
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bronte’s Spanking Story

Stepsister Spanked

Six More of the Best Series

By River Hampton

Part of the Proper Job series


Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life.  The book contains nudity, explicit sex, explicit language, incest, minors and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation.


Bronte’s Spanking Story

Seven girls work for Skindle Partners, a law firm which has an unusual culture.  At Skindle Partners the male employees regularly discipline the girls with spanking and other punishments.  Six of those girls had experienced corporal punishment before it was applied at their workplace.

In ‘Six of the Best’ the early spanking stories of those six girls were revealed.  In the ‘Six More of the Best’ series, the further experiences of those six amazing females are narrated.

Bronte’s first encounter with her friend’s father had given her an initiation into the world of corporal punishment.  Now, she found her own home was a place of punishment and her stepbrother may be caught up in the discipline regime.


Six More Spanking Stories Series

When I started at Skirdle Partners I had never been spanked.  I have related in The Friday Room how I became acquainted with a new kind of lifestyle. 

One of the interesting aspects of that job was meeting the six other girls in the firm and hearing their experiences of their first or most memorable early spanking experience.  These are recorded in Six of the Best. 

As I got to know the girls even better, I discovered they had additional tales to tell of their spanking experiences before they joined Skirdle Partners.  They are great stories and I have recorded another about each of my female colleagues at the firm.

Of course, because I never got spanked until I worked at Skirdle Partners, from the seven girls at the firm, there are just six stories, and this is Bronte’s.


Bronte’s Spanking Story

Bronte had never been spanked until she went to stay with a friend, and they got caught smoking and drinking by her friend’s father. He thrashed them both.  In addition, he blackmailed her into masturbating for his viewing pleasure and wanked himself until he came in her mouth. The blackmail price for these sex acts was not informing Bronte’s parents that she had been caught smoking. However, he reneged on that promise, with the result that when she arrived home her father had acquired a wooden paddle.

She received a thorough beating on the bare bottom, delivered by her dad and witnessed by her mother and younger stepbrother.

What was worse is that her father then decided that corporal punishment was the way to deal with any future transgressions.  In the 18 months since receiving her first spanking, she had received a further five paddlings from her father.  Two were for being late home from a night out, one for being rude to her mother and two for unsatisfactory school reports.

During this time, while she had received six bare bottom paddlings, her brother, a year younger than her, had received none.  She knew he behaved as badly as she did herself, but he was clever enough to conceal it.

Each time she was beaten, the ritual was the same.  She had to undress in her room down to bra and knickers, then come downstairs to be paddled in the living room.  She would be told by her father to pull her knickers down, and then be ordered to step out of them, leaving her naked except for her bra.  She then had to bend over the arm of the sofa and spread her legs.

Her father then lashed her with the wooden paddle as her mother and brother Isaac watched.

She had asked her dad to exclude Isaac, but he refused, saying that it was important as a deterrent that Isaac saw what happened to children who broke the rules.

Isaac wasn’t actually related to her by blood.  She was the daughter of her mother Jenny and her first husband, while Isaac was the son of his father Phil and his first wife.  However, they’d been brought up together since an early age and both thought of Phil and Jenny as their Mum and Dad.

Phil said she had to accept family discipline.

‘If Isaac gets paddled, you’ll have to watch that,’ he told her.  ‘I know Isaac doesn’t like having to see you smacked, but I have told him he has no choice.’

This was nonsense of course.  Isaac took enormous pleasure in seeing his sister getting whacked, and always made sure he had an excellent view of her cunt, which was enticingly displayed through her open legs.

He would come into her bedroom after she had been paddled, sometimes the same day, sometimes the day after. He delighted in describing how her arse bounced as the paddle struck, and how he was sure he could see her cunt getting juicier as the spanking progressed.

She told him to fuck off but couldn’t help noticing the tingling in her cunt as he talked dirty. She couldn’t help remembering the times she’d spied on him as he masturbated, watching him spunk copious volumes of cum high in the air as he lay naked on his bed.

He was nearly 17 now, and she was nearly 18. It was about a year since she’d last seen him wanking. Of course, he’d seen her virtually naked on six occasions when she was being beaten, as well as the times he’d ‘accidentally’ opened her bedroom door or the bathroom door when she was undressed or undressing.

He had tried it on a bit with Bronte, suggesting that they should mess around sexually. He pointed out that there was so legal or biological reason why they shouldn’t have sex.

She told him she didn’t need a biological or legal reason, he was just an immature creep and she wouldn’t have sex with him if he was the last man on Earth.

His revenge was to manipulate whenever possible so that she earned a punishment and he could enjoy watching her strip almost naked and get a solid thrashing.

She wanted some revenge, and set herself to work out how she could trap him into some situation where their father would need to punish him.

She smiled as she imagined him naked, bending over the sofa to be pounded by the paddle across his bare arse. It was true what he said about her cunt creaming up; from the first time she was spanked she noticed that regardless of the pain of the thrashing, she became sexually aroused. She wondered if his cock would get hard if he was thrashed.

Unfortunately for Bronte, she was unable to come up with a scheme to compel her dad to punish Isaac before her father departed for a six month assignment in the Middle East.

Barely a week after his departure Bronte received another school report. Once again it was less than satisfactory and her father, on Skype from Dubai, told her that although it would be six months till he saw her, she shouldn’t think she would get away without punishment.

‘I don’t see how you can wait six months,’ Isaac objected, ‘she’d have left school by the time you get back.  No point in spanking her then to make her work harder.’

‘Well, I can’t see what else I can do,’ his father complained, ‘I can hardly spank her from here, can I?’

‘No,’ Isaac agreed, ‘but I can!’

‘What?’ Bronte demanded indignantly.

‘Well, I’ve seen you spanking her loads of times, so I know exactly what to do,’ Isaac said calmly, ‘Mum’s here to witness and you can watch on Skype so you can see I’m doing it right.’

Before Bronte could protest further, her father snapped his fingers.

‘I think he’s right! What do you think, Jenny?’

‘Well,’ Bronte’s mum said thoughtfully, ‘I couldn’t possibly spank her myself.  I just don’t see what alternative there is unless you’d like me to ask your brother to do it?’

This was a new horror alternative! Bronte’s uncle Eddie was a touchy-feely person who lost no opportunity to stroke Bronte on the arse or brush against her breast. It was unimaginable to strip virtually naked and allow him to whack her bare bottom.

‘No!’ She objected.

‘Ok,’ her dad agreed, ‘we’ll keep it in the family. Isaac, you will have to spank your sister.  Bronte, while I’m away, Isaac will have the responsibility of disciplining you.  Of course, you also will be responsible for punishing Isaac, if he deserves it.’

‘I don’t think that’s very likely, Phil,’ Jenny put in.  ‘I can’t recall Isaac ever doing anything which would justify the sort of whippings that Bronte seems to regularly earn.’

Isaac was always her mother’s favourite, Bronte thought gloomily.

‘Ok, well that’s settled,’ Phil said.  ‘No time like the present, so Isaac, you get the paddle, Bronte, you go and get undressed.  Jenny, you put the tablet where I get a good view of the spanking.’

