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   This is the story of Megan, a student studying for her Masters degree who goes to live with Eva and Fred, a middle-aged couple who were her folks' best friends. Her pseudo family make her welcome and buy her clothes and presents, but it isn't long before Megan realises she is in a deliciously kinky household as she embarks on an ageplay role-playing adventure that involves lots of spanking and humiliation. She is dressed in petticoats and frilly panties to be the naughty little girl they want her to be, and she is lectured, spanked and scolded as a little girl, with bedtime spankings to complete the day. But other times, Eva and Fred dress her as a sexy teen and discipline her appropriately for that age - and always on the bare bottom. The punishment rituals continue and become even hotter when Megan is punished as an adult woman, but first stands submissively as they fondle and stroke her naked body, then displays herself lewdly when the restraints are applied and she is bound and helpless. The dynamics change yet again when Eva and Fred's son Tommy moves back home - not only does he participate in Megan's discipline, he becomes her lover and ultimately her husband. He continues to dress and punish her as a little girl or teen or grown woman and their ageplay relationship flourishes.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




Hi, my name is Megan. I was working on my Masters degree and didn't have a lot of money so I readily accepted Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred's invitation to live with them. Their son Tommy, who's about six months older than I was doing his post-graduate study at another university and wasn't at home so it was just the three of us in the house. I should probably mention that Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred weren't actually related to me. They had been my folks' best friends for years until they moved away and we still considered them 'family'. As far as I was concerned they were my aunt and uncle and during my stay they were wonderful hosts. They let me come and go as I pleased and never asked questions other than when I expected to be home. I think I was a good boarder. I helped with the chores and fitted right into their family. They said they always wanted to have a daughter and, in some aspects, they spoiled me by buying clothes and other presents.
 
   My academic program was fairly intense and I was glad I didn't have to work at a part time job so I could focus on my studies. I was pretty wild in my undergraduate days but now was the time to settle down so the last thing I needed was a steady boyfriend to distract me. However, as a normal heterosexual female I did enjoy male companionship from time to time but I limited my dates to about once a month and never with the same guy more than twice. Those dates invariably ended up in some young man's bed and Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred knew I wouldn't be home until the next morning. Like the rest of my out-of-house activities, they were noncommittal about my periodic sexual liaisons.
 
   Sounds like the perfect arrangement doesn't it? Actually it was except for their unusual idiosyncrasies. And in retrospect, even they were. Never mind, I'll tell you how I felt about them later but suffice it to say that I was directly involved. I guess the best way to explain it is to tell you about the first of my ventures into their special world.
 
   When I wasn't out screwing some young man I usually stayed home with Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred and we'd play cards or watch movies on TV. The Saturday evening I'm going to tell you about seemed quite normal until Aunt Eva asked if I would mind putting on some special clothes she had made for me. I should mention that she's a very good seamstress and had already made me some beautiful dresses. I eagerly agreed to wear whatever she had made. She led me upstairs and showed me her latest creation. It was not at all what I expected. It was a frilly dress such as a little girl would wear to a party. In fact, it was a larger version of one of my favorite outfits when I was much younger - even down to the fluffy petticoats I used to wear. It struck me as a bit weird but it seemed to mean something special to her so I thanked her and headed towards my room. Before I could leave she said, "Oh, and don't forget these. I'd like you to wear them also."
 
   She was holding out equally frilly socks and patent leather pumps. They were the perfect addition to the dress but what struck me as odd was the underwear. I don't know if she'd bought them or made them but the panties were trimmed in lace and adorned with the cutest little cartoon characters. I had to laugh and said, "I can't wait to see the bra that goes with them."
 
   Aunt Eva did not find my remark amusing and said, "The little girl who wears that dress would have no need for a bra." She sounded a bit more stern as she added, "Dinner will be in a little while and I expect to see you dressed in the clothes I just gave you and nothing else."
 
   It was the first time that she'd spoken to me in such a voice and I started my journey back in time as I quietly answered, "Yes Ma'am."
 
   My mood lightened after I looked at myself in a mirror. It was like dressing up for a costume party and she was right, a bra would've spoiled the line of the dress. I'm not overly endowed up there and while there was a barely noticeable swell above the waist, the smocking on the front of the dress hid any tell-tale signs that I had matured past puberty.
 
   They greeted my arrival with smiles and gushed all over me. Actually, it was kind of fun. They asked how things were at school and I replied with all the eagerness of youth. I even clapped my hands when they said we would watch a G-rated movie on TV. Uncle Fred left the room and the two womenfolk (or in this case, one woman and one little girl) cleaned up after the meal. We chatted about this and that and were having a good time together, but I froze in my tracks when she asked if I remembered the time they had come to my real home for a visit. Specifically, the time when Tommy and I acted up in church.
 
   I remembered that occasion all too well. Acting up was a good way to describe our actions. During the sermon we were poking and kicking each other and giggling uncontrollably. All the memories of that day came flooding back with Aunt Eva's seemingly innocuous question and I quietly answered in the affirmative.
 
   She was putting something away and not looking at me as she spoke again. "What happened when we got back to your house?"
 
   I was still unable to move and now I found it impossible to speak. What happened when we got home was what made that incident so memorable. As soon as we left the church I knew I was in trouble and more importantly, I also knew what to expect. Discipline in my house was applied with a firm hand, usually my father's, so I was no stranger to spanking and from the looks on my parents' faces I had no doubt I was about to be reacquainted with the practice. My only hope was that my folks would break with tradition and punish me in private. Their room or mine, it made no difference as long as it wasn't in the living room. No such luck. No sooner were our coats hung in the closet when I was escorted to the dining room to fetch one of the straight back chairs. (They felt that I had to prepare the site of my punishment as a small sign of contrition.) I was mildly surprised to see Tommy following behind with a second chair. It seems Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred had the same ideas regarding child rearing and especially when it came to the child's rear as a consequence of misbehavior. So I guessed my cousin was going to spend some time across someone's knee also.
 
   When both fathers were seated and errant offspring placed across their laps the final preparations were completed. My dress and petticoat were raised and my panties lowered. The two chairs were facing each other and I could see that Tommy's slacks and underpants were bunched around his ankles so at least mine wasn't the only bare bottom in the room. Needless to say, that wasn't much consolation. Then the lectures began. Four adult voices took turns expressing their disappointment and disapproval with our behavior. I was mortified beyond belief. Not only because I was going to get spanked in front of company but I had to lie there with my bare bottom quivering in unenthusiastic anticipation and blatantly displayed for all to see. Well, maybe not all. My view of Tommy was limited and I assumed he didn't see much of me either. I know I wasn't particularly interested in his predicament as much as my own and I have to assume he was likewise more concerned about the upcoming post-lecture activities. Still, it was embarrassing to have Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred see me like that.
 
   My humiliation only lasted a little while. In short order I didn't really care who was watching. All I wanted was for the spanking to stop. My father is a gentle man but one of his parental axioms was that if a punishment doesn't hurt it isn't punishment. He also felt that any job worth doing is worth doing well and those two adages added up to a very sore rear end. My very sore rear end. No amount of apologies or begging brought an end to it. Only when he was satisfied that I was truly sorry for my actions and sufficiently motivated to behave better in the future did he cease. And as with every spanking I ever got from him he made his traditional statement of the obvious. "There's a girl who's been well spanked and has a bright red bottom to prove it."
 
   I hated that trite little phrase even though I longed to hear it every time his hand slapped down on my bottom.
 
   Enough of my reminiscences and back to Aunt Eva. For the second time that evening I heard a sternness in her voice as she faced me and said, "I asked you a question. Are you going to answer me or not?"
 
   I had a funny feeling where we were headed and was scared but I had to reply. I said, "Daddy gave me a long hard spanking and Uncle Fred did the same to Tommy."
 
   In a vain attempt to divert her from her plan I tried to act nonchalant and added, "I guess we both deserved it and it sure taught me a lesson. I never acted up in church like that again."
 
   Aunt Eva smiled. I had a momentary sense of relief which she quickly dashed. "Yes, that's the way I remember it too and I'm glad you benefited from it. I know Tommy did. The funny thing is that even though Fred and I have both had him over our laps on innumerable occasions we've always wondered if spanking a girl is any different from spanking a boy. Now that we have a temporary daughter we decided it was time to find out so we're going to re-enact that Sunday. Your Uncle Fred is waiting in the living room. Take the extra chair out to him. I'll join you soon but tell him not to wait for me. Go along now."
 
   This is where I should laugh and say it was a good joke but it wasn't. She was serious. I wish I could say she was stern in her command so that's why I didn't question it. Instead she had the sweetest smile and it was more powerful than any angry order. I didn't get the feeling they expected this of me as payment for all they'd given me, it was just something that they decided they wanted to do and it never entered their minds that I would object. I don't think I had a deep seated desire to be spanked for no apparent reason but I couldn't disappoint her. I meekly replied as I had upstairs, "Yes, Ma'am."
 
   Uncle Fred was on the couch reading the paper when I arrived with the dining room chair and gave him the message from Aunt Eva. He got up and said, "In that case, let's get started."
 
   He moved to the chair and, wordlessly, I stood beside him. He patted his thigh and I obediently put myself in a position I knew much too well and thought I'd never be in again. I'm fairly short and Uncle Fred had what you might call wide hips so when I was settled on his lap my feet were off the floor just as they used to be when it was my father's lap that supported me.
 
   A moment later I felt the cool air around my thighs as the dress and petticoat were lifted out of the way. That action was always a bit frightening and very embarrassing when I was younger. I didn't like it when my father saw my panties and knowing that Uncle Fred was getting a good look at them made it even worse. The fact that they were so childish in nature didn't help but I understood why Aunt Eva gave them to me. Even though I couldn't see them they added to the new image of myself. I was no longer the bright and studious young woman making the top grades in her class, I was the naughty little girl they wanted me to be. I silently winced while raising myself so he could pull those stupid panties down to my ankles.
 
