desk toward her. He towers above her. He seems to be made of solid muscle beneath the clean mechanics overall he favours. He reaches for her chin and tilts her head up so their eyes meet.

"I think you do deserve that spanking, Mary. In fact, I don't think I've ever met a girl more deserving of a good hard spanking."

"Yes, Sir," she says breathlessly, her pussy tingling like mad, her panties soaking through, her nipples hard and erect. None of this is lost on Mike.

"Looks like you came dressed for a spanking, Mary. Are you wearing some pretty little panty for me under that teeny tiny skirt?"

"yeah..."

"Are you soaking them?"

"yes..."

"All right. I'll give you that spanking. Right here, right now," says Mike as he picks up one of his visitor chairs and turns it around to face away from his desk.

"No, Mike. Please! People will hear..."

"Only my employees, and they'll keep their traps shut about it."

"No, Mike. I can't. Not here. Take me somewhere else, please?" she begs.

"Mary. It's now, or never," he tells her.

Mary knows he's serious. She can't live with 'never', not at this stage. So that leaves only 'now'.

"Yes, Sir," Mary says, submissively.

"Let's get this little skirt off. Wouldn't want to wrinkle it," says Mike, as he confidently unfastens and unzips her skirt, and pushes it down past her hips as she helps him by wriggling it off.

"Red panties. How appropriate," he says.

Mary squirms in embarrassment.

"Do you want your spanking tits out or tits in, Mary?" Mike says, his hands gently on her blouse.

"tits out..." she says softly.

Mike grins and unties the knot she made that bared her tummy, then unbuttons her blouse revealing her bare breasts, no bra. He slips her blouse off her and fondles a tit.

He sits and pulls the now bare-breasted Mary across his lap, her long red hair cascades over her head to the floor. Mike gathers it up and pushes it to her far side so he can see her face.

"Are you ready?" he asks.

"Yes, Sir."

Mike reaches out his big hand and rubs it all over Mary's tiny pantied rear. She gasps aloud at his first touch.

He rubs down her legs and up her inner thighs.

"Ohhhhh..." moans Mary, subtly opening her thighs to him and pumping her ass in the air.

He reaches forward and fondles her bare tit again and torments her nipple.

"Ahhhhhh!" Mary cries out.

Mike raises his hand, and with a smirk brings it down hard.

SMACK!

"Ohhhh!" exclaims Mary, the force of the blow taking her breath away.

Mike goes back to rubbing her ass, then brings his hand up again.

SMACK!

"Ahhhh!" cries Mary, the pain penetrating through her entire being.

Mike alternates rubbing and spanking. Mary moans in pleasure and in pain, writhing her sexy hips all over his strong lap, humping and grinding her increasingly soppy wet pantied pussy into his leg.

Meanwhile, outside his office door, his employees hear every smack, every moan. A female service advisor makes an exaggerated 'O' with her lips as she mock spanks herself and wriggles around, making the guys laugh.

"Fuck, her ass must be on fire," says one of the guys.

"And her pussy," says another, crudely.

Having given Mary a total of twelve hard, widely spaced swats across her pantied ass interspersed with sexy rubbing, he asks her, "Is that what you want?"

"yeah... oh yeah... more... harder..."

"You want it harder?" Mike asks. "Panties up or panties down," he asks her, not wanting to assume.

"P... p... panties down."

Mike reaches for the waistband of her panties and peels them down. Mary raises her ass, knowing full well her sopping pussy and tight bumhole are on total display.

Mike rubs his hand between her legs, feeling her wetness, and chuckles. She gasps as his finger brushes back past her asshole. He raises his hand and starts her spanking in earnest.

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

Mary can't believe it. His hand is so big, so strong, so hard. The spanking takes her breath away.

"Oh, please, Mike!"

"Please? Please what? Please spank you harder?"

"Ohhhh... oh... yes..."

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK

"Ahhh ohhhh OOOOH! AHHHHH! AAAAAHHHHHH! Oh God! Oh God! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! Waaaaaahhhhhh!"

Mike stops spanking. Her ass is crimson and exudes heat. He rubs her, including between her legs.

"Ahhhhhh! Ohhhhh, Mike. Fuck me! Fuck me, please!"

As Mike ramped up her spanking, his employees heard every slap, every cry, every moan.

"Holy shit!" One of them expresses the thought for all.

They exchange knowing glances as Mary begins begging for mercy, then begging to be fucked, loud and clear.

"You want a fucking, do you? Right here? Right across my desk?" He doesn't even lower his voice!

"Yes. Yes, oh please, yes!"

Mike stands, picking her up with him effortlessly, and puts her down on the front edge of his desk, clearing everything off with a sweep of his hand. He lowers his overalls, lowers his pants and underpants, and plants his hard cock deep inside of her.

"Yes!" she screams. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

Mike doesn't need to be told twice. He rails Mary into his desk from behind.

"Aaaaahhhhhhhh!" She screams as she begins to cum violently to his big cock. No sooner than that, Mike lets out a guttural cry and explodes into her, burying his sperm deep up her cunt.

Mike pulls out, stands back, and puts his clothes back together as Mary lays there, her well-spermed pussy, soppy and wet, hanging off his desk.

"Get dressed," he tells her, slapping her ass for good measure.

She finds her discarded panties and pulls them up. She can feel his sperm beginning to leak out of her. She picks up her skirt, pulls it on, and refastens it. She puts her blouse on and buttons it, not bothering to redo the knot. Mike has gone back to sitting at his desk, putting everything he had swept aside back into place.

"Anything else you need, Miss O'Donell?"

"No... no... that's good. Very good."

"You know where to find me if you need another dose."

"Yeah... okay... I guess."

"Out with you, now. Enough fun and games. It's a workday. Your car's ready to go."

"Yeah... umm... thank you?"

Mike is already back to work.

Mary turns, opens the door and steps out. All Mike's employees' eyes are on her. Her makeup has run and her hair is dishevelled. Her blouse is buttoned askew, the wrinkled tails hanging down rather than knotted. Mustering as much dignity as she can she makes her way past them. Her service advisor silently holds up her keys for her to take. She takes them without a word and heads out.

"Boss has still got it," says the lady service advisor as all the men laugh.

[Author's note: oh, the walk of shame! It's so embarrassing having to admit all your pervy kinks to your disciplinarian as he makes you beg for it. How much more so when others hear it!]


Story 6:  Whitewater Paddling

[Author's note: I know literally nothing about whitewater paddling – all my experience is with a different kind of paddling – so please excuse any errors, all you paddlers out there!]

Abi and Jim are newly married and decide to go whitewater rafting together. Jim is an accomplished rafter who worked as a guide. To defray the costs, he decides to temporarily come out of retirement to guide a group with Abi as a guest.

Jim reminds Abi several times to listen to him and follow his instructions to a tee. He particularly emphasizes that as an inexperienced rafter, she should not paddle during the rapids as it could throw off the balance of the craft.

As they begin their descent down the river, Jim notices that Abi is eager to chip in with the paddling. In her mind, Abi thinks she's really getting the hang of things.

At first Abi removes her paddle from the water whenever they hit any rapids. However, increasingly this grates on her. Many of her fellow, more experienced rafters dip their paddles in to subtly steer the craft, working harmoniously with the boat leader's paddling.

After observing this for a bit, they hit another patch of rough water. Abi figures she knows what to do and dips her paddle in. The strength of the water surprises her, and it almost rips the paddle from her grasp. Desperate to hold on she reflexively grabs the paddle back, dragging it through the water just as they hit a faster section. Abi's paddle upsets the balance of the entire raft, and it lists precariously, violently throwing itself side to side, soaking everybody, and almost capsizing was it not for Jim's heroic efforts to save the situation.

The second raft cannot avoid the first raft carrying Jim and Abi and some others, and careens into it, almost capsizing both once again. After they finally clear the rapids, soaked but intact and upright, both rafts make their way to shore. Abi is sheepish, knowing she was the cause. Jim is stony-faced.

"It's late. We'll camp here," Jim says, his lips tightly drawn. Everybody begins unpacking the rafts and securing them on the shoreline. Jim does not say a word to Abi. Neither do any of the other rafters. She could have seriously injured or even drowned all of them. They know it and she knows it.

When they're substantially done and Jim's duties are discharged, he walks up to Abi, grabs her by the arm and begins pulling her to a nearby tree stump.

"Jim! No! What are you doing?!?" Abi protests as she is dragged along barefoot in only a bikini top and a pair of shorty-shorts without underwear.

Jim sits on the tree stump and propels Abi across his lap. With one swift motion he rips her shorty-shorts down her legs, baring her completely.

"Jim! No!!!!" she screeches.

All the other rafters watch with a wry amusement. They're glad that Jim is dealing with the situation. None of them feels the least bit sorry for Abi.

Jim raises his hand and brings it down with a prodigious whack across Abi's bare backside.

"Ahhhhh!" she cries out at the force of the blow.

"What did I tell you about paddling in the rapids?!?"

Jim continues spanking her, alternating cheeks at a fierce rhythm, his hard hand cracking against her small bubble butt.

"Jim! No! No! No!" she screams as he continues her spanking. Her ass is achieving a delicious shade of red, as her legs kick violently. So violently, in fact, that her little booty shorts work themselves all the way down to her ankles and then fly off completely.

Unconstrained by her shorts, her legs fly wildly in all directions as Jim continues her humiliating and painful spanking.

The onlookers, men and women alike, grin as Jim's pretty wife puts on quite the show for all of them. As her legs kick out, her tight, shaved little pussy gapes open and closed even as Jim's hand smacks her cheeks above. As she moves frantically around over his lap, her bumhole even goes fully "on parade". Meanwhile, her ass gets redder and redder, approaching a deep shade of crimson by the time Jim finishes her spanking and pushes her off his lap.

She tumbles onto the dirt, bottomless, clutching at her sore behind and crying like a child.

Jim picks her up and frog marches her over to the center of the camp circle.

"Apologize to everybody here for nearly getting them all killed!" Jim says, giving his wife another whack on her sore seat.

Abi blushes red, her small hands shielding her bare pussy, as if everybody in the circle had not already seen it in all its wriggling glory while still across Jim's knee.

"I'm… I'm… sorry!" she wails.

Jim then conducts her over to a tree and makes her face it. Wrapping her arms around it, Jim pulls a short length of cord from his pocket and ties her wrists around the tree.

"Stand right there, and do not move until I tell you to."

Abi stands tied facing the tree in nothing but her skimpy bikini top. The tree bark is uncomfortable against her almost bare body. Her bare red ass shines like a beacon of justice served.

Jim takes a deep exhalation and goes to sit with the other rafters. One offers him a cup of coffee they had just brewed on a Coleman stove.

"It had to be done," one of the more experienced rafters comments.

"She could have killed us," says an experienced woman rafter.

"What was she thinking?" says another.

Meanwhile Abi still stands tied against her tree, her bare backside fully on display, hearing all their comments. None of them seem to have any sympathy for her at all.

After an hour or so, Mike releases Abi. Abi cries and apologizes, and Mike soothes her. In their tent that night, they make violent love to one another.

The next day, the group stows their gear into their rafts and pushes off again to continue their journey.

Abi, still sore and humiliated from yesterday evening's spanking sits gingerly in the raft, trying not to draw attention to herself. She is noticeably without a paddle.

"Ooooh, Abi, looks like somebody's still a little sore today," teases one of the women rafters. Abi just blushes as several of the rafters laugh.

"Was that a good spanking Jim gave you yesterday? Your little tushy looked as red as a firetruck!" says a male rafter, a friend of Jim and Abi's.

"Okay, okay. I'm sorry already. I deserved it. I admit it."

"You think we're not going to tease you anyways? It's not every day you see something like that," says a guy with a big grin.

"Come on, guys. Please?" Abi begs.

"And based on what we heard last night, I'll bet you're sore someplace else as well!" says another woman as everybody laughs anew.

"Hey Jim," says their friend. "Come on, let her have a paddle."

"No." Jim says.

"Come on, Jim, how's she going to learn otherwise," says another rafter. "She's not going to mess up again."

"Not after what happened last time," says another rafter making everybody laugh.

"I don’t really want it," says Abi, afraid of making another mistake.

"You're going to make us paddle that sore tush all over the river?"

"Alright, fine," Jim says, seeing it is the unified wish of all the others. "Get a paddle, Abi."

One of the rafters hands Abi a paddle.

"Now remember. When I give an instruction, you obey it."

"Yes, Sir!" she says enthusiastically.

"I'll bet that's what he tells her in the bedroom," says a feisty female rafter.

Abi blushes strongly. It's not far from the truth!

[Author's note: love the group dynamic at play in this story with the gentle teasing in the morning. I've always wanted a "for real" spanking like that in front of a more vanilla group in a situation where they would feel it was 100% warranted. This is my setup for that. If only it was me...]


Story 7:  Fight Night

[Author's note: I'll let you in on a secret. I'm a big MMA fan, even more so than my husband. I love their tight butts and packages in those little shorts and their amazing skills and bodies. Makes me blush.]

Sarah is absolutely mortified. She received another traffic ticket, this time for running a red. She knows Tom will be furious with her, and her bare hiney will pay the price. It isn't her first moving violation. She'll be spanked worse for this one as it's a big fine and will cause a sizeable increase in their insurance premiums.

She frets all day waiting for Tom to come home. Her bottom tingles throughout the day knowing she'll be spanked.

When Tom finally arrives, Sara greets him with eyes downcast.

"What'd you do now?" he asks.

"I... I ran a red and got pulled over."

"Oh, Sarah! I can't believe it! Running a red? You could have been killed or injured someone. And another ticket? Do you know what this is going to do to our insurance premiums?"

"I'm sorry, Tom."

"Not half as sorry as you're going to be, Sarah. Go get ready for your spanking, then come back down here and stand in the corner. I don't want to see a stitch on you."

"Yes, Tom," Sarah says submissively and runs to do as she is told. Now is no time to further anger her husband.

Sarah goes upstairs to shower. She uses lots of soap on all her private areas as she knows they will be intimately presented during her embarrassing spanking. She dries herself off, then with a big sigh she pads down the stairs, naked, and slides into her designated "naughty spot": a bare corner in the living room.

There is a line on the floor she must stand behind. There are two converging lines in the corner where her nose must go. She must lace her arms behind her back and bury her nose in the corner so that it touches both walls. To accommodate the lines, she must arch her back and stick her bottom out. She knows she's fully displaying her pussy and bottom hole. Sarah is all too familiar with this pose and this corner.

Tom, meanwhile, takes a moment to collect himself and decide upon Sarah's punishment. He decides he will start with a hand spanking across his knee and then proceed with the belt, it's that serious.

Tom walks into the living room. Sarah is in the corner, presenting. He admires his wife's nice tight ass and toned legs. She works out and never misses leg and ass day. Her butt is such that her bumhole is readily visible when she arches out as she's doing now. He sometimes takes her ass after punishment. Her toned legs and tight butt make her pussy very prominent in this position. Tom enjoys her seemingly perpetually damp pink folds. She's a horny one, for sure, and despite knowing she's in for a serious spanking he knows submitting to him turns her on, just as mastering her turns him on. However, horny or not, she will be paying the price for her recklessness, and she will not be enjoying it.