Isaac and Bronte left the room together, Isaac grinning like the Cheshire Cat and Bronte resigned to her fate but still casting schemes around her mind for getting even with her brother.

As they climbed the stairs she felt his hand on her bottom and heard him murmur ‘Mmm, am I looking forward to this!’

She smacked his hand away but he just laughed.

‘Two minutes,’ he said, as she entered her bedroom to undress.  ‘Bra and panties only.’

‘I know!’ She snapped.

She quickly undressed and came downstairs in her underwear. Isaac was sitting down swinging the wooden paddle when she arrived in the lounge room.  Her mother had placed the tablet on a flexible stand and was adjusting it to show the area where she would be bending over for her punishment. Isaac went over to check it as well and took the opportunity to switch it to ‘record’. 

‘How many strokes should I give her, Dad?’ Isaac asked Phil.

‘How many did I give you for your last bad report?’ Phil asked Bronte.

‘Ten,’ she mumbled.

‘Clearly wasn’t enough,’ Isaac said, ‘do you think twelve or fifteen this time?’

‘I think twelve,’ Phil said, ‘what do you think Jenny?’

‘It’s so important for her to work hard in these next few months, and I’m not sure that Isaac will be able to smack as hard as you do dear,’ Jenny responded, ‘so I think she should get fifteen.’

Bronte was pretty sure that Isaac would wallop her as hard or harder as her dad, and she’d never had more than ten before, but realised it would be useless to protest.

‘Ok,’ Phil decided, ‘fifteen it is.  Bronte, take your knickers down.’

Isaac and Jenny remained seated while Bronte peeled down her white cotton panties and stepped out of them.

‘Take off the bra as well,’ Isaac ordered.

‘Why do you want her to do that?’ Her mother asked Isaac.

The real reason was that he wanted to see her tits jiggle as he whacked her arse, but he said he thought it added an important element of humiliation which would add to the punishment.

‘I am nervous that she won’t take me seriously,’ he said, ‘so I think it’s essential that I do something a little different to how Dad would punish her.’

‘Very well,’ Jenny concurred. ‘Take the bra off as well, Bronte.  And bend over the sofa.’

Bronte obediently removed her bra and realised her nipples were erect as she bent over the arm of the sofa.  She saw Isaac pretending not to stare as he looked her up and down.

Isaac now stood up and came across to her.

‘Legs a little further apart,’ he ordered, tapping the paddle between her thighs to encourage her.

She shuffled her feet a bit wider as Isaac tapped her bottom with the paddle.  She knew that her parted legs gave him an excellent view of her cunt, which she kept quite hairless as she liked the look.

‘Arch your back a bit more, and stick your bottom out.’

He leaned over her, ostensibly to push her down slightly, but really so her could whisper ‘lovely juicy cunt!’ in her ear.

He patted her bottom a few more times while checking with his Dad that he had a good view of Bronte’s bottom.

‘Maths was one of the subjects you did badly in,’ Isaac observed, ‘so you had better count the strokes.  Make a mistake in the number and that stroke won’t count and you’ll get it again. Clear?’

‘Yes,’ she mumbled.

‘And thank me for each smack,’ he added.

Isaac couldn’t suppress the grin on his face as he drew back his hand to begin whacking his sister’s arse, but fortunately he was facing away from the camera.

He knew that his father considered the punishments he was obliged to deliver to Bronte were a regrettable necessity and an unavoidable but onerous duty.  For Isaac, however, it was the greatest pleasure he could ever recall!

He lashed the paddle into Bronte’s buttocks and had the pleasure of hearing her squeal in pain with the very first smack.

‘One, thank you,’ Bronte mumbled.

Isaac waited a few seconds before delivering the second wallop.

‘Two, thank you,’ Bronte managed to say.

The next six spanks he delivered quite quickly, pausing only to allow Bronte to count.  Then he paused.

‘Half way,’ he announced, and taking the paddle in his left hand he rubbed his right hand over Bronte’s reddened arse cheeks.

‘Surprisingly hot,’ he said, as he felt her buttocks.

They certainly felt hot to Bronte! She realised that he had moved to block the camera’s view of her backside and he took the opportunity to slide his hand between her legs and finger her cunt, which was slippery wet.

He surreptitiously wiped the cunt juice off his fingers over her buttocks and then took the paddle in his right hand again.

‘Seven to go,’ he said, and swung the paddle hard against her bottom, eliciting another yelp.

‘Eight, thank you,’ Bronte squeaked.

‘No, that was nine,’ Isaac said, ‘maths really isn’t your strong point, is it?  Well, that one doesn’t count, so we’ll have it again.’

He swung the paddle again, relishing the way her naked flesh quivered under the lash.

‘Nine, thank you!’

It certainly added to his enjoyment of the beating that she thanked him after each spank.  He wished he’d thought of making her ask for each smack as well as thanking him for the ones he’d given her.

‘Next time!’ He made a mental note to do that. He was confident he’d be able to find multiple future occasions to repeat this punishment. Perhaps next time he’d insist on her calling him ‘sir’ as well.

At the same time he knew he had to preserve a pretence of being the reluctant deliverer of a necessary chastisement, not let his parents know that he was loving every second and plotting to repeat the performance as often as possible.

He delivered the next two strokes lower on Bronte’s bottom, after pushing her down slightly.

Then he paused, contemplating the reddened bum cheeks and secretly admiring the tight cunt lips and puckering anus so temptingly displayed. In places the bruises were already beginning to show, changing from red to blue-black.

‘I wonder if I should give her a couple on the thighs?’ Isaac asked. ‘Her bottom is looking very red, and there’s four more strokes to go.’

‘Perhaps that’s enough,’ Jenny suggested. ‘She’s had twelve, which is more than she’s had before.’

‘It would only have been eleven if she could count,’ Phil said, ‘I think she should get the last four.  Try a couple on the thighs.’

Isaac turned from the camera to hide his grin.

‘Ok, you heard Dad,’ he said to Bronte, ‘let’s have you up.’

He took her by the arm and pulled her up, savouring the way her naked breasts shimmied as she stood upright. Then in a quick movement he turned her round so the backs of her legs were against the arm of the sofa and he was looking down at her shaved cunt.

‘Legs apart,’ he demanded brusquely, and in the instant she obeyed he cracked the paddle twice across the front of her thighs just below her pubes.

She squealed in pain and he paused to admire the reddening marks.

‘Goodness me,’ Jenny said in some alarm, ‘I thought you meant the back of her thighs!’

‘So did I!’ Phil added.

‘Oh, I’m sorry,’ Isaac said untruthfully, ‘I thought I’d made it clear.  Sorry Bronte, please bend over again, I’ll finish off on the other side.’

Bronte was seething with fury and pain.

‘Do I have to, Mum?’

‘Yes, dear. You have to take your punishment. There’s only two more.’

‘Well, actually, she didn’t count the last two or thank me, so they really should be repeated,’ Isaac started to say.

‘Don’t be silly, dear,’ Jenny said firmly.

‘All right, all right,’ Isaac conceded.  ‘Just bend over then, and spread your legs.’

Bronte did as she was told.

‘One on the thighs, then the last one on your bottom,’ Isaac informed her, tapping the paddle on her aching cheeks.  ‘Don’t forget to count!’

