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The following story deals with
explicit sex acts between consenting adults who may not be legally
attached to each other and who have questionable moral values. The
story contains scenes involving explicit
sexual situations between consenting legal adults and is not
intended to be viewed by persons under the legal age or those who
find such material offensive. All characters in this story are 18
years of age or older, sorry. This story is a work of fiction and
any similarity to places or persons, living or dead, is unintended.
But if you find yourself saying, "I think I remember doing exactly
that?" then I hope that I portrayed you correctly.

If you find this type of material
objectionable then please stop reading now! This story should not
be taken as an endorsement of the activities described herein and
readers are encouraged not to "try this at home" unlike those Jack
Ass TV shows. Please note that no cute little doe eyed animals were
harmed during the creation of this story, unlike many
household-cleaning products. Also this story is completely gluten
free so indulge yourself without feeling guilty.

This story is fictional and the author does
not endorse or condone the behavior portrayed herein. Also, there
is no condom use, safe sex, or mention of STD's. This is a fantasy,
and should be read as fantasy and not considered reality.

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this story with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

As a personal favor to the author, please leave
a review on the website, where you purchased this story. I love to
get your comments to understand, which parts you enjoyed and
hopefully few parts that you didn't.
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​​​​​​​ Chapter 1 Nicked Again


Constance was perched nude on the edge of her
tub, with her long legs out in front of her as she shaved her legs.
As much as she hated to admit it, she had nice legs and shuddered
thinking about the many times her father had punished her for
similar impure thoughts. Her father would die if he knew that his
daughter was sitting naked in the bathroom with the lights on.

For as long as she could remember, you were only
allowed to bath in the dark or with the slightest hint of light to
insure that you could not see your body and give rise to the
devil's thoughts. Punishment in her parent's home was swift and
severe for any violation of the rules.

Constance remembered once when she was caught
looking at the new boy, who lived across the street. She had been
cleaning the window when she saw him coming out of his front door.
He was about the same age as her and was wearing a tight t-shirt
and jeans. She could even see his manhood as it bulged in his
jeans.

As she watched him walk down the street,
suddenly she was grabbed by the arms and yanked backwards into the
room. Instantly, she knew what she had done and worse yet, her
father had caught her. As he drug her to the couch, she screamed,
“No, father please don't whip me! I wasn't doing anything! I
promise to never do it again.”

Her father's face was livid with anger, she had
never seen him this mad and knew her punishment was going to be
severe. Her father sternly told her, “POSITION!” and Constance
automatically pulled her long dress up until she had it bunched
around her waist. The humiliation was almost as bad as the
punishment as she stood there with her white cotton panties the
only protection from his staring eyes. She always had to expose
herself to her father as more punishment for her actions.

As her father pulled her down on his lap, she
could feel his rough work clothes against her young legs with her
white cotton panties stretched across her bottom. He put the palm
of his big calloused hand on her tight butt for a minute. The
thought that he was feeling her behind briefly crossed her mind but
was quickly replaced by the sharp pain as he struck her bottom with
his open hand.

She knew not to cry out or try to stop him as
that infuriated him even more, so she bit her lip and let out a
moan as the pain spread across her bottom. The whole time he is
calling her slut and whore for thinking of boy's and the disgusting
things they would do to her.

Suddenly she felt her panties being pulled down
as her father admonished her, “Slut, you deserve special punishment
today for being the devil's plaything and allowing him to enter
your whore brain!” Then his hand struck her bare bottom and the
pain was so bad she couldn't stop her guttural scream from coming
out.

Constance's pain was unending and felt like
nothing he had ever done to her before. His rough hand on her young
bottom made her sensitive skin throb with pain in between strikes
with his hand. She put her knuckles in her mouth and bit down hard
to stop from screaming out in pain as he struck her over and
over.

Finally exhausted, her father sat there
breathing deeply while laying his hand on her bruised and tender
behind. Constance lay there with the pain coursing through her
body, yet strangely she remembered his hand softly rubbing her bare
bottom.

