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A bad day for a naughty girl:

Spanked by three men

Hanna glared at the clock and ran even faster. Her face was already turning sweaty, but Sir Harris had been clear when he had scolded her for running late the last time. She knew that being late once more would mean a stern paddling and her behind was not ready for that.

She convinced herself that she had arrived just on time when she opened the classroom door, just to find Sir Harris already standing at the front of the class. His pale blue eyes turned their full attention to the sweating girl. He was young, tall and even pretty for a teacher with his long blonde hair, but everyone knew that he could be stern if he wanted to.

"Hanna, you are late again. I thought we talked about this already." His voice was low and he almost muttered, but Hanna could tell that he was serious. She glanced at the classroom clock that was hanging on the wall behind her back. It was two minutes past eight.

"I'm sorry, sir. The bus was late, and I had to run", she argued with sweat still running down her face. "It's only two minutes."

"Only two minutes", his voice called, mocking her. "That is two minutes too late. My class starts at eight o'clock and you know it, young lady."

The whole class had turned their eyes to Hanna, who stood frozen at the door. Her eyes had turned to the floor.

"I'm sorry, sir", she muttered. "I won't be late again, I promise."

"Well, that is what you did promise last time. And now you are late again", he stated. "I seem to remember promising you something if you were to interrupt my class once more by running late."

Hanna gulped.

"Please, sir...", she desperately pleaded, knowing full well what was about to go down.

"What did I say would happen to you if you are late again, Hanna?"

Hanna stood still and the silence was broken only by the subdued giggles from the back of the class. Hanna looked at her feet.

"...The paddle, sir", she finally answered.

"We are going to take care of this right now. Let this be a lesson to everyone else, too. Hanna, get to the hallway. Everyone else, stay on your seats."

Sir Harris opened his drawer and pulled out a thick 50 centimeters long wooden paddle. The hickory paddle was decorated with several holes to cut down the air resistance and make it land even harder on disbehaving young behinds. Hanna's face turned red when she heard the students whispering and giggling. It was always embarrassing to get spanked, but it was even more embarrassing when it was turned into such a public occasion. She walked back to the hallway and Sir Harris soon followed her, closing the door behind them.

"I said that if you kept running late, you would get a paddling. You have deserved this, and you know it. I hope this will really make you consider being on time in the future, young lady."

"It was only two minutes", she muttered.

"And you are going to get two swats for each minute. If you keep talking back, I am going to add two more. Do you understand?"

"...Yes, sir", she meekly agreed.

"Now take a wide stance, put your hands against the well and bend over. Four swats."

Hanna did as instructed. This was not her first spanking and it certainly would not be her last one, but she never got comfortable with the procedure. She leaned against the wall, then adjusted her feet and took a step back. She widened her stance a bit more until her jeans got uncomfortably tight.

"Do you have anything in your backpockets", he asked, already running his hand all over her behind.

"No, sir."

"Good. Keep still."

Those were the last instructions she would get. He raised his paddle high in the air and whacked it against her young behind with full force. Hanna winced. She was sure that everyone in class could hear the loud thuds, but she did not want to give them the pleasure of also hearing her yells. Her behind began burning uncomfortably almost instantly.

The second swat came down just as hard on the lower part of her bottom. The pain was enough to bring her down on her knees and make her grasp her behind with both hands. She closed her eyes and bit her teeth together.

"Back into position, young lady. Stand still, you do not want me to add more swats for misbehaving. Those were for the first minute you were late. You still need to be punished for the second minute", he said. His voice was still slow and tedious, but it felt like he was almost enjoying the situation. Sir Harris had warned her and nw he was going to teach her a real lesson.

Hanna could already feel her bottom burning painfully, but she got herself back up and pushed her bottom out for the paddle once more.

The third swat landed full force just as she got herself back into position and the throbbing pain was enough to make her gasp and turn her eyes wet. As if to make sure that his point was understood, Sir Harris instantly hit her bottom again. The heavy hickory paddle landed right on her already bruising bottom and shot painful waves all over her young body. The pain was enough to bring tears into her eyes and make her please her giggling classmates by yelling out loud in pain. Her hands ran quickly onto her throbbing behind and she could be certain that her bottom was already turning into deep and painful bruises. Her breathing turned heavier, and her face was filled with sweat and tears.

"I hope this really taught you a lesson, Hanna. If you are late into my class again, we will just have to repeat this lesson until we can be certain that you have learned it, do you undestand?" the teacher questioned her. "Two swats per minute."

