
        
            
                
            
        

    
Catherine gets Spanked Again

Her headmaster wields the cane

Spanked at School, Spanked at Home Series

By River Hampton

Part of the Spanked at School, Spanked at Home 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, and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation. All characters are over 16, which is the age of consent in the location where the story is based.


Catherine gets Spanked Again

Catherine Wilkins, usually known as Cat, and Charles, or Chas, were both 16, although Chas was a month younger than her. Cat called Chas her brother because they lived together with Cat’s mum and Chas’s dad although they were actually unrelated. After a fight they had over a sexy pair of panties that Chas ripped, Cat was spanked, strapped and caned by both Chas and others.

Cat was then banned from wearing sexy underwear in the future. To enforce that prohibition, she had to prove she was wearing modest knickers each time she left the house by getting a family member to inspect them

In practice that usually meant Chas, especially on school days as their parents generally left for work before they had to walk to school.

Chas revelled in making her expose her undies to him. As a consequence there was another altercation between them and once again it looked like Cat would be bending over for another whipping.

Cat and her brother Chas not only got punished at home, but they also attend a school with a vigorous discipline regime and a headmaster with a particular enthusiasm for caning his female students.

To make matters worse, their father had decided that any time they were punished at school they would receive the same punishment at home.

Spanked at school, spanked at home!
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Chapter 1

After an incident where my brother Chas found my super sexy new knickers and managed to destroy them, I received a severe thrashing for all kinds of reasons, even though it was really Chas who’d been guilty. And to add insult to injury, my parents decided that I was not to wear sexy underwear in future. To ensure I kept to that prohibition, I had to show my knickers to mum or dad every time I left the house. And if they were out themselves, I had to expose my panties to either Chas or my Uncle Henry, who was living with us. If they decided my underwear was inappropriate, I would be spanked on my bare bottom and have to change to more modest knickers. 


To make matters worse, mum and dad left for work nearly every day before Chas and I set off for school, so almost every school day I had to expose myself either to Chas or Uncle Henry. My school was rigid in the requirements for girls’ uniforms, so we actually had no choice in knickers; blue, cotton, and full was the rule, with the only choice being you could elect to have ‘boy leg’ cut instead of standard cut. 


The first school day of this new rule, I did try to show mum my knickers before she left for work, but that just earned me a spanking. 

“You know perfectly well that the whole point of the inspection is that your underwear is checked just before you leave the house,” she said as she whacked my bare bottom. “I can see now that you’ve got the right knickers on, but you could easily swap them after I go.” 

Chas was watching with great glee as my bum got walloped, and he was made even happier by mum telling him to be particularly diligent about inspecting me for the next few days. 


For the next few days, I had to lift my school skirt and instead of simply looking at my knickers, Chas ran his hands over my bottom and between my legs, then pulled my underwear down ostensibly to make sure the panties were fresh and not showing any stains, and that I wasn’t concealing sexy panties inside my school knickers. 


The third or fourth time he did this, as I was standing with my skirt hoisted and my knickers around my knees, Uncle Henry walked into the room. 


“What are you doing?” he demanded. I hoped he’d notice the glistening on Chas’s finger from where he’d inserted it in my cunt which he did every morning, but if he did he didn’t say anything. 


“Just knicker inspection,” Chas replied airily. 


“You don’t need to pull them down to check them!” 

“Mum told me to be extra careful,” Chas insisted. 


“I’m sure this is not what she meant.” 

Uncle Henry told me to pull my knickers up and he related the incident to mum when she came home from work. She got me and Chas and asked Chas what he thought he was doing, pulling my knickers down. For the first time for ages, I actually thought Chas might be going to get what he deserved - a sound thrashing! 

But of course, he had his story pat. 


“You told me to be extra careful, mum. I thought Cat might easily have some sexy knickers like a thong, hidden under her school undies. How could I tell unless I took the school ones down?” 

Mum considered for a moment while I rolled my eyes. 


“You know, Henry, that’s not a bad point. If she was going to do it, she’d be crazy to wear the sexy knickers when she knew she was going to be checked. They would certainly be either under her school underwear or hidden in her bag. Did you check her bag, Chas?” 

Of course he hadn’t. All he wanted was to feel me up! He wasn’t really my brother, of course. He was the son of my stepdad and his first wife, while I was the daughter of mum and her first husband. Come to that, Uncle Henry wasn’t really my uncle, although he was some kind of distant relative, a second cousin or something. 


Chas actually apologised! 

“I’m really sorry, mum, it didn’t occur to me to search her bag.” 