He lashed the paddle across the back of her thighs, just under the crease of her buttocks. The impact made her butt cheeks wobble most enticingly and he decided that in future beating she would get extra on her thighs, both front and back.

‘Fourteen, thank you,’ she remembered to say.

He lined up the paddle for the last stroke. He’d read somewhere that the last smack should always be the hardest so he tried to put extra power into it as he smashed it into her arse.

He had the pleasure of hearing her almost scream, and then, as she muttered ‘fifteen, thank you,’ he realised he’d made her cry.

He transferred the paddle to his left hand and patted her bottom with his right.

‘Feels hot!’ he remarked, and moved as before so his hand was hidden from the camera. He leaned over her, as his fingers briefly dipped into her cunt, readily accessible owing to wide open legs.

‘So does your cunt feel hot!’ he whispered.

He moved away so she could get upright.

‘Bit of corner time, I think,’ he announced. ‘No rubbing your bottom and you can spend ten minutes nose to the wall, hands on head.’

‘What for, dear?’ Jenny asked.

‘Reinforcement,’ he replied. ‘We shouldn’t forget I had to do this to encourage her to work hard and pass her exams. A few minutes concentrating on the pain and thinking how to avoid a repeat dose is very important for her I think.’

‘Good idea,’ his father agreed. ‘Bronte, put your hands on your head and get your nose to the wall. Isaac, move the camera so I can see her.’

Isaac shifted the tablet with the camera so it was focussed on Bronte. He wondered for a moment whether to zoom in as a close up of her thoroughly whipped arse, and did so briefly before quickly ending the recording, airdropping to his own phone and moving back to sit next to Jenny.

‘Well, that was very hard for me to do!’ he said.  Jenny patted his hand and told him he’d managed very well.

‘I really hope I never have to do that to her again,’ he lied.

Bronte was incensed, but her fury had the benefit of making her tears dry up. She tried to focus on ideas for revenge, but she was sadly disappointed in her creativity.

Isaac and her parents were talking now about life in Dubai and how Phil was coping in the heat. The trivial conversation irritated her but although she hadn’t been forbidden to speak she knew she would appear ridiculous taking part in a normal family conversation while stark naked and displaying her bruised and blackening arse.

After what seemed to Bronte an age, but presumably was the ten minutes she had been allotted, her Dad told her she could come away from the wall, pick up her underwear and go and get dressed.

‘Go and get the cold cream for your sister,’ Jenny told Isaac.

‘No, I’m fine,’ Bronte protested.

‘It’s no trouble,’ Isaac said, ‘it’s the least I can do after being obliged to punish you.’

Before she could protest any further he left the room and ran up the stairs. She put her bra and knickers back on before following him.

He was waiting for her at the entrance to her bedroom, holding a jar of cold cream. He looked down at the red marks across the front of her thighs.

‘Very glad I was able to get away with those couple of smacks,’ he said cheerfully.

‘Fuck off,’ she said forcefully and grabbed the cream.

‘Now, now,’ he grinned at her. ‘I’ve got a full recording of the whole thrashing including when you were full frontal to the camera and excellent close up of your cunt.  The guys at school will pay serious money to see this and even more to get a copy. You better be really nice to me if you want to negotiate anything.’

She didn’t answer, just pushed past him into her bedroom and slammed the door.

She rubbed cream into her buttocks and thighs and dressed, just throwing a loose dress over her underwear as being the least impact on her bruises.

She was determined to behave normally so promptly went downstairs ready to join the Skype conversation with Phil.

However, this had concluded when she returned to the lounge room. Her mother was placidly knitting and Isaac was playing a game on his phone.

‘Here she is,’ Jenny said cheerfully. ‘Hope you’re feeling all right, dear.’

‘I’m fine,’ she replied curtly.

‘We think we should look at your bruises, make sure they’re ok,’ Isaac said.

‘No need,’ she said.

‘Please do as we ask,’ her mother insisted sternly.

Bronte knew this was just another way for Isaac to perve over her nakedness but couldn’t see any way out.

‘Bend over and take your panties down,’ Isaac ordered.

She did as she was told, feeling her short dress ride up to expose her naked bottom. Her mother stayed seated but Isaac put a hand on her bottom. ‘Really bruised here,’ he said, rubbing over her cheeks.

‘Not too bad here,’ he added, touching the back of her thighs.

‘I think she only had two smacks there,’ Jenny said.

‘Only one, actually. Yes, perhaps I should have given her more there,’ Isaac mused. ‘Let’s have a look at your front.  Turn around and stand straight.’

She turned, still with her panties at her knees.

‘Well, lift your dress,’ Isaac commanded, ‘let’s see the damage.’

Scarlet with shame and rage, she lifted the front of her dress to expose her thighs where he had beaten her.

‘Higher,’ he instructed, ‘let’s have a good look.’

A good look at her cunt was what he was after, she knew, but she obeyed.  His hand touched her thighs and she flinched involuntarily.

‘Oh dear, must still be very painful,’ he said with what she knew to be fake sympathy.

‘Run and get the cold cream, dear, I’ll rub some more in.’

‘I’m fine,’ Bronte insisted, but Isaac had already gone.

He returned a few moments later with the cream.

‘I can do it if you like, Mum,’ he said, ‘save you getting your hands messy as you’re knitting.’

‘Thank you dear,’ Jenny said.

‘I can do it myself,’ Bronte said stiffly.

‘Don’t be difficult, dear,’ her mother insisted.

Isaac began gently rubbing the cream into her buttocks. She had to admit it felt good.  She gave a little shiver and her knickers fell to the floor.

‘That’s better,’ Isaac said, ‘just step out of them. It’ll be easier to do your thighs like that. Just lift your dress a bit higher.’

His hands eased her legs apart, lingering at the edge of her cunt, then he resumed rubbing the cream in. She was facing her mother, so when he moved round to rub cream on the front of her thighs he was able to penetrate her cunt with his fingers without Jenny seeing.

He smiled wickedly into her eyes as he slowly frigged her pussy while pretending to apply the cream. She stood still, holding up her dress, embarrassed but undeniably excited by the fingers penetrating her. She always creamed her cunt from a spanking and normally took the first opportunity to masturbate after receiving one.

‘I think that’s enough on her front, dear,’ Jenny said, with perhaps a note of suspicion in her voice.

Isaac promptly removed his fingers from Bronte’s cunt and moved round to look at her backside again.

‘I think that’s all I can do,’ he said, as Bronte let go off her dress which she had been holding up.

‘You can put your knickers back on if you like, but you might be more comfortable without them for a little while,’ he added.

Bronte ignored this and pulled her panties back on.

She was about to sit down when her mother spoke again.

‘Don’t sit down just yet, dear.  Isaac wants to talk to you about a study plan for your exams, so this spanking wasn’t been wasted.  He’s anxious not to have to repeat it if you do badly in the mock exams in a few weeks.’

‘I don’t need his help in my study plan,’ she said.

‘We think you do,’ Jenny responded calmly. ‘So just go to your room with him and spend some time going through your plans and let him guide you.  Otherwise, your father has suggested you might need some additional punishment.’

Bronte looked across at Isaac who was wearing an expression of false concern and sympathy.  Once again she decided to do as she was told.