   Thinking back on it, I was in such a state that the fact that this man was now getting an eyeful of my bare bottom didn't concern me as much as what he was going to do to that bare bottom. As you can see, just as in the past when I was over my father's lap, the fact that I was going to get spanked was exactly that, a fact and one I accepted with regret and trepidation but otherwise without dispute.
 
   Uncle Fred said he would spare me the lecture for which I was somewhat grateful. My appreciation was short-lived. As Tommy had learned long ago, this man's hand packed quite a wallop. I'm not sure I can accurately compare his first swat with my father's but I'll say this, they both hurt a lot. It stung like the dickens and my decision to stoically endure the punishment didn't last very long. I was in tears and actually apologizing for the way I acted in church so long ago and as I did back then, begging him to stop. The results were the same as I got from Dad. He continued spanking with a grim determination long after I stopped counting the swats. My only consolation is that he didn't make any stupid speeches when he was done. At least, I don't think he did, I may've been crying too loud to hear him. All I know is that eventually he stopped, pulled my panties back into place and sent me to stand in a corner.
 
   As I got off his lap I saw Aunt Eva sitting on the couch. I don't know when she came in but she was still wearing that sweet smile and said, "We'll watch the movie after you've spent some time in the corner. When you get there I want you to pull your panties down again. Tommy always had to keep his little bottom on display but it was easier for him. He just had to drop his pants but I'm afraid you'll have to hold up your dress."
 
   After I complied with her instructions she made a comment that burned in my ears. "What was it your father used to say? There's a girl who's been well spanked and has a bright red bottom to prove it."
 
   Ten minutes later I was warmly welcomed to sit between them on the couch while we watched the movie. I'll admit my rear end was uncomfortable but they each had an arm around me and I felt more safe and secure than I had in a long time. When the show was over Aunt Eva said, "Go on upstairs and get ready for bed. I'll be up in a little while."
 
   As I got to my bedroom I saw a new nightgown as frilly and girlish as my dress. Again, it was very similar to what I wore to bed so many years ago. That's when another memory about that Sunday surfaced. I was in my own bed when I heard Aunt Eva go into the room where Tommy was. Apparently, they had stronger views towards discipline than my folks had and while my punishment was over, Tommy's was not quite complete. What followed was the unmistakable sounds of a motherly hand adding to the job her husband had started and Tommy's many plaintive acknowledgements of her efforts. Even though I was not on the receiving end it was frightening to listen to and seemed to go on forever. Was this what she meant when she said she would be up to see me? I quickly changed into the sleepwear and was under the covers when she arrived.
 
   She shook her head when she saw me and said, "Not just yet sweetheart. We have something else to do first. Come on out from under those covers."
 
   As I got up I was already sniffling and had to ask, "Are you going to spank me?"
 
   She looked surprised for a moment. Then she answered, "You can't fool me little girl, I know you heard me give Tommy his bedtime spanking and I can't believe you didn't know that you were going to get one tonight. But I'll give you the benefit of the doubt just this once. Tommy used to wait for me with his pajama bottoms and underpants at his feet. We can modify that a little. Face the wall, pull your panties down and raise your nightgown above your waist just like you did in the corner downstairs. That's the way. Next time we do this I expect to see you waiting for me just like that or I'll add a hairbrush into the equation. Do you understand?"
 
   A tearful nod and the words I was getting good at saying followed. "Yes Ma'am."
 
   Aunt Eva was all smiles again as she sat on the edge of the bed. "That's a good girl. Now, come here and get over my lap."
 
   I did and as she adjusted my position to her best advantage she said, "You haven't had as much time as Tommy did for your bottom to recuperate from your first spanking so I'll go a little easier on you."
 
   Can you believe it, I said, "Thank you."
 
   She stroked my head lovingly and answered, "You're welcome dear."
 
   I'd hate to think how long she would've spanked me if she wasn't 'going a little easier'. As it was, it seemed to be a very, very long time before she pulled my panties up and said, "Now you can get into bed and tomorrow you'll be your old self again."
 
   She tucked me in and gave me a kiss on the forehead. I'd like to say I drifted off to sleep but to be honest, my sore backside kept me awake for a long time.
 
   I slept late the next morning and true to Aunt Eva's predictions, I was able to act and dress my normal age although most 22 year old women don't have to wince when they sit down. Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred must have noticed but they didn't say anything. Maybe they were as embarrassed about what had happened as I was and to be honest, the previous night was a subject I preferred to avoid - which is not to say I didn't have a lot of questions about it.
 
   The foremost problem was why had I allowed them to do that to me without the slightest objection. Of course I complained a lot during the spankings but that was to be expected. They were both very capable spankers and anyone suffering their disciplinary measures would naturally beg them to stop but my protests were verbal only. I never tried to roll off their laps or even once put a hand behind me to protect myself. Maybe that was the result of years of training in how to act during punishment but it didn't explain why I'd let them do it in the first place.
 
   I had a question or two for them also. Aunt Eva said they wanted to compare spanking my bottom to Tommy's. I wondered what they decided but the question that dwelled on my mind was if they were satisfied or would they want to explore the situation further. Aunt Eva's comment about how I was to be ready for my next bedtime spanking tilted the scales towards the possibility of a repeat occurrence and I was not sure I could prevent myself from submitting to them like that again. All I could do was hope that it was a one-time occurrence.
 
   If you've been paying attention you know it wasn't. Remember how I said this incident was the first time? That implied that there was another and, in fact, there was. What the heck, I might as well tell you about that one too.
 
   It happened about six weeks later and was also on a Saturday but they didn't wait until evening to get started. It was a lazy day and I intended to forget all about schoolwork and spend the day on the couch reading a mindless novel. That's what I did in the morning but right after lunch Aunt Eva asked me to accompany her upstairs. We went to her room and I sat on her bed while she rearranged my hair into two pony tails sticking out to the side. She didn't give any explanation and I didn't ask. I didn't want to know what was up her sleeve but when I looked in the mirror I knew my worst fears were coming true. My hair was exactly the way my mother used to do it when I was a child. She let that realization sink in for a moment and the she confirmed my suspicions.
 
   "Go into your room and change your clothes. Fred and I will be waiting for you in the living room. Don't take too long."
 
   Damn her and her sweet little smile.
 
   I was not surprised to see that dress and the other accouterments, including the childish panties, laid out on my bed. The nightgown that went along with it was neatly folded on my pillow and what made me really catch my breath was the heavy hairbrush resting on top of the nightgown. It loomed very large as I transformed myself into the child they wanted and all I could do was pray it was there as an incentive for me to be properly prepared when she came up to my room that night for my bedtime spanking. One way or the other, it was also an effective way to make sure I heeded Aunt Eva's parting words and I hurried back downstairs to my fate.
 
   I almost walked directly to the living room but at the last minute I remembered the chair. There was no way I could pretend I didn't know what was going to happen and failure to do my part in the preparations might lead to something like the hairbrush or worse. I was correct.
 
   When I carried the chair and set it down, Uncle Fred said, "Well, you were right Eva. She did bring it so it looks like she avoided the strap on her bottom." He smiled and turned to me. "You look lovely my dear. I almost hate to punish you but what must be done must be done. Turn the chair the other way. Your Aunt Eva got to see me put some color into your rear end last time and today she wants to see your face while I spank you."
 
   That explained why my hair was the way it was. She didn't want it to hang down and interfere with her view of my grimaces, tears and other contortions while Uncle Fred was busy with the business end of the activity. But before he could start on that there was the small matter of lifting my dress to expose those damn panties. I think he purposely let me stew about that for a minute before he pulled them down. I said that last time I hardly cared about him seeing my rear end in all its naked glory but now it was different. Maybe I was a little more accepting about getting spanked but I don't think so. I believe it was his hand calmly resting on it that made me very uncomfortable. It's true that I had put myself in this position which was tantamount to giving him certain rights to my bottom but I didn't think that gave him leave to touch me in such an intimate manner. So why didn't I speak up? Because of what I was hearing.
 
   As before they spared me any phony lectures but I would've preferred that to what they did say. The reason we were starting earlier was quite simple really. Aunt Eva was disappointed that she wasn't able to give me a proper bedtime spanking. Now I would have the rest of the afternoon and evening to recuperate so she didn't have to 'go easy' on me. The gall of that woman. She was sure I would want to know what Tommy endured that night and I was going to get that knowledge from first hand experience. Her hand. Personally, I was quite impressed with her previous efforts and really didn't want to learn any more about her abilities. I was tempted to say so but I kept that thought to myself. I did manage to whisper a question.
 
   "Are you going to use the hairbrush?"
 
   She leaned forward to pat my head and said, "Not unless you give me a reason to."
 
   I was about to get the first of two hard spankings but I actually sighed in relief. Then she settled back onto the couch and said, "I think you can start now Fred."
 
   He answered, "Yes I think you're right." Then to me he said, "I'm sure your bottom is getting cold with all this talk but I'll fix that. Try and keep your head up so your aunt can see your face."
 
   I put my hands on the floor, straightened my arms and was looking her right in the eye when the first swat landed. I tried, I really did but after an eternity of his hand crashing down on me, my arms gave out. This was unacceptable and he stopped long enough to reach down and pull me back up by my shoulders. He said, "You avoided the strap once but if I have to stop again I'll be more than happy to use that instead of my hand."
 
   This was the first time he had spoken with anything approaching parental sternness. There was no doubt in my mind that he had just made a serious threat and wouldn't hesitate to see it through. Between my tears I apologized and as soon as I locked my elbows again the spanking continued.
 
   I admit that in some of my thrashing about in agony I swung my head in all directions but for the most part, kept my face where she could see it. Somehow, I found that to be more embarrassing that having someone see my other end, bare or not. So except for her saying that thing about me being well spanked with a bright red bottom to prove it, it was a relief on more than one level when I was finally able to go to the corner. Relief, firstly, that the spanking was over and secondly, that I could hide my face and cry in peace. I didn't even mind that my shameful display was extended to 30 minutes.
 