"Sarah, come here."

Sarah straightens and comes out of her corner, walking sheepishly toward Tom. Tom suppresses his smile at her deep blush, running all the way from the perky nipples of her large firm breasts to her high cheekbones.

"I'm sorry, Tom," she says, wringing her hands at her toned tummy, looking down at her bare fidgeting toes.

"Over my lap," Tom says, taking a seat on the spanking chair.

Sarah drapes herself over her husband's lap. Her tiny feet leave the ground as her head approaches the carpet. Her tight butt comes uppermost, her asshole and pussy on embarrassing display. Her large tits dangle off the far side of Tom's lap. She feels every bit the naughty wife, Tom the strict husband.

Tom's hand descends, spanking her small tight cheeks. From the first spank, Sarah is already in distress. This is not a sexy spanking; this is a punishment spanking!

"Ow, Tom, please! I'm sorry!"

"No, you're not. Not yet. But you will be."

"Tom! Please! Ouch! Ow! Oh!"

Sarah's bottom rapidly reddens under Tom's hard palm. Ironically, her butt takes on the very colour of the red light she ran, a fact Tom is keen to point out.

Tom gives her the final spanks and then stands her up. His heart breaks at the tears in her eyes.

"We're not done yet, Sarah."

"Oh, Tom, please! My bum is so sore already..."

"I'm sorry, Sarah, but this is too serious for just a little spanking over my lap. You're going to need to bend over for the belt."

"No, Tom, please!" Sarah begs. "Not the belt, please! Anything else. Any punishment at all, just please not the belt!"

Sarah has an unreasonable fear of the belt. Tom never uses it that hard, but there's just something about the belt.

Tom looks at her wryly. She has him wrapped around her little finger and yet both know it. "Alright, Sarah, I'll give you a choice. A few strokes of my belt now, or a heap of embarrassment tonight during the fights."

"I'll take the embarrassment, Sir!" Sarah says instantly. She hates the belt, but a bit of sexy embarrassment? Well, that turns her on.

There is a big MMA pay-per-view fight event that night, and Tom has invited a bunch of his guy friends over to watch it on their big screen.

"Okay, then. You'll serve during the PPV tonight. Snacks, beers, sandwiches, whatever the guys want. Quickly, solicitously, and submissively."

"Yes, Sir! No problem."

"There's more. When I tell you to, you'll tell them all exactly why you're being such a good little girl. The red light, the spanking, the serving."

Sarah's face drains of colour. That will be soooooo embarrassing!

"Yes, sir..." she says submissively, her pussy tingling despite (or perhaps because of?) her impending embarrassment.

"There's one more thing," Tom adds.

Sarah gulps in anticipation.

"During the fights I want you in your ring girl uniform, and you'll strut with a sign above your head announcing each round, just like the ring girls at the event."

"Oh no!" Sarah thinks to herself. The ring girl uniform was a sexy gift she bought for Tom's eyes and Tom's delight. It has tiny little booty shorts and a little bikini top with the logo emblazoned on it. The booty shorts show off more than half her ass cheeks and are so tight in front that she has visible camel toe.

"Please, Tom..." Sarah begs.

"That or the belt, Sarah," says Tom, knowing his hot wife will get tremendously horny at strutting her stuff for the guys' entertainment.

"Not the belt."

"Then ring girl it is. And I'm going to encourage the guys to slap that little ass when you're not moving fast enough. Make sure you have the signs made up, one for each round, 1 to 5 for the title bout."

"Yes sir," Sarah says despondently.

The fights start late, at 10pm. The guys begin arriving at 9pm. Sarah, still dressed modestly, greets them at the door, conducts them to the family room where the other guys are, and offers them a drink. The ring girl uniform only has to be put on for the fights themselves.

When all the guys are settled in, Tom says, "Sarah, tell the guys about why you're being such a good little hostess tonight."

Sarah blushes and says with her eyes downcast, "I ran a red light."

"And that's, what, your third moving violation in the past three months?"

"Yes, sir," she says sheepishly.

Bob, one of the friends says, "Oh boy, your insurance is going to go through the roof."

"And what's with the lead foot, Sarah?" cuts in Bill, an EMS worker. "Dangerous as shit. I wouldn't want to have to peel a pretty girl like you off of the pavement all mangled. Watch yourself."

"Yes, Bill," says Sarah, blushing strongly at her scolding from the handsome EMS worker, looking at her feet, wringing her hands in front of herself.

"Tell the guys how you've already been punished," says Tom.

"I was... well... Tom and I have a bit of an arrangement... and he... ummm... well, he gave me a... spanking..."

Her last words were so indistinct that they could barely be made out.

"Say again, Sarah. Big voice."

"You... You SPANKED me," she says clearly.

All the guys laugh at the blushing wife admitting she got spanked like a bad little girl by Tom.

"How did I spank you, Sarah?"

"Over your knee... with your hand."

"And what were you wearing?"

"Nothing, sir."

"So, you got it all on your bare butt, with your tits dangling?"

"Yes, sir," says Sarah, her face as red as a tomato. The guys are all still grinning broadly.

"And what colour was your ass after that spanking?"

"As red as a... stop sign, sir," Sarah, says, knowing it was what Tom wanted.

All the guys have a belly laugh at that one.

"And tell all the guys what your punishment will be for tonight."

"Ummm... I have to serve you... and ummm... I have to go dress in my ring girl outfit and announce the rounds with the signs I made."

"Alright!" say the guys. Sarah is a looker. None of them mind having a resident ring girl strutting her stuff, even if it is Tom's wife.

"And guys," adds Tom, "if she's a bit slow or clumsy, don't hesitate to slap that ass. Right, Sarah? Do you consent to that? Bit of a slap and a grope from the guys?"

"Yes sir…" says Sarah submissively, creaming her panties as the guys' grins broaden.

At 10pm the PPV starts. The first half hour is a bit of hype and commentary. During this time, Sarah goes upstairs to change into her skimpy ring girl costume. She looks at herself face on. Her big perky boobs are practically spilling out of her top. Her tight booty shorts pull up strongly into her pussy to such an extent that the most intimate contours of her pussy lips are totally visible. This outfit was only ever intended for Tom. It's so embarrassing to strut it in front of the guys!

She turns and looks over her shoulder at her butt. "Cute butt," she thinks to herself. The lower half of her butt is completely hanging out. Then she notices something more. She switches the lights on brighter and looks again. Her lower cheeks are still a bit red! And even a bit marked in places with darker red. The results of her earlier spanking are still visible. Oh God! So embarrassing…

Sarah walks into the family room where the guys are assembled. She has with her the round signs she made earlier in the day.

Tom gives her a wolf whistle. The others join in as Sarah blushes strongly.

"Can I get anybody a drink?" Sarah asks. She gets a few takers, and she goes to fill their orders.

The first fight is about to start. The announcer man announces the fighters.

"Now, Sarah," says Tom.

Sarah leaps up, grabs the "Round 1" sign and walks back and forth in front of the TV with her hands held high above her head carrying her sign.

"A little more of a strut, Sarah," says one of the guys "helpfully". Sarah responds by crossing one foot over the other as she walks back and forth.

"That's great, Sarah! Now sit down and blow us a kiss."

Sarah sits in the child-sized chair Tom had set out for her earlier. She blows the guys a kiss, just like the ring girls on TV do.

"You're hotter than any of those ring girls, Sarah. And your outfit's even tinier if that's possible!" says another guy.

Sarah blushes hotly.

Sarah repeats her strut for each round of each fight. She feels ridiculous and self-conscious. No way she's as pretty as those ring girls, she tells herself. The guys seem to disagree and love their "real-life" ring girl in her skimpy, super-revealing outfit.

"Hey, Sarah. Your ass still looks red. Was that your spanking?"

"Yes sir," she answers.

The guys love it.

Between fights, they send Sarah to get more snacks, make more sandwiches, and refill their drinks. As the event goes on, and the guys are onto their third or fourth drink, they start taking Tom up on his offer to slap Sarah's ass and goose her. One pushes his thumb so deep into her camel toe, she felt the ring girl material inside of her! Of course, his finger practically penetrated her asshole as he did so. Fortunately, most of the goosing was gentler, and the slaps were not so hard.

Running to get a drink order back before her first-round ring girl duties, she stumbles and spills the drink all over one of the guys, Fred.

"Sarah. So clumsy," says Tom.

"I'm sorry!" she cries getting a cloth and starting to pat dry Fred's crotch.

"That feels good, Baby," says Fred as Sarah notices the hard erection under his pants.

"What's her penance, Fred?" asks Tom with a grin.

"Well, I can think of one or two things... but seeing as she's your wife and all, how about just titties out for the main event?"

"Titties out it is!" agrees Tom.

"Y'a!" and "Hoo'ah!" shout all the guys.

"Oh no!" Sarah thinks to herself.

"And a spanking after the main event," adds Tom.

"Yeah!" - "Yowza!"

"Oh no!" thinks Sarah.

"Please... Tom..." she begs.

"You know you love it, you little shame slut. And if you fuck up again, I'll take those bootie shorts right down for your spanking, in front of all the guys. Now sit down and shut up, the round's starting."

"Please, Tom. Not with my shorts down..."

"Then behave."

Sarah sits in her little chair. The guys instantly turn their attention to the start of the co-main event, ignoring her completely.

Sarah sits and frets, unable to concentrate at all on the fights. She can't believe she's actually being required to go bare breasted for the main event! She's sure she's going to get all manner of lewd comments from the guys. And worse, she has another spanking coming after the main event. At least her shorts are going to stay up. She can't even imagine the shame of being bent way over Tom's knee with her booty shorts down around her ankles as he spanks her. Her pussy jutting out, spread open, and vulnerable. Her tight rosebud winking at the guys. The thought horrifies and excites her.

Lost in these thoughts, she almost misses the cue for the next round and the guys have to yell at her to get her "ass moving".

Between each round of the co-main fight she frets about having to take her top off for the main event and her spanking after.

The co-main event is over. She runs to fill the drink and snack orders for the increasingly rowdy boys. She sees the MMA President on the screen. "He's lost some weight," she thinks to herself. He's sitting with Donald Trump as his invited guest, right at ringside. As the camera pans onto him the crowd lets out a huge cheer. She hates Trump. He's such a misogynist. He'd probably enjoy what Tom is making her do. The fighters are announced and do their walk-ins. Sarah's top is still on. Maybe Tom will forget about it. Or was just teasing her and wouldn't actually bare his own wife's tits for the guys to ogle. The fighters' body's are so hot! Their big bulges under their cups prominent.

"AND NOW! THE MOMENT YOU'VE ALL BEEN WAITING FOR!" the announcer calls out. "IT'S THE MAIN EVENT OF THE EVENING!"

"Stand up, Sarah," says Tom with a giant grin on his face, mirrored by all the guys. "Get those big titties over here."

Sarah walks to Tom. He spins her to face the guys. Standing behind her, he unfastens the clasp on her little bikini top and pulls it off her. Her big boobs swing freely as the guys all cheer. Sarah is extremely mortified!

"Let's get these headlights standing up to attention," Tom says, as he tugs and twists roughly on her nipples. They were already at attention, and now, even more so, lewdly so. "Who wants nip duty next round?" asks Tom.

"Well, if you're offering!" says Tony, sporting a giant grin.

"Tony for round 2. Fred takes round 3, Bob round 4, Bill round 5."

"Go on, now girl, the round's being announced," says Tom, giving her a slap on the ass to propel her into action.

Sarah is desperately embarrassed with her big boobs out on display, her nipples standing at attention a full extra half-inch. Her blush suffuses her. Worse, she has to hold the sign up high and strut as she feels her boobs bouncing with each step.

Before each round a different man re-perks her hard long nips.

Tom had told her that if she messes up at all, her shorts will be taken down for her post-fight spanking. She has no panties underneath. She obsesses over her exposure in front of the men, her upcoming spanking, and the possibility of having her shorts pulled down for it. It's so humiliating for her to have to sit on her little seat during the rounds, her arms folded across her bare tits. And then between rounds to have to stand up, fully expose her bare breasts and large stiff nipples, and strut her ass and tits announcing the rounds. It's so humiliating that she begins to get excited. She starts getting that squishy feeling between her legs.

As she stands and struts announcing round 3, one of the guys comments, "Look at that. Sarah seems to be getting a little wet down there."

Sarah looks down. Oh my gosh. Her pussy juices are beginning to stain the camel toe of her booty shorts! She instantly lowers her sign to cover her sopping camel toe.

"Oh, Sarah!" says Tom. "What a disgrace you are. You know what this means. Those soaked little booty shorts are coming DOWN for your spanking."

"No! Tom... Please!?"

"Get that sign back up above your head. If you disobey, I can still take my belt off."

"Yes, Sir!" Sarah says. She raises the sign and squirms in embarrassment as she feels her pussy juices wetting her shorty shorts even more.

By the fifth round, there's a large dark spot highlighting her camel toe clearly as she squirms her way around the room.

After the card is done, the guys revisit their favourite fights and moves of the night while Sarah sits on her little chair, off to the side, squirming in her damp booty shorts, her arms covering her tits.

After a while, she hears the dreaded thing: "Come on over here, Sarah, time to get you spanked."

The guys whoop as Sarah makes her way over. Tom sits on a chair he places in the middle of the room and pulls his half naked wife down across his lap.

Then slowly, very deliberately, Tom inserts his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and begins easing them down. He takes them to right below her ass cheeks and then continues their descent to her knees, to her ankles, and then right off. She's completely naked for her spanking! In front of all these guys!

"Whoa, Sarah, got those female pheromones going on or what girl?"

The sexual aroma of her soaked pussy permeates the entire room. Her prominently displayed pussy lips are slick with her clear wetness. A dribble forms that slowly extends viscously down to the floor. Her asshole is on full parade as well.

Tom begins lightly smacking her cheeks as the guys continue their encouragement.

"Tom! No!" Sarah begs as she writhes across his hard lap, everything on display.

Tom spins her, making her straddle his left thigh, one of her legs to either side, widely splaying her and pushing her soaking cunt into his leg. With her positioned like that, Tom continues and intensifies her spanking. As Sarah squirms and writhes, she can't help humping her husband's leg, trying desperately to get herself off despite herself, unable to control her female lusts.

It hits the tipping point and Sarah screams out a massive orgasm. Her legs bend at the knees, shake and shimmy, as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure runs through her naked body. Her splayed open, prominently displayed pussy convulses with her orgasm as the guys watch with delight. To keep her orgasm going, Tom gently spanks her convulsing wet pussy. Her orgasm goes on and on.

Tom lets Sarah up with a chuckle. All the guys applaud. Sarah has never been so embarrassed in her life. She had just orgasmed, legs splayed, pussy splayed, juices flowing, clit erect, lips puffed, asshole prominent, her pussy convulsing strongly, humping his leg wildly, while all the men watched every embarrassing little detail of her orgasm resulting from her public pants down spanking of all things!

"Go get yourself cleaned up and wait for me in bed with that tight little butthole of yours nice and high and lubed. I'm not quite done with you yet."