She sobbed quietly.

"Now dry your tears, we have to get back to class", he said, already pushing her towards the door with his paddle.

Hanna opened the door, and quickly walked into her seat without saying anything. She tried not to look anyone into eyes, but she could tell that everyone was watching her. The girls were giggling, and the boys were exchanging sleek smiles, but all of them had her burning red buttocks on their minds.

"Let that be a lesson to you all, my class starts exactly at eight o'clock, not a minute after that", Sir Harris began the lesson. "Now, where were we?"

Sitting down on the hard wooden bench made Hanna's behind throb even more. She knew it would not be over in minutes. Sitting down on a bruised bottom after a severe paddling could be painful for days. "I hope he does not tell my guardian that I was paddled", she thought. "That would just mean another punishment at home." Hanna dried her eyes and tried to concentrate on the class, despite the deep embarrasment and the burning buttocks turning it into an almost impossible task.

* **

Hanna's day was filled with repeated teasing of the "naughty girl who had to be spanked" and the endless questions of "did it hurt?", asked with a mischievous smile. Of course it did hurt, anyone who had ever been paddled knew that. After enduring eight hours of the mockery and thinking that she was finally free, she was called over by the teacher of her last class of the day.

"Hanna, I was told that the principal wants to see you after the class."

"What? Why would he want to see me?" Hanna questioned.

"I don't know, but I don't think he was very happy with you. I wouldn't want to be late to his office if I were you", the teacher said and smiled.

Hanna had a fleeting suspicion of what it could be about, but would the principal really want to see her for being two minutes late to the class? She had already been punished for that too!

She walked to his office as fast as she could and knocked the door. She was called in immediately.

"Hanna. Do you know why I asked you to come here?" the principal questioned. He was an old man, already turning grey and usually being called into his office could only mean one thing.

"No", Hanna muttered.

"I think you do, and I think it would be easier for both of us that you didnd't play stupid. Playing stupid does not end well in this office."

"Is it because I was late this morning?" Hanna asked.

"So, you do know."

"But I was already punished for that!" Hanna protested.

The principal gazed at her with no pity in his eyes.

"You were punished for being late today. But you were late last week and the week before that. This has been a continuous problem and you simply do not seem to learn. I will not punish you for being late today, I will punish you for continous disrespected towards simple school rules. Fetch the cane", the principal ordered.

Hanna's eyes moved towards the long rattan cane hanging on the wall. She had got to experience the cane on her behind once before, but it is not a feeling that you get used to.

"But I was already punished...", Hanna continued, knowing how futile her resistance was.

"And you will be punished for disobeying orders if you do not fetch the cane right now", the principal said with anger in his voice.

Hanna pouted and meekly fetched the cane. 90 cm thick and whippy rattan cane was sure to have an effect on every disobedient young girl, whether they felt they deserved it or not. Just feeling the material was enough to raise the hairs on her skin.

"Come on now, hand the cane to me and bend over", the principal instructed.

Hanna handed the cane to the principal and bent over, trying to touch her fingers to the ground.

"Actually, I think you are in the need of a real lesson today, young lady. Please drop down your pants before we begin."

"But sir! Please no, it was only two minutes", Hanna protested furiously.

"I do not want to hear another word about two minutes. You are being punished for your blatant disrespect for school rules and your blatant disrespected towards your elders. Six strokes on your underwear. Get those pants around your ankles right now, young miss."

The principal's stern lecturing always had an effect on the young students.

Without further resistance, Hanna opened her belt and wrenched her tight jeans down. Her tiny white underpants barely covered her pale bottom, and she instantly moved her hand to cover her buttocks.

"Bend over. Hands to the floor and keep the position. Six strokes, I hope these are enough to teach you the lesson that you obviously deserve."

Hanna moved her hands as close to the floor as she could. The position made the skin on her behind stretch and her underpants managed to cover an even smaller part of her behind.

"Sir...", she still tried to protest, when the first stroke landed on the seat of her underwear.

Hanna yelled, and her nails pushed against her ankles. A red stripe formed on her behind, over the welts already left from the paddling. Being caned on an already spanked bottom seemed to make the pain even worse.

Just when the worst pain was subsiding, his cane stroke again. Hanna yelled again, and her right hand instinctively moved towards her bottom. A painful ret stripe formed right next to the last one, and she had to grind her teeth together to keep her composure.