I spoke up for the first time. 


“I never wear anything except school uniform knickers to school. You know that! You know the penalty for being caught with the wrong knickers!” 

At our school, boys could wear whatever underpants they liked, but girls had to wear uniform blue cotton knickers. About once a month there was a knicker inspection. The teacher would sit at the front of the class and one by one the girls had to go in front of him, (it always seemed to be a male teacher), stand still and lift the front of their skirt to display their underwear. The boys loved it. Most teachers would insist you lift your skirt so high it exposed your knickers at the back as well as the front, so everyone in the class got a view of all the girls’ underwear. 


Girls could wear trousers if they wanted, but even if wearing trousers they had to wear the uniform blue knickers. Wearing trousers also didn’t exempt you from knicker inspections. You had to pull your trousers down instead of lifting your skirt up. I knew lots of girls who’d been caught with incorrect knickers under their trousers. It was so unfair! Especially because boys wore whatever they wanted (or nothing at all!) under their trousers. 


It was one of the things all the girls of the school were united in hating. The justification was that girls often inadvertently displayed their knickers because of wind, or bending over, or crouching, or just sitting with legs apart; supposedly ensuring the girls wore modest, uniform blue cotton briefs protected their dignity and modesty. How our dignity and modesty was protected during knicker examinations was not explained. Nor was it adequately explained why girls wearing trousers also had to comply with the uniform knickers rule. 


The official reason was that girls may wear trousers in class but for sport they may change, for example to a netball dress. But as the school uniform netball dress had built in shorts, this wasn’t much of a justification! And the uniform for all other sports and gym activities was shorts with a polo top, so girls did not have their underwear on display. 

If you were caught wearing non-uniform panties, you were sent to the headmaster. If you were wearing a skirt, he made you take off the knickers and hand them to him. You then had to bend over, lift your skirt and he gave you four strokes of the cane on your bare bottom. 


If you were wearing trousers, you had to take your trousers off, then your knickers, and hand him the knickers. Naked from the waist down you then had to bend over for the four strokes of the cane. 


Then he gave you an old pair of school knickers to wear and watched while you put them on. You had to go and see him the next day, bringing the loan knickers back laundered, and lift your skirt again to show you were wearing correct uniform. 


You didn’t get the confiscated knickers back. Rumour was that the headmaster kept them as trophies. 


I was meticulous in wearing school uniform knickers as I didn’t want to suffer the pain, embarrassment and indignity of a visit to the headmaster. 


“I also know that there’s only a check of your knickers at school two or three times a term,” mum said. “So there’s every chance you might take the risk occasionally and sneak a pair of sexy panties to school. Well done for thinking of that Chas. I guess we’d all better be more conscious of checking inside her knickers and in her bag in future.” 

“If I really was going to hide a pair of panties, I’d put them in my bra or something,” I said bitterly. “Are you going to get Chas to feel my tits every morning now as well as finger my cunt?” 

“Your language is disgraceful,” mum complained. “I’ll see what your father says when he gets home.” 


Chapter 2

Of course, when dad got home the rest of the family vied with each other to put their complaints to him. He listened patiently and made his ruling. 


He agreed with mum that Chas or whoever was checking my underwear could require me to pull my knickers down so as to prove I wasn’t wearing a second pair underneath, and also could inspect my bag. 


“Also,” he added, “it is perfectly ok if anyone wishes to inspect Cat’s knickers when she comes home as well. It’s a good point that she could change while she’s out, so having an occasional check on arrival will be a good thing.” 

I groaned. Usually Chas and I came home from school together and now he’d have a perfect excuse to make me expose myself in the afternoon as well as the morning. 


“But Cat made a disturbing accusation as well,” dad went on, “claiming that Chas fingered her vagina.” 

“She said ‘cunt’,” my mother interrupted. 


“Well, cunt then,” dad said patiently. 


“But I didn’t!” Chas lied as I expected. 


“Yes he did,” I insisted. “Uncle Henry saw him!” 

“Well, I saw her with her knickers down, but I didn’t actually see Chas fingering her.” 

“What the fuck do you think he was doing?” I demanded. 


Unfortunately, that was too much for dad. 

“It goes without saying, Chas, that you are not to touch your sister’s vagina. But there is no proof that you have done so. But Cat, you are not to use this language. Your mother has asked me to give you the strap, and I’m going to add some strokes of the cane as well. Take your skirt off and get to the shed.” 

Dad had punished me often enough that I knew there was no point in arguing. I also knew that this would not just be dad and me; the others would love to watch me getting my tail whipped. 