   When the time was over, Aunt Eva took me upstairs so I could change into 'play clothes'. She chose what I should wear out of my normal garments. She could've made me wear a pair of my skin tight jeans but I guess she felt a little sorry for me since she picked out a pair of my baggiest slacks. Then she graciously allowed me to select my own sweatshirt. She stayed with me while I changed so she could collect the dress but the real reason was to make sure I continued to wear the special panties and not get any foolish ideas about putting on a bra. After all, girls that age didn't have breasts large enough to need one. Maybe not, but this 22 year old didn't enjoy taking off the dress and having Aunt Eva see them. She smiled at my embarrassment, but it was a smile that sent a cold chill down my spine.
 
   If I had my choice I would've preferred staying in my room where I could lie face down on the bed and read my book but she said I was to go back downstairs to the couch. I hesitated a moment and her voice sharpened. "We're all aware that you've been spanked and are feeling sorry for yourself but I'm not going to allow you to stay here and sulk about it. Either get those pants down and get over my knee or go downstairs, your choice."
 
   What a wonderful woman, giving me some control of my destiny. Let's see, my options were to spend the day in shame or get another spanking, Shame or spanking, shame or spanking. Which to choose? I scurried downstairs. Uncle Fred smiled at my return but my face was red and he said, "There's nothing to be embarrassed about. It was only a spanking."
 
   Isn't that cute? 'Only a spanking' as if spanking a 22 year old woman was a normal thing. Unfortunately, it was getting to be.
 
   The book I had been reading was gone and in its place were a few novels more suitable for a girl 'that' age. If truth be told, I hadn't read anything like them in years and they were almost enjoyable except for the fact that I was sitting on a sore bottom.
 
   After dinner we watched another G-rated movie and as before, I was snuggled between two loving people and felt the same sense of security. When it was over I took matters into my own hands. I stood up and said, "I think I should go to bed now. Aunt Eva? Will you be coming upstairs soon?"
 
   Her face beamed, "Of course sweetheart. You're such a good girl. I'll be up in ten minutes. Tell Uncle Fred what I'm going to see and what's going to happen before you get into bed."
 
   I assumed my uncle was well aware of how Aunt Eva put the finishing touches to Tommy's punishment and the only reason to make me say it out loud was to humiliate me. It did. I took a breath and said, "Yes Ma'am." I turned to Uncle Fred who was wearing a self-righteous smile of authority. The shame of my situation returned in spades. I said, "I'll be wearing my nightgown but I'll have it bunched up and my panties around my ankles so she can see my bare bottom. Then I'm going to lie across her lap so she can spank me."
 
   "Why?" he asked.
 
   Damn him, wasn't it enough that I had gone along with their game? Did I have to explicitly state my role? I said, "Because I've been a naughty little girl."
 
   I knew my face was as red as my bottom was a few hours ago. The odd thing was that in the back of my mind I always knew that I could refuse to be treated like that so by not objecting I was giving my unspoken consent. Her last question was to confirm that I fully understood what I was volunteering for. "Will it be a short little spanking, Dear?"
 
   I closed my eyes against the rising tears and answered, "No. You are going to spank me very hard and for a long time."
 
   Now the tears were flowing freely and she wrapped her arms around me. "I know you're scared but you should save those tears. You're going to need them in a little while. Now upstairs with you and be quick about it. You only have ten minutes until we join you."
 
   I ran to my room, used the bathroom, put on the nightgown and was ready for her in plenty of time. It wasn't until I was in the proper position that her use of the word 'we' sunk in. Was Uncle Fred going to be with her? Sure enough, I glanced over my shoulder when I heard the door open and there they were. She explained, "Fred has heard me spank Tommy many times but he's never actually seen it. This is a golden opportunity for him so I hope you don't mind if he watches."
 
   Silly me, where were my manners? What girl wouldn't leap at the chance of having her uncle watch her get a long, hard spanking? I wisely chose to keep my sarcastic views to myself. Although she was looking at me during most of her words, her eyes darted towards the object on my pillow enough times for me to get the message. He wasn't going anywhere and my only real option was whether he was going to see her hand administering the spanking or that hairbrush. You can probably guess which alternative I chose. I said, "No, I don't mind. He can stay."
 
   That solved that dilemma but what was slightly concerning me was my trip from my present location to the waiting lap. He had (and was presently) seeing my bare rear end but I'd have to turn around and face him to make the trip. My breasts were decently covered but the bottom half of me wasn't. Luckily, Aunt Eva had already thought of that. "Fred, turn around a minute. I'll tell you when she's ready. She's being punished but I'll allow her to maintain a bit of modesty."
 
   It's funny now that I think about it. I was on my way to another painful spanking and while I'm sure he saw plenty of my secret charms when my legs were flailing about during his spankings, I was relived that he wasn't going to see my pubic hairs. As far as the back side of me felt about his presence, let me say this. Standing in the corner or being over his lap was one thing but it seemed worse to have him staring at my bottom that night. Remember when I said my father's hand soon drove all thoughts of who was watching out of my mind? With him it only took a few swats and I wish I could say the same of Aunt Eva. It wasn't due to any lack of ability on her part. It's just that this spanking was the most embarrassing one I had gotten and it took quite a while before I could forget about Uncle Fred watching us. Don't worry, I eventually did and then spent considerable time in the usual antics that accompany what I had predicted and which Aunt Eva was bringing to life - a very long and hard spanking.
 
   I was only dimly aware of Aunt Eva gently rubbing my bottom after the spanking and inviting Uncle Fred to feel how hot the skin was. I think it was him that eventually pulled my panties up and carried me into bed. They let me lay face down and after both of them kissed me on the head, they pulled the covers up and left me to suffer alone.
 
   The next morning Aunt Eva woke me up and said breakfast was going to be served soon. The intoxicating smell of fresh baked cinnamon buns and strong coffee filled the air and I had to smile at her. She smiled back and said, "You can take a shower and get dressed after breakfast. Hurry up before your uncle eats everything."
 
   They had a soft cushion on my usual chair at the breakfast table and everything was delicious. There's nothing like a day of spanking and humiliation to make you appreciate a sunny day and great food. They were very attentive and caring and asked if I felt up to a bit of shopping. I laughed and replied that I thought it was a wonderful idea as long as I didn't have to try on any shoes. They looked confused until I added, "That would involve sitting down and it's going to be a day or two before I can do that without vividly remembering how hard you both spanked me."
 
   They both looked down and I realized that although the cushion under me was an implied acknowledgement of what had happened the day before, I was the first one to actually say anything about that subject. I wasn't sure how to apologize and we all sat in silence for a minute before Aunt Eva spoke. "Well, now that it's out in the open you should know that your Uncle Fred and I both think you're being an awfully good sport about our little game and we appreciate it. And we've decided to retire your little girl clothes. You won't be spanked like that any more."
 
   I didn't know what to say. Thank you didn't seem right and to be frank, I was almost disappointed. It wasn't that I liked getting spanked but in a way I can't explain, even to myself, it brought us closer together.
 
   After a moment Aunt Eva broke the silence. "This won't be just any old shopping trip. We have a mission and a specific store or two in mind. First off I remember you drooling over a little black dress a couple of weeks ago so we want to buy that for you."
 
   I was shocked. "But that thing cost."
 
   Aunt Eva held up her hand and finished my sentence the way she wanted it to go. "It cost no more than we'd spend on our own daughter who's made us so very proud. It looks like you're going to graduate at the top of your class and such hard work deserves special recognition."
 
   I blushed and thanked them.
 
   At the store that dress fit perfectly and I hugged it until I had to give it up and let the clerk ring up the sale. Then we went to one of those stores that sells sexy unmentionables. Aunt Eva told Uncle Fred to hold my package and wait outside while she took me in with her. She said, "One of the reasons I've always wanted a daughter is so I could buy her pretty clothes but you already know that. What I'm talking about now is clothes for all occasions. As long as you're going to continue your occasional weekend escapades with virile young men you should have a few things that'll knock their socks off." She giggled conspiratorially as she continued, "But getting their socks off is not really the point is it?"
 
   We had a wonderful time and ended up buying two matching bra and panty sets. I was appalled at the price since the manufacturer didn't have to use very much cloth. They were skimpy, very sexy and as Aunt Eva put it, sure to please any male who saw me in them and make him all the more eager to get them off me. Then she bought me the slinkiest and sheerest little nightgown you ever saw. I pointed out that after my date saw me in that underwear I wouldn't need anything like that but she giggled again and said, "Not right away but when he wakes up in the morning and sees you wearing it I'll bet it gets a rise out of him if you get my drift. I'm betting we won't see you back at our house until late afternoon."
 
   The very next weekend her prophesies came true. All of them and all I could say when I finally got home was, "Wow!"
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Well, back to the spankings. You didn't think I'd forgotten about them did you? Remember how I said I was a little disappointed when they said I wouldn't get spanked again? I shouldn't have been. Read that part over and you'll see that she said they weren't going to spank me as a little girl anymore, not that they wouldn't spank me in some other role.
 
   It was a little over a month later when Aunt Eva and I were running some errands and we stopped at a clothing store. It was one of those places that caters only to teenage fashions. I said my taste in clothes had changed and I had outgrown that kind of stuff quite a few years ago. She smiled as sweetly as ever and said, "I know that dear and that's why we're here. We've got to pick out just the right things for tonight."
 
   I had that uneasy feeling again. Just like the time she did up my hair in her room but this time I had to know what she had in mind and asked her. Ever so nonchalantly and as if it was the most normal thing to say she replied, "Because tonight you're going to learn how we punished Tommy when he was in high school. Here, try this on. I think you'll be adorable in it."
 
   It wasn't near as much fun as modeling that little black dress but as this sentence suggests, I did as I was told. She had me try on a number of things until she was satisfied that I was properly outfitted for the evening's entertainment. And after paying for them she made me go back into the dressing room and put them on so I looked ridiculous leaving the store.
 