"Keep your position, young lady. You are receiving a correction for continuously disregarding rules and instructions. If you can not obey the rules during a punishment, I hope you realize what follows."

"More punishment, sir", she was quick to answer.

"Exactly."

The cane landed again on her lower behind, which was less covered by her underwear. The pain was enough to turn her eyesight dizzy and the painful red-hot welts were fully visible on her buttocks that got barely any cover. Hanna tried to quickly catch her breath before the next stroke. Her eyes began to turn watery, but she did her best to not cry out loud. Even if the punishment was in private, it was always embarrassing to start crying.

When the cane landed for the fourth time, the burning pain made her jump straight up. Her hands covered her shredded behind and a single teardrop fell from her eye. She trembled and the overwhelming pain made even talking hard.

"I'm sorry sir. Sorry... It just hurts so much, I'm sorry sir", she profusely apologized, before trying to move back to the position. Her hands were shaking but she tried to lower her hands and move her butt back in to position for the next painful stroke.

The principal gazed at her silently. He raised his rattan cane high over his head. The cane swooshed and landed on Hanna's thighs.

Hanna yelled, and fell down to her knees. Tears were running freely, and Hanna had trouble breathing, with the vicious wave of pain taking over her young body. Her thigh had a deep red welt that was instantly close to breaking the skin. Hanna sobbed stagnant on the ground.

"I see this is having an effect on you, young lady", the principal observed. "I certainly hope we can see a tad more respect towards the school rules in the future from you, lest you want to end up in this position again. Now get back into position, you still have one more stroke left. And I do not want to remind you again."

Hanna wiped the tears away from her face and tried to get back up. Just getting back into the position made the welts on her bottom burn uncomfortably. She grabbed her ankles and closed her eyes.

The cane landed on the middle of her buttocks with full force, bringing Hanna back on her knees again, gasping for air. Her behind was covered with heavy bruises and deep red welts, and she could feel nothing but the burning pain. Hanna sobbed on the ground, desperately trying to rub her beaten bottom.

"Get up, young lady", the principal urged. "Unless you want to get more."

Hanna raised herself from the ground and tried to wipe the tears away, but she simply could not stop crying. The principal observed the profusely crying young lady, who still had her jeans around her ankles.

"Well, Hanna. Have we learned anything today?" he asked.

Hanna sobbed silently and tried to catch her breath.

"If you have not learned anything, then we can still continue our lesson." His emotionless eyes made it hard to tell whether he was serious or not.

"Sir...", Hanna tried to get the words out of her mouth. "I'm sorry. I will be on time in the future", she said, with tears still falling from her eyes.

"And?"

"And I will respect the school rules."

"I certainly hope so. You may pull your pants up and put the cane back."

Hanna struggled with her jeans. Putting tight jeans over a severely beaten behind was not a fun thing to do, but she did not want to stand before the principal half naked. The throbbing pain continued, but slowly she managed to put her pants back on. She caressed the mean rattan cane when she put it back to its place.

"May I go now, sir?"

"You may. I hope you learned something today, young lady."

Hanna left his office and gave her thrashed bum another rub.

***

Her butt ached when Hanna walked home from the bus stop. She could tell that the principal's rattan cane had left deep welts on her butt and the welts would be there for days to come. At least no one had said that they would be calling her home. Hanna knew full well what that would mean. Getting spanked at school always resulted in a spanking at home.

When she opened the door, her guardian was already standing there. A former marine, her guardian was as muscular as he was stern. Hanna loved him as much as she feared him. He could be kind, but the rules were always clear. No backtalking was allowed and his word was the law. When he stood in the hallway with the sleeves of his dress shirt already rolled up, Hanna knew she was in deep trouble.

"I was waiting for you. I got a call from your principal", he calmly stated.

"Yes, sir", Hanna instantly answered.

"You were punished for being late and disobeying rules."

"Yes, sir."

"You know what that means."

"Yes, sir."

"Go fetch the strap."

"Yes, sir."

Hanna rubbed her behind that had already been badly beaten and meekly marched to her room, single teardrop already forming in the corner of her eye. She had already learned that arguing was futile and the easiest way was to just go with whatever her guardian had ordered. That lesson had been beaten into her head through her behind. She opened her closet and took one look at the heavy razor strap before taking it into her slender hands. 64 cm of heavy and thick leather not intended to be used for punishing disobedient girls. The strap was hanged in her closet to always remind her of the concequenses of her actions. It was not used sparingly, and Hanna knew full well that a single lash was enough to leave a large purple welt. She wondered how many she would be getting today.