So I took off my school skirt, folded it carefully, as dropping it to the floor would inevitably attract an extra beating, and walked towards the shed. 

Dad was following me, and I knew the others would not be far behind. In our house, Cat getting her backside walloped was turning into such a spectator sport that Uncle Henry had built a little grandstand in the shed. Ostensibly it was to watch sport on TV and there was a projector as well as a big screen, but I’m sure the family’s favourite sport was watching dad get his exercise by thrashing my naked posterior. 


To make things worse, our neighbour Mr Hanson was leaning over the fence. I suspect he has a bug in our living room as he always manages to know when I’m going to be whacked. 


With just the tail of my school shirt covering my blue cotton knickers, nothing could have been more obvious as to the purpose of this little parade, but he stated it anyway. 


“What is it this time, Cat? The strap or the cane?” 

I wasn’t going to answer, but dad said “Both, I’m afraid, Edward. Please do come and witness if you have nothing better to do.” 

Of course he said he would, no doubt eager to gloat over my nakedness as well as enjoying the sight of the strap and cane lashing my tail. It had been Mr Hanson who’d persuaded dad to make me strip naked last time, and I knew he liked looking at my tits as well as the rest of me. Whenever I was wearing anything other than school uniform I felt his gaze on my tits. 

Actually, even in my school uniform his eyes almost instantly moved to my tits, even though they were fully covered by my shirt buttoned almost to the neck. I hated it, but I also was disturbed to realise that watching him involuntarily licking his lips as he perved on my breasts made me damp in my panties as well as making my nipples erect. 


Mum was there and remembered something I’d hoped she’d forget. 

“You were going to ask Tina to come and watch your next punishment, Cat. Is she home, Edward?” 

“Yes indeed, I’ll go and fetch her, shall I?” 

Tina is Mr Hanson’s goody two shoes daughter, who’s never been spanked in her life. I’m sure she deserves it more than I do, but she never gets it.  For some reason my mum really likes her and decided that next time I’m being whipped, Tina will not only be asked to watch but also invited to participate. Mum had actually said she wanted to ask Tina to cane me! 

“No,” Mum replied, “Cat will go and ask her to come over. Is she in her room?” 

“Yes, doing her homework.” 

“Like you should be doing if you didn’t have to be spanked,” said mum sententiously. 


She ordered me to go and ask Tina to come over and watch my whipping. I pleaded that I was half undressed, but to no avail. She just said I’d be more undressed in a minute! 

I saw Tina looking out of her bedroom window and I could see the malicious grin on her face. I had tried to be friends with her but she never wanted to do anything interesting whether we were little kids or teenagers. She had never been spanked and I knew how much she would enjoy watching me get it. 


I went into her house, expecting she would have come downstairs since she had seen me coming, but no, she must have been still in her bedroom. So I went up there and opened the door. She was sitting at her desk, pretending to do homework. 


“Catherine! You might have knocked!” She looked at me, dressed only in my school shirt and knickers. “I might have been getting undressed! Although I see you are already half undressed so I suppose it wouldn’t bother you!” 


She giggled and I had to restrain myself from smacking her around. I was in enough trouble without Tina telling tales. 


“I’m going to be spanked. My mum says I have to ask you to come watch.” 

She’d also told me that she was going to ask Tina to give me a spank or two herself, but I wasn’t going to tell her that. 


She looked at me with her eyebrows raised. 


“What?” I said crossly. 


“Well, ask me then.” 

I really wished I could give this girl a good smack. 

“Tina, will you come and watch me get spanked.” 

“Say ‘please’.” 

“Please.” 

“No, ask me properly.” 

“Tina, will you please come and watch me get spanked.” 

“I think it’s shameful that a girl of your age needs to be spanked but if your mother thinks I need to witness it then I must do my duty,” the nasty little excrescence said sententiously. 


I just turned and walked back downstairs and through to my house. Tina followed, making comments in a low voice. 


“Dad said last time you got the strap and the cane. Hope you get them both today.” 

I just ignored her and when we got to the workshop they were all waiting. 





Chapter 3

“You took your time,” Mum said. 


“I think Cat was a bit embarrassed to ask me to come and watch her getting spanked,” Tina said with relish. I glared at her. 


“She’ll be more embarrassed soon,” Mum replied grimly. Tina looked around the big workshop. Uncle Henry’s grandstand now held two spectators, Mr Hanson and Chas. Last time all the spectators had participated, including my little brother, and this time Mum had told me she wanted Tina to smack me. It was going to be a challenging afternoon! 