All the guys grin as Sarah wiggles her bare butt out of the room, blushing furiously, and scoots upstairs, breasts bouncing, to submissively do as she is told and humiliatingly await her bum fucking.

[Author's note: I must admit to having a bit of a lead foot myself. Got a major spanking for running a red after another incident just a bit earlier. I also have a tight little ring girl outfit with very prominent camel toe. Have never had to wear it for the guys, though. So far... And a bum fucking after? Yeah, that's a thing... ouchy!]


Story 8:  A Naughty Christian Wife

Karen lies in bed frustrated. Her husband Matthew has been away on business for the past week. Karen is very horny. The romance books she has been reading are not helping matters. As a strict born-again Christian, she knows self-pleasure is a sin. The pastor had just done a sermon on it a few weeks ago, citing among other things 1 Corinthians 7:2-3, 5:

"The husband should give to his wife her conjugal rights, and likewise the wife to her husband. . . . Do not deprive one another . . . so that Satan may not tempt you because of your lack of self-control"

She knows she has to wait for her husband to return and not succumb to Satan's twisted ways, but it's soooo hard!

After a particularly spicy chapter in her romance novel, Karen feels her vagina responding. She sends an exploratory hand down under her nightgown. It feels puffed out and damp. And it feels so good as she touches it!  But her hand is ultimately unsatisfying. She craves Matthew's thick cock buried into her to the hilt.

She takes her tablet and googles "dildos". Oh my gosh! She browses through them. She sees an ultra-realistic one with a vibrating function slaved to an app. It's big and veiny like Matthew. It has balls. And is said to have a realistically warm skin-like texture. She can't help herself. She orders one using her credit card to check out. Next day delivery is promised in concealed packaging.

Karen sleeps fitfully, feeling massive guilt for her purchase. She'll throw it out when it arrives, she tells herself.

Next day, Karen has her friend Susie over for afternoon tea when the doorbell rings. Karen gets up to get it. The postman is already back across the street and waves to her. He's left a package on her doorstep. Karen instantly blushes. She picks up the package and puts it casually on the kitchen counter and then returns to Susie.

"What's that?" Susie asks.

"Oh, nothing. Just some tool Matthew ordered," Karen says, saying the first thing she could think of.

"You're blushing," Susie says.

"I am? I guess just the exertion of standing up so suddenly. I should hit the gym more often."

Susie looks at her dubiously.

Karen looks at the package the rest of the day. She should just throw it out without even opening it. But she just can't. She opens it. Oh my gosh. It's every bit as advertised. Her vagina instantly goes squishy as she handles the realistic silky textured dildo. She downloads the app and it connects to the dildo. It has two vibrators in it. One along the shaft, one in the balls. The app has "patterns" in it. One is called "Make my legs shake, Daddy". She tries that one and feels the surprisingly strong vibrations in the dildo going through an intricate dance.

She shuts it down. She should throw out the sinful device manufactured by Satan! But she can't, she just can't. She gives it a wash and charges it. She won't use it. She'll throw it out later.

That evening, Sarah can think of nothing else than the big dildo. Maybe she'll try it just once. See what all the fuss is about. She has some lube in the drawer. Matthew is pretty big and sometimes she needs the lube. She uses it on the dildo. She lies in her bed over the covers, her legs spread and a bit bent, her nightgown hiked up above her waist. She slowly inserts the big dildo into her vagina. Oh God! It feels so good! It's warm and soft, but with a rigidly hard core, just like Matthew. She slowly works it all the way in until the balls are pushing against her. It fills her so completely!

She reaches for the app and plays "Make my legs shake, Daddy". The vibrations begin pulsing through her. It feels so good! The vibrations seem to move from balls to shaft, simulating a thrust. There are lighter slower thrusts mixed with periods of more intense harder thrusts. Each time the vibrations back off, she literally shakes her legs in frustration. But the vibrations come back, stronger and longer. She puts one hand on the base, pushing it deeper. Her other hand goes to her engorged clitoris and rubs it. It all becomes too much and she screams out a massive orgasm, her legs kicking and shaking in the air as wave after wave of intense orgasmic pleasure repeatedly course through her.

"What have I done?!?" she asks herself as she settles back down. "I invited Satan to have intercourse with me!" Tears come into her eyes at the thought of her betrayal. "I'm a Jezebel. A harlot!"

She vows to never, ever, use the Satanic device ever again. She picks it up, puts it back into its box, and tosses it all into the trash.

Next morning Karen awakens feeling amazingly refreshed and eager for her day's duties. "Satan or not, I sure needed that!" she says to herself. She's a whirlwind of activity, getting all the Spring cleaning done. When she goes to empty the trash, she knows the dildo is in there in its box. Maybe she'll just keep it until Matthew gets back, she tells herself and guiltily fishes it out of the trash, feeling utterly debased. She gives it an extra thorough wash, feeling completely ridiculous, yet getting horny as she soaps up and handjobs the big ersatz penis.

That evening, after reading a few more chapters of her romance novel, she gets the urge. She gets the dildo from its hiding place deep inside her clothes closet and repeats the experience, this time selecting "Squirt for Daddy". She has another mind-blowing orgasm and then feels bad afterwards.

This goes on for the rest of the week until Matthew is due home. She carefully hides the dildo in the deepest darkest corner of her closet. She'll only get it out when Matthew is away.

Matthew returns home and they are delighted to see one another.

"So, have you been a good girl while I was away?" he asks.

Karen blushes and says, "yes."

"Then maybe you can explain this," Matthew says, showing the credit card receipt for one "realistic life-sized vibrating dildo with app control".

"I... I... don't know... what... that..."

"Karen," Matthew says sternly. "Are you going to lie to me also?"

Karen breaks down crying and admits her sin to Matthew. Every detail of it. He makes her bring him the dildo and together they throw it into the trash.

They cuddle and kiss and make up. Matthew says, "I can't believe you used that thing when I was away. You know it's a sin."

Karen was thinking the same thing. "Yes, Matthew. I knew it was wrong. Worse than wrong. I feel very guilty. Maybe you should – I don't know – punish me?"

"Oh, punish you, eh? And what kind of punishment do you have in mind?"

Karen thinks back to her romance novels. Often the hero puts the naughty heroine over his knee, and she sometimes hopes that Matthew would do the same to her.

"Maybe... a good spanking?" Karen suggests tentatively.

"Oh, you want a spanking, do you? Like a naughty little girl? Right across my knee?" Matthew is grinning a bit.

"Gulp... yes, sir."

"I'm warning you, if I do it, I won't go easy on you. And seeing as how I'm your husband and all, you can expect it on the bare."

"Yes, Matthew," says Karen, her heart fluttering.

"Okay then. Just before bedtime. I'll tuck you in with some teary eyes and a sore tushy."

"Yes, Matthew."

Karen couldn't get it out of her head the rest of the day. Matthew was actually going to spank her. Spank her like a naughty girl. Her parents had rarely spanked her, and even then, only when she was very young and only mildly over her clothes. This would be different.

At bedtime, Karen and Matthew both get ready for bed. When Karen emerges from the bathroom in her nightgown, Matthew is already sitting on the side of the bed in his pyjamas.

"Come on, Karen. Let's get you spanked," Matthew says, patting his lap.

Karen instantly develops a deep blush. "This is so humiliating, and yet I earned it," she thinks to herself. But she goes over to Matthew and drapes herself over his lap. He assists her so her feet and chest and head are all supported on the bed. Her tummy, abdomen, and thighs rest over Mathew's lap. She feels her bottom jutting up.

Matthew lifts her nightgown to above her waist, revealing her small, naked, alabaster cheeks. His breath catches at her intimate beauty as he sees her squirming over his lap in mortified embarrassment at her predicament. Karen thinks it's fitting that her most intimate anatomy is so well presented for her punishment.

"So, you were a naughty girl down here, were you?" Matthew asks rhetorically as he lightly taps the prominently displayed lips of her vagina from behind.

"yessss..."

"Well, naughty girls get spanked," Matthew says as he brings his hard palm down across Karen's small bottom cheeks.

"Ouch!"

"It's a spanking. It's meant to hurt," says Matthew with a grin as he continues spanking his bare-bottomed, squirming wife.

Her cheeks rapidly pinken and then redden under Matthew's palm as she cries out and squirms desperately across his lap.

"Will you be using naughty toys to pleasure yourself when I'm away again?"

"No! Please! I won't! I won't!"

"Are you going to be my good girl? My good modest girl?"

"Yes, Matthew! Yes! I promise! I promise to be... your good little girl."

Matthew stops spanking her and rubs his hand all over her hot bottom, allowing it to drop between her legs to her sopping pussy.

"Is this how a good little girl reacts to her punishment?" asks Matthew as he rubs his hand all over and into her engorged vagina.

"Please, Matthew. I've missed you soooo much."

"I can see that. And feel it," Matthew says with a chuckle. He is as hard as a rock himself.

They make passionate love, ending in a screaming orgasm for Karen and a deeply satisfying ejaculation for Matthew deep up into Karen's needy pussy.

Next morning is a Sunday. Karen and Matthew are both a bit sheepish at breakfast.

"I'm sorry I was so... wanton... last night," says Karen.

"And I'm sorry I didn't handle your punishment like I should have."

"I feel like it was wrong, what we did."

"I feel the same."

"Should we... talk to the pastor about it?" Karen asks.

"Pretty embarrassing."

"More so for me," Karen says with a blush.

"Yeah, I get that. Should we?"

"I think we should."

"Okay. After church then."

"After church."

They attend the sermon, and afterwards they ask the pastor, an older man with graying hair, if they can see him. The pastor agrees and tells them to wait for him in his office as he sees off the remaining congregants.

"So, trouble in paradise?" asks the pastor as he walks into his office seeing Matthew and Karen nervously sitting on the other side of his desk. They had just been married a year ago, and some friction is common in all marriages, the pastor knows.

Karen speaks, "Well, ummm... I guess we're just a bit confused. We're not sure if we're... well... being godly in our marriage."

"Tell me more."

"It started with me. I... I sinned, Pastor."

"How did you sin, my child?"

"Matthew was away on business... and I was missing him so much, and reading my romance novels, and I got the urge... you know?"

"Ah, I see," the pastor responds, only a bit flustered. Quickly gathering himself, he asks, "and did you act on these... urges."

"Yes... I... I ordered a toy online and then used it... more than once."

"Oh, I see. You know you mustn't, Karen. You must reserve all such things for your husband to better bless the sacrament of your marriage."

"I know, Pastor. I knew it was wrong, but I kept doing it until Matthew came home and confronted me."

"I saw the purchase on my credit card account, Pastor," clarifies Matthew.

"I admitted everything to Matthew, and we threw it in the garbage together. But I was still feeling so guilty that, well, that I asked Matthew to punish me by giving me a... gosh... well... a spanking."

The pastor barely concealed his grin.

"I see. And did that help matters?"

"No! That's just it. It was a good spanking, Pastor. On the bare and everything. And it hurt and turned my bottom bright red. But I became so aroused during it. And then Matthew also got aroused, and then we made love, and it all seems so wrong!"

"Ahhh, I see now, child," says the pastor, sitting back and contemplating. He then goes on, "Having these sorts of lustful thoughts when your husband is away is perfectly natural and Godly. All the better for when he returns for the sake of the marital bed. Of course, acting on them as you did when he was away is not Godly. Worse, you knew you were sinning, my child, yet persisted."

"I know.  I'm sorry, Pastor."

"Apologize to God, not to me, in prayer."

"Yes, Pastor. I will."

"It was the guilt of your actions which drove you to seek physical chastisement for your sins. Were you spanked as a child, young lady?"

"I was, Pastor, occasionally and mildly when I was very young."

"You desperately wished for a return to your girlish innocence, which is why you requested to be punished in that manner."

"I see. That makes sense."

"This is not uncommon. Many Godly marriages use such forms of chastisement to promote harmony in the marriage. Matthew, was the chastisement moderate and measured, and delivered with love in your heart?"

"It was, Pastor."

"It was," agreed Karen.

"Good. And you are troubled about the... well... arousal... that you both felt as a result?"

"Yes, Pastor," says Karen, blushing strongly.

"You must not second guess God's will in such matters, my child. Many Godly couples in your circumstance experience the same feelings of arousal before, during, and after chastisement. It is like the conjugal act in this regard. God makes the act pleasurable so that man and wife will engage in it freely. God also wishes for the man to be the head of the household, and for the wife to submit to his leadership. And so he built into the woman a craving to be so chastised, and built into the man a vigorous pleasure in so doing. Do you feel properly chastised for your sins, young lady?"

"I do, Pastor. My poor bum could barely sit in the church pew today."

The Pastor grinned openly for the first time.

"Excellent. Now, Matthew, you must be more firm within the marriage. Check up on your wife. Make sure she is not sinning. And when she sins, as we all do, take the reins firmly in hand and give her the same form of chastisement. End it with forgiveness and lovemaking. Karen, is this what you want from your marriage?"

"Oh, yes, Pastor. Very much so. I confess to needing a firm hand to guide me," she says blushing strongly.

"Do you understand what your wife is telling you, Matthew?"

"Yes, Pastor."

"Excellent. I'll introduce you to other couples in the congregation that practice Christian Domestic Discipline. We have group meetings from time to time to share viewpoints. But I warn you, sometimes, when warranted, chastisement occurs in front of the group."

Karen blushes a further shade of red. Matthew grins like the Cheshire Cat.

"Pastor," asks Matthew, "this particular sin, would that qualify for a spanking in front of the group?"

"With a no-doubt expensive toy involved, multiple sinnings, and then you having to discover this yourself? It most certainly would."

"When's the next meeting?" asks Matthew, as Karen blushes and moistens her panties.

[Author's note: I have a Christian background, but I'm not a practicing Christian, but sort of wish I was so I could believe that it is God's will that my husband spank me when I'm naughty!]


Story 9:  School Uniform Violations

It's a beautiful autumn day in the small town of Millsview. In the heart of the town is a prestigious all girl's school known for its high academic standards and strict rules for all students. These rules include traditional schoolgirl uniforms.

After school, some of the more daring girls hang out at the local soda shop with a group of boys from the nearby public high school. Before arriving, the girls surreptitiously adjust their uniforms to make them look less frumpy. They undo a top button of their blouses and roll up and pin the hems of their skirts to shorten them.

The most daring girl in this regard is Emily. Emily always undoes one button too many and rolls up her skirt more than any of the other girls to show off her long legs. She becomes very popular with the high school boys as a result. Her friends all think she maybe takes it a bit too far, but that's Em for you.

This goes on for a good month when suddenly, out of the blue, Emily's mom enters the soda shop with a friend of hers. At first Em and her mom do not see one another. The friend, however, points out the group of boys and girls and asks, "Is that Em over there?"

Her mom looks and immediately spots Emily. At first, all she can see is her daughter playing with a soda straw in her mouth and flirting with a group of local high school boys. She can see Emily's blouse is unbuttoned so low that she can even see a bit of her bra and cleavage. Outraged, she marches right over to the table.

"Emily Watson! What is the meaning of this?"

"Mom!" Emily shouts in surprise, "what are you doing here?"