“How could I become aroused by the hand that
just beat me?” Constance thought as she lay on his lap with her
dress still up around her waist. She was aware of the dampness that
was spreading through the dirtiest part of her body and tried to
stop it, as her punishment would be unreal if he realized this.

It seemed that her father suddenly realized he
was rubbing her bare bottom and ordered her to her room. Constance
jumped up and wincing at the pain, pulled up her panties and walked
quickly to her room. She lay across her bed facedown, as she
couldn't dare lie on her back, it hurt so badly. She even pulled
her skirt up again as the weight of her dress on her bruised behind
hurt.

Constance lay there with the throbbing pain
shooting through her body and quietly sobbed as her behind hurt so
bad. In a few minutes, she heard her bedroom door open then close
quietly. “Had her father heard her crying?” she asked herself and
gathered the bedspread in her mouth and bit down on it to withstand
the punishment she was fixing to receive.

Instead she felt a soft hand on her leg and
heard her mother say, “Constance are you all right?”

“Yes, mother I'm fine and I'm really sorry for
having impure thoughts.”

“Daughter, I know that you didn't really have
impure thoughts but your father always thinks the worst of
everyone. Raise up a little so I can pull your panties down and put
lotion on your bottom to make it feel better.”

Then Constance's mother pulled her panties down
and carefully rubbed a soothing lotion on her behind. It hurt at
first but after the initial burning, started to feel good. As
Constance relaxed, her mother continued to rub the lotion onto her
battered behind.

When her mother stopped applying lotion,
Constance asked her, “Mother, would you rub my behind a little
longer as it makes it feel so much better.”

Her mother replied, “Only for a minute little
one because if your father catches us, we will both be in trouble.
Touching yourself or someone else down there is one of the ultimate
sins.”

“But mother, it feels so good when you rub my
behind, how could that be so wrong?”

“Child, try and keep your mind clean at least
while you are in your father's house. Hopefully one day, you can
leave here and live your own life free from pain and
punishment.”

“Ouch!” The pain from the razor's nick suddenly
brought Constance back to reality. She looked down at the small
flow of blood from her leg and grabbed a piece of toilet paper to
cover the wound and stop the bleeding.

Now at twenty, Constance had moved far from
home. She answered a help wanted ad from an advertising agency and
when they offered her a job, she quickly took it. Saint Louis was
everything her old town was not. It was both old and new as one of
the oldest towns and the jumping off place to Kansas and farther
west for the early pioneers. In contrast there were plenty of new
places and clubs to go.

Somewhat in rebellion to her father, she had
sampled a number of dance clubs in Saint Louis and across the river
around East St. Louis. She had even went out and bought some
scandalously short skirts with revealing tops to wear away from
work. At the ad agency, all the girls typically wore short sexy
clothes and religiously followed the latest trends in fashion.

Her best friend at work, Sue, was exactly the
opposite of her. Sue was tall with a photo model's body, not skinny
like a fashion model but with muscular legs that were well-defined
and really nice breasts. Sue always told her that she loved her
“tits” and liked to show them off.

She was always telling Constance to let her take
a pair of scissors to her tops to fix them. Then the first time she
saw Constance in a clubbing outfit, her eyes lit up in amazement at
the hot girl in front of her. She said, “Constance, you are
something else. Why do you hide your body when it looks so
good?”

Constance replied, “My work outfits are short,
maybe not as short as yours but I'm learning.”

Sue laughed to say, “True, my little hot body
but those clothes put your best features on display and I like it.
If I told you that you had a good body, would you hold it against
me?”

Constance giggled and said, “Sue, it's a good
thing you don't know my father as that remark would have you across
his knees with your panties around your ankles and his hand
slapping your butt.”

“Oh, that doesn't sound bad. Did he often spank
your bare bottom and do you think I could watch.”

“Careful Sue, I might get the wrong impression
of you and your impure thoughts.”

“Did it hurt bad when he spanked you?”

“Often I couldn't sit down for hours and my
mother would rub lotion on my bruises to make it feel better.”

“Did it ever turn you on to be spanked? I don't
mind a little spanking myself.”
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