Tina noticed the spanking frame, already placed in front of the grandstand. 


“Is that where she bends over to get smacked?” 

“That’s right” Mum replied. “Your dad says he’ll borrow it next time you need a whipping.” 

“That’s right,” Mr Hanson said jovially. “Tina is an angelic girl and there’s never been a reason for me to take her knickers down. But even angels fall from grace so I have to be prepared!” 

There’s probably no girl in our school, maybe in the whole of our county, that deserves a whipping more than Tina. She’s sly and manipulative but somehow never gets caught by teachers or her dad. 


For a moment I daydreamed about seeing Tina standing stripped and bending over for the cane, but then dad’s voice brought me back to the present. 


“Fetch the strap, Cat.” 

“Oh,” Tina said, “is she just getting the strap? I thought she‘d be getting the cane like we do at school.” I had been caned at school three times, but she had never been caned even once, so I didn’t know what the “we” meant! 

“She’s getting both,” Chas called out from his seat in the grandstand. 


“Oh, good gumdrops!” said Tina, like the silly little girl she is. She went to sit in the stand while I went to fetch the strap. 


In our family, the person being whipped had to get the instrument of their punishment from the back of the door where the implements were hanging and give it to the spanker. 

I duly presented the strap to dad who told me to bend over the spanking horse. Then Mr Hanson spoke up. 


“Not going to have her strip, Phil?” 

I knew he would want me naked like last time. But dad replied that he didn’t think it was necessary, and just told me to pull my knickers down. 


I pulled them down to half way on my thighs, but then Uncle Henry said that he thought it would be better if they came off altogether. I didn’t see what it had to do with him, but dad agreed and I had to take them off. 


As I bent over the spanking horse, Uncle Henry said with a note of glee in his voice “you see, Phil, without her knickers you can spread her legs wider.” 

I’m sure he was just enjoying the sight of my exposed cunt or maybe the pucker of my tight asshole, rather than commenting on the greater effectiveness of the punishment. But my dad agreed with him anyway, as did Mr Hanson. 

“If I ever have cause to spank you, Tina, I’ll always take your knickers off, and probably have you strip completely.” 

“I can’t imagine ever behaving that badly,” Miss Goody Two Shoes intoned. Then she added, “do you ever get spanked, Chas, or is it always your sister?” 

“He’s had his share of whippings, don’t you worry,” my dad said as he tapped my arse with the strap as he moved into position to thrash me. 


“I’m so glad I’m not naughty like Charles and Catherine,” Tina said with a laugh. “Maybe they should get me to give them lessons in behaviour!” 

I know I shouldn’t have said anything but I just couldn’t help myself. 

“You’re a nasty piece of shit, Tina Hanson!” 

“Oh daddy!” the nasty piece of shit managed to make herself cry. 

“Don’t cry, darling,” Mr Hanson, “I’m sure Cat didn’t mean it.” 

“I’m sure she did mean it,” my Mum said grimly. “But never mind, Tina, you’ll be able to take your revenge. I hope you will agree to give Catherine a stroke or two of the cane yourself!” 

Tina’s crocodile tears dried up instantly. 


“Ooh, I don’t know if I could do that! What do you think, daddy?” 

“I think it would be a good idea, darling. It would give you an idea of what corporal punishment is like.” 

“She’d get a better idea if her own arse was being whipped like it should be!” I heard my big mouth mutter before I could stop myself. 


“Catherine!” my mother expostulated. “I was going to ask Tina just to give you one or two strokes. Now I think at least two or three are in order.” 

I managed to keep my mouth shut. Tina carried on in her irritating little girl voice. 


“Well daddy, of course I will cane Catherine if you think it’s my duty. I always try to do the right thing.” 

My parents usually have a good bullshit detector so I thought this smarminess might be too much for them. So I was astonished to hear my dad, who was meditatively patting my bum with the strap, say: 

“Very well said, Tina. You would be a good influence on Cat. It’s a shame you and she don’t spend more time together. What do you think Daphne?” 

“I agree, Phil. Perhaps they could do homework together after school. And Tina could tell us if Cat exhibits any bad behaviour and we could punish her later.” 

“Well, if she shows an aptitude for the cane today, we could have her punish Cat herself any time she needs it!” 

I hoped they were joking but I wasn’t sure! 

I felt like I’d been over the spanking horse for hours, half naked and with my legs wide open to expose my private parts. I couldn’t even remember what I was being thrashed for! 