"More to the point, what are you doing here, flirting with boys and with your blouse practically unbuttoned?"

Emily blushes red to be scolded like this in front of the boys and her friends. Attempting to gain some control of a rapidly deteriorating situation, she unwisely chooses to go on the offensive.

"Mom! What's the big deal? You're such a prude, and a big hypocrite. I've seen you wearing worse!"

Emily's mom sees red and counts to ten.

"Come here, young lady," she finally says.

"No."

Emily's Mom reaches across the table and grabs her daughter by the ear. The other kids tumble out of their seats to make way as Emily's mom drags her out from behind the table and stands her up in front of her as Emily screeches at having her ear pulled.

"And my God, Emily! Your skirt!"

"What about it?"

Emily's Mom releases her ear and says, "roll that skirt back down and button your blouse back up."

"No!" Emily says petulantly, stomping her foot like a toddler throwing a temper tantrum.

"Either you do it yourself, or I'll do it for you," Emily's mom says angrily.

"Well, I'm not doing it!" says Emily, stomping her foot again. The boys are all smiling at her outburst while the girls are all cringing.

"Very well," Emily's mom says, grabs her by her upper arm, and marches her toward an empty countertop stool. There she perches and then wrestles Emily, still standing, so as to bend her across her lap. Emily struggles but her mom has her well-pinned in place between hip and elbow. Emily's skirt is so short that the bottoms of her white cotton panties can now be seen. Her mom rolls up her skirt more to find the safety pins and removes them all. In the process, Emily's shapely bottom clad in her little white cotton panty is entirely on view. After the pins are removed, rather than allow her back down to lower her skirt, her mom gives her a prodigious swat across the seat of her panty.

"Mom! No!" Emily begs, sounding desperate.

Em's mom gets a rueful grin, lifts her daughter's skirt higher, and begins spanking her – a full-on spanking in front of everybody present – right on the seat of her panties.

She stands Emily back up and the skirt rolls back down to its regulation length just above the knee. She then roughly does up the buttons of Emily's blouse right to the collar.

"Excuse me, Mary," Emily's mom says to her friend, "we'll have to catch up some other day. I need to take Emily home now and deal more thoroughly with this situation."

"I understand entirely," says Mary.

"As for you, young lady, I am taking you home, I will fetch my hairbrush, and then put you across my knee to give you such a spanking you won't be sitting comfortably for a week. And don't think for a moment your panties will be staying up for that spanking!"

"Mom!!!" cries Emily, the "cool girl", incredibly embarrassed to have been sentenced to a bare-bottom over-the-knee hairbrush spanking from her mom in front of the boys and all her friends.

Emily's mom takes her by her upper arm and marches her toward the door, giving her several hard whacks on the seat of her skirt on the way that makes Emily jump and yelp.

"Mom, please!" begs Emily.

"Please take you home and give you a long hard hairbrush spanking on your bare bottom? My pleasure, young lady, my pleasure."

They leave the soda shop. All the girls and boys look at each other in disbelief at what they just witnessed.

The girls start buttoning up and unpinning and unrolling their skirts. The boys look at them and grin. "Don't want your tushies spanked?" they tease.

Back at home, Emily finds herself standing with her hands on her head, facing the wall, waiting for her spanking to start. Her skirt and panties are removed, and her blouse is pinned up with the same safety pins Emily used earlier to keep her rolled up skirt in place. Her little sister teases her about the spanking she's 'gonna get. All the defiance has gone out of Emily as she stands there, knees shaking while Mom changes and then fetches down the dreaded heavy wooden hairbrush for her spanking.

Emily's mom comes back down the stairs carrying the hairbrush. She puts an occasional chair in the centre of the living room, sits, and then tells Emily to come over. Emily shuffles over, keeping her hands on her head, bare from the waist down, to stand beside her mom.

Her mom scolds her some more, then pulls her down across her lap. She proceeds to utterly blister-spank the poor girl to wailing sobs of contrition.

When done, she returns her to face the wall in timeout, showing off her cherry-red cheeks.

Her older brother comes home to see his sister in the corner, her blister-spanked bum on display.

"Geeze, Em," is all he says.

Next day the girls all want to go back to the soda shop to see the boys. Emily doesn't want to, too embarrassed to show her face. The girls insist and drag her along.

All the girls have their school uniforms set precisely according to the rules, Emily included. The boys tease them good-naturedly for looking like complete dweebs. Emily eases herself gingerly into her usual seat, wincing as she sits.

They ask Em if she really got spanked?

One of her friends answers for her. "Did she ever! We made her show us her butt in the washroom, it's blistered and bruised!"

"No shit?" one of the guys asks rhetorically.

"Fucking hairbrush," murmurs Em.

"Are you 'gonna be Mommy's good little girl from now on, Em?" asks Drake, her favourite, most handsome boy.

"Well... I'll try at least not to get caught again..."

[Author's note: I like the more subtle embarrassment of your friends, including boys, including your crush, knowing you, an older teen, still gets spanked bare bum over your mom's knee with her hairbrush. I'll bet the boys got boners picturing it!]


Story 10:  An Aristocratic Marriage

The year is 1520 and the reign of King Henry VIII is well underway. Young Elizabeth de Clancy is to be married to the Earl of Cambridge, a childless widower well into his 50s. Elizabeth protests but her father is having none of it. The match is highly advantageous to the family and Elizabeth must do her duty and bear the man an heir.

Elizabeth had always been a spoiled, pampered little girl, raised without discipline or any sense of duty. She stomps her feet, cries, and carries on, terrorizing her household, but her father will have none of it. He engages a pair of humourless ladies-in-waiting to ensure she does her duty.

When Elizabeth first meets the Earl, she is taken aback. The man is her grandfather's age! He is large and burly, and seems to brook no nonsense, dismissing her almost instantly after declaring that she "will do fine". Elizabeth is hurried away lest she spoil the matter.

When the wedding day arrives, the wailing girl is stuffed into her magnificent gown and a veil placed over her head to hide her tears.

Sobbing softly, she is led firmly down the aisle by her father who will give her away to the Earl. Under an earlier threat of complete disownment, she tearfully says her vows.

As is customary, being a mere slip of a girl, she is excluded from the lavish party that follows, but is taken by her ladies-in-waiting to be bathed and clothed to fulfill her bridal duties in the Earl's marital bed. She is deposited into the Earl's suite and locked in to await his arrival.

Elizabeth is of course a full virgin with no knowledge of matters carnal. She is determined to make her displeasure at the events known to the Earl in no uncertain terms and will resist any and all advances.

After a time eternal, Elizabeth hears a key in the door and in-walks the Earl in a seemingly cheery mood from the wine he has consumed. She will wipe the cheer from his face!

"Ahh, girl. Made ready for me, I see," says the Earl, eying Elizabeth in her night shift.

"I am by no means 'ready for you', Sir, and never shall be!" she says with a pout and a stomp of her delicate foot.

"You shall address me as 'My Lord', My Lady."

Elizabeth spits on the floor in front of his feet. The Earl gets a giant grin on his face.

"A feisty one, are you? With manners no better than a street urchin. We shall see about that."

The Earl begins undressing himself and is soon fully nude in front of the terrified girl. He is a large man. Not fat. Chiselled. Hairy. Elizabeth is terrified to see his member at stiff attention sticking out from his hairy pubes.

"Sizing him up, are you?" asks the Earl, handling his large stiff cock.

"You can't... you won't..."

"I can and I will my Lady. Tonight, we consummate this marriage lest you return home in disgrace."

"Noooo..."

"Are you unaware of the process? My member will penetrate your tight unspoiled cunny, whereupon you will be thrust into until I release the passion from my loins deep inside of you. With any luck, a robust male heir will be born squalling nine moons hence."

"No. Never. It won't fit!"

"Aye. It'll be a tight squeeze, but fit, it will."

"I refuse!"

"The time for refusing is come and gone. Now is the time for us to do our duties."

"No!"

With that, Elizabeth starts throwing her tiny fists at the laughing Earl. He grabs her fists and says, "Ah, you have fire in you, girl!"

Elizabeth, her arms held, her little kicks ineffectual, does the only thing she can, and spits in his face this time.

The Earl is surprised. He licks some of her spittle from his upper lip. "Tasty," he declares.

Elizabeth tries to kick him again, but he sweeps her up off her feet, walks to a stout chair, sits, and throws the girl face down across his lap.

"Oh!" she exclaims at her handling like a bag of potatoes by this uncouth brute. He pins her two arms behind her back with his left hand and pins her kicking feet with his right leg.

"I shall now teach you the manners your father failed to."

With that, the Earl pulls her night shift up her legs; up across her tight, delicate, bare bottom; and then well up above her tiny waist, gathering the material up and pinning it too with his left hand under her two well-held hands.

"No! No! You can't! You can't!" Elizabeth screeches, at the same time angry and completely humiliated by being bared across the oaf's knee as if she was some servant girl taken to task by the groundskeeper. Worse even, to her utter disgust, she can feel his hardened prick pushing into her tummy.

"You shall learn that the consequence of hitting is to be hit back," says the Earl as he raises his arm and then brings his hard hand down with a resounding whack across her twin bared globes.

"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" screams Elizabeth, her body straightening. She had never been treated like this in her life!

The Earl continues the Noble Spanking until Elizabeth's backside is as red as a ripe persimmon fruit and the tears are streaming down her face. The entire time the Earl's member remains stiff as a rod of iron.

"Now, my Lady, have you learned not to hit your Lord and Master?"

"Yes!" she says through gritted teeth.

"Now for a lesson on spitting."

The Earl gathers a large dollop of spit in his mouth and spits it down directly onto Elizabeth's red-hot backside.

"what are you..."

But before she can get more words out, the Earl begins rubbing his spittle into her cheeks, into the crease of her bum, and down and even into her bottom hole and cunny.

"Noooooooo!" she moans at the indignity.

The Earl continues rubbing, concentrating most on the delicate folds of her perfectly presented cunny.

"nooooo... ohhhhhh... oooooooh.... no no... oooooooh..."

No stranger to womanly folds, he works his fingers skillfully, dipping in and out, tracing her clitoris, working it, squeezing it.

Elizabeth has never felt anything like this before. She feels like her body is exploding in pleasure! Her bum and cunny feel completely engorged with blood, and the Earl's ministrations make her writhe in lust. The Earl also feels his blood engorging the shaft and tip of his cock beyond all measure.

With a quick thrust of his fingers the Earl penetrates her maidenhead and then continues his rubbing.

Elizabeth gasps in momentary pain but is quickly returned to her state of sexual bliss.

"Do you wish more, My Lady? There is more to be had, but for that you must attend the marriage bed."

"Yes! Yes, please!" Elizabeth begs as the Earl brings her repeatedly to the edge and back.

The Earl stands, gathering his young bride in his arms. He carries her to the marriage bed, deposits her gently, removes her shift completely, and opens her legs widely.

He mounts her, and supporting his own weight he gently inserts the tip of his engorged member into her hot wet cunny.

She gasps as his large knob enters her. She also feels a yearning in her loins as she has never felt before. She begins moving under him and thrusting her hips up toward him. She needs him deeper.

"Good girl!" the Earl praises as he begins moving gently in rhythm with her.

Slowly, gradually, his cock penetrates her more and more deeply. It hurts Elizabeth, but she wants more!

"More..." she moans to the delight of her Earl.

The Earl thrusts more deeply with the experience of a man who has bedded many women, yet none so fresh, so enticing, so exciting as the young lass under him now.

His cock rubs perfectly past a most sensitive region inside of herself that causes her to lubricate freely in immense pleasure.

He thrusts harder and harder as she moves in tandem with him, holding him tightly until she explodes in a loud, screaming, sexual release, uninhibitedly spraying him and her bedsheets both.

Impossible to put it off even a moment longer, the Earl lets out his own guttural cry and deposits his Aristocratic Seed deep within her.

"Oh... my... God..." says a naked Elizabeth on her back, unable to move, with her naked Earl lounging next to her with a broad grin on his face.

"Did My Lady enjoy her duties tonight?" asks the Earl.

"Yes! Can we do it again? Right now?"

The Earl laughs. "I'll need time to recover, and then we shall definitely do it again, and again, and again, to our heart's content.

"But duty first..." the Earl says, standing up and pulling on his clothes, "we must show evidence of consummation. Put on your night shift and join me on the balcony."

Elizabeth, in a daze, obeys. As she gets up, she notices the soaked, bloody linens upon which they lay.

"My Lord... I'm... bleeding! It's not my time of the month!"

"It is a normal thing and proves your virginity. It only occurs the first time. It was the sharp sensation you felt as I fondled you over my knee, your maidenhead giving way. It's already stopped. You have done me and your family proud."

The Earl picks up the soaked and bloody linen that was laid atop the bed for the purpose and walks towards a louvred door on the side of the room that Elizabeth had not noticed. Throwing the door open he walks out onto a small balcony overlooking the banquet hall where the guests still revel.

Upon his appearance, a cheer goes up. The Earl drapes the soaked and blooded linen on the balcony rail, eliciting a further cheer. He then turns toward his bride hiding still in their rooms and beckons her out. With a deep blush she puts her hand in the Earl's hand and is led out to another cheer.

There is no doubt that everything that transpired in the bedroom was heard in the banquet hall.

"She put up quite a little fight, but my Lord tamed her well!" cries out one of the guests.

"A good smack bottom put her to rights!" says another.

Elizabeth blushes even more deeply.

Another guest cries up, "Awww, don't blush My Lady, a bit of a taming is only fit for such a virtuous maiden!"

"She certainly soaked her bed linens. They're practically dripping!"

The Earl encourages Elizabeth gently forward to acknowledge her guests, which she does with a blush and a wave, barely concealing her surprise when her Earl grabs her buttocks cheek in his hand below the sight of the guests. The Earl and his new young Countess then retire back into their rooms, closing the louvered doors behind them.

"Can we do it again, now?" asks the eager young Countess, jumping on their bed.

[Author's note: I love the fantasy of the reluctant young virgin taken against her will but spanked and fucked into wanting more. When I'm with my husband I'll put my hands above my head, wrists together. He knows to grab them in one hand, maul my breasts with his other, kiss me hard, and fuck me harder as I issue my virginal girlish complaints turning to moans of lust.]


Story 11:  Back to School

Amelia Morton is finally on the verge of graduating University. Sure, she took an extra year, took all the easiest courses, and had her groupmates do most of her work, but she had made it. Plus, she had lined up a prime marketing job starting next September. This would give her the whole summer to chill.

However, there is now trouble in paradise. Soon after her last exam, she receives a letter from the university indicating there is a problem with her graduation and asking her to come in for a meeting with the Dean. Very worried, Amelia goes into the meeting bringing her mom for moral support.

At the meeting the Dean is there (a woman), and to Amelia's surprise, Mrs. Heatherington, the headmistress of the Brexham Hall private all-girls school she attended from K to 12, is there as well.

Amelia is shocked. She greets the Dean and her old headmistress. They both are less than warm to her. Amelia settles in with her mom next to her. The Dean speaks first.