   Upon our arrival at the house Uncle Fred grinned and said, "My, how you've grown up in the last month. Already a teenager and cute as the devil. It's such a shame you have to be punished but you're not too old to be spanked and that's exactly what's going to happen. Let's get to it."
 
   Aunt Eva took the bag that contained my other clothes and put them on the table as Uncle Fred walked towards the living room. I almost followed him but stopped short. I decided that it was better to be safe than sorry so I asked if I should be bringing in a chair. Aunt Eva smiled and said, "Oh, that's right. She doesn't know what to expect. We won't need the chair but sit down for a minute and let me tell you about it."
 
   She patiently described the order of events. The things I was supposed to do and the things he was going to do to me. First I was supposed to...
 
   Ha. You thought I was going to tell you didn't you. Nope. Maybe I was aware of what was to transpire but I'm going to keep it secret from you and let you find out bit by bit. Personally I wished I didn't know what was going to happen either. I would've preferred to let each thing happen as it came along but I had a role to play and had to know what to do. After all, when Tommy had to endure this he knew what to expect so why should I be blithely unaware of what was awaiting me? Nevertheless, now I knew and let me tell you, it took a great deal of courage to stand up again and head for the hall closet.
 
   The hall closet you ask. Yes. Remember that 'better safe than sorry' business a few minutes ago? You know, where I was worried he'd use the strap if I didn't bring the chair. Well, it was wasted for two reasons. First because it wasn't going to be an over-the-knee punishment so a chair was unnecessary and secondly, he was going to use the strap anyway. So instead of playing amateur furniture mover I was to fetch the strap. They kept it in the hall closet. Just inside and slightly behind the doorjamb where you'd probably never see it but thanks to Aunt Eva's helpful instructions, I knew just where it was. It had obviously been years since it was put to use because it was covered with dust. I brushed most of it off and figured that whatever was left would fly off as it was flying down on me. It looked like it started out as a wide belt but somewhere along the line the buckle had been removed. It felt heavy in my hands and showed signs of wear - probably the result of many years of usage in both its functions, holding up pants and bringing considerable discomfort to someone whose pants were no longer a factor.
 
   I dutifully delivered it to Uncle Fred and moved to the couch. Not the soft cushioned part but on the side next to the arm. This is where Tommy had to take off his pants and briefs before bending over the arm. From what they told me he was a bit of a handful during those years and performed this action numerous times and now it was my turn. The skirt I was wearing was short enough that all I really had to do was take of my panties and bend over to completely expose the strap's landing site but in keeping with tradition, the skirt was the first thing to be removed.
 
   Figure this out for me, would you? Uncle Fred had seen my lower half covered in nothing but panties on two occasions, three if you count his presence for my second evening spanking as a separate incident. So why was it so hard to let him see me like that again? It wasn't just that I was afraid of the strap which I was. Even though I hadn't felt it yet I could see it was not going to be a picnic but there was something else. The clothes I was wearing during these sessions helped me get into the proper frame of mind and maybe that was it. The panties he saw before were the special ones that were only associated with spanking and now he was seeing the sort I wore every day. This may sound weird but the only way to get past this problem was to get them off and I felt more comfortable when they were gone. Can you imagine preferring that he saw my bare bottom rather than look at my underwear?
 
   I may've made it sound like the preparations were more complicated but as you can see, they weren't. My job was just about done. All that was left was for me to bend over the arm of the couch and pull myself forward so my bottom was the highest part of me. Then Uncle Fred would take over the action but that's not really the whole truth. His part was to swing and swat whereas I got to do a lot of other things. For instance; crying, begging, kicking my legs, pleading, sobbing and stuff like that. None of which required any special role playing ability.
 
   Once I was settled, Aunt Eva gave me a throw pillow to hold so I could bury my face and muffle the loudest shrieks. I didn't express myself in that manner previously but they assured me that the strap was going to elicit more than one. It did.
 
   I suppose the good news is that he didn't spank me for as long as he did for the other times. The bad news was that he didn't have to. There was a formula they used to decide the number of strokes that starts with one for each year of age as the basic spanking. Then more are added to deal with the 'crime' itself which could easily double or triple that total. In my case they decided I was fifteen and since their scenario didn't include any specific misbehavior on my part they only added ten more to bring me up to twenty-five. I was assured that Tommy usually received many more so I guess they were going a little easier on me again. Not that it made much difference. You know the shock you get when a hand comes crashing down on your bottom the first time? Multiply that tenfold and you might understand how I felt when the strap and I finally met.
 
   He didn't hurry. I had plenty of time between each swat to let the 'lesson of the leather' sink in. By number five I had started the begging and pleading and tears were forming. They were streaking down my face by number ten and I was using the time between swats to move my legs in all directions in a vain attempt to relieve the pain. In retrospect, my present position and his location right behind me must've given him quite a view every time I opened my legs. But that strap has a way of focusing your attention on it and nothing else. So, at the time I didn't realize what a show I was putting on for him and even if I did, I probably wouldn't have cared.
 
   As we passed the basic spanking and moved into the ten extras the shriek muffling pillow was getting a good workout. I stopped counting and it took a while until I was aware that it had been longer than usual for the next one to arrive and that, in fact, the strapping was over. They let me stay where I was until my sobs were under control. After slowly and painfully regaining my feet I returned the strap to its special place. This was the signal that the spanking was over and it was a trip I was happy to make. Note that it did not mean that the punishment was over, just the physical portion of it. Then I went back to the living room to stand in front of them. Now that I was more 'grown-up' they expected me to understand the need for their discipline and to thank them for doing it. You may've noticed that I didn't say anything about putting my panties and skirt back on. They were still next to the couch. It's amazing how a couple of dozen licks with the strap can overcome some of your inhibitions. During my short trip to the closet and while standing directly in front of him I kept my hands at my sides and didn't even try to cover that little crop of hair I was so modest about before.
 
   I had 'outgrown' the need to stand in a corner so I was allowed to put my panties and skirt back on immediately afterwards. Then they sat me down at the dining room table to do homework. Not my regular studies but something more suitable to my make-believe age. Uncle Fred had an old math book and assigned me tons of problems. It might not have been too bad if it had been almost any other subject but I hated math. It had been years since I had done that stuff and I spent a lot of time going back into the text to remind myself how to resolve the equations. Why was I so diligent? Maybe because it I didn't finish the assignment or got more that a certain percentage wrong I was going to make another trip to the hall closet and it wasn't to get my coat. So my throbbing rear end stayed glued to the chair and my hand developed cramps from all the writing. I ask you, what's wrong with calculators anyway?
 
   There was nothing unusual about supper other than the clean up. That was entirely my job. I had often helped in this regard and many times did the job myself but now that it was part of the punishment it was not a chore I did with a grateful heart. Then back to the book of problems. He gave me plenty so it was another few hours before I was done.
 
   I had to wait while he reviewed my solutions and he even had a red pen to mark the errors. He was sitting at the far end of the table so I couldn't see my score. Then he cleared his throat and I stopped breathing. He was going to announce whether my next journey was to the closet or upstairs. Neither one really appealed to me but Aunt Eva's spanking was a foregone conclusion and I prayed I had done well enough to avoid another session with him. At last he said, "There's quite a few mistakes but you passed." I breathed a sigh of relief and he continued, "You can go upstairs now."
 
   I wasn't sure if I still had to put on a nightgown and face the wall with my panties down but as I started to leave Aunt Eva gave me new guidance. I was to go to the bathroom, brush my teeth and call down to her that I was ready for her to finish my punishment - specifically mentioning that said punishment was to include another long hard spanking. Yep, those were the words I had to shout down the stairs. Pretty embarrassing isn't it? You bet it was but that was just the start of it.
 
   Before they arrived I looked at my pillow. I was grateful to see that the hairbrush was nowhere to be seen. Then I heard them coming up the stairs. It was no big surprise to see Uncle Fred with her again. I figured, "what the heck, he's already seen his wife giving me a spanking so it'll be nothing new for either of us." Boy, was I wrong. Aunt Eva sat on my bed and said, "When Tommy was this age he had to take his spankings totally nude. I'm sure stripping in front of me was very embarrassing for him but there were a couple of benefits. On one level the humiliation was part of his punishment but on a deeper level it did a good job of bringing him down an extra peg or two so he didn't even think of rebelling at what he was going to get. I'm sure you don't have any rebellious ideas but we'll follow tradition anyway."
 
   I looked towards Uncle Fred and then back to Aunt Eva with a pleading expression. She answered my unspoken question by saying, "Yes, he's going to stay here. I noticed that you were a little uneasy when it was just me that saw your breasts. That's a good start but we want to go beyond that. I'm convinced that having your uncle here to watch is going to bring you to the same level of embarrassment Tommy used to feel and it adds that special spice that makes a punishment so much more meaningful. You can take your clothes off now but keep facing us. We'll see plenty of your bottom later. Let's see what the rest of you looks like."
 
   I didn't have much time to weigh my options. Oh, no, not the one you're thinking about. That one never even entered my mind. I can't explain it but I wasn't about to stand up for my rights and tell them I'd had enough of their games. I was committed to see it through. The options I'm talking about were how to get undressed. My first thought was to start with the skirt but then I remembered how I felt downstairs when he saw my regular panties so it had to be the blouse first. But then he would see the other half of my underwear which was probably going to be just as bad. And then what? Should I stand there in my bra while I took off the skirt or take it off right away so he could stare at my bare breasts? But that didn't seem right either. Who was the one who decided a woman should take off all of her outer clothes before removing her underwear? Whoever it was established a precedent I was not about to go against. Still, I was in a quandary until good old Aunt Eva took the choice out of my hands. Her decision was to start at the top.
 
   I unbuttoned it slowly and had a thought. If I get everything off in hurry it wouldn't be too bad so I quickly shucked the blouse and reached down for the skirt. Aunt Eva spoiled my plan by saying, "Don't throw your clothes like that. Pick it up, put it in the hamper and then get right back where you are to take your skirt off."
 
