A Girl Gets a (Public) Spanking
by GeordieMunro

A Sunday fun day in the pub.

This entry from Jane's Diary comes from 1983, it's the story of how our charity nights in our local pub -- which all involved a great deal of nudity -- came to get started.

I should say that while I'm all in favour of getting myself into embarrassing situations, and would wear an ENF t-shirt with pride (before throwing it into a crowd of onlookers) I am not, and never have been, in favour of humiliating either me or anyone else. No punishment, shaving, spanking or whatever. So I surprised myself this time round.

We -- me, my husband Jim, my best friend Helen, her fiancé Dave and Dave's kid sister Fiona were regulars at the White Horse, which was managed by a young Australian woman, Julie, who was pretty much as up for anything as we were. The pub was generally referred to by locals as the Cock Inn, as it was where girls on a night out would go to meet lads, usually with that satisfactory result.

The Sunday afternoon in question was just a few days after Jim and I returned from our honeymoon, and I suppose the fact that I hadn't done or said anything even mildly outrageous since our return contributed to what happened. I'm a redhead, and I don't tan in the sun, it just gives me more freckles than usual. Some of the chat in the pub that afternoon was along the lines of "no tan, Jane? Spent the entire two weeks in bed?" -- the usual sort of thing. I've always got a response to remarks like that and there was a lot of backchat and laughter with some guys from the golf club.

I was telling Helen (with the golf club guys listening in) about the time I decided to suck my new husband off on the beach in broad daylight only to be interrupted by the arrival of two police officers at the crucial moment. Female officers, fortunately -- always more understanding than men and all that happened was a suggestion that we be more discreet in future. But this chap I didn't know turned to my husband and said "Do you always let your wife behave like that?" His reply being that he didn't "let" me do anything, I was an adult and responsible for my own behaviour. "Well, if she was my wife, she'd get a good spanking!" Wow! What year is this, 1983 or 1953?

"No chance!" I said. At which point Fiona intervened with "Julia's got a collection going for a wheelchair for the old folks' home, and she's £20 short of her target. So if you give her the £20, you get to give Jane a spanking." My jaw dropped, and for once I was speechless. But the guy backed off at that (the average weekly wage would have been around £160 - £170 at that time). I was saved from embarrassment, or so I thought. But Julia had decided this was too good an opportunity to miss, so "Come on guys, surely there's one of you willing to pay that to see Jane bent over a table with her panties round her ankles!" Turned out there was. One of the golf club guys, a lawyer, so probably fairly well off, took a £20 from his wallet and handed it to Julia, to a round of applause from the company -- including my husband, I might add.

Nothing for it but to go ahead -- I couldn't say no when the money was for a good cause. Fiona hadn't finished, though. "The spanking will be done in private." Pause. Except for those who pay Julia £1 for her collection!" Needless to say, they all paid and stayed, except for the guy who had objected -- no surprise there. So there was an audience of around 30, mostly men but about 8 women, and Jim, Dave and Helen. (I can't believe Fiona charged my husband £1 to see me getting stripped and spanked! But he readily paid up.)

Helen and Fiona grabbed me, pulled my dress up over my head and off, leaving me standing in just my shoes and panties. Time for me to stop feeling embarrassed and take control of the situation, I think. I stood in the middle of the room and invited the lawyer to remove my panties, which he did to another round of applause. I was starting to love this now, I've always had a thing for being the only one naked in a crowd. I picked my panties off the floor, stuffed them in his jacket pocket, and said "Keep these safe for me."

I walked over to a table at the far wall, which gave my audience the best possible view, bent over the table and spread my legs as wide as I could to ensure my cunt was displayed to the best effect -- I figured the guy deserved his money's worth. He glanced at my husband, who just smiled and said "Go ahead!"

Fiona, having appointed herself in charge of proceedings, announced "Six spanks, three to each cheek!" Which he duly delivered, and I have to say quite gently. When he'd finished, I looked over my shoulder at him and said "That's not enough, I need more!" And he delivered six more, to my pleasure (I was really enjoying myself by now!") and to cheers from the audience.

At this point I found that Julie had produced a marker pen from somewhere and instructed my new friend the lawyer to sign his name on my bare ass, which he did, and added XX too, which was nice.

Helen and Fiona were in no hurry to give me back my dress (I never did get my panties back) so there was nothing for it but to stay naked while the golf club guys plied me with some of the pub's most expensive cocktails -- they reckoned I deserved a reward, and so did I!

"There's going to be some guys getting great sex tonight Jane" Julie said "The women in the audience were pushing the blokes out the way to get a better view."

They weren't the only ones -- when I finally got my dress back and we headed home, we didn't get halfway there when Jim hustled me up a side street, shoved me up against a wall, pulled my dress up around my waist and rammed his cock into me. No finesse, no loving, just fucking my eager cunt as hard as possible. Bliss!

Obviously, he'd enjoyed seeing me getting spanked, but I think it was the autographing my ass that really turned him on (it did it for me, too!) I don't know what kind of marker it was, but it took a few days to wear off completely and caused a great deal of hilarity in the changing room at hockey practice that week.

So an embarrassing, but fun, afternoon in the pub with money raised for a good cause. Little did I know what Julia and Fiona were cooking up for future fundraisers...