"Amelia, we called you in today on a serious matter. Mrs. Heatherington has informed me that you gained admittance to this University under false pretences."

"What?" says Amelia, shocked and surprised.

Her headmistress steps in.

"We recently caught a young lady cheating on her term paper. She paid a man to write it for her. When the man in question was arrested, there were records of other students he had cheated for in the past, and your name was first amongst them. We have since reviewed your term paper of four years ago and found conclusive evidence that word-for-word it originated with him."

Amelia's face drops. That had happened four years ago! Surely there's some statute of limitations!

"Oh, Amelia!" exclaims her mother, sounding angry, disgusted, and horrified all at once.

Amelia blushes several shades of red. She had thought she had gotten away with it. She calculated that tears were her best response.

"I'm sorry!" she says, breaking out in manufactured tears (she is good at it). "I was so stressed. I didn't know what I was doing. I'm sorry!"

The three older women in the room look at her dubiously, doubting the sincerity of her tears.

"As a result, we cannot graduate you as planned," says the Dean, unmoved by the tears.

"What? No! I did all the work! I passed everything. I graduated! What can I do to fix this?" asks Amelia, sounding desperate.

"We have decided on a potential course of action," says the Dean with a disturbing smirk. "I'll let Mrs. Heatherington explain."

Mrs. Heatherington says, "We will allow you to redo the term you cheated on this summer."

Amelia's face drops. She has to repeat a high school semester? One she got past four years ago? With kids four or five years younger? At super strict Brexham Hall? Ruining her summer of freedom? So embarrassing!

"No, please? Isn't there any other way? Please!?"

"There is no other way," says the Dean with finality.

Her old headmistress adds, "you will be subject to all the rules, standards, and discipline of Brexham Hall, of course."

The colour drains from Amelia's face. Rules at Brexham are strict, and discipline at the traditional all-girl's school is sometimes corporal!

"No... please... I'm too old to go back to that."

"Nonsense," says her mother. "You've certainly earned it. You should be grateful you're even allowed this way out. And besides, a little structure will be good for you. You'll live at home with us, and the old rules will be enforced there as well," she says meaningfully. "Starting today," she adds, staring at Amelia in a way that sends a shiver down her spine and into her butt.

"There's one more important point the Dean and I agreed upon," says Mrs. Heatherington, the Dean nodding in affirmation. "At last assembly you're to be disciplined for having cheated on that term paper four years ago."

While pale before, Amelia's face goes white as a ghost. Amelia had only once heard of a disciplining at school assembly for a serious cheating infraction. It was before her time, but legend had it the girl was caned in the most embarrassing way imaginable, in front of everybody!

"You can't mean... a... a..."

"... a caning in front of staff and students on the bare? Those are the rules, young lady," says Mrs. Heatherington without one hint of remorse, and in fact, a good deal of vitriol, the reputation of her beloved institution so tarnished by the mass cheating this slip of a girl set into motion.

"Mom... say something!" begs Amelia.

"Good," says Amelia's mother. "Well deserved."

"Mom! Please, Dean, it's... it's... inhumane!"

"Hardly," says the Dean. "I agree with Mrs. Heatherington and your mother, it sounds very well-deserved to me. In fact, were it not for this additional feature, I would not have agreed to the arrangement at all."

Amelia looks at the three stern women, seeing not the least pity. Defeated, she lowers her head and nods her agreement miserably.

The Dean wraps the meeting up. "That concludes our business for the time being. Amelia, if you complete your term and the agreed upon disciplining to Mrs. Heatherington's satisfaction, your graduation may proceed before September."

"Thank you for allowing my daughter to make amends," says her mom to the Dean and Mrs. Heatherington. "Come along, Amelia," she says firmly, "let's make sure your old school uniform still fits, and then you have a four-year overdue date with my hairbrush."

The Dean and headmistress look at each other, smile and nod, thinking "good!"

Amelia is in shock. She's 23-years-old, an almost university graduate, and her mom had just informed her, in front of witnesses, that she's due a spanking with a hairbrush. A little kid's spanking. She blushes madly as they depart, her bottom tingling already.

All the way home Amelia is absolutely miserable. She cannot believe this is happening to her. She has to return to high school?! And she's to be caned after, in front of everybody?! And even before any of that, her mom intends to spank her?!

Once back, Amelia tries arguing with her mom, claiming to be too old for spankings. Her mom, furious with her, disagrees.

But before her spanking, Amelia has her try on her old school uniform, including the drab white cotton underwear and bra. While overly tight around her further developed ass and tits, her mom decides everything still fits adequately and conforms to all school rules. She feels utterly humiliated seeing herself in her bulging school uniform. She's 23-years-old! She had left school when she was barely eighteen.

Her mom leaves her dressed like that while giving her the promised hairbrush spanking, and on her bare butt! Skirt flipped up, panties taken down, right across the knee, kicking and howling like a toddler. It's incredibly embarrassing and hurts like hell. Her mom does not take it easy on her.

Then, with her butt still very sore, her mom makes her spend an entire hour with her nose in the corner and her spanked bottom on display. She's only grateful her dad and younger brother didn't see her like that.

Amelia knows from experience that the summer term at Brexham is always well-attended with smart kids trying to get a jump on things and dumb kids repeating failed courses. In the summer term, owing to the smaller numbers, high-school kids of various ages are mixed together in class. She'd be attending classes with girls from grades 9 to 12, with ages from as young as thirteen to as old as eighteen. All wearing the same schoolgirl uniform. All subject to the same rules and discipline.

The even younger kids attend the adjacent lower school for grades 1 to 8. Same staff and faculty, just a different building. Kindergarten and nursery school is next door to that. Amelia had made her way through all those buildings coming up.

As one of the last holdouts, and considered a selling feature for like-minded parents, Brexham Hall still keeps corporal punishment. While it is more common for the lower school, high schoolers are only very rarely treated this way. Most punishments are detentions. Amelia remembers only one stupid girl in high school who was spanked over her gym shorts by the gym teacher for fooling around. The other girls teased her for weeks. This particular teacher had been male. Despite being an all-girls school, staff and faculty were mixed.

Miscreants receive a red note pinned to their blouses. It's ostensibly a note to the parents informing them of the discipline, but effectively acts as a badge of shame, mimicking the colour of a girl's cheeks at having to wear it throughout the school day and all the way home.

Before the first week of summer term, Mrs. Heatherington has the customary pre-term meeting with her staff and faculty. The topic of Amelia Morton is on the agenda.

"One last matter. Some of you may remember Amelia Morton who ostensibly graduated some five years ago." There were nods and murmurs.

"Amelia is the original cheating girl who availed herself of the term-paper writing services that we recently discovered. She found the man, engaged with him, and paid for it with $300 in cash." More murmurs, some of shocks and surprise, all of distaste. "It appears she is the originator who brought this plague upon our school. Fourteen follow-on instances of cheating by other girls as a direct result of Amelia Morton's actions and recommendations. We managed to intercept Amelia before she formally graduated from Auburn University. I know the Dean of Students there. Having been admitted to university under false pretences, the Dean will not allow her to have her degree conferred unless she redoes final term here this summer."

Many of the staff and faculty talk amongst themselves. Some laugh. All agree it is a well-deserved nightmare for the mature almost university graduate to be sent back to high school for a term.

"As she cheated," continues Mrs. Heatherington after she allows the conversation to take its course, "she will of course be subject to the punishment reserved for severe cases of cheating."

A gasp goes up amongst the crowd.

"Despite her age and having completed university coursework, you are all to uphold the strictest academic and behavioural standards for her. There will be a zero-tolerance policy in effect for this girl."

The headmistress spits out this last with some venom. This whole cheating scandal reflects terribly on the school, and this girl is the original perpetrator.

"I want an example made of her," she adds. "To that end, lower school disciplinary techniques are approved for use on Amelia Morton."

The staff and faculty gasp and some chuckle. Lower school techniques could include spanking and slippering at the front of the class. As it is an all-girls' school, skirts could be raised and/or panties lowered at the discretion of the teacher, female or male.

Despite Amelia Morton being fully 23-years of age, all are in full agreement at making a powerful example of such a vile cheat who brought such disrespect upon their school. Madame McTavish, the summer term French teacher, seems particularly scandalized and eager to assist.

On the first day of school, Amelia is feeling extremely humiliated. She is a petite but curvy girl with young-looking features. Stripped of all makeup by school rules, she genuinely looks no older then her high-school cohort. However, her hips and breasts had filled out while at university, and as a result her skirt is overly tight around her bum and her blouse looks at perpetual risk of bursting open with any deep inhalation.

While the other girls do not recognize her, transfer students are not unheard of. Amelia keeps her distance from the other girls not wanting to have to explain her embarrassing presence.

All the high school students, staff, and faculty gather in the auditorium for first assembly. Mrs. Heatherington addresses them. Before the assembly ends, she brings up Amelia.

"Before we close, we have one more matter to deal with. Amelia Morton, step up on stage."

Amelia is confused, her caning is not to be until last assembly, not first assembly! She nervously complies, climbing the steps to the auditorium stage.

"Stand there and face the audience," says Mrs. Heatherington, indicating centre stage for Amelia. Amelia stands there, looking very small on the large stage, dressed in her overly tight school uniform, polished black Mary Janes on her feet, white knee socks, grey plaid skirt to just above the knee, white blouse, and unbuttoned school blazer looking a size too small.

"This young lady is one Amelia Morton, a former student from several years ago. She has attended university in the interim, attaining a rather undistinguished academic record there. However, it has come to light that Amelia Morton is the original perpetrator of the scheme of cash for term papers. She is here to repeat her final term and redeem herself. Her punishment for cheating will be dealt with at last assembly. You may be seated, Amelia."

Amelia shuffles shamefacedly back to her seat, soft tears rolling down her cheeks. The girls to either side of her commiserate with her. The sound in the auditorium rises in a sea of murmurs amongst classmates. Mrs. Heatherington brings the assembly to order and dismisses them all.

Amelia has a full schedule of courses. She is not allowed to complete only the course she cheated on, but all her courses, including English, French, Math, Chemistry, Biology, Music, and mandatory Phys. Ed.

Being summer term, her classes are a mix of grades from 9 to 12. Teacher's aides provide more grade-appropriate guidance to the various sub-groups.

The work proves to be a challenge for Amelia, both the quantity of it and the subject matter. She had not done some of these subjects for many years and had not worked very hard at all in university. It is a shock to her system.

The teachers seem particularly harsh with her, publicly calling her out and faulting her for the slightest of wrong answers, expressing disappointment that a "university girl" does not perform better than this.

Matters come to a head in French class when their marked tests are returned. Madame McTavish has been a particular prig to her. She had not touched French in almost five years while the other girls had just come off their eleventh-grade French, so it wasn't at all fair.

Amelia sees a sea of red corrections on her paper and a large circled "F" at the top. Her heart drops. If she does not pass this course, she cannot graduate.

"Come to the front, Amelia," says her French teacher. "Bring your marked test with you."

"Oh God," Amelia thinks, "it's not enough to chew me out at my desk, she needs to single me out and chew me out at the front of the class."

Amelia reluctantly rises. She's only in her blouse. Her blazer is draped over the back of her chair. She walks to the front, holding her disgrace of a paper.

"We expect much better of you, Amelia. Show the class your result. Hold it up for all to see. That's right. Yes, it's an 'F'. The worst mark in the class by far. You must have exerted essentially zero effort in this class to achieve such an abysmal result. Even a stupid girl who works would attain at least a 'D'."

The class titters as Amelia blushes. In truth, she did put zero effort into studying for the test. She resents the entire proposition that she must do high school homework at her age.

Madame McTavish, continues, her voice cold and firm, "You are here to make amends, not to continue on a path of mediocrity."

Without waiting for a response, Madame McTavish continues, "In this class, subpar efforts receive appropriate consequences." She retrieves from her desk drawer an old-fashioned leather slipper.

Amelia goes ghastly pale. She couldn't... she wouldn't! Only junior girls are slippered! It is unheard of for high schoolers, much less grade twelvers, much less girls her age!

Madame McTavish picks up her armless wooden chair from behind her desk, carries it to the front of her desk, and sets it down facing the class. The room had been utterly silent save for the scraping of the chair's legs against the hardwood floor.

Amelia realizes that Madame McTavish intends to have her go over her knee for her slippering, in front of all the much younger students and the teacher's aides, as if she were a child!

"no... please..." Amelia practically whispers.

Ignoring her, Madame McTavish sits with the leather slipper on her lap.

"Come here, girl," she says, pointing to a spot immediately to her right.

Amelia has no choice but to comply. Refusing discipline would mean expulsion and an end to all her hopes and dreams. As if in a daze, completely red-faced, Amelia makes her way around, still clutching her failing paper.

The younger students watch with a mix of shock, curiosity, horror, delight, and awe as Madame McTavish picks the slipper up from her lap and motions for Amelia to go over her knee. The realization of what is about to happen causes Amelia's face to turn the deepest possible shade of red.

While rare even in grade school, it was always an "event" when a student received a slippering. None of the students had ever heard of a high-school slippering. They can only imagine Amelia's mortification.

Indeed, in the presence of the much younger students, Amelia feels a profound sense of humiliation as she lowers herself across her teacher's lap as a grade 3 girl might. The weight of Madame's gaze, combined with the eager eyes of her classmates, is almost too much to bear. And then, to intensify her mortification, Madame proceeds to lift Amelia's skirt exposing her size too small regulation white cotton panties to the class.

"Are you looking at your paper, young Miss?" Madame McTavish asks.

"Yes, Madame," Amelia says, her paper still clutched in her hands in front of her as she lies bottom up over Madame's knee.

"If you remove your eyes from it, you shall be sent to the headmistress for a caning after your slippering. Class, keep an eye on her. Tell me if she looks away.

"Continue looking at the paper," Madame says as she slips her fingers into the waistband of Amelia's panties and slowly lowers them to her knees.

"noooo," Amelia says softly as her panties descend, baring her bottom for the entire classroom to see. Tears form in her eyes that drip directly onto her failed test paper.

All the students gasp as Amelia's bottom is bared. Even in junior school, panties were almost never lowered in front of the class, a mortifyingly humiliating supplement to the punishment reserved in lore for only the worst imaginable offences. Many of the students had never even seen it throughout their junior school days, so rare was it.

As Madame bares Amelia's bottom, Amelia's face turns a shade of red that could rival any sunset. The younger students watch, their eyes wide, as Amelia, a university graduate, is put in her place in the most humbling manner.

Amelia wriggles her big bare bottom in abject humiliation over Madame's lap, not being able to help the clenching and releasing action combined with a sudden strong urge to pee. Some girls more to the side are embarrassed on Amelia's behalf as they see her naked sex so fully exposed participating in the clench and wriggle.

Rather than getting on with it, Madame keeps her there as she delivers a final lecturing to the unfortunate bare bottomed miscreant as she squirms in both embarrassment and need.

Having finished the scolding, the room is thick with tension as Madame raises the slipper and then brings it down resoundingly across Amelia's bared buttocks. Each slap of the slipper against Amelia's bare skin resonates loudly, only to be followed by Amelia's stifled whimpers. Her embarrassment is palpable, heightened by the fact that she is being disciplined like a young child in front of students much her junior. The searing pain of the slipper is almost secondary to the profound shame she feels.