   I had to walk past Uncle Fred to get to the hamper and when I returned to center stage my next instructions were to count to five slowly before reaching for the skirt. Of course, I had to stand straight and make sure my hands and arms didn't block either of their views. I was right about how I would feel to have him see me in my bra but there was nothing I could do about it. Once the skirt was off I repeated my trip back and forth to the hamper. She said Tommy was embarrassed when he had to do this. I'm sure it had been embarrassing for him but that was a large understatement when it came to my feelings. Mortification comes closer. Ever hear of synergy? I was getting a good demonstration of it. Think about the embarrassment I felt when he saw me in my panties downstairs and add his view of my bra and then increase it exponentially. Wait a minute. What the hell was that? A math term? Damn him and his stupid idea for my 'homework'.
 
   Unlike the panty incident downstairs, taking off the embarrassing underwear wasn't going to help in the slightest. But in keeping with ancient rules of female disrobing, Aunt Eva ordered me to take off the bra. I've told you that I'm not what you would call well-endowed but I was proud of what I had. My periodic male companions seemed to like them too but that didn't mean I was happy to show them to Uncle Fred and walk past him to put my bra in the hamper. I had to count to ten before I could complete the job. At last I was 'allowed' to peel my panties off. For some reason I didn't feel as relived as when I bared my bottom for the strap. At least then I could immediately put myself over the arm of the couch and not have to sashay past him twice more. Rather than return to my former location I went directly to Aunt Eva and asked if I should get over her lap. She replied, "No silly girl. You've one more trip to make. It's on my dresser. Bring it here."
 
   Have you guessed what 'it' was? I knew right away and there it was, right where she said it would be. My hand was shaking as I picked it up. It felt sturdier than it looked and was much too inflexible as far as I was concerned. Like the strap, it was only used as a threat when I was a 'little girl' but was considered eminently suitable for a teenager. And to think I felt a sense of relief when I didn't see it on my pillow earlier.
 
   When I handed it to her and lay across her thighs I had to ask how many swats she was going to give me. She patted my head in her loving manner and said, "Don't be foolish. This is just like my other spankings. The hairbrush is only because you're older and need a tad more punishment. There's been plenty of time since your uncle strapped you so it'll probably be as long as your last time on my lap so you don't have to worry about counting."
 
   Oh yeah, that's what I was worrying about all right and it was such a comfort to put it out of my mind. Then I could concentrate on nothing but the hairbrush CRASHING ONTO ME. Wasn't that cute, I used uppercase to show you when the first one landed. O.K. I won't do it again but what else is there to say about that spanking? It hurt. Oh, I guess I should tell you about the little break in the action. She stopped and Uncle Fred helped us shift positions so she was sitting at an angle and I could rest my torso on the bed. It wasn't just for my benefit. It was so I could put my face into the pillow he put under my head. I guess I was making too much noise to suit them. Gee, I'm really sorry about that.
 
   Eventually she stopped for good. In my mind at the time it was about a year or two after she started.
 
   I felt hands helping me to my feet and I fell into Uncle Fred's arms. He hugged me and stroked my hair while my tears got his shoulder sopping wet. Then they helped me get into my pajamas and I was lovingly tucked in for the night. My rear end was still in agony but I fell asleep almost immediately.
 
   A word about the actual length of her spanking. Since the subject of our activities was now an acceptable topic of conversation I asked Aunt Eva if she ever noticed how long my bedtime spankings were. She smiled and said, "I really shouldn't be telling you this but I watch the clock and have never spanked you or Tommy more than seven or eight minutes. I gather it seems longer to you." I assured her that it did.
 
   I'll bet you've been waiting breathlessly for me to tell you how I felt about their special idiosyncrasies aren't you? Well tough. You'll just have to wait a little longer while I tell you about another incident. And I think that'll answer your question.
 
   Before I get to that let me say that their 'teenager' got one more set of spankings. I won't go into any details since it was pretty much the same as the last one. But if it'll make you feel better, here's a synopsis. I gave the strap to Uncle Fred, he gave me twenty-five swats, I did math 'homework' the rest of the day, I stripped in front of both of them in my room, Aunt Eva spanked me with the hairbrush, I cried, shrieked, sobbed, did a lot of wriggling and kicking and then they put me to bed. Happy now?
 
   The incident I want you to tell you about was when I stopped being a teenager and did a little more 'growing up'.
 
   I guess you could say it started on a Friday night. I was on a date and after the sexy undies got my companion really stirred up we had fantastic sex well into the early hours of the morning. And it looked like the slinky nightgown was doing its duty when we woke up but then he flipped me over and slapped my rear end rather hard. I quickly rolled off the bed and politely asked him what in the hell he thought he was doing. He said, "I'm going to take you over my knee and spank your adorable bottom until you're so hot you'll be begging me to plow into you."
 
   I moved closer to him. He smiled until my arm went back and came forward with all the force I could muster to slap that stupid smile right off his face. Ouch, I really hurt my hand but it was worth it. I'd heard of people like him who think a girl gets all turned on when she's getting spanked but thought they only existed in stories. This guy was a real pervert. I got dressed in record time and was out of there.
 
   Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred were surprised to see me home so early but not as surprised as they were going to be. I was still pretty upset so they left me alone while I showered, changed into my normal Saturday clothes, had a bite of breakfast and went storming out of the house again. I was back for lunch and then went to my room to think about my decision until it was time to act. I picked up the bag containing the results of my short trip and headed downstairs where I ordered, yes, ordered them both into the living room. I brought along Aunt Eva's calendar and they sat on the couch while I gave my little speech.
 
   "O.K. Here's the deal. Like today, we'll always start at two o'clock in the afternoon."
 
   Aunt Eva asked, "Start what dear?"
 
   I snapped at her, "No questions until I'm done." Then I pointed to a square on the calendar about a month away and continued, "You didn't have anything planned for this day but now you do. I'll put an 'lg' in it. Let's see, the next month we'll put a 'tg' on the seventeenth and the twenty second is free on the month after that so we'll make that a 'gw'. We can work out the schedule for the rest of my stay later."
 
   This time it was Uncle Fred who interrupted. "What are you talking about?"
 
   I put the calendar down and looked at both of them for a moment. "You said you weren't going to spank me as a little girl anymore but I'm going to bring that outfit out of retirement. I'll wear it on the day I marked 'lg' which stands for 'little girl'. A 'tg' day is when you will deal with a teenage girl so you've two months to pick out more math problems."
 
   Aunt Eva was starting to smile. "And what is 'gw'?"
 
   I pulled my sweatshirt over my head and as I was taking my jeans off I said, "That's what we're going to add to the repertoire today. It stands for 'grown woman' which is what I really am and you are going to punish me accordingly. Uncle Fred will use the strap but more than he does for a teenager. Twenty-two for the basic amount and another twenty-two for the extras. Then I'll sit at the table for the rest of the day doing homework but it'll be my own studies. When we all go upstairs tonight Aunt Eva will use her hairbrush on me. Bring a timer and we'll set it for fifteen minutes. Don't stop before it rings."
 
   I had my bra off and was pulling down my panties as I finished. "And as you can see, I'm to be punished in the nude and will stay that way until Aunt Eva has finished my bedtime spanking. Now, are there any questions?"
 
   Uncle Fred said, "You had a hard time getting through twenty five strokes with the strap. Are you sure you want to raise the ante to forty-four? Don't you think that may be more than you can handle?"
 
   I picked up the bag I brought and pulled out a two pairs of fur lined leather cuffs and a coil of rope. "That's what these are for. When you put me over the arm of the couch you're going to tie me so I won't have any choice."
 
   Aunt Eva spoke next. "Put them on dear." I shook my head, "No. That's another small change in the routine. You're going to punish me up to and maybe a little past what I think I can take. I'll follow your orders and not fight you but that's the extent of my voluntary preparation for the spankings. That includes getting the implements. Uncle Fred is going to fetch the strap from the closet and when we go upstairs you will bring the hairbrush and the pillows from your bed. I'll explain why later."
 
   I stopped for a breath and Aunt Eva said, "Never mind dear. I think I know what the pillows are for and I think it's a wonderful idea. Shall we get started?"
 
   I answered, "Not yet. I have a few more things to say. First of all I just realized I made a mistake. I shouldn't have taken my clothes off but I'm not going to bother putting them back on now. Next time we do this I want the two of you to strip me and feel free to make it as shameful a process as you can. In fact, although I've given you the extent of my physical punishment I want you to use your imaginations and if you can think of any other ways to embarrass or humiliate me, go ahead. I'm ready now."
 
   They looked at each other, nodded and came forward. They each put a cuff on my wrists and when Aunt Eva bent down to put one on my ankle Uncle Fred stopped her. "There's no need to rush. Look at these lovely things. They're not very big but they are nicely formed. Do you think she'd mind if I touched them?"
 
   Aunt Eva smiled as she straightened up. "Not at all. She won't object to anything we do. It's not as if she were underage. Then we'd be guilty of molesting a child. She's a grown woman and her feminine charms are ours to do with as we please. You play with that one and I'll do this side. Then we can switch."
 
   Was this what I had in mind? Maybe not but I told them to add to my humiliation and making me stand there submissively while they stroked, squeezed and lightly pinched my breasts was certainly doing a fine job. When they wanted to switch sides they ordered me to turn and face the other direction. After all, I was the one being punished so why should they have to expend any energy walking around me?
 
   When they were done on top they moved lower but not directly. Instead they very slowly worked their way in that direction with one of their hands on my front and the other traveling down my back. They stopped in the middle and Aunt Eva complimented me on my flat stomach while Uncle Fred was more concerned with fondling my bottom. And to think I thought just resting his hand there was embarrassing.
 