She marched through the hallway into the living room. The ritual was always the same, the punishments were instantly handed out in the middle of the living room, no matter who was present. She handed the razor strap to her guardian without saying a word.

"And what do we say now?" he questioned.

"I'm sorry I've been naughty. Please punish me, sir", she said and blushed. Saying it always felt embarrassing.

"Take your pants down and assume the position."

Hanna opened her belt and pulled her tight jeans around her ankles. He did not have to urge her to pull down her white cotton panties that barely covered her bruised behind. Those came down without a word and revealed not only her spanked bottom, but her crotch that was already covered by thick pubic hair. She was a grown girl which made being spanked like a little girl all the more embarrassing. "If only it made it less painful too", she thought silently before lowering her body over the corner of the sofa and presenting her behind high in the air.

His guardian inspected her behind, running his finger over the bruises and welts.

"Looks like we really need to run the lesson home. I do not want to get those kinds of calls again. Do you understand, Hanna?"

"Yes, sir."

The heavy strap landed with a loud thud, and Hanna yelled. A wide red bruise instantly formed on her bottom, running all the way to her side.

Hanna gasped for air, when the razor strap landed on her buttocks again, this time slightly lower. Slight graps on her thigh was enough to send a shock through Hanna's whole body. The pain made her bite down on the sofa cushion with all her power. First tears came running down her cheeks.

Her guardian lifted the strap high in the air again and took it down full force on her ass. Hanna kept biting down on the cushion, tears running freely and her wholy body trembling from the painful lashes.

"Keep still", the guardian urged. "If you keep moving, I will start from the beginning again. Is that what you want?"

Hanna knew she had to stop biting the cushion and try to get some words out of her mouth.

"N-no, sir", she tried to utter, with her voice breaking down.

Instantly the strap landed again. By the fourth lash, her whole butt was covered in visible strap welts and every lash landed on top of an old welt. Hanna's whole body convulsed in pain and her buttocks were starting to turn purple from the painful lashes of the strap. Hanna yelled in pain before covering her face in the cushion again. The audible punishment session was certain to alert the neighbors that the girl had been naughty once again.

"I do not like having to punish you every single time, but this is how we will continue as long as you keep breaking the rules", he lectured, with the strap coming down on her ass again.

Her legs trembled and her face was covered with tears. Hanna did her best to grip the cushions full force with her hands. Bringing them to cover her bottom would just mean that the punishment would start from the beginning. That was a lesson that she had alreany learned in the most painful way possible.

"Will you behave in the future?" he questioned.
The question got Hanna to raise her head from the depths of the plushy cushion again.

"Y-yes..." she mumbled.

The razor strap landed full force and made her yell incoherently.

"Yes, sir", he corrected.

Hanna's legs already came off from the ground and the girl had trouble keeping her body still. The pain got excruating and her bottom was turning into deep shade of purple. The bruises were certain to last for at least a week.

"Keep your legs down or we will start from the beginning", the guardian lectured. "One more."

Hanna bit down on the cushion and raised her butt in the air. Half of the strap landed on her thighs which made her scream into the cushion. Snot was running from her nose and her face was covered with tears and makeup. Her legs were shaking powerfully but she did not dare to move.

The guardian inspected her behind. Both buttocks were covered in deep and swollen bruises and the side of the right butt cheek was completely torn.

"These bruises will last for a while. I hope you really learned your lesson because if need be, you will get the next spanking on top of your old welts. Get up."

Hanna slowly raised herself up and instantly moved her hands to rub her swollen behind. Her whole body was shaking, and her eyes had turned red from the crying.

Her guardian handed the razor strap back to her.

"And what do we say now?" he questioned.

"Thank you", Hanna muttered. "I'm sorry you had to punish me."

He hugged her and caressed her hair.

"Good girl, I hope you really learned your lesson. Now go put the strap back and clean yourself up. We are having dinner soon."

"Yes, sir."

Hanna slowly walked back to her room with the strap in her hand, the jeans around her ankles and her bruised butt well visible. She had no intention of pulling her jeans over those welts.

She closed her door, put the razor strap back in the closet and turned her torn bottom to the mirror. Silently she hoped that the bruising would settle down before she would inevitably get her next whipping.
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