Sometimes in our house it seemed that one little thing led to another and the ultimate destination of any trajectory was poor Cat exposing her bare backside for a beating, whether she deserved it or not! 

Then Tina’s dad joined in. 

“I think it’s an excellent idea. I normally get home from work earlier than either of you, Daphne, so I can supervise their work. I’d supervise any punishment that may be earned as well, if it comes to that. Would you mind if we borrow this room if we need it?” 

This was looking worse and worse! Dad said: 

“No, of course we don’t mind. Strap, paddle and cane are all hanging behind the door. Obviously not every misbehaviour deserves the cane, so feel free to use any of them depending on the circumstances.” 

“Or a hand spanking, for that matter,” Mum put in. “Cat gets a hand spanking any time she tries to sneak out wearing sexy underwear, so she is quite well aware that a good spanking by hand can get a message across.” 

“But how do you know she’s wearing sexy underwear?” Tina wanted to know. 

“She has to show one of us before she leaves the house.” 

“And when she comes home!” This was Chas, the idiot, drawing attention to himself. 


“Does Chas have his undies checked as well?” Tina wanted to know this as well. 


“No, it’s only Cat who’s been caught with the sort of knickers that would be seen in a brothel!” 

“Oh, yes, of course. That was what she was spanked for last time I had the privilege of assisting you,” said Mr Hanson. “So now she’s checked before she goes out. What a good idea. But why when she comes home as well?” 

“In case she sneaks a sexy pair of panties out with her and changes during the day!” This was Chas again. “And if you think she might be wearing sexy knickers inside her school ones, you make her pull them down so you can look inside. That was my idea!” 

“You seem like a smart young man. Perhaps you’d like to join the homework group!” 

I knew Chas was an idiot for drawing their attention to himself. 

“Oh no, that’s ok,” 

“What a good idea!” Mum and Dad said at the same time. 

“But if Chas misbehaves, would Tina be ok spanking him?” Mum wanted to know. “All spankings in our family are bare bottom, so she’d have to take his pants and underwear down.” 

I was still bent over the spanking horse so I couldn’t see Tina’s face but I could hear the smile in her voice as she said: 

“It won’t be easy of course, but my daddy knows I also do what’s right and necessary. If I can strip Catherine – “ 

“Naked for a severe breach of her required behaviour,” her dad interrupted. 


“Yes, even naked if I have to, then I will be perfectly capable of stripping Charles.” 

“And beating him?” Dad wanted to know. 

“Well of course you know I’ve never spanked anyone before so I suppose you’ll see how I go today if you ask me to cane Cat. But certainly if I can beat Catherine properly I will have no problem beating Charles.” 

“Perhaps we should ask you to smack both of them while we watch to make sure you’re comfortable,” Mum suggested. 

“And using your hand as well as each of the implements,” Dad added. 

“But I haven’t done anything wrong!” Chas finally realised he was in trouble. 


“Does this mean Tina will be spanked as well? If Chas is getting it for no reason maybe Tina should be too?” This was Uncle Henry. I know he likes spanking me but he was pretty fair normally. 


“I think we are wandering from the point,” Mr Hanson said. I suppose he didn’t like the thought of his darling daughter being rudely spanked. “We are here to see Cat get her deserved punishment. If you’d like to check if Tina is capable of delivering an effective beating, that’s a bonus. But I can’t see any reason for anyone except Cat to get whipped.” 

“Very well,” Dad agreed. “Tina, would you like to spank Cat?” 

“Daddy says it’s my duty, so yes I would.” 

“You and your fucking duty!” As usual I spoke without thinking. 


“You just don’t learn, do you Catherine?” my mother said resignedly. “Now you’ll be getting a severe punishment.” 

“Does that mean stripped naked?” Tina asked. 


“Yes, and extra strokes,” her dad said, before either of my parents could say a word. 


They didn’t interfere though, when Tina said: 

“Well, Catherine, you better take your shirt and bra off.” 

I pushed myself up from where I was still crouched over the spanking horse and looked at my dad. But he just gave me a little nod, so I unbuttoned my shirt and placed it carefully on the floor. Last time I’d stripped naked for a beating I’d cast my clothes down carelessly and been awarded extra strokes of the cane by my mother. 


I undid my bra and put that carefully down as well. As I stood up straight, I was astonished to hear Mr Hanson say: 

“Phil, Daphne, you must be very proud of her. I know she’s precocious and disobedient, but she has great style and grace. And what beautiful breasts!” 

“And she takes her beatings with dignity,” Uncle Henry added. 