   They led me to the couch and with the aid of Uncle Fred's penknife to cut the rope into manageable pieces, I was firmly affixed. Now I didn't have to worry about my lower extremity gyrations giving him a good view of my privates this time. My legs were already tied wide apart and everything was blatantly displayed already. A rope from my wrists to the far end of the couch ensured that I wasn't going anywhere. The final touch was more in deference to their ears than to my feelings, Aunt Eva put the throw pillow under my face to muffle my shrieks. It got a lot of use.
 
   When the strapping was over they let me stay tied to the couch so I could get my sobbing under control and reflect on my punishment for the next hour. When they let me up they made a minor modification to my outline. I wasn't going to be completely nude, I kept the cuffs on.
 
   Sitting at the table was much worse than before and I couldn't possibly concentrate on the books in front of me. In their kindness they realized I was wasting my time so they let me give my rear end a rest. Uncle Fred cut some more of the rope and used a short piece to keep my hands no more than four inches apart and the other piece of rope constrained my steps to less than a foot so wherever I went I had to shuffle.
 
   Aunt Eva usually kept the house in order and properly cleaned but that day it became my job to play 'happy little maid' as I vacuumed the floors and dusted the furniture. Uncle Fred especially liked the way I dusted the lowest shelves since I was not allowed to squat down but had to keep my legs straight and bend at the waist so my unhappy little bottom was pointed directly at him. It took four or five times on each shelf before he would tell me to move on to the next one.
 
   When I was not otherwise occupied I had to stand with my hands on my head and more than once my exposed breasts were the center of attention to be felt and squeezed. The only part of me that was unofficially off-limits was my genitals but their fingers came awfully close a few times. However, don't get the idea that they ignored that part of me completely.
 
   After supper we watched TV. Actually I'm not sure if any of us were paying attention to it. I gave up after a bit because it was upside down to me. I was laying on my back on the floor with my head pointed towards the set and my ankles were attached to my wrists. I kept my arms and legs as wide as I could so the area they hadn't touched was the main focus of their eyes. My faithful throw pillow was under my lower back to raise it up off the floor and make it even more pronounced.
 
   As long as my story has me in this obscene display I should mention a thing or two about sex. There are certain parts of a woman's body that are primarily associated with the sex act. Society decrees that they should be decently covered unless you are about to engage in intimate relations. So, aside from visits to the doctor, displaying these areas in other contexts can be very embarrassing as evidenced by my reactions when Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred included various levels of this in my punishments.
 
   The more I was exposed the greater my embarrassment and therefore, my humiliation in being made to obey them. It had reached new heights on this day. Not only was I prohibited from hiding anything from their eyes but I had to endure them touching me in what would normally be an inappropriate manner. As if this wasn't bad enough, I had to allow them such liberties without the comfort of being bound and helpless. I'm sure neither Aunt Eva nor Uncle Fred had sexual designs on me and I know I was not aroused in that way. No, my nudity and their access to my breasts was only their not too subtle way of keeping my mortification at a high intensity.
 
   With all that being said I'll return to my position in front of the TV set. The display of my most intimate part was definitely the highlight of their imaginative ideas to punish me without physical contact, either sexually or with one of the spanking implements. I was of two minds about it. Which was worse, the present humiliation or the upcoming event in my room? The choice was not mine to make. I remained on my back until they finally decided that it was time to move the game upstairs.
 
   I didn't have to give them any instructions. They figured out why the extra pillows were necessary. Except for the one they put under my face, they were piled up to keep my bottom high and vulnerable. Ropes running from my cuffs to the four feet of the bed kept it that way. I think it was about the longest fifteen minutes of my life before they released me. I may've been a grown woman who had just been severely punished but it was a comfort when they tucked me into the bed and each kissed me gently.
 
   So, back to me telling you how I felt about our little idiosyncrasies. Guess what? I just did.
 
   I find it interesting that on the other special days that followed I was just as embarrassed and sore. You'd think that after the ordeal I just described I would find those 'lesser' punishment scenarios easier. Not so. Humiliation is humiliation and spankings are spankings. The fact that you might've had worse is immaterial at the time. Each punishment exists on its own and while it is happening that's all that's on your mind. I was as mortified when Uncle Fred saw my childish underpants as I was when I was naked and being fondled. And when I was over his or Aunt Eva's lap I cried just as earnestly.
 
   By the way, I did graduate at the top of my class and my professor enticed me to stay and work on a Ph.D. I even received a generous grant so I could afford to live in a small apartment but I decided to put the money into a savings account instead. I kind of liked living with Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred.
 
   Life was good but it got even better.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Tommy transferred to the same university I was attending and moved back home with his folks. It was good to have someone my age around except for our special role playing sessions. Luckily he was into his own form of pain. He voluntarily hurled his body down the sides of mountains at breakneck speeds on two thin slats of wood. Luckily, his ski weekends gave Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred a chance to punish me in my various characterizations. I had to be especially careful to make sure that he didn't notice anything amiss in the way I moved or sat when he returned so it was unofficially agreed that the 'gw' days would have to wait until he was gone longer.
 
   We were eating dinner when he asked about the cryptic notations on the calendar. There was an awkward silence around the table as Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred looked at each other and then to me. Finally Aunt Eva spoke but there was a noticeable nervousness in her voice. "Oh, it's nothing. Those are just reminders for some stuff I have to do for my book club."
 
   He didn't question her flimsy answer but I could see that he didn't believe her. I'm pretty sure he saw that whatever it was, it embarrassed me too and he dropped the subject. A few months later I noticed him giving me a funny look as he got ready to go skiing on a weekend that had one of the secret codes on the calendar. He asked if I planned on going out and when I said I was going to stay home and spend some time with his folks he smiled and said, "I'm sure you will."
 
   The way he said it made me a little nervous and it was on my mind the next day as I put on my party dress. I was still thinking about as I went directly to the living room. As soon as I got there I realized I forgot something and quickly turned around to go back to the dining room but it was too late. Uncle Fred sharply told me to stay where I was and he would get it. I started crying because I knew he was going to come back with more than the chair. Sure enough, he made a side trip to the closet. I started apologizing and pleading but neither he nor Aunt Eva were moved. The only thing that moved was me and that was because he was dragging me to the chair.
 
   I have to admit that I had wondered about what an over the knee spanking with the strap would be like but it was no more than an idle curiosity, not something I actually wanted to experience. Nevertheless, I had inadvertently walked right into one.
 
   In no time flat I was upended and properly bared for something much worse than a hand spanking. As you would expect, that gave me more than the usual reason to think about why my bottom had been unveiled and worry less about the actual exposure. Unfortunately, that quickly changed. Instead of getting right to it he put his hand on my rear end and while not doing the sort of fondling he did when it was a 'gw' day it made me uncomfortable. Why didn't he start spanking right away you ask? Because I had given them an excuse to practice their lecture technique. My ears burned as they berated me for not remembering the proper way to prepare for my spanking.
 
   Aunt Eva had the final word. She said, "OK Fred. Give her what she deserves." My focus shifted to his hand and that he was lifting it off of me. The next thing to come down was going to be the strap. Maybe it wasn't going to be as bad as when I was over the arm of the couch but as I said earlier, each punishment exists on its own and I wasn't looking forward to this one.
 
   Aunt Eva may've been the last to speak but Uncle Fred and the strap had the real last word on the matter. He couldn't get as much of a swing with me on his lap but that's an academic observation. My bottom wasn't concerned with comparisons, it just wanted him to stop - which of course he did but not right away. No, not right away at all. Unlike when I was over the arm of the couch, there was no set number and he just spanked and spanked and spanked.
 
   The rest of the day went as usual if you can call our activities usual. They were for us anyway, even the bedtime spanking. As was now our habit, Uncle Fred was there and although there was absolutely nothing about me he hadn't seen before, he graciously turned around for my trip to Aunt Eva's lap. That's when I was reminded that I heard more than her spanking Tommy that long ago Sunday. She included an angry recap of his sins amid the slapping sounds. She had not done that with me previously but this night was a different story. I had thought that she had finished her harangue downstairs. I was getting it again and while the spanking that followed was not any longer than her others she filled the spaces between the spanks with more harsh words about my failings. It had the desired effect and in addition to the typical sore bottom, I was a very sorry little girl when they tucked me into bed.
 
   After they left I reflected on the day and I was most ashamed that they had to lecture me. Everything they said was still ringing in my ears but there was one thing that really stuck out. That was when they used Tommy as an example of obedience. He obviously wasn't a perfect little angel or he wouldn't have gotten spanked but at least he knew how to prepare the room. He never forgot the chair and if he was there he would've attested to that fact.
 
   If he was there?
 
   Why did that phrase mean more than everything else they said? I tried to force it out of my mind but it wouldn't go away.
 
   If he was there.
 
   I'm sure they just meant it as a means of verifying their assertion and not that they actually wanted him in the room. But what if he was? If he was there what would he think when he saw me getting spanked like that? If he was there would I still submit to them?
 
   If he was there.
 
   It was like a mantra of shame. If he was there would he pretend he was much younger and let them spank him also? That seemed unlikely so what would his presence mean? If he was there it would definitely add to my humiliation and make him a very real part of my punishment. But, if he was there would he be satisfied with just watching it? What if he wasn't just an observer? If he was there would he spank me too?
 
   Whoa, where did that idea come from? Tommy spanking me? Oh, no - don't even think about it. He was my pseudo-cousin. So? Fred and Eva were relatives in my mind too. But he was my friend. So what would I call Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred? We had fun together and they were two of my best friends. Do you see where this is going? I was invalidating every argument I offered against Tommy spanking me. Aha, at last I found one that was irrefutable. He was not an authority figure like Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred were. He had no right to punish me as a little girl or as a teenager. There, that took care of that and now I could get to sleep.
 
   Damn. What about the grown woman punishments? Wouldn't he just love to help them take my clothes off and join in the fun of exploring my naked body? He'd have his hands all over me - touching and squeezing and maybe even more. Luckily that got me to thinking about the sort of things I did with some of my dates and got my thoughts off the subject of spanking. The only problem was that I was still thinking about Tommy instead of any of the men I went out with and I slept with fitful dreams.
 