Amelia wriggles, cries, and kicks her feet as she is most soundly slippered. All the while she stares at the large red encircled 'F' of her abysmal returned test.

"Please, Madame! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'll work harder! I promise! Please!"

Madame, however, is deaf to her increasingly strident cries as she continues the hapless girl's disciplining. With each sharp slap of the slipper, Amelia's pride is further stripped away.

After an unusually long slippering that fully reddens her bottom to the colour of a ripe tomato, and amidst Amelia's now incoherently wailing crying whose tears fully soak her test paper, Madame ends her slippering and assists her off her lap. As Amelia stands, her panties puddle at her ankles and her skirt falls back into place, covering her blazing buttocks.

Madame forcefully makes the crying young lady face the class. All the students and even the aides are wide-eyed at the snivelling, tearful display.

Madame returns the chair to behind the desk, sits, takes out a small red paper, and writes out the punishment received and the reason why for her parents to later read.

Bringing some safety pins with her, she pins the unmistakable red note to Amelia's blouse at the centre of her chest.

"Turn around, face away from the class."

Amelia turns, not knowing why.

Madame lifts Amelia's skirt high above her waist and pins it to her shoulders. This once again exposes Amelia's punished backside for all to see. It had always been lore, now confirmed, that bare bottomed cornertime invariably follows bare bottom slippering.

Madame takes Amelia by the arm and leads her slowly shuffling with her panties around her ankles to the front corner of the classroom. There she puts her nose in the corner with her hands still clutching her failed test atop her head.

"You will stay like that until the end of class and then wait there until I release you. Take this time to reflect on your actions and their result, young lady. You have nobody to blame but yourself."

With that, Madame McTavish resumes the class as a quietly sobbing Amelia stands in the corner, her blazing red bottom acting as a warning beacon to the other students, each of whom doubles down on their own efforts.

As Amelia stands there, her bottom burns with the heat of her slippering. More distressingly, her urge to pee returns strongly. She squirms her toes, wiggles her bum, squeezes her thighs, and knocks her knees together pigeon-toed in an attempt to stave it off. Some of the pupils giggle at her distress and it's obvious cause. Madame looks around and catches sight of the "show".

"Stand still, young miss, or you'll find yourself back across my knee."

"Please, Madame. May I please use the restroom," she begs, admitting the cause of her distressed squirming.

"You may not. Timeout is timeout. You should have gone before class."

As Madame McTavish continues to teach, the pressure in Amelia's bladder becomes intolerable, and she lets loose a small squirt that rolls down her legs and onto her lowered panties. The one squirt opens a floodgate, and Amelia lets out an embarrassed wail as a full stream opens up, soaking her legs and panties and puddling on the hardwood floor around her Mary Janes.

Madame McTavish even seems to smile as this occurs. She scolds Amelia, sends for the superintendent with his mop, and sends Amelia, red-faced, to the school nurse.

The school nurse is unsympathetic. She places Amelia on the exam table, cleans her legs and private places with baby wipes, lifting her legs high, and then gets out a diaper.

"No, please!" Amelia says.

"Your panties are soaked, young lady," she says holding the diaper.

"I'll go without!" Amelia cries.

"You will do no such thing," the nurse says. "Young ladies have discharges." With that she diapers Amelia.

Amelia wears the diaper and the red note of shame pinned to her blouse for the remainder of the day. Word spreads throughout the school of her humiliating slippering and subsequent wetting.

Returning home at the end of the day, she sheepishly presents herself to her mother. She's worried her little brother, aged fifteen, is home as well.

"What have you gotten yourself into?" asks her mom rhetorically as she unpins the note from Amelia's blouse. "Oh, Amelia! An F? And you got your bare bum smacked for it, did you, right in front of the class?"

Her brother now making his presence known, guffaws from the doorway as Amelia blushes red.

"Well, you know the rules, Amelia, go fetch my hairbrush and bring it back down here."

"Oh, Mum, please!"

"Shush! Do as you're told, or I'll let father take care of it."

"But Mum, please, not down here," she says, horrified at the prospects of a living room spanking with her brother present.

"Now, Amelia. Don't make me have to tell you again."

"Oh, Mummy!" she cries as she runs up the stairs crying to fetch the hairbrush.

When she returns, her mum is seated on a living room chair. She beckons Amelia over and has her hand over the hairbrush. She takes Amelia across her lap, raises her skirt, and is surprised at what she sees.

"Amelia!" she exclaims.

"I wet myself!" she cries. "Madame didn't let me go to the restroom!"

"You should have gone before class."

Mom unfastens the tabs and removes the mercifully dry diaper.

Her brother, still skulking in the doorway, lets out another guffaw.

"That will do, Peter," says Mom as Peter gets a last eyeful of his big sister's very bare rear-end across Mom's knee as he saunters off.

"I see Madame already did an exemplary job on your bottom," says her mum, eying the still dusky red expanse of her daughter's backside.

However, without missing a beat, she nonetheless proceeds to re-scorch her daughter's bottom with the cruel hairbrush, reducing Amelia to wails of contrition.

After her punishment, Amelia begins smartening up and starts taking her subjects seriously. Now that she realizes she is subject to junior school discipline, she becomes extra diligent.

The only course she has fun with is Mr. Daniels' Phys. Ed. class. Mr. Daniels, or Coach Daniels as he prefers, looks the part of an athlete and maintains strict order, handing out extra laps and detentions for the more unruly girls. He is also not that much older than Amelia herself, as yet unmarried and having just broached his thirties. Many of the girls have a crush on Coach Daniels, which Amelia considers childish, though she does appreciate his handsome charms.

Amelia, however, makes the mistake of becoming entirely too comfortable in Coach Daniels' class. Out on the playing pitch, as the coach is giving final instructions, Amelia is chattering away at the back with one of the few friends she has made.

"Morton," the coach's voice suddenly booms out, interrupting himself. "Is there something so pressing that you wish to share it with the class?"

All eyes turn to Amelia.

"No, sir," she says sheepishly.

"In that case, step forward, young lady."

Amelia steps to the front of the class. She is dressed in her school T-shirt and gym shorts, with white ankle socks and sneakers, as are all the other girls.

"The headmistress has deemed special rules for you, Morton. Enhanced behavioural standards expected. I hardly think we're living up to those, now are we?"

"No, sir," she blushes.

"There's also some special disciplinary standards, are there not, Morton?" asks the coach as he raises a knee by placing one foot on the bench, and then taps his thigh.

Amelia's heart flutters. "This can't be happening again!" she cries out silently to herself.

Numbly, she wanders over to him.

"Up you get," he says with a broad grin.

Amelia climbs the bench and drapes herself across his high knee, feet and head dangling, as the coach smiles ruefully.

With a flick of his wrist, the coach has her gym shorts down exposing her in her overly tight and threadbare white cotton panty stretching taughtly over her bum. Bent over as she is, her thin panty molds around her pouty pussy pouch as if a second skin.

The coach brings his iron-palmed, paddle-like hand down six times, alternating buttocks cheeks.

No sooner had he started than he is done, and he easily lifts her off him and onto the ground where she hastily pulls up her gym shorts, blushing crazily.

After allowing Amelia to regain her composure, Coach Daniels fixes her with a stern gaze. "I trust, Morton, that this lesson has made an impact?" he asks, his voice brimming with authority.

Amelia nods, her voice quivering. "Yes, sir."

"Good. Because I want you to understand something clearly." He pauses for a moment, ensuring he has her full attention. "Any future disruptions, any lack of respect or discipline in my class, and you'll find yourself across my lap being spanked like a pre-schooler. And I promise you, next time it won't end so quickly. I'll take my time, and I'll ensure you're reduced to a wailing little girl, right here in front of all your peers," he adds pointing to the class.

Amelia gulps, the weight of his warning sinking in. Pre-schoolers are spanked on their bare bottoms. The very thought of enduring an even more extended, more intense bare bottom punishment, all while her classmates look on, is enough to strike terror into her heart.

"Am I understood?" Coach Daniels presses.

Amelia's voice is barely audible, but she manages to croak out, "Yes, sir."

The remainder of the class proceeds without a hitch, with Amelia making a concentrated effort to follow every instruction to the letter.

Seeing as it was such a quick affair, Coach Daniel spares her the scarlet note pinned to her blouse, thus saving her from another spanking at home.

As the days pass, Amelia finds it difficult to get the incident with the handsome Coach Daniels out of her mind. Her feelings of little girl helplessness while dangling across his elevated iron hard thigh. His impossibly hard hand descending on her bum (she is sure he doesn't know his own strength). The casual stripping down of her shorts and her subsequent panty-clad exposure. She tries emulating at home the position he had her in, and blushes eight shades of red when she sees through her mirror how obscenely her rounded bum and pouting pussy presents itself through her pulled-tight school panties. And how close his large hard hand had come to those pussy lips. She swears a fingertip even accidentally grazed a pussy lip as he spanked. She recalls his ominous and stern warning that if she repeats her behaviour, he'll spank her across his lap, panties lowered, like a little girl, to tears. She masturbates in a fever dream of passion and humiliation at the thought.

Back at school, the older girls tease her most about her quick spanking from Coach Daniels, saying they wouldn't at all mind a bit of that themselves. They tease her that she'll deliberately misbehave to earn another spanking from him. That thought is, in fact, a constant in her dream-fevered mind.

Perhaps deliberately, perhaps subconsciously, or perhaps through pure forgetfulness (not even she knows), Amelia becomes looser and looser in Coach Daniels' class. The girls in her group are supposed to do a specific soccer drill, however Amelia makes a farce of it, turning it into what is essentially a game of hopscotch.

The coach's whistle sounds loudly, stopping all action and bringing the girls' attention immediately towards him.

"What in pity's name is going on with group three?" the coach asks. All the girls in the group, including Amelia, go pale.

"You three," the coach indicates the other girls in the group. "After-school detention in your gym gear. You'll run laps for an hour."

Amelia is notably left out.

"As for you, Morton. I warned you, young lady. I told you what would happen if you disrupted my class again."

The other girls almost unnoticeably clear a path between Amelia and the coach.

"Get over here, young lady, you have a hard lesson to learn, right here, right now, in front of all your classmates."

Amelia walks, as if in her fever-dream, to the coach. He takes her arm and conducts her to the bench where he sits and pulls her small frame face down over his broad lap.

Taking his time, Coach Daniels begins to draw down her gym shorts. Once the shorts are down to her knees, there is a brief pause, the silence on the field punctuated only by Amelia's anxious breathing. Then, with the same deliberate pace, he begins to lower her panties, each moment agonizingly slow, deepening her sense of vulnerability. Every inch of revealed bare skin is a fresh wave of embarrassment for Amelia, her face burning in mortification. The whispered gasps from her classmates further underscore her predicament.

Secured over his knee, Amelia tries to brace herself. However, nothing can prepare her for the calculated pace of the punishment that ensues. Each swat is firm and deliberate, one after another after another. The initial shock and sting soon melds into a continuous burn.

As the minutes drag on, Amelia's stoic facade begins to crumble. Her determined attempts to hold back her cries become increasingly futile. Soon, her muffled protests evolve into audible whimpers, which eventually turn into full-blown cries. Her earlier bravado is stripped away with each swat, revealing the vulnerable young woman beneath.

As the spanking continues, each slap reignites the burn from the previous ones, causing her to squirm and kick wildly in a desperate bid to escape the unrelenting pain.

Her flailing legs send her lowered garments flying, her shorts and panties first tangling around her ankles and then getting kicked off entirely, leaving her even more exposed. The more she tries to wriggle and resist, the firmer Coach Daniels' hold becomes, ensuring she is right where he wants her.

"Please, Coach Daniels, please stop!" she begs between sobs, her voice carrying. Her classmates watch on, a mix of sympathy and disbelief painted on their faces. None had expected the proud and strong-willed university graduate to reach this breaking point.

Coach Daniels, however, remains unmoved. His voice is firm and unyielding as he responds. "Amelia, you were well aware of the consequences," he states, not pausing in his delivery. "I will not go back on my word. You will receive the full measure of your punishment as promised."

Amelia's pleas dissolve into continuous sobs, but no further words of protest escape her lips. She recognizes, in that agonizing moment, the futility of arguing with the unwavering coach. Her body continues to twitch and squirm with each swat, but Coach Daniels maintains a steady, firm grip, ensuring she can't evade her punishment.

The field, filled with the resonant sound of the coach's hand meeting Amelia's bared skin and her inconsolable sobbing, becomes a theatre of discipline and remorse. Her classmates, witnesses to her thorough chastisement, seeing her reduced to the status of a wailing little girl spanked over Daddy's knee as promised, are starkly reminded of the seriousness with which Coach Daniels views discipline.

The coach allows Amelia to rise. She instantly clutches her punished rear cheeks, dancing in place as the coach looks on with a grim amusement. Finally, sensible to the fact that she has nothing on beneath her waist, with her carefully groomed putenda on full view, she blushingly covers herself with her two hands.

"Laps, Miss Morton, no pants," orders the coach.

Amelia cannot believe what she hears. However, the coach steps up to her, takes her by the arm, points her toward the track, and gives her a prodigious whack on her bare backside to send her jogging around the track, nude from the waist down, her bottom glowing only slightly more intensely than her face.

Once class is dismissed, the coach tells a blushing Amelia, crouched over with her hands covering her vagina, to come to his office once she is showered and changed.

Amelia gathers her discarded shorts and panties, still lying where she kicked them off, and goes to the change rooms.

All the girls both commiserate with her and tease her. After showering, with the girls around her still tittering about the state of her smacked bum, Amelia re-dresses and goes to the Coach's office. There he pins a scarlet note to the centre of her blouse.

Once home, this time it is her father who deals with her, giving her the strap in her bedroom as she lies naked draped over her three pillows.

Fully cured of the desire for any more discipline whatsoever, Amelia puts in a major scholastic and behavioural effort, and gives the vigilant teachers not even the slightest reason to punish her.

However, the knowledge of her final humiliation looms over her. Provided she passes all her courses, she must still get through a public caning before being allowed to graduate.

Graduation day approaches and nothing more has been mentioned about her caning, and Amelia, head firmly in the sand, refuses to ask.

Final assembly is called. Amelia is hoping her recent exemplary behaviour has mitigated her crime.

However, all her hopes are dashed as Mrs. Heatherington makes her way toward the podium, her heels clicking on the hardwood stage, carrying a disciplinary cane.

All the students silence themselves before even being asked to. The presence of the disciplinary cane can mean only one thing: a girl is to be publicly caned.

Speaking into the eerie silence of a hundred students from grades 9-12, and a cohort of over twenty staff, faculty, and teacher's aides, the headmistress speaks.

"Amelia Morton. Come to the stage."

All the blood draining from her face, her friends have to help her to her feet. She walks in a daze back up onto the stage.

"As you are aware from first assembly, Miss. Morton committed the most grievous of honour code violations, paying for a term paper and presenting it as her own work to allow herself to graduate. Whilst her most recent behaviour and academic achievements have been exemplary, this cannot excuse such a grievous violation of our honour code. As such, Amelia Morton, you shall receive eighteen cuts of the senior girls' cane to your bare bottom on this stage."