Standing there naked listening to this praise I found somewhat confusing. Of course I knew Mr Hanson fancied me, and I sometimes thought Uncle Henry did too. And of course my brother fingered my cunt every chance he got so I knew he did. 

However, I didn’t think Mr Hanson should be talking about my tits especially since it was always him that tried to get me stripped naked, and he was manoeuvring to be able to strip and spank me after school in this homework class they seemed to be setting up. 


I looked appealingly at my dad, but he misinterpreted my appeal. 


“Of course we are proud of her. The fact that she needs to be thrashed from time to time is evidence more of her courage and determination than any fault of character.” 

“That’s right,” Mum agreed. “She’s a feisty thing and even though she drives me crazy, I wouldn’t change her for all the tea in China! And I wish my breasts were like hers!” 

“Your tits are gorgeous, darling,” said my dad, as you’d expect him to. 


“For your age,” he added cheekily. 


This all seemed peculiar in the extreme to me. I was naked, and I felt like I’d been in this place for hours, and I hadn’t received a single smack as yet. I thought it was time to piss or get off the pot. 


“Thanks for all the compliments,” I said, “is it ok if I get dressed again now?” 

Unfortunately this seemed to focus their minds. 


“But she hasn’t been spanked yet,” Tina gabbled, not that it was anything to do with her. 

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” Mr Hanson said at the same time. 

“Surely you’re not letting her off, are you?” Uncle Henry piped up. 

“Of course you can’t get dressed,” Mum retorted scornfully. “Fetch the spanking chair!” 

I groaned to myself. The spanking chair is just an ordinary kitchen chair with no arms and a padded seat. I brought it from the corner and placed it before the grandstand. 


“Turn it so everyone will see your bottom,” Mum ordered me. I moved the chair so it was side on to the stand, so when I bent over the spanker’s lap my bum would be on display to the spectators. 


“That’s better,” Mum said. “Now, Tina, would you like to sit in the chair and put Cat over your knee. We’ll start with a good round of hand spanking.” 

“Yes of course, Mrs Wilkins,” Tina said as she settled in the chair and beckoned to me imperiously. 


I could see no alternative so I bent over her knee. 

“Edward,” Mum spoke to Tina’s dad, “would you kindly show Tina how to spank?” 

“Gladly!” 

He had his hands on my bottom in seconds. 


“Your hands are quite small,” he told Tina as he fondled my bum cheeks, “so you are best off to smack one buttock at a time. I’ll open her legs, so the cheeks are presented nicely for punishment.” 

And so you can feast your eyes on my cunt, I thought, but I said nothing as he eased my legs apart. 

“Now, put your right hand on her bottom,” he instructed. I felt Tina’s hand on my bum. 

“Now, feel the shape of her bottom. Let your hand mould around the cheek.” 

“It’s so nice and soft!” 

“Yes, her bottom is lovely! We are not going to spoil it, but we are going to mark it! Now, when we spank by hand, we don’t have a set number of spanks, but rather a set number of minutes. I’m not going to set the timer until you are comfortable with your spanking technique.” 

Then he told her to leave her hand curved into the shape of my bottom and smack me with that shape. 

“And smack her as hard as you can,” he added, not that I expect she needed that advice. 


It was quite hard to believe Tina had never spanked anyone before. Certainly she took to it like a duck to water, smacking me on alternating cheeks with vigour. Her dad suggested she mix up the technique a bit, sometimes using a flat hand instead of the slightly cupped hand shape she had started with. He told her the flat hand imparted a different sting to my bottom. 

After about 20 spanks he told her to pause and he consulted my parents about the timer. Dad suggested two minutes would be fine, while Mum opted for five. 

“Don’t forget she’s got the paddle, strap and cane still to come, Daphne,” Dad reproved. 


“Oh, very well,” Mum conceded grumpily. “Two minutes it is. But Tina, you should be able to deliver 100 spanks in two minutes and I expect you to make every one count!” 

“Yes, Mrs Wilkins.” 

“But don’t spank too quickly, Tina,” her dad cautioned. “Try to follow through with every smack; that’s the secret of getting them to sting.” 

“Yes dad.” 

Mr Hanson set the timer on his phone and told Tina to start the ‘proper’ spanking. My last hand spanking had been a few days before, by Mum, who was an experienced and enthusiastic spanker. She rarely set a timer, preferring to spank until you were ‘done’, by which she usually meant crying, and always good and red. 


But this spanking by Tina was up there with some of the worst Mum had given me. At first I had been determined not to cry, but then decided I would pretend to cry to see if that reduced the intensity. But I ended up crying for real, by the time Mr Hanson’s phone beeped to indicate the two minutes were up. 