   I was the last of those dreams that caused the most consternation. In it I was being spanked and it was a combination of the real ones. I was over a lap in the living room but I was nude and it was Tommy who was slamming his hand down onto my backside. Then, in that funny way dreams can distort logic, our location magically shifted to my room and as the spanking continued he was putting his hand between my legs and doing the most wonderful things where Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred never touched me. I woke up just as he was carrying me to the bed and it wasn't to tuck me in for the night. I was sweating and very aroused. That was the most erotic dream I could remember but didn't that make me as perverted as the fellow I slapped?
 
   I quickly got up and took a cold shower but those images kept coming back. When Tommy came home that night I was not very sociable. He was telling us about his trip and was full of funny anecdotes but every time he looked at me I shuddered and if he asked me a question I responded with short and curt answers. Try as I might, all through his narrative I couldn't stop looking at his hands and his lap. Finally I couldn't stand it anymore and had to leave the room.
 
   I got over it by the next day and things went back to normal for the rest of the week. Well, mostly normal. He showed up in my dreams frequently and more than once had me over his lap. The ones where he spanked me weren't like nightmares per se but they scared me. Why? Because they were the most exciting. What was I turning into?
 
   The next Friday, Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred left for a vacation trip and I had a date. Unfortunately, the guy I was supposed to go out with called to cancel at the last minute. He had a valid excuse but I was very disappointed. We were going to a movie I wanted to see and that's not all of it. I just had a week of sexual frustration and planned to get him in bed and give him the night of his life. Tommy saw my frustration (about the movie, not about the sex) and said he'd been wanting to see it also so we went together. Afterwards we went out dancing and had a wonderful time. It was a different sort of date than I'd been on for a long time. In spite of my dreams I didn't see the real Tommy as a potential lover so I could concentrate on having fun and not worry about how the follow-on sex would be.
 
   When we arrived back at the house and got to the front door he said, "I feel like I've been on the best date I've had in years."
 
   I laughed and replied, "Is this where you kiss me and go back to your car?"
 
   He smiled and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. I playfully used my most seductive voice and said, "My folks aren't home. You can come inside for a while if you'd like."
 
   He bargained with my invitation and asked, "If I do, can I kiss you again?"
 
   I was in a mood to flirt and do a little teasing so I slunk next to him and purred, "Of course but don't think you have to stop at only one kiss."
 
   He just as playfully accepted and with a lot of laughing we managed to get the door unlocked. Now that we were both home the date was officially ended but something else was about to start. I said, "Thank you for a wonderful time. I haven't had so much fun on a date in a long time too."
 
   Our eyes met as he said, "I believe you agreed to let me kiss you again. I'd like to collect on that."
 
   He moved closer and reached out for me. I raised my face, he lowered his, our lips met, our tongues wrestled, my toes curled, he picked me up and we kissed each other a lot more as he carried me upstairs. He stopped in the hallway between our rooms and he asked, "Your place or mine?"
 
   My head was spinning and I wanted him so bad but two things bothered me. First that I was still thinking of him as my 'cousin' and the other I'm almost too embarrassed to admit. Maybe later.
 
   He apparently had no inhibitions about having sex with his 'cousin' and he was helping me shed mine by helping me shed my clothes. Yes, I said helping me. I was an active participant. Let's face it, 'cousin' or not I was as horny as hell. All week I had been waking up soaking wet and I don't just mean perspiring and he was the cause. I mumbled "My place. The bed is bigger."
 
   My shirt and bra were already off and he was nibbling on my breasts as we stumbled towards the bed. In short order all our clothes were gone and I couldn't get him into me fast enough. There was nothing gentle about our first encounter and then he spent a long time getting us both ready for a repeat performance. And then another and then...
 
   I woke up with a big smile on my face just as he walked in with a breakfast tray. The toast was cold and the coffee was horrible but that sweet gesture made up for it. He joined me on the bed and when we put the tray aside I jumped up and dug into my dresser for the special negligee. I scurried into the bathroom to change and made my grand entrance. My sexy stance and the look on his face were all the foreplay we needed. He had risen to the occasion and we made good use of it.
 
   We showered together and went to our separate rooms. I was almost completely dressed when he stuck his head in the door and said, "Why don't you wear that little girl thing or dress up like a teenager?"
 
   Did you ever get hit with a baseball bat? I can't say as I have either but I imagine it would knock the wind out of me just like his question did. It's a good thing I was standing next to the bed because my legs were too weak to hold me and I had to sit down. My mind was racing but the only thing I could think of to say was a delaying tactic. "What are you talking about?"
 
   He walked over to my closet. The party dress and petticoats hanging next to each other and now they were in his hand.
 
   "These things and the cartoon panties that go with them. Or at least I assume they're part of the same outfit. Are they?"
 
   It was deer in the headlights of a semi time. I was stunned but I slowly nodded. He continued. "I'll bet you're cute as a button when you're dressed like that. Do they spank you in it often or just on the 'lg' days?"
 
   My throat was dry and I croaked as I asked, "How did you know?"
 
   He put the dress back and sat next to me. "I knew Mom was hiding something about the calendar and that it had something to do with you. I didn't start putting things together until I came back from one of my trips and did my laundry. Your stuff was still in the dryer so I took them out and put them in a basket. That's when I first saw that dress and the panties. Needless to say it struck me as odd and by coincidence I happened to look at the calendar later and noticed the 'lg' scheduled for the previous Saturday. On a hunch I looked at the extra chair in the corner of the dining room. It's been in the same spot for so long there are indentations in the carpet and I could see that it wasn't in the same exact place. Somebody moved it fairly recently. I really couldn't believe what I was thinking so I checked on the strap. Not a speck of dust on it. It wasn't the sort of thing they would take out and show someone without cause and even if they did, it wouldn't be that clean unless it had done a lot of swinging in the air and probably landing on someone's rear end. I kept my views to myself but when I went on my next trip I looked at the calendar again. There was a 'tg' marked on it so I put a few grains of salt on the strap. Guess what I didn't find on it when I came back."
 
   I was on the verge of tears but I answered, "The salt."
 
   He sat up straight. "Correct. I'm afraid I'm guilty of snooping but I took a look in your hamper. Right on top was the funniest set of clothes I'd seen in years. Not your style at all but just the sort of things a high school girl would wear. I put two and two together and figured out that they were spanking you the way they used to punish me when I was those ages. But I'm curious about last weekend. Saturday was an 'lg' day and the salt I put on the extra chair was gone so I know that was used but the stuff I put on the strap was gone too. I could only think of one reason for that. You forgot to get the chair and Dad took you over his knee and used the strap on you. Notice how I knew exactly what the routine was? I've been there and had that done to me. How am I doing? Did I miss anything?"
 
   My face was red and I wanted to shout that it was none of his business but there was nothing left to hide so I decided to be brave and answered him. "No, you got it just about right but you forgot about your mother's bedtime visits. Like the one I heard her give you when we acted up in church."
 
   Good. Now he was blushing too. "Yes I remember that. It seemed worse than usual because I knew you could hear it. But there was something else I remember about that day. It was the first time I ever saw a girl's bare backside and I wanted to stare at it a lot longer until Dad took my mind off it. By the way, your bottom has improved immensely since then. I could happily stare at it for hours as long as I could steal a glance at the rest of you. You are gorgeous. Easily the most beautiful woman I know. I'll bet every guy who saw us together last night wished he were me."
 
   What a sweet-talker but what did he expect me to do? Forget his talking about my spankings and kiss him? I did and so what? Did you think I was cold hearted? I pushed him back and straddled him. Somehow I was no longer ashamed of the games his folks and I played. I kissed him again and asked, "Are you shocked?"
 
   He pulled me down for another kiss and said, "Shocked? No. Surprised? A little. Envious of them? Definitely."
 
   I rose up and said, "Envious? Of what? Do you want to spank me too?"
 
   He smiled. "Yes but not the way they do. I assume they're into realism and deal with you pretty severely. What I have in mind is a lighter version just for fun. What's the matter? Have I insulted you? I'm sorry."
 
   I had gotten off him and he mistook my facial expression for anger. It wasn't that at all. This was the other thing that concerned me when we were in the hall last night. I not only wanted him to make love to me, I also wanted him to spank me just like in my dreams and that thought scared me. It was scaring me again. He had just told me he'd like to do what I wanted him to do and I was afraid to take a chance. He apologized some more and I had to reassure him I wasn't mad. He was sitting up by then so I took his head in my hands, held it against my chest and stroked his hair. "No, I'm not angry."
 
   His voice was full of concern and he asked, "Then what is it? Can I do something to help?"
 
   I stepped back took a deep breath. "Yes, you can. I had a feeling that you knew about the spankings when you left last weekend and I've had the strangest dreams since then. They've been about you and me together."
 
   He smiled. "Were we doing the sort of things we did last night and this morning?"
 
   I blushed and smiled. "Yes and those things were wonderful. Even better than I imagined except that's not all we did in my dreams."
 
   I had to stop for a moment and he prodded. "Did I spank you?"
 
   I could only nod until he asked the obvious question. "Do you want me to spank you now?"
 
   I looked him in the eye and said, "Yes."
 
   There. It was out in the open and I couldn't take it back. He held out his hand and I moved closer. Without a word he unsnapped my jeans and pulled them down. I held my breath when he sent my panties in the same direction. This was much different than when he took them off me last night and nothing at all like the way my rear end was bared for the role-playing spankings. I was nervous, slightly scared but overjoyed that it was finally happening. He took me over his lap and slowly caressed my bottom. Finally he broke the silence but not with words. The sound of his hand connecting with my bottom echoed around the room. There were plenty more to follow. He wasn't being very gentle - I would've been disappointed if he had.
 