Amelia practically falls down as her knees turn to jello.

The headmistress approaches her carrying the dread cane. She has her turn her back to the audience, and then removes her skirt from around her waist revealing her backside encased in her white cotton panty. She then removes her blazer and unbuttons her blouse and removes it too, exposing the full expanse of her bare back save for the thin bands of her bra strap.

"Spread your legs shoulder width apart, bend over, and grab your ankles."

Feeling still dazed and confused, Amelia does as ordered as her tight panties strain to contain her big bottom.

Mrs. Heatherington then grabs the two edges of Amelia's panties and pulls them right down to her ankles, stretching them between her two spread legs.

The audience audibly gasps as Amelia's full anatomy goes on view. Bent double with legs spread her vagina and bottom hole are fully displayed under the bright stage lights. Amanda hears their reaction and sees their faces upside down through her spread legs. Of course, the audience will also see her face, and her heaving barely-bra-encased breasts as she is caned.

Mrs. Heatherington measures the cane across Amelia's bottom, spanning her cheeks immediately atop her plump vaginal lips.

"You shall count each stroke and ask for the next. If you lose count or if you move your feet or your hands leave your ankles, the stroke will not be counted. Request your first stroke when you are ready, girl."

Just as Amelia is about to request her first stroke, the auditorium door opens and her parents and brother, accompanied by the Dean of her university, enter and take seats toward the back.

The reality of it striking her, Amelia begs. "Please Mrs. Heatherington, I'm so exposed!"

"Indeed, you are, young lady. Ask for your first stroke and let's have it over with."

"Please, may I have the first stroke."

Mrs. Heatherington pulls the cane back and delivers a fierce cut flush across the lowest part of her buttocks.

SWISH!

At first, Amelia feels nothing but an odd coldness, but within a second, she begins to feel a fiery brand grafted across her twin globes, intensifying quickly to an unbearable burn.

"Ahgggggggg!" Amelia cries as the burn sinks in and a vivid raised weal appears where she was struck. Her knees shake and bend as she pumps her bottom lewdly in the air, desperately attempting to maintain position. Finally, getting it under control, the cut still burning hotly, Amelia asks for the next.

"That was one. Thank you, Ma'am. May I please have the next."

SWICK!

The second proceeds as the first but spaced a mere centimetre above the previous stroke. Amelia struggles to absorb the stroke, maintain position, thank her disciplinarian, and request the next, and the next, and the next, to the full measure of eighteen. Only one stroke needed to be repeated as Amelia reflexively stood after a brutal cut across her high thighs. She quickly regained position and the stroke was repeated before going on to the next.

The audience is mesmerized by the sight of the unfortunate girl being disciplined so severely. After each stroke she jiggles and wiggles as she tries desperately to retain control of herself. During these gyrations her pussy and bottom hole gape open and closed as she clenches and relaxes, providing the most humiliating display any girl could dream of. Each girl in the audience could not but picture herself in the unfortunate Amelia's place and shudder at the thought.

What's more, it's one thing to be caned in front of other girls and women, however there are many men in attendance as well, experiencing the same lewd view presented. The girls feel mortified on Amelia's behalf at the male gaze participating in her punishment. They would all absolutely die of embarrassment in her place.

Well before the end, tears and snot are pouring down Amelia's face as she struggles to breathlessly say her words. On each stroke they see the scream forming in her mouth, at first silent, and then ear splitting in intensity.

With the intensity of her gyrations, first one breast, and then the other falls out of her ill-fitting brassiere. Her mother had insisted she wear the full school uniform from years before, including underwear, despite the noticeable growth in her breasts and hips. Mrs. Heatherington is unmoved and continues her caning regardless. It's certainly not her fault the girl's bra appears two cup sizes too small for her dangling breasts.

"Eig... eigh.. eigh... eight... t... teen, Ma'am. Th... th... th... thank you, m... m... ma'am."

Mrs. Heatherington pauses there, allowing the full measure of the experience to sink in for all concerned. Amelia remains bent doubled, hands on her ankles, her tearful face visible, her bare breasts visible, her pussy and bottom hole lewdly splayed and displayed. Most notable is her bare bottom and thighs, marked with eighteen parallel raised weals, from mid-bottom to high thigh, vividly standing out as a testament to the severity of her caning.

Mrs. Heatherington looks on with satisfaction. Every element of the punishment was planned. Her positioning and her lewd display were by design. Her design. She wanted to make this day live in infamy for any girl so foolish as to contemplate cheating of this magnitude.

After a seemingly interminable time, Mrs. Heatherington speaks.

"Stand up, Amelia. Stop making a spectacle of yourself. Adjust your breasts back into your bra and raise your panty."

Amelia slowly rises. She blushes anew as she realizes her breasts had fully popped out for all to see between her spread legs. She hastily restores them to the confines of her too-tight bra. She then slowly bends and painfully works her panties back up her cane-striped bottom.

"Turn."

Amelia turns to face the audience dressed only in bra and panty, socks and shoes, still snivelling.

Mrs. Heatherington returns to the lectern to continue the assembly as her secretary comes on stage and guides Amelia off to the wings.

"Come with me," the secretary says, leading Amelia through the empty corridors to the main thoroughfare immediately outside the headmistress' offices.

"Stand here," she says. "Hands on head."

Amelia stands two feet away from the bare wall of the corridor, her hands laced atop her head.

The secretary enters her office and then re-emerges with a small sign on a stand with the words "honour violation" printed.

She reaches for Amelia's panties and pulls them down her legs to her ankles as Amelia winces at the pain from her stripes.

She then reaches for the strap of her bra, unfastens it, and removes it, leaving Amelia in the corridor fully nude save for her black Mary Jane shoes, white knee socks, and her panties humiliatingly banded around her ankles.

"You're to stay like that until the end of the schoolday." It is not yet 11am. "I shall gather your clothing and belongings from the auditorium and from your locker and keep them in my office. You may retrieve them at the end of the day."

And so it is that Amelia is made to stand at attention, hands on head, fully nude above the ankles for the next few hours. Her vivid weals act as a stark reminder of her punishment. Many students, teachers, and even parents pass by her. The brothers and Dads particularly enjoy the view of the punished girl. Her bubble butt severely striped. Her large breasts standing firm atop her petite body. Her flat tummy and well-groomed genitals with her inner labia poking out obscenely between the lips of her outer labia. A veritable anatomy lesson for the brothers fortunate enough to be dragged to their sisters' school on last day. The girls of the school all titter nervously as they pass. The teachers, males especially, walk past without comment or obvious eye movement.

At one point the Dean of her University passes and declares that by the end of the day she would have fulfilled all the conditions required to graduate.

Her parents and brother stop by as well. Her parents offer only cold comfort, saying how ashamed they are of her as her brother gawks at her naked body and well-whipped booty.

At the end of the day, Amelia remains standing even after last bell, allowing the corridors to empty. The secretary comes out and releases her, bringing her into the office to dress and collect her belongings.

Amelia walks stiffly out of the school. She would feel the effects of the caning for weeks yet.

Carrying all her stuff, Amelia contemplates the long walk home. Just then Coach Daniels pulls up in his red convertible sports car.

"You look a bit sore, Miss. Morton," he says with a grin. "Can I offer you a lift home?"

Dreadfully embarrassed, both about her earlier spanking from him, and his witnessing her caning and denuded timeout, she nonetheless accepts his offer, knowing it would be agony to walk home in her current state. She puts her stuff in the backseat then climbs gingerly into the front passenger seat, lowering herself with a wince as coach laughs.

"I'll try to avoid any bumps," he says jokingly.

Amelia cracks a small smile, "it would be appreciated."

As they drive, they talk about Amelia's future. Amelia also learns that Coach Daniels is on the verge of receiving his school principal qualification and runs a successful small business on the side.

As they reach Amelia's home, he says, "you know... I don't normally... but seeing as you are no longer my pupil... and you are actually all grown up and sexy as hell... I don't suppose..."

"Why yes. Yes you may," says Amelia as she reaches over and kisses Coach Daniels passionately.

[Author's note: I have a persistent nightmare about actually not fulfilling some high school qualification and being sent back to redo it. This was my inspiration!

Poor Amelia. What an embarrassing caning! I'm sure Coach will apply some soothing cream of his own manufacture to her beaten buns!]


Story 12:  Skinny Dipper Spanked

[Author's note: And so we reach our twelfth and final short story: the tale of "Julie", me, taken-in-hand by my husband David. Many elements are true: our cottage (really my family's); the nosy older neighbours; the lake; and my penchant for skinny dipping where others may see me!]

Julie is a young fun-loving wife recently married to her somewhat older husband, David. David has a summer cottage on a lake in the Muskokas that he now shares with Julie. Their neighbours, the Morgans, are an older couple who've been on the lake for decades.

Early in the marriage the Morgans complained about Julie sunning herself topless on the dock. Moreover, Julie often slips fully nude into the lake for skinny dipping. Both of these activities are firmly contrary to the local Muskoka Lakes by-laws and scandalized the devout Morgans. They complained to David, whose family and he they have known for years. He, in turn, made Julie promise to wear her swimsuit at all times for the sake of neighbourly relations.

David had thought the matter dealt with, however upon returning from a trip to town for hardware he was confronted at the door by the Morgans who renewed their complaint. It seems Julie had taken the opportunity afforded by David's absence to shirk the rules and not only skinny dip but even sunbathe completely in the nude.

David is angry. He did not doubt the Morgans in the least. He knows Julie can be quite the little disobedient brat given the right circumstances, and this latest infraction is right in character.

Prior to this incident, fed up with other aspects of Julie's behaviour, David had taken up corporal punishment for his flighty young wife in the form of strict bare bottom spankings over his knee. Determined to apply the same punishment to his wife's impertinent bottom on this occasion, and knowing the Morgans are firm believers in "spare the rod, spoil the child", David decides on the spot to invite them in.

"I'm very sorry for my wife's utterly unacceptable behaviour. I forbade her from taking her swimsuit off at the lake, but it appears she's defied me in this. I've recently taken an approach I know you favour, and I can assure you she'll not be sitting comfortably once I've done with her."

The Morgans both break out into big grins. "Excellent," says Mr. Morgan. "Bravo," says Mrs. Morgan.

"Given she's offended both of you on more than one occasion now, would you do me the honour of being my guests and witnessing her comeuppance?"

The Morgans look dubious at the odd request. Before they can say anything, David goes on.

"Having you there will fittingly add to her punishment, bring her down a peg or two, and hopefully teach her to treat you with the respect you've earned. It also should put an end once and for all to this skinny-dipping nonsense."

The Morgans look thoughtful.

"What do you think, dear," asks Mr. Morgan of his wife, clearly eager himself but trying his best to hide it.

Mrs. Morgan smirks subtly and says, "If you think it will help, we'd be happy to assist." She knows it will be a treat for her husband to get to witness that pretty young thing get her bum smacked, but he's been a good faithful husband for many years and deserves his little treat.

They walk down to the living room. David has the Morgans take a seat and serves them some iced tea. He then goes to get Julie who is reading in the bedroom.

"Julie, come with me," David says sternly.

At first, not realizing what is going on, she follows her husband out. She senses she's in trouble but does not know why. Perhaps it's the mess she left in the kitchen?

However, as she enters the living room and sees the Morgans, she instantly understands.

"Julie, what have I told you about nude sunbathing and skinny-dipping?"

"That it's... not allowed," Julie says in a small voice, standing there wringing her hands, fidgeting her bare toes, and looking at her feet.

"And yet the Morgans tell me that is exactly what you did when I left you unsupervised. Do you dispute it?"

"No, sir," she says, piteously. She had assumed that if they saw her at all that the Morgans would just fume impotently in their own cottage, and not come over and tell on her to David. She shoots them both a resentful look that is lost on neither of them.

"Apologize," orders David.

"Sorry," she says flippantly, eyes rolling, still aggrieved.

"Oh!" Mrs. Morgan says, unable to control her mounting distaste for the rude and inconsiderate girl. Mr. Morgan chuckles, knowing the insincere apology and eye roll will likely cost the poor girl dearly.

"We'll see if we don't get a more sincere apology after your punishment," says David, picking up an armless wooden chair in one hand and setting it down in the middle of the rustic cottage living room facing the Morgans who are seated just opposite, side-by-side on the sofa.

Julie's eyes widen. "You... you... can't!" she exclaims realizing her husband's intent. "Not with them here!"

"I can and I will, young lady. And given the nature of your infraction, and seeing as how much you like showing off in the nude, remove everything. Now!"

"You can't mean..."

"I do mean. You'll go across my knee as you were on the dock. Buck naked, young lady. Now strip!"

All the blood drains from Julie's face. She briefly looks at the smirking visages of the Morgan's then quickly looks away. Her heart pounds with the humiliation of it all. Slowly she reaches back, unhooks her summer dress, and lets it fall to the floor. She has no bra. She then bends and lowers her panties to her feet and steps out of them. She is bare as a baby and blushes deeply. She crouches and covers her lightly furred blonde vagina with one hand, her breasts with the other arm and hand. It's one thing to be daring and nude at a distance by her own choice, it's quite another under these humiliating circumstances.

David sits and pulls her across his lap.

"Oh!" Julie exclaims as she goes sprawling over his knee.

Clamping her firmly in place, he proceeds to give her a most memorable spanking, reddening her previously lilly-white bottom to fire engine hue.

The Morgans look on with a rueful sense of satisfaction. Despite his age, Mr. Morgan admires the young wife's figure as she lies across her husband's lap becoming increasingly animated and wriggly as her discipline proceeds. He particularly notices the way her bountiful bare breasts bounce and jiggle in profile over the far side of David's stern knee.

Mrs. Morgan understands the effect the pretty naked brat gyrating wildly would be having on her husband. She is pleased he in no sense lets on, fixing a firm look on his face. She can only imagine the embarrassment felt by the disrespectful little brat and is glad for it.

The sound of each smack echoes in the silence of the room, punctuated only by Julie's cries and tearful apologies.

After what feels to Julie like an eternity, it is over. David puts Julie to her feet. Tears streaming down her face, she quickly covers herself again with her hands and avoids looking directly at the Morgans.

Mrs. Morgan, always quick with her judgments, comments, "I hope this teaches you some decency, young lady."

Julie nods, her voice shaky. "I'm sorry. I promise, it won't happen again."

"Good job, young man," says Mr. Morgan, impressed with David's handling of the situation.

They get up to leave, satisfied that justice has been served.

Julie is made to nurse her sore bum and contemplate her naughty actions with an hour spent nose in the corner.

Next morning at breakfast, Julie learns David is not done with her yet.

"Julie, I'm afraid you've completely poisoned our relationship with the Morgans. To make genuine amends I want you to get into your cleaning frock and gather your cleaning supplies. I'll take you next door and you'll offer to clean house for the day to make amends."

"Yes, sir," Julie says, the memory of yesterday's spanking still fresh in her mind and not wanting a repeat performance.