Tina then gave me one last hard smack, and said to my mum: 

“What do you think, Mrs Wilkins? Red enough?” 

“A very good spanking, my dear. I doubt I could have done better myself. I can see Cat will be in good hands if you have to punish her in future.” 

“My own hands are quite sore,” Tina laughed, “I kind of hope if Cat does misbehave when I’m supervising her that she does enough to justify the paddle at least, or maybe the cane! Then I won’t have to wear my hands out!” 

“A very effective spanking,” my dad agreed. “Now let’s see how you go with the paddle. Unless anyone else wants to use their hands on Cat’s bum first?” 

As I pushed myself to my feet, Mr Hanson said: 

“Well, Phil, sounds like I’ll have to spank her from time to time if she misbehaves during homework time, so I wouldn’t mind giving her a few smacks while you’re all here so you can be confident of my technique as well as Tina’s.” 

“You won’t need to, daddy, I can do it!” Tina whined. 

“Always good to have a back up plan,” her dad responded. 


Tina got up and Mr Hanson took my arm and led me as he sat in the spanking chair. But instead of pulling me over his lap he looked up and down my naked body and then cupped my left breast in his hand. 

“You know, Phil, of course it’s traditional to spank a girl’s bottom, and maybe her thighs, but have you ever thought of smacking her breasts? They are exquisite and I’m sure they could be carefully whipped to provide a very special experience without damaging them unduly.” 

I looked at Dad with alarm but he just stroked his chin and watched as his neighbour massaged my tit, obviously considering the matter. 

“It’s a good idea in many ways,” he said eventually. 


“I’d like to see her breasts striped from the whip,” my mother put in. 


“Really?” Mr Hanson said excitedly. 

“No, of course not really,” Mum snorted, to my relief. “Cat is getting a beating for swearing and will be disciplined on her bottom. Smacking her breasts would be a sexual act, not discipline. Phil, this has got to stop! Give Cat her beating and let’s stop this.” 

Dad knew when Mum meant what she said and he had the sense not to argue. 


“Very well, dear. Cat, fetch the cane!” 


Chapter 4

I went to get the cane from where it was hanging, thinking that it probably meant I was not going to get the strap as well. Dad always used the strap before the cane, if I was getting both. 


I held the cane out to dad, presenting it as an offering with my two hands. Dad was about to take it from me when I heard Tina’s voice. 


“Give it to me!” 

I turned round in surprise, and Tina grabbed the cane from my hands. 


“It’s me that will be caning you! Bend over that spanking frame.” 

“No, Tina, Phil will cane her,” my mother said gently. 


“But you said I could cane her. I want to cane her and I will. You said I could!” 

“Maybe another time, but not today. Give the cane to Phil, please Tina.” 

“No! You said I could cane her and I’m going to!” 

“Please, Tina,” her dad pleaded, “just give the cane to Mr Wilkins.” 

“No! They can’t change their minds now! They said I could cane her and I’m fucking going to!” 

“You don’t use language like that in my house,” my dad said, shocked. 


“We’re not in your fucking house, we’re in a fucking shed. Catherine, bend over that fucking frame!” 

“That’s more than enough,” mum said. Edward, take her away and deal with her, or I will get Phil to do it.” 

“Come on, darling,” Mr Hanson wheedled, “Mrs Wilkins kindly let you spank Cat, and she’s promised you the chance to cane her in future. Now give the cane back, and let’s go home.” 

“I won’t! I want to cane her now!” 

It was too much for my dad. He reached out and grabbed the cane, then turned Tina round and gave her a loud slap on her bottom. 

“Get her home, Edward, and if you take my advice you’ll wallop her. After I finish with the cane I’ll send it round!” 

Mr Horton had a good grip of Tina by now and he marched her away. I hoped he’d thrash her of course, but didn’t hold too much hope. But I knew I was going to get it! 

Dad just nodded towards the spanking horse and I bent over it obediently. He tapped my bum with the cane a couple of times as he adjusted his position, then gave me six solid cuts, pausing only a second or two between each stroke. 


My dad would never give me a light beating, and the marks and ridges left on my bottom were testament to the robustness of this one. But it wasn’t by any means the worst I’d had. I’d also been spared the strap and got six of the cane when I’d been anticipating maybe nine at least. 


So although crying, I was in good shape when dad told me I could get up. I pushed to my feet, thanked daddy for beating me, and looked at mum. She nodded to indicate I could get dressed and I pulled on my knickers, bra and shirt. 