‘All right, come on,’ she said and headed off to her bedroom with him following behind.

Once they got there, she demanded ‘what the fuck has my study plan got to do with you?’

‘Nothing at all,’ he replied equably. ‘It just seemed like a good way to get alone with you so I can tell you my price.’

‘Price for what?’

‘Price for not selling or letting anyone view my cute video of you getting walloped.’

‘Just give me that phone and let me delete it, you little fucker.’

‘Ok, the price is this.  I want to watch you masturbate, and take a video of it, but it’ll just be your hands and cunt and any toys you use.  I won’t video your face, and it’ll just be for my use and I won’t show anyone else.  And I want a blow job every day for a week.’

‘Fuck off,’ she responded.

‘Look, you know you’re going to wank anyway, so what difference does it make if I watch?’

She paused for a moment.  ‘Ok,’ she said finally, ‘you can watch me.  But no video.  And I’ll give you a blow job, but just one.  Not every day for a week.’

‘Ok,’ he agreed in turn, ‘provided I can have a play with your pussy and tits and I can wank over your tits and rub the cum into them.’

‘You mean when I’m blowing you?’

‘No, I mean a different day.’

She thought about it. She was going to wank herself, and she’d never done it with him watching, or anyone else watching, so that might be fun. She actually wanted to see him wank and she liked having her tits and cunt fondled, so that was all right too. And she’d only given a blow job once, which was her friend’s father.  That had been more of a face fuck than a blow job, but even so she’d quite enjoyed it, so she didn’t mind trying that again.

‘Ok, deal,’ she said.  Like they used to when they were making a bargain as kids, almost without thinking they each spat on their hands and shook.

They grinned at each other, Bronte forgetting for a moment that she’d been blackmailed into this.

‘I’m getting off now,’ she said, ‘so you can sit over there and watch if you like.’

She lay on the bed and stripped off her panties. Then she decided she’d rather be naked, as sometimes she liked playing with her tits while wanking, so she took off her dress and bra as well. She took her favourite vibrator from the drawer next to her bed.  Lying on her thrashed backside was not as painful as she’d thought it might be, and in a few moments every sensation was overtaken by the sexual feelings from the vibrator stimulating her clitoris. She closed her eyes as she always did when masturbating, so almost missed Isaac switching his phone to video and zooming in for a closeup of her cunt. Luckily, she just opened an eye a fraction at the right moment.

He’d promised not to video her but at least he was doing what he’d said he would and filming just her cunt and hands, not her face.

She instantly realised how she could use this knowledge and then concentrated on getting to her orgasm.

She came with a shudder and an involuntary squeak, and opened her eyes just in time to see a Isaac furtively turning his camera off.

‘Mmm, that was good,’ she said dreamily.

‘Very sexy,’ Isaac concurred.

‘Ok, give me your phone,’ Bronte demanded, ‘I want to delete the video.’

‘No way,’ Isaac demurred, ‘not till I’ve had the blow job and the wank over your tits.’

‘Look, I want to watch you wank and I will love to see you spunk on my tits.  And I’ll prove I’m happy to do the blowjob.  I’ll give you an extra little suck now.  But I’m not waiting to get that video deleted, it has to go today.’

Isaac thought about it for a moment.

‘Ok,’ he agreed, ‘we shook on it with spit so you can’t get out of it anyway.  Give me a little suck then, just to be going on with.’

He stood up, unzipped his trousers and flopped out his cock.

Bronte sank to her knees and took the cock in her hands.  It was throbbing slightly as it tumesced, which was rather exciting, and she had no problem taking it into her mouth.

It got noticeably fatter and harder as she licked and sucked, and she had a sensation of exquisite power as she used both her fingers and her mouth to stimulate it.

However, she didn’t want to have him cum too soon so after less than a minute she eased her lips away from the prick and, still on her knees, smiled up at him, with his cock still in her hands.

‘See, you’ve got something to look forward to,’ she told him mischievously.  ‘I might even let you cum in my mouth,’ she added.

‘You can’t stop now,’ Isaac said in anguish.

‘I told you it was just a sampler,’ Bronte replied calmly. ‘You’ll just have to pull yourself off.’

Isaac was already masturbating vigorously so didn’t need that advice. Bronte was still on her knees in front of him and as he wanked with his right hand he thrust his left down the front of her dress and grabbed her right breast. This stopped her being able to get to her feet and in a few more frenzied tugs of his cock he began to spurt cum into her face.

Just moments before she had seriously suggested that when she sucked his cock she’d consider letting him cum in her mouth, and she was even thinking of swallowing the cum.

But she hadn’t been prepared to have him spunk into her face while having her right tit mangled in an iron grip and being forced to stay on her knees in front of him.

He spunked copiously into her face, then casually wiped his cock on her hair. He let go of her tit and she pushed herself to her feet, incandescent with rage.

‘You do look cute with a spermy face,’ he grinned cheerfully.

She didn’t bother to reply and she didn’t try to wipe it away. She didn’t want it all over her hands.

‘Give me the fucking phone,’ she demanded.

This time he didn’t argue, just passed it over. She turned it on.  She knew his passcode of course, in fact it was her birthday. The code on her phone was Isaac’s birthday. They’d thought it was cute when they both got their first smartphones one Christmas to use each other’s birthday as passcodes.

Of course, the first thing she saw was the video he’d just made of her masturbating. She pretended to be shocked and surprised.

‘What the fuck is this?’ She demanded.

‘Just a bit of fun,’ Isaac replied airily.

‘I fucking told you not to do that,’ she fumed.

With dexterity of long practice, she airdropped both videos to her own phone, then deleted the one of her being paddled from Isaac’s phone.  She didn’t delete the one of her masturbating.  She had a plan for that.

‘Ok, fuck off,’ she told him.

‘Give me my phone then,’ he asked.

‘You can have it later,’ she told him, ‘after I clean myself up.’

He looked at the sperm still clinging and dripping from her face and decided not to try to wrestle it off her. He left the room and she grabbed a few clothes and went into the bathroom with both phones.

The first thing she did was to change the passcode on her phone.  She didn’t want him snatching it and being able to get access to the two videos again.

Then she stripped and took a quick shower, and got dressed again. She had her plan and decided to carry it out straight away.

As she came downstairs she pinched herself hard to make a tear start, then burst into the lounge room where her Mum was still placidly knitting.

‘Oh, Mum,’ she cried wildly, ‘I can’t believe it. I hate to even think of it. I can’t believe it!’ She repeated.

Her mother looked alarmed.

‘Whatever is it, dear?’ Jenny asked, solicitously. ‘Why are you crying?’

‘It’s Isaac,’ she replied, ‘he’s made a video of me naked!’

‘What?’

‘I just found his phone in the bathroom, and he’d left the video running.  Look!’

She showed the video to her mother, expecting she’d be shocked and horrified by the sight of her daughter masturbating with fingers and a vibrator but hoping her revulsion at Issac videoing it would overwhelm those feelings.

‘I can’t believe it,’ Jenny said in turn, ‘however did this happen?’

‘I was so upset after getting beaten by Isaac, I just took off my clothes and lay on the bed, and I needed to do something to take my mind away from the pain.