   I really owe an apology to that poor guy I thought was perverted. I shouldn't have slapped him. He was right about how I might react to this sort of spanking but at the time I didn't realize what he meant. Every swat from Tommy made me want him even more. He stopped long before his mother would've but then he did something she wasn't capable of doing. I was so eager for him he didn't have time to take off his pants. I unzipped and extracted what I wanted and I wanted it now. And wow, did I get it.
 
   After lunch he asked if I wanted to go out and do something together but I said, "No. Maybe later but I want you to go into the living room and wait. I'll be there in a few minutes."
 
   His smile told me my surprise was not going to be a surprise. A little while later a 'cute as a button' little girl dutifully delivered the extra chair to him. I curtseyed and did a slow twirl. He said he approved of my appearance and it was a shame but he was going to spank me. I stuck out my lower lip and pouted the best I could with a silly grin on my face. Being over his lap in the living room was different than when he sat on the bed. Now both ends of me were hanging down but it was the middle that attracted his attention. Unlike his father, who pulled dress and petticoats up together, Tommy took his time. Ever so slowly he lifted my dress, patted my bottom, lifted the rest and patted me again saying how nice my special panties were. It seemed to take forever for him to inch them to my ankles. I was quivering in excitement and said, "Don't be afraid to hurt me. Your folks have given me a lot worse. The spanking you gave me this morning was very nice but I want this to be a real one."
 
   He asked, "Are you sure?"
 
   I looked up at him. "Yes. I'll probably cry and beg you to stop but don't. Do it hard and keep going for as long as you remember your father spanking you. When it's over I want to look like a girl who's been well spanked and has a bright red bottom to prove it. I don't want sex afterwards, at least not right away. I'll stand in the corner with my dress up and panties down for as long as you tell me to."
 
   He took me at my word. It was a memorable spanking for many reasons. Not the least of which was his understanding that I truly wanted (needed?) more than a few swats followed by a roll in the hay. You really can't judge time when you're getting spanked but I can say this, it seemed to last a very long time and he did take me past the begging, pleading and hard crying stage.
 
   After my corner time was over we were both ready for other activities. It's funny but neither one of us wanted to do that while I was in the little girl outfit. That was easily remedied. In less than a minute all of our clothes were in a heap on the chair. It was a little uncomfortable putting my sore bottom on the floor so I slid my old friend the throw pillow under me and pulled my legs up and out just the way I did when Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred put in that obscene display. The only things missing were the cuffs and ropes. The big difference was very big and eagerly accepted my wide open invitation.
 
   For the rest of the week we were like newlyweds on a honeymoon and couldn't keep our hands off each other. Not just having sex every chance we could (which we did) but the little touches too - reaching out to put a hand on a passing shoulder, gentle kisses, holding hands, etc. I wore my negligee every night but not for very long. He especially liked it when I was over his lap and he lifted it up. More than once during the week I was plopped onto the bed sporting a stinging rear end while the rest of me was going crazy with pure unadulterated lust.
 
   The next Saturday he said, "Mom and Dad will be home the day after tomorrow. What do you say we clean this place up a bit? Between the two of us it won't take long and then we can go out."
 
   "Wait," I said. "I want to show you something first."
 
   I took him to my room and pulled a bag from the back of the closet. I held it in front of me and said, "Your folks and I did more than 'lg; and 'tg'. We also had one called 'gw' that we had to put aside when you moved back in."
 
   He asked what 'gw' meant. I pulled the ropes and cuffs from the bag and described how they punished me as a grown woman, including my time as their maid.
 
   He thought for a moment and said, "I'll do it with a few modifications. You'll find about them as they come up. Take your clothes off."
 
   I shook my head and he remembered the rules I laid out so he moved to me and began removing my clothes. It was totally unlike the way he stripped me for sex and the familiar feelings of shame and humiliation resurfaced. His touch was as gentle as ever and that made this little ordeal even worse. He was turning me on and I was going to have to suffer in frustration. I was breathing heavy when he put the cuffs and made me carry the bag with the ropes downstairs.
 
   He tied me to the couch before he went to get the strap and in his brief absence I was beginning to wonder if I did the right thing by telling him about this. Well, what's done is done and I had no choice but to stay right where I was.
 
   When he returned he stepped behind me and said, "This is the first modification. I know you want to be punished severely but I can't bring myself to hit you forty-four times. I'm going to stop at twenty but they will be very hard. Are you ready?"
 
   I nodded and he was true to his word. He swung the strap much harder than Uncle Fred and I would've been satisfied if he stopped at ten. He didn't. No amount of my crying, begging and shrieking slowed him down. It was pure hell and I don't even want to imagine what forty-four would've been like.
 
   I remained tied for an hour. He sat and watched me the whole time except for when he reached under to tweak a breast or stood behind me to run his fingers on and into my sex. He was driving me crazy when all of a sudden he replaced his finger with the real thing. I guess that was modification number two and I heartily approved. What a fantastic experience. Totally helpless and feeling him slam against my sore rear end as he filled me up again and again and again.
 
   Tommy tied my hands and feet the way Uncle Fred did for the housework. Modification number 3 was that he didn't just sit and watch me do the work. He helped clean the place up. Of course, he stopped what he was doing when I had to dust the lower shelves. It probably took a little longer than usual even with the two of us since he periodically made me stand with my hands on my head so he could run his hands over my body. What had been a humiliation when Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred did it was now a delight save that he kept me on the edge of orgasm for the whole time so it was still a form of punishment. At last the job was done and I was standing in the living room while he put the dust cloths and vacuum away. That's when things got interesting.
 
   I heard him approach the room but it wasn't him. It was Aunt Eva and Uncle Fred and they were staring at me. There wasn't much I could do. Running away wasn't an option for two reasons. First, the size of my steps was limited and secondly, they were between me and the door. So I kept my hands on my head, smiled and said, "Hi. You're back early."
 
   Uncle Fred said, "The weather was lousy so we cut the vacation short. We called and left a message on the answering machine last night. I assume you didn't get it."
 
   Tommy and I had gone out dancing the night before and when we got home we got involved in other things and checking for messages wasn't our top priority.
 
   At that point Tommy walked in and said, "Hello, you're back early. What didn't I get?"
 
   Aunt Eva sighed and said, "You didn't get the message we left on the answering machine and Fred, aren't we lucky to have two bright young people living here with us? They both figured that we came home early. Isn't that amazing?"
 
   Uncle Fred didn't take his eyes off me and said, "Yes dear, we're very lucky and now could one of you bright young people tell us what's going on? We can see what came off."
 
   From the look on their faces I guessed they didn't expect the answer they got. Tommy said, "We were working our way through a 'gw' day. We had some fun with the 'lg' thing last Saturday."
 
   It's great to see embarrassment being shared and their mouths dropped open. Tommy laughed. "Don't be embarrassed. I can see why you couldn't resist spanking her. She's absolutely delectable and cute as a button. I've been itching to put some color into that beautiful rear end from the moment I found out about your special times together."
 
   Aunt Eva spoke to me. "How did he find out? Did you tell him?"
 
   I had to smile. "I didn't have to. He figured it all out by himself. Don't forget that he's a bright young man." Before she could respond to my slightly insolent remark I added, "And not to take anything away from Uncle Fred but Tommy is an excellent spanker. Take a look at this."
 
   I turned around so they could see the results of the strap and Aunt Eva said, "She's right Fred. He did a good job."
 
   Uncle Fred came closer and put his hand on my bottom. The atmosphere in the room was such that I couldn't find any reason to object. Not that a semi-bound girl had any business objecting. He traced the marks the strap put there and said, "A damn fine job. I'm proud of you son."
 
   You might not believe this but I wasn't embarrassed or anything like that. It seemed perfectly normal to be naked and on display for them. However, I did take umbrage at Uncle Fred complimenting Tommy and neglecting me. I said, "Hey! Don't I get a little credit?"
 
   Uncle Fred laughed and apologized, "I'm sorry. When you admire a painting you don't always think about the canvas. The stripes on your bottom are all the more remarkable on someone as lovely as you."
 
   Tommy was taking the ropes off but he left the cuffs on as he said, "I know you have some unpacking do to so I'm going to take this gorgeous creature upstairs and tie her to her bed. As much as I like spanking her I'll forego that pleasure in favor of more primitive desires so don't be surprised if you hear strange sounds coming from her room. We'll be back down for supper and how about if we take you out to dinner? It'll be my treat."
 
   A short time later I was on my bed, flat on my back except for a pillow to raise my hips a bit and ropes ran from my cuffs to the bedposts so I was happily stretched in four directions. The brute took unfair advantage of my helplessness twice before we cleaned up, got dressed and joined his parents again.
 
   Later that evening when Tommy and I headed for bed, Aunt Eva shouted up the stairs, "Don't forget her bedtime spanking. You can use my hairbrush if you want. It's still in the same old place."
 
   He answered, "Thanks Mom but we've established our own routine for that. See you in the morning."
 
   He put on his pajamas and I put on the negligee. Then he put me on his lap, bared my bottom, spanked me, took off my negligee, took off his pajamas and you can figure out the rest.
 
   I can hear you asking, "What happened to the role playing games after that?" Not to worry. I still had an occasional desire for that sort of treatment and the games continued with a few changes. Since I was getting more than two spankings we started right after breakfast. When it was 'lg' or 'tg' Tommy became Uncle Tommy and would join them in punishing me. It's funny but I couldn't think of him as my lover on those days. He was another authority figure with a mission to spank and humiliate me. He did both very well. To top it off I slept alone after Aunt Eva's spankings. For the 'gw' days Tommy was a friendly neighbor who happened to stop by and was more than willing to assist them. Not being constrained by a familial relationship, he touched me everywhere and I was ordered to service him in any way he wished.
 
   As soon as our degrees were finished we moved into our own house a few states away. Now it's just me and Tommy and sometimes Uncle Tommy. The special clothes still fit me and if I wear the teenage outfit the old strap comes into play. It was a small wedding present from his folks.
 
   Now I can unequivocally say it. Life is good.
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