Dad gave the cane to Chas and told him to take it next door, and the rest of us went back to the house. Often I had to stay in my underwear for the rest of the day after a spanking so I was happy when mum said I could put my skirt back on. I then said I’d go to my room and do my homework before dinner. 


I was sitting a bit uncomfortably when Chas burst in. Mr Hanson had taken the cane from him and Chas thought he could hear sobbing so he was hopeful that Tina had got spanked. But although he hung around for a few minutes outside their house, he hadn’t heard any sounds of a cane being used, which was disappointing. 


He asked if he could see my bottom. Generally we let each other see and feel the marks after we’ve been caned, so I got up and pulled my knickers down. 


“God, I love your bum after it’s been marked like this,” my brother said as he ran his fingers over my stripes. Unlike the strap or paddle, caning produces ridges in the skin which stay for a day or more if you’ve been beaten hard enough. I like to feel them in my own bottom, so I knew he loved the feel even before I saw his prick tenting his pants. 


I’d seen his cock often enough but I’d never touched it, although he had fingered my cunt often enough recently. 


I had been thinking about his prick quite a lot recently as I masturbated, which I usually did at least once a day. I was still seeing my boyfriend Danny, but Chas had fingered me ten times as often as Danny and I was very tempted to get Chas to be my first fuck. At sixteen it was completely legal to have sex and I was thinking it’s time to lose my virginity and you need to think carefully about what cock will break your maidenhead. 


Sometimes I thought I should choose someone experienced, like Uncle Henry or Mr Hanson, and I knew they both fancied me. Other times I thought it would be best to lose my virginity to another virgin, like Chas or Danny. But I didn’t want a drunken fumble, like some of my friends had experienced, where it’s a casual fuck at a party with a kid from school that you hardly know. 

Anyway, now was not the time to think about losing my virginity. We heard a ring at the front door and I told Chas to take his hands off me. I pulled my knickers back up. 


We heard voices downstairs and recognised Mr Hanson’s. Looking down, we saw Tina was there too, dressed as I had been when I went to the shed, i.e. in school uniform but without her skirt. So she must have walked from next door half undressed! We dashed downstairs, not wanting to miss what was happening. 


“Ah, here are Cat and Chas,” Mr Hanson said. “That’s good. Tina has something to say.” 

“I’m very sorry for my behaviour earlier. Daddy has spanked my bottom and we would like to borrow your caning room please. And invite all of you to watch daddy cane me.” 

“Nicely said,” my dad approved. “Certainly you may borrow the spanking room, and we shall all be pleased to come and watch.” 

“I can help, if you like,” Chas said hopefully. “I’ve caned Cat so I know how to do it!” 

“I think I can manage,” Mr Hanson said stiffly. 


We all trooped off to the shed to watch the show. I was delighted and surprised that Tina was finally getting the cane she had deserved for so long. My pleasure was increased when Uncle Henry said: 

“After the torrent of swearing, I presume this is to be a severe punishment?” 

“Yes,” Chas agreed, “shouldn’t she strip?” 

I think Mr Hanson was going to disagree, but my dad said: 

“Yes, Edward, we had Cat naked earlier and it seems to me that Tina should do the same.” 

Mr Hanson really had no choice. He told Tina to take off her shirt and bra, which she did promptly and stood in just her school knickers. I had seen Tina’s tits often enough in the showers and change rooms at school, but of course it was the first time for my dad, Chas and Uncle Henry. Possibly the first time for Tina’s dad as well, at least since she grew proper tits. I love my tits, but I had to admire Tina’s as well. They were not large, but a most impressive shape, and her erect nipples stood provocatively directed to the ceiling. 


I glanced at the pubic areas of each of the male spectators and was not surprised to see evidence of arousal in all of them, including Mr Hanson. 


He coughed briefly and told Tina to take her knickers down. 


“Taking them off would be better,” Uncle Henry put in, as he had when I was undressing. “You can spread her legs more completely.” 

Mr Hanson told her to take them off completely and we were rewarded with a view of the dark pubic hair covering Tina’s cunt. 

I couldn’t help myself. “You know, Mr Hanson, Tina would be much better if you had that hair removed.” 

I was surprised to find my mother backing me up. 

“Yes, Edward, I agree. Besides the practical consideration of not having wispy hair sometimes visible if she’s in a bathing suit, it will allow you to see more k:  completely the effect of the cane. It does tend to produce a most attractive creaming of the cunt!” 

I couldn’t believe my mum had said ‘cunt’! 