Jenny put a hand to her mouth in an almost comic gesture of shock and grief.

‘I must have left the door open,’ Bronte continued, ‘and he must have seen me and videoed it all.’

She held the phone up to her mother’s eyes.

‘Look, he filmed it all in close up,’ she wailed, ‘right up to when I had an orgasm!’

Jenny looked shocked and embarrassed.

‘I really think you should delete it dear,’ she said.

‘Oh no,’ Bronte returned, ‘not till Dad’s seen it. Isaac can’t get away with it this time. He’s got to be properly punished.’

‘But your Dad’s in Dubai, dear,’ Jenny protested.

‘I know,’ Bronte complained bitterly, ‘if you remember, a couple of hours ago he watched me on Skype getting stripped naked and thrashed.’

‘I know dear, but you deserved it!’

‘All I did was not get a great school report! Look what he’s done! Made a video of my cunt!’

‘Don’t be vulgar, dear.’

She swallowed the retort she was about to make and instead asked, ‘well, Mum, can we ask Daddy what he thinks and what punishment Isaac deserves? Dad said I’d have to punish Isaac while he’s away, and I’m fine with that.’

Jenny wavered for a moment, then agreed. Bronte immediately called Phil on Skype.  When he answered she started babbling an explanation.

‘Oh, Daddy, I found Isaac’s phone in the bathroom and he’s made a video of me and I’m naked!’

‘Calm down, Bronte!  Jenny, what’s all this about?’

‘Well, darling, Bronte’s right. After she’d been spanked, she lay down on her bed and she, well, she started playing with herself. She’s got a vibrator, and…’

‘Do you mean Isaac videoed his sister masturbating?’ Phil interrupted.

‘Well, yes, dear.’

‘Go and get Isaac,’ Phil demanded.

‘Yes, Daddy.’

Bronte skipped off happily to Isaac’s room. At last, she’d got him! She pictured making him strip naked for the paddle, and making him bend over and part his legs.  She wondered again if his cock would get hard when she whacked his bare arse.

Isaac was sitting at his desk doing school work.

‘Dad’s on Skype,’ she told him, ‘he wants you straight away.’

Before he could ask her anything she skipped away. He followed promptly, so came into the lounge room just a few moments after her.

Jenny was holding Isaac’s camera up to the tablet, showing the video to Phil.

She took it away when the children came in.

‘Isaac,’ Phil began sternly, ‘your mother has been showing me a very disturbing video.’

‘Yes, I agree,’ Isaac said matter-of-factly.

‘What do you mean?’ His father demanded.

‘I presume Bronte has pinched my phone from somewhere and showed you the video of her on her bed?’

‘Well, yes, why did you make a video of your sister naked?’

‘I didn’t really know what else to do.’

‘How about not make a video of your sister naked,’ Bronte said, sarcastically.

‘Can I explain?’ Isaac asked quietly.

‘If you have an explanation we’d be glad to hear it,’ Phil replied.

‘Well, I heard a noise from Bronte’s room, sounded like she was in pain, and of course it was only an hour or so after I’d had to give her that spanking. I thought she might need something, so I went to see.

‘Well, the door was open, and she was naked on the bed, and making squeaky noises. But they weren’t of pain, they were pleasure.

‘She was masturbating with a vibrator and her fingers.  I was shocked. You’d made me give her a punishment to try to improve her behaviour and then I’d spent time going over her study plan with her…’

‘You liar,’ Bronte interrupted.

‘Quiet, Bronte’ her father ordered.

‘But instead of being chastened and obedient,’ Isaac resumed, ‘all the punishment seemed to have done was stimulate her, so she was lying down in what looked like ecstasy.

‘I wasn’t sure what to do, so I took a video to show you and Mum and ask you what you thought.’

‘You fucking liar,’ Bronte raged.

‘Quiet, Bronte,’ Phil said again. ‘So what exactly do you mean, Isaac?’

‘Well, I tried to give her a proper spanking like you do, Dad, but if all I did was stir up sexual desire in her, I’m afraid I might have failed. So I took the video to show you and see if maybe I made a mistake using the paddle on Bronte. Maybe I should have used a cane, or a belt. Something she’d really feel as punishment and not as stimulation.’

Bronte looked around in amazement and horror. It looked like her parents were taking this appalling nonsense seriously!

‘It’s certainly very disturbing to see Bronte masturbating just after what was supposed to be a severe punishment,’ Phil began.

‘I was horrified, dear,’ her mother put in.

‘And leaving her door open is an indication, conscious or unconscious, that she wanted us to know what she was doing.’

‘But I didn’t!’ Bronte protested.

‘Well, you obviously did,’ Phil demurred, ‘you would hardly have invited Isaac to come into your room and watch you, would you!’

Since that was exactly what had happened, Bronte couldn’t say a word!

‘So what are you suggesting, Isaac?’

‘Well, Dad, I thought perhaps I should buy a cane and give Bronte a more severe punishment. Perhaps tie her down for it. There’s a saw horse in the garage I could use as a spanking frame.’

‘Yes, perhaps you’re right,’ Phil mused, ‘then we could leave her fastened to the frame for a little while after, so she couldn’t touch herself.’

‘But it’s Isaac who should be spanked, not me!’ Bronte protested desperately. ‘He videoed me naked!’

‘He videoed you masturbating,’ Phil corrected.

‘But that’s worse!’ Bronte insisted.

‘No, I think he’s explained why he had to do it,’ Phil said. ‘I shall insist that he deletes the video of course.  Isaac, email that video to me now, then delete it.  It’s fair enough your sister doesn’t want it on your phone.’

‘Yes of course, Dad.’

‘What the fuck does Dad want the video for?’ Bronte wondered, but she left the thought unspoken.

Isaac emailed it, then deleted it.

‘What do you think about the cane?’ Isaac asked.

‘I think it’s a good idea,’ Phil said, ‘but I don’t know where to get a cane.’

‘I do!’ Isaac said triumphantly. ‘I was in the party shop and they’ve got them in the costume department. I asked the guy and he said they’re genuine crook handled rattan school canes. Of course, they don’t use them in school nowadays…’

‘More’s the pity,’ Jenny said.

‘So the party shop bought them for teacher and schoolgirl fancy dress parties.  But the guy in the shop said he thought a lot of dads were buying them to use on their daughters.’

‘Because their sons just get away with murder,’ Bronte muttered miserably.

‘Well, that sounds like a plan,’ Phil said, ignoring Bronte. ‘Go and buy a cane, in fact get two while they’ve got them.  Jenny, you make a padded cover for the saw horse.  Isaac, you fasten hooks to the feet of the horse so we can clip Bronte to it.’

‘They have wrist and ankle cuffs at the party shop too,’ Isaac said, ‘shall I get them?’

‘Good idea,’ Phil agreed.

Bronte was made to take her knickers off and lift her dress once more so they could all examine how marked her buttocks were.

‘I want her caned as soon as possible,’ Phil explained, ‘and although she’s obviously showing the effects of the paddle, it’s not serious bruising. I think tomorrow she’ll be ready.’

Jenny and Isaac agreed they could have everything in place for a punishment session the following afternoon.

‘Do you mean Isaac won’t get any punishment for videoing me naked?’ Bronte wailed piteously.