With Julie dressed in casual cleaning attire, kerchief around her long blonde hair, David escorts her to the Morgan's home. He knocks on the door, and Mr. Morgan opens it, looking a bit surprised.

"You two again," he says with a chuckle.

"Good morning," David greets. "As a token of our genuine remorse and in an attempt to rebuild our neighbourly relationship, Julie would like to offer her services to clean your home today."

Mrs. Morgan, appearing from behind her husband, looks uncertain. "David, that's really not necessary," she starts, but David interrupts.

"It's a gesture, Mrs. Morgan. We feel it's the least we can do after the distress caused."

Looking at Julie, he adds, "And if you find her slacking or not doing a good job, feel free to take matters into your own hands, if you understand my meaning. Julie knows the consequences."

Julie's face turns a deep shade of red, remembering the events of the previous day. She nods in confirmation, though the idea of facing further punishment, especially from the Morgans, makes her shiver.

"Well, it is due for a deep clean..."

Julie has been hard at work for several hours, cleaning the various rooms of the Morgan's house. The downstairs is now spotless, and she makes her way upstairs, starting with the bathrooms and guest rooms. Mrs. Morgan is a real task master!

The Morgans, who are in their backyard tending to their garden, trust Julie to be alone in their home, especially after David's earlier admonition.

Feeling emboldened, and perhaps a little curious, Julie slowly approaches the door to the Morgan's master bedroom. She knows she shouldn't be snooping, but a part of her is curious about the older couple, and she rationalizes it as looking for things to clean.

The bedroom is a cozy, personal space, filled with photographs of family, heirlooms, and various mementos from trips. Drawn to a dresser, she begins opening drawers, looking at Mrs. Morgan's jewelry and Mr. Morgan's collection of vintage watches.

Engrossed in her snooping, Julie doesn't hear the footsteps approaching. Just as she is holding a delicate necklace, Mrs. Morgan enters the room. "Julie! What on earth are you doing?" she exclaims.

Julie jumps, the necklace slipping from her fingers and clattering onto the dresser. "I-I was just... I thought I saw something that needed cleaning," she stammers, her face pale.

Mr. Morgan, hearing the commotion, joins his wife. "This is unacceptable, Julie. We allowed you into our home as a gesture of reconciliation, and this is how you repay us?"

Julie is at a loss for words, regret and embarrassment weighing heavily on her. She waits, her face flushed with embarrassment, for Mrs. Morgan to summon David.

But Mrs. Morgan, observing Julie's mortified expression and her nervous fidgeting, seems to recognize the childish curiosity behind the act. "She's really just a naughty handful of a girl," Mrs. Morgan thinks to herself, Julie's childlike naïveté beginning to grow on her.

"Julie," she begins, her tone softer than expected, "this behaviour is most unbecoming. While it might be driven by immature curiosity, it is nonetheless a breach of trust."

Julie nods, unable to find her voice. "I... I'm really sorry, Mrs. Morgan."

Mr. Morgan remarks with a sly smile, "It seems like our young friend needs a lesson in boundaries?"

Mrs. Morgan sighs, "Indeed. And given her juvenile actions, perhaps a juvenile punishment is in order."

Julie's eyes widen, not sure of what to expect.

Mrs. Morgan takes Julie by the arm and guides her to the corner of the room. "I think a little time in the corner reflecting on your actions will do you some good," she declares.

Feeling like a misbehaving child, Julie is placed facing the corner of the room. "You'll stay here for the next half-hour. No talking, no turning around. Think about why snooping in others' belongings is wrong."

Julie nods, her tears pricking her eyes.

"And after your corner time, young lady," says Mr. Morgan, "you'll come across my knee."

Julie's face flushes a deep shade of crimson. The humiliation of the impending punishment, especially at the hands of Mr. Morgan, is daunting. Tears fill her eyes as she nods in understanding.

Mr. Morgan adds sternly, "Once this is over, we expect you to finish your cleaning duties diligently. We won't mention this to David, but you need to understand the weight of your actions and ensure it doesn't happen again."

Julie nods tearfully, grateful for their leniency in at least that regard, meaning she won't have to disappoint her husband yet again and face another spanking from him.

The Morgans look at the girl, hunched in the corner, fidgeting her hands and feet, crying, looking all the world like a naughty three-year-old in timeout after being caught with her hand in the cookie jar. They can't help but feel certain parental feelings towards the girl.

Julie's face is hot, and her thoughts whirl with trepidation as she stands in her corner. The ticking of the nearby clock seems to emphasize the length of each moment, with every second drawing out into what feels like minutes.

Her mind races with images of her impending punishment. The fact that it would be Mr. Morgan delivering the discipline adds an extra layer of unease. She imagines the firmness of his hand, the force behind each swat, and the stern demeanour he would maintain throughout her ordeal. Each imagined swat sends a shiver down her spine. She can almost feel the weight of Mrs. Morgan's gaze as she watches on, ensuring the punishment is appropriately carried out.

Finally, her half-hour of reflection ends, and Mr. Morgan's deep voice cuts through her thoughts. "Come here, Julie."

With a deep breath, Julie turns to face him. Mr. Morgan is seated on a sturdy, wooden chair, his expression grave. He pats his lap, signalling her to come forward. Julie hesitates, glancing at Mrs. Morgan, who watches with a mix of sympathy and stern resolve.

Julie approaches Mr. Morgan, her heart racing. With a moan, she carefully positions herself over his lap. The sensation of vulnerability is overwhelming. Mr. Morgan slowly and deliberately lifts the back of her dress, then hesitates momentarily before pulling down her panties, exposing her. The cool air of the room makes her even more acutely aware of her bare state.

The first swat lands with a sharp crack, sending a stinging sensation across her bottom. Julie gasps, her hands clenching. Each subsequent swat is firm and methodical, leaving no doubt about the seriousness of her transgression.

Mrs. Morgan observes, her expression empathetic yet stern. The sounds of the spanking, punctuated by Julie's soft gasps and occasional whimper, fill the room.

As Mr. Morgan administers the spanking, each firm swat sends ripples across Julie's bare skin. Her mind is a swirl of emotions: regret, pain, and above all, acute embarrassment.

In her discomfort and distress, Julie begins to squirm, trying in vain to find a position that might mitigate the force of Mr. Morgan's hand. In the midst of her movement, his palm inadvertently smacks against her delicate folds. A sharp intake of breath from Julie and a momentary pause in Mr. Morgan's actions underscore the heightened level of embarrassment she feels.

She can feel her face burning, the flush extending down her neck and across her chest. Every ounce of her wishes to disappear, to evaporate from the humiliating situation she finds herself in.

Mrs. Morgan, who had been watching closely, shifts uncomfortably, recognizing the unintentional indiscretion. Her eyes meet Julie's, offering a silent understanding, even as Mr. Morgan, sensing the heightened tension, adjusts Julie's position slightly to prevent any further inadvertent contact.

The continuation of the spanking, after that brief moment, seems even longer and more profound for Julie. The stinging sensation on her bottom combined with the burning shame of the accidental and painful smack to her nether-lips makes her hyper-aware of every sensation, every sound, and the weight of every gaze in the room.

After what feels like an eternity, Mr. Morgan concludes the discipline. Julie, tears streaming down her face and her bottom a deep shade of red, is gently helped to her feet.

Mrs. Morgan approaches, handing Julie a tissue. The unspoken understanding between them is clear: the punishment was a lesson in trust and respect.

After the ordeal, Julie proceeds with her cleaning duties with a very sore backside reminding her of her indiscretion. Hours pass, and by the time she is done, the Morgans' house is spotless. Every nook and cranny gleams, and the entire place smells of fresh pine and lemon.

As she is packing up her cleaning supplies, Mrs. Morgan approaches her. "Julie, before you go, would you join me for a cup of tea?"

Julie hesitates, the events of the day still fresh in her mind, but seeing the genuine warmth in Mrs. Morgan's eyes, she nods. "I'd like that, thank you."

The two ladies sit in the sunlit kitchen, the delicate china cups filled with aromatic tea. As they sip, the conversation flows surprisingly easily. Mrs. Morgan shares stories of her youth, of mistakes she'd made and lessons she'd learned, including even over-the-knee lessons as a daughter and young wife. Julie, in turn, speaks of her dreams, her relationship with David, and her hopes for the future.

It is as if a bridge is being built between the two, spanning the gap of years and experiences. Julie begins to see Mrs. Morgan not just as a stern neighbour but as a wise and caring maternal figure. Mr. Morgan, on the other hand, listening in, comes to view Julie not as an immature young woman but as someone eager to learn and grow.

The hours seem to fly by. When David arrives to pick Julie up, he is surprised and delighted to find the two women laughing together, their earlier tensions seemingly dissolved.

Mrs. Morgan stands up, her gaze resting on David. "Your wife has done an excellent job with the cleaning," she says with a smile.

David, sensing the changed dynamics but unaware of the earlier events, replies, "I'm glad to hear that."

As they prepare to leave, Julie approaches Mr. Morgan who is sitting reading a book. "Thank you," Julie says, her voice filled with sincerity. Before he can respond, she leans in and plants a gentle kiss on his cheek that makes him blush at this most delightful, though somewhat naughty, girl. He suspects that as fun-loving and exuberant as she is, today's spanking won't be her last by any means.

The neighbours immediately develop a much-improved relationship despite their age gap, sharing meals, playing board games, and chatting into the wee hours.

David enjoys Mr. Morgan's rugged, no-nonsense take on life. Julie enjoys the caring and maternal manner Mrs. Morgan treats her. True to her nature, Julie often cannot resist teasing and poking fun at the men. The men good naturedly warn her that it's been proven she's not too old for a spanking, something that makes Julie blush and Mrs. Morgan gently scold the men for their threats, but then warn Julie not to provoke them as both have proven themselves more than capable of warming a young lady's bottom.

While Julie had indeed matured in many ways, her spirited nature and impulsive streak remains very much a part of her. It is this blend of youthful exuberance and occasional recklessness that makes Julie the lively, endearing person she is. However, it also means that she sometimes makes rash decisions without thinking of the consequences.

At one point the couples jointly invite other families from several neighbouring cottages over for a larger gathering. Julie, being younger than all the parents, falls in more naturally with their high-school and college-aged kids. Engaging in horseplay, Julie scales the roof of the Morgan's boathouse and dives off the roof into the lake, only narrowly missing some submerged rocks below.

With David otherwise occupied, Mr. and Mrs. Morgan observe the dangerous stunt and put a firm stop to it. Julie emerges dripping in her little bikini bathing suit.

"You could have killed yourself!" scolds Mrs. Morgan, frantic with fright, knowing how close Julie had come to the rocks.

"That's extremely unsafe, young lady," adds Mr. Morgan. "And you might have encouraged others to break their necks had we not been there."

Julie, still catching her breath from her dive, looks up, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "It was just a bit of fun, Mr. Morgan."

Mr. Morgan's face is set. "I think we need to address this, just as we did the last time."

Julie's heart races, memories of her previous punishment flooding back. She glances towards Mrs. Morgan, hoping for an ally, but finds only a firm nod of agreement.

Without further ado, Mr. Morgan takes Julie by the arm and leads her inside the house.

Her newfound younger friends don't know what to make of this.

Julie, however, knows where this is leading, and a heady mix of embarrassment and regret wells up inside her. They enter the familiar room, and Mr. Morgan takes his seat.

Julie hesitates for a moment, then resignedly positions herself across his knee. The memory of the last time is still fresh, and she braces herself for the impending correction.

"We'll have these down," says Mrs. Morgan, lowering Julie's bikini bottoms to her knees as she lies across Mr. Morgan's lap. As before, the punishment is firm and methodical, each swat a clear reminder of the need for better judgment and consideration.

When it is over, Julie, her cheeks flushed and eyes watery, stands up and bends to restore her swimsuit as the Morgans have a prime view of her newly waxed pussy.

"What's this, then?" asks Mrs. Morgan, putting one hand on Julie's to postpone the bikini's ascent, while the other reaches for her putenda to more closely examine it.

Julie blushes deeply and squirms in place at the intimate inspection carried out in front of Mr. Morgan.

"It's a Brazilian bikini wax!" wails Julie.

"You look like a child!" Mrs. Morgan says.

"Look at her Frank," she says, turning Julie to more fully face Mr. Morgan, tugging and prodding on the flesh immediately adjacent her exposed pussy lips, opening her.

"Disgusting!" says Mrs. Morgan, giving her vaginal lips a good smack. Julie doubles over from the sting.

"Now, now, Edith," says Mr. Morgan. "I understand it's all the rage with the youngsters nowadays."

"To look like a pre-pubescent girl? It's what I'd expect to see on a diaper change, not on a young woman. We should tell David," she says without thinking.

Mr. Morgan chuckles. "I'm quite sure he knows. Now pull up your swimsuit, young lady."

Once back in her bikini, Mr. Morgan then looks at her seriously. "I hope this serves as a reminder, Julie. Your actions have consequences."

Julie nods, wiping away a tear. "I understand, Mr. Morgan. I'm truly sorry."

They send Julie back to the party admonishing her to be responsible. Julie rushes to retrieve her coverup, but not before her new young friends catch sight of her bright red bottom visible beneath the leg line of her cheeky bikini.

"You got spanked?" a high schooler who witnessed the diving incident and now sees her red butt asks incredulously. Julie blushes and says nothing, running away towards her wrap as the young group of girls and boys laugh at her wiggling red butt.

With coverup in place, Julie escapes the giggling teens and joins the adults. There are many furtive chuckles and grins behind her back as the story spreads of Julie's reckless infraction and subsequent correction.

David sidles up to Julie with a chuckle of his own. "How's that butt?" he asks patting it with a broad grin as Julie squirms in embarrassment. David had heard the whole story from the Morgans, including Edith Morgan's firm views on modern young ladies' grooming practices down below.

"You know you have another coming back home," David says.

"Oh, please, David," whispers Julie, not wanting anyone more to hear. "Mr. Morgan was really thorough."

"I'll bet he was," says David, squeezing her ass cheek and making her wince in pain. "It was fucking dangerous," David says, turning suddenly serious.

"How bad?" asks Julie piteously.

"Hairbrush bad," says David, confirming her worst fears.

Julie knows she's in for a second serious butt whooping after the party, and instantly regrets her actions fully.

That evening, the unmistakable sounds of wood on flesh and girl-crying are heard all the way to the Morgan's place – and quite possibly beyond – as a young wife is taught a second serious safety lesson over the lap of her strict older husband.

The incident is a reminder to Julie of the boundaries she still needs to observe. While she is beloved for her vibrant nature, she also has to learn to balance it with maturity and respect for others. The lessons of that summer, both the joys and the challenges, shape Julie's growth for years to come.

[Author's note: I left in the last morality paragraph that ChatGPT loves inserting. Thought it was fitting!

This one is all my fantasies around skinny dipping at the cottage, which I have done, and have been spanked for! I would actually love to be given a spanking by a wise older couple like the Morgans. Any takers? ;-) ]

[Author's final words: I hope you enjoyed my quick little M/F short story collection inspired by ChatGPT. I mostly hope you got off on reading them as much as I did while writing them. See you next book! – Julie]
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