‘Punishment? Certainly not. I think she needs to be commended for his quick thinking in recording your behaviour. If he had merely told us he didn’t think the effects of the paddling had been to the required standard, I’d have thought he was being malicious. By providing evidence, he’s ensuring the right corrective action.’

Jenny contributed her view: ‘I think you actually should thank Isaac, Bronte.  He only has your interest at heart.  Caning will do you good.’

‘Oh, right,’ Bronte responded, ‘yes, thank you Isaac for filming my naked cunt, and I hope you enjoy caning my bare arse.’

‘There’s no need to be sarcastic, and I hope your father takes that into consideration tomorrow when he decides how many strokes of the cane you will get,’ Jenny reproved her.

Having agreed a time for tomorrow’s caning, Phil rang off. Bronte went disconsolately to her room, and lay on the bed.  This time she had no desire to masturbate and just lay thinking of all that had gone wrong so quickly.

From being confident of the first opportunity to strip, humiliate and paddle Isaac, to now facing her worst punishment yet.  Strapped to a punishment frame naked and caned!  And then left fastened to the frame for some indeterminate time after the beating.

At least, she thought, she’d been caned before, by her friend’s father, so she knew what to expect and knew that she could take it.

She’d received ten strokes that time, seven on her buttocks and three across the front of her thighs, and although she was guessing Phil would authorise twelve strokes tomorrow, it wasn’t much worse than her last caning. She could cope with that.

Another thought struck her.  She would be helpless while fixed to the frame, with cunt and arse hole gaping open because of being buckled to the wide legs of the spanking horse. If Isaac chose to fuck her in one or other – or both! – of those holes, she would have no defence.

And she was still a virgin! She was even careful with the rabbit vibrator not to insert too hard or too far, as she wanted to retain her hymen intact for when she finally chose the partner she wanted her first real fuck with.

One thing she was pretty sure about - she didn’t want her first real fuck to be with Isaac!

Tomorrow would be a challenging day, to put it mildly!

Isaac brought the saw horse into the living room the next morning after sanding it and painting it black. Jenny sewed a cover for the top and used an old pillow as foam padding. She made Bronte bend over the horse to ensure her wrists and ankles would be readily attached to the legs of the horse after she fastened the cover.

Bronte was still sore after her paddling so was wearing a dress instead of her usual jeans. When she bent over the horse for what Jenny jokingly called the fitting, it rode up and Jenny said she may as well have a look if she was still bruised.

She pulled Bronte’s dress higher and pulled down her knickers. Her buttocks and thighs were blotches of purplish bruises.

‘Quite bruised still,’ she mused, ‘but not such as to delay the caning.  I must say, Isaac does deliver an excellent paddling!’

Bronte’s only consolation during this humiliating scene was that Isaac was not present. He had gone purchase the canes and cuffs, and rings to screw into the feet of the horse.

When he returned Bronte was sitting gloomily on a sofa, watching Jenny put the finishing touches to the horse. She was stapling the edges of the cover to the underside of the timber top.

‘You should have made Bronte do that,’ Isaac said as he came in.

‘I didn’t think it would be right to make her prepare the site of her punishment,’ Jenny replied.

‘She should be studying then,’ he responded. ‘I expect dad will take that into account when he’s deciding the number of strokes.’

‘Mum needed me as a model, to check the size,’ Bronte said haughtily.

‘Well, let’s have a look then,’ he demanded. ‘Bend over the horse and let me see if it works.’

‘No, we’ve already tried and it’s fine.’

‘Go on dear,’ Jenny said, ‘no harm in showing him.’

Bronte decided it wasn’t worth arguing so she bent over the horse and stretched her arms and legs against the horse legs.  Isaac moved behind her and lifted her dress as Jenny had done.

‘Seems fine,’ he agreed. ‘Might as well check what condition her bottom is in.  Looks like the paddling on her thighs worked well enough.’

He pulled her panties down, contriving to brush his fingers against her cunt as he did so.  He smoothed his hands over her punished buttocks, and like Jenny expressed the opinion that she had been well smacked but there seemed no impediment to getting the cane over the top of the paddle marks.

He gave her bottom a slap with his hand and told her she could get up.

‘And pull your knickers up,’ he ordered, as if she had been deliberately exposing herself.

Humiliating as it was to be pawed around like she had been, Bronte couldn’t suppress the feeling of excitement triggered by Isaac’s fingers in her cunt and the knowledge that shortly she’d be caned.

She stood up, pulled her knickers up, smoothed her dress down and announced that she was going to her room to do some revision.

‘Ok,’ Isaac said.  ‘Back here at 3pm, in your underwear.’

‘Yes master,’ she responded sarcastically.

Isaac thought it might be an extra bonus to make her call him ‘Master’, or at least ‘Sir’, which had been his previous idea.

Bronte came back to the punishment room at 3pm precisely, wearing just her underwear. Isaac had surreptitiously installed a spy camera in one corner and had set his tablet in another to record. He also planned, as before, to record on the tablet which was used to Skype Phil. With three separate videos he was confident of making a very interesting movie!

Jenny and Isaac were sitting together on a couch when Bronte walked in, and Phil was already on the Skype call.  Isaac moved the tablet to show Bronte to Phil, then put the tablet back in position and told Bronte to stand in front of him so he could fit the cuffs on her.

He fitted the cuffs, which were leather bands lined with suede, to her wrists. He then made her lift her feet one at a time so that he was not obliged to kneel down to fit them to her ankles.

He then told her to kneel down.  When she obeyed, he produced a large collar which he proceeded to fasten around her neck. Bronte was shocked and humiliated but said nothing.

‘Goodness, dear, what is the collar for?’ Jenny enquired.

The real reason was that Isaac correctly deduced that it would be intensely demeaning to Bronte and he had various schemes for taking advantage of her distress. However, he produced his cover story.

‘I’m worried she might jerk her head when I cane her, so I fitted an extra fastening to the frame so I can keep her head still.’

‘That was very thoughtful of you, dear,’ Jenny congratulated him.

Isaac stood up from the couch and offered a hand to Bronte to help her stand up as well.  She ignored it but stood up herself.

‘Might as well get started,’ Phil said on Skype.

‘Ok,’ Isaac said.  ‘Bronte, the canes are on the table there.  Bring one to me please.’

Bronte walked over to the table where there were two crook-handled canes, each about a quarter of an inch thick and three feet long, made from smooth rattan.  They certainly looked fearsome implements and she shivered as she contemplated how painful they would be applied to her bottom!

She picked up one of the canes and walked back to Isaac, and handed it to him.

‘Ask me for your punishment,’ Isaac instructed her. ‘You may call me ‘Master’ or ‘Sir’.’

She had decided to treat this whole session with aloof detachment, so did not argue.

‘Please cane me, Master.’

‘Very well.  Kindly remove your bra and panties and place them on the table.’

Bronte undressed and put her underwear on the table where the remaining cane lay. She was aware that her nipples were pertly erect, but didn’t try to cover them as she walked back to where Isaac was sitting.

‘Ask Dad how many strokes he considers necessary for your punishment.’

‘How many strokes do I need, Dad?’

‘We have decided six should be enough,’ he replied. ‘But after the six your mother will check your bottom and if she thinks it needs more, you may need up to twelve.’

That was probably better than she had been expecting. She would not have been surprised to have been given twelve straight off.

‘Bend over the horse,’ Isaac commanded.

She obeyed, and he clipped each of the cuffs to the rings on the horse legs. Then, humiliatingly, he fastened her neck to another ring using the clip on the leather collar.

Her arms and legs were stretched wide, meaning her rump was enticingly displayed and her virgin holes visible and readily accessible at cock height.

As Isaac clipped her to the frame his fingers penetrated her and he whispered ‘juicy cunt already’ in her ear.

Isaac moved the tablet so it was showing Bronte as well as his own actions as he prepared to beat her. He swished the cane through the air several times.

‘I’ve been reading up on caning,’ Isaac remarked conversationally, ‘and it’s important that the cane bites deep into the buttocks. So she must not clench the cheeks of her bottom, as this impedes the ability of the cane to penetrate and deliver the desired tram-line ridges.’

He tapped Bronte’s bottom with the cane.

‘So, no clenching, or the stroke won’t count and you’ll get it again.’

‘That’s very thorough of you dear, to do that research,’ Jenny said warmly.

‘Yes,’ Isaac continued. ‘And the ideal pattern for ‘six of the best’ is five parallel lines evenly spaced and marking both buttocks equally, finished off with a final stroke on an angle, cutting across the first five.  This is the classic ‘five bar gate’ pattern.’

He tapped her rump again with the cane.

‘It is apparently quite difficult to deliver the final angled stroke with the same force as the parallel ones, so I might not attempt that. I presume you want her caned hard?’

‘Yes of course,’ Phil said.

‘Not too hard,’ said Jenny simultaneously.

‘Cane her with the same force as you think I would have used,’ Phil amended.

‘Ok, that’s fine.’

He tapped her behind again, this time preparing to strike in earnest.

‘Don’t forget.  No clenching, count each stroke, call me Master or Sir, and after each stroke ask me for the next one. Understand?’

‘Yes,’ Bronte answered through clenched teeth.

He passed the cane from his right hand to his left and smacked her bum with his right hand.

‘Yes Master,’ he corrected.

‘Yes Master,’ she repeated.

He lined up the cane on the centre of her bottom, drew it back and whipped it hard into her.  He’d been practicing during the early afternoon, caning pillows in his bedroom, and he’d been confident he would deliver a meaningful punishment. Even so, it was a pleasure and relief to hear her gasp and moan and see the almost instant marks appear on her already bruised posterior.

It took her a moment to collect her breath, then she managed to speak.

‘One, thank you Master. May I please have another?’

‘By all means,’ he responded jovially.

He delivered four more strokes, at intervals of around twenty seconds, having read that leaving a gap intensified the pain felt.

Bronte managed to count and thank him after each, although she was crying after the fourth cut.

‘Five, thank you Master.  May I please have another?’

Isaac paused an extra few seconds, regarding the lines across her buttocks with detached approval. He had not of course forgotten his intention to insert his prick in at least one of Bronte’s holes before this day was done, but he was also enjoying delivering this punishment for its own sake.

‘Yes indeed,’ he replied, tapping her arse and wondering whether to attempt the five bar gate stroke.

He decided not to try it, if it meant lessening the power of the stroke.  Instead he aimed at the crease between buttocks and thighs, which he had read was the most exquisitely painful place to receive a hard cane stroke.

The yelp and keening cry which Bronte emitted seemed to be justification for his choice.

‘Six, thank you Master, may I please have another?’ Bronte’s speech has half sobbing now.

‘I’m not sure,’ he replied. ‘Mum, can you have look at Bronte’s bum and see if you think that was enough?’

Although Bronte had managed to produce crocodile tears, in fact she had found the caning remarkably easy to endure.  Her friend’s father, an accomplished exponent of the art, had caned her harder and with more strokes.  She had determined in advance that appearing distressed was the best way to keep the strokes to a minimum.

Jenny inspected Bronte’s bottom, touching the tram-line ridges gingerly.

‘Goodness me, dear, you have punished her hard. Her bottom is hot to the touch!’

‘So no more strokes needed?’ Isaac enquired, trying to keep the disappointment out of his voice.

‘Oh no dear, this is quite enough!’

‘Show me a close-up,’ Phil requested.

Isaac brought the tablet close to Bronte’s bottom so Phil could inspect it in more detail. Knowing it was recording, he also brought it down low, to ensure there were good images of her cunt and arsehole. 

‘Looks pretty good,’ Phil said, ‘but I’m tempted to give her one or two more, just to reinforce the lesson.’

‘Oh, no Daddy,’ Bronte wailed.

‘What do you think, Isaac?’ Phil asked.

‘I think it looks like a good caning, but a couple more strokes would make it even better.’

‘Give her two more then,’ Phil decided. ‘Why don’t you give her the diagonal ones you were thinking of?’

‘Good idea!’

Isaac changed his position slightly compared to how he has been standing for the first six strokes. Having measured the cane across her arse, angling it to cut across the first six lashes, he raised it high and whipped it down with as much force as he could manage.

This time Bronte didn’t have to pretend to cry.  Far from being an underpowered strike, she was sure it was the hardest she had endured, and cutting across the first six lashes meant the pain of those first six was rekindled.

Through her tears she managed to say ‘seven, thank you Master. May I please have another?’

‘Of course you can,’ Isaac grinned.

He moved position again, aiming the next stroke on the opposite angle, and crashed it down with the same full force.

Bronte squealed and wriggled as much as she could, held fast as she was.

‘Eight, thank you Master. May I please have another?’

‘I think that might be enough,’ Isaac replied, eyeing the diagonal lines cut into her buttocks with complacency.

‘More than enough,’ Jenny said.

‘No, just right I think,’ Phil decided. ‘An excellent couple of final strokes, Isaac.’

‘Thanks Dad.’

‘Well, Isaac, unfasten her,’ Jenny said impatiently.

‘Oh no,’ Phil objected, ‘she has to stay like that for at least half an hour.  Remember she needs not to be pleasuring herself, as she did after the paddling.’

‘But I’ve got to get to the chemist,’ Jenny objected.

‘And I’ve got a meeting,’ Phil said, ‘but I’m sure Isaac will be ok to stay and keep an eye on her until you get back, Jen.’

‘No problem,’ Isaac said.  ‘I’ll go and get my homework.’

He trotted off and came back with some schoolwork.

‘Set your watch for half an hour,’ Jenny told Isaac. ‘If I’m not back, unclip her, please.’

‘Ok, Mum.’

Jenny left the house and Phil signed off Skype. Isaac spent a few moments checking the video recording and airdropping it to his phone.

Then he laid a hand on Bronte’s bottom, feeling with his fingers the ridges which crisscrossed both buttocks.

‘Mmmm, I do love the marks the cane makes,’ he said dreamily. ‘I hope I’ll be able to thrash you frequently!’

‘Get on with your homework,’ Bronte snapped.

‘I am,’ Isaac responded cheerfully. ‘It’s practical biology today!’

As he spoke he slid a thumb into her anus and simultaneously a finger into her cunt. She was slick with sweat and her juices and the fingers penetrated with ease.

‘Which one to fuck first?’ Isaac mused, as he frigged her.

‘You can’t fuck me, I’m a virgin!’

‘Well, you have to stop being a virgin sometime, so maybe now is that time!’

Bronte decided she needed to be calm and reasoned.

‘You can’t fuck me because if you do, my hymen will break and there’ll be blood everywhere. Look, I have already said I’ll give you a blowjob.  Untie me and I’ll do it now.’

Isaac thought for a moment.

‘I tell you what,’ he said. ‘I’ll leave your cunt alone if I can fuck you up the arse, how about that?’

Bronte thought for a moment. One of her friends claimed to have had anal sex and proclaimed it to be ‘dreamy’.

‘It’s a bit uncomfortable for a bit while he gets his cock inside,’ she had told her, ‘but when it’s in, and he can work it up and down, it’s like nothing on earth. It kind of fills your whole body and mind. You become nothing except a cock in your arse. Totally the best feeling I’ve ever had!’

Bronte had experimented with her vibrator, lubing it up and sliding it into her anus, and she’d enjoyed the feeling without it making it to the ‘dreamy’ stage.

She decided it was worth a try.

‘Ok,’ she agreed. ‘Fetch the lube from my bedside table and make sure you lube me well before you stick your cock in.’

‘Brilliant!’

Isaac ran off and came back with the tube, which he liberally applied to her anus.

He pulled his cock out, which was already hard, and couldn’t resist slipping it into her inviting cunt.

‘Hey!  I said not in my cunt!’

‘Just a little moment, to make sure it’s hard!’

He had only inserted the tip of his prick and she had to admit it felt good, but she truly did not want to lose her virginity tied to a spanking horse!

‘Get the fuck out of my cunt!’

‘Ok, ok!’

He pulled out and she felt the cock ease slowly into her sphincter. Although her buttocks were already stretched wide by her legs being pulled apart, he pulled them even wider, making her yelp as he mauled her bruised cheeks.

She held her breath as his cock penetrated her arse, but after a few moments of very slight pushing in and easing out, he broke through and was in.

After that, it was pure pleasure for both of them. Isaac would have been ecstatic about fucking any orifice of any female, but to be reaming his sister’s arse was the most blissful thing imaginable!

Bronte wouldn’t have picked Isaac to take her anal virginity if she’d had more of a choice, but now he had penetrated her, she was in complete agreement with her school friend. The cock seemed to fill her whole body and every thrust seemed to push deeper and deeper into her.

She no longer felt any pain from the caning, just an increasing ecstasy as she felt sure she was approaching orgasm. She ceased to have conscious thought, becoming entirely obsessed by the sensation of Isaac’s cock driving her body.

Then she climaxed, with a shudder and a long, drawn out keening moan.  She went limp and even had she not been bound to the spanking horse, would have been unable to move.

She dimly realised that Isaac’s cock was no longer in her anus, then felt his hands on her neck as he unclipped the collar from the frame.

He lifted her head and her half focussed eyes saw his erect prick just an inch from her mouth. She smiled dreamily and was trying to form some words when he peremptorily ordered ‘Open!’

Unthinkingly, she obeyed, opening her mouth. He thrust his cock inside before she realised it had just been ploughing her arse.

In fact he was there for just a few thrusts.  He had been on the point of ejaculating inside her anus when he had realised that cum dripping from Bronte’s arse would not be a good look when their mother returned from the shops.

He explained that to her later and she grudgingly accepted it. But now he held her head and blasted his spunk into her throat.

Just as he finished spurting cum, they heard the front door open.

‘Swallow!’ Isaac hissed, as he thrust his cock back into his pants.

Moments later, he was next to Bronte’s bottom, rubbing lube over it, as Jenny came into the room.

‘What are you doing, dear?’ She asked.

‘I found some cream in Bronte’s bedside cabinet so I thought I’d soothe her bottom a bit.’

‘Oh dear, I don’t think that’s cold cream dear!’

She took the tube from him and said ‘I think this is a lubricant, to ease the entry of toys into places they shouldn’t go!’

‘Oh dear,’ Isaac said.  ‘Well, I don’t suppose I’ve done any harm.’

‘No, but you’ve made her bottom very slippery.’

‘Yes, that was lucky!’

‘What do you mean dear?’

‘Oh, I mean it’s lucky you knew this is the wrong cream! Shall I run and get some cold cream?’

‘Yes, there’s some on my dressing table.’

Isaac ran off and Jenny wiped the lube from Bronte’s buttocks with some tissues.

‘I’m sorry you had to be caned, dear.  And I wish Isaac had more sense than to smear lubricant all over your bottom.  By the way, I’m going to throw this lubricant out.  It was playing with sex toys that got you this caning, after all!’

‘Yes Mum,’ Bronte agreed.

Isaac returned with the cold cream and asked if he should rub it into Bronte’s bottom.

‘It’s all right dear, I’ll do it.’

Jenny soothed the cream into her thrashed posterior, commenting on the bruises and the ridges which now marked it.

Then, noting that it had been almost an hour since the caning had finished, she told Isaac to unfasten Bronte.

Stiff and naked, Bronte nevertheless stood proudly when she was released.

‘Thank you for punishing me,’ she said to Isaac.

‘It was my pleasure,’ Isaac replied truthfully.

They embraced and Isaac kissed her lightly on the cheek. He whispered ‘Sorry!’ and she guessed it was for cumming in her mouth.

It was ok, she thought. In fact it was so much better than ok. That orgasm, the best of her life, had transformed everything. She had been reluctant to let Isaac fuck her arse and absolutely opposed to his beating her.

But now she realised that the beatings had stirred her into a sexual ecstasy and the orgasm from being arse-fucked had been perfect bliss. Not only was she now determined to get his cock back in her bumhole as soon as she could contrive it, she was seriously thinking he might be the guy after all who was the one she wanted to pop her cherry. If he could give her a climax like that buggering her arse, what would a cunt fuck be like!

She drew back a little and smiled into his eyes.

‘It was my pleasure too,’ she said shyly. ‘I know I deserved it so thank you.’

She touched her lips to his, but also momentarily slipped her tongue into his mouth, her eyes dancing as she gazed into his.

She turned away and looked at Jenny, who was standing awkwardly still holding the jar of cold cream. She knew Jenny had been unwilling at the beginning of the corporal punishment regime to have her beaten, and was still nervous as to whether it was the right way to improve her behaviour.

‘I’m sorry you had to see me get thrashed,’ she told her mother.

‘I’m sorry too dear,’ her mother replied, relieved that Bronte was so quiescent. ‘I hope it’ll never be necessary again!’

‘So do I,’ Bronte said with a surreptitious wink at Isaac. ‘But knowing me, I wouldn’t be surprised if it was!’


More books by River Hampton

We hope you have enjoyed this book.  Please review it if you did.

Look out for other books by River Hampton, all of them sexy and with lots of girls being soundly spanked.

Other titles include:

Six of the Best

The Friday Room

Legal Relations

Legal Action

Legal Judgment

Bronte’s Spanking Schooldays

Dashwood Close

Dashwood Virgins

A Spanking Life – Schooldays

Stella’s Spanking Story

Mia’s Spanking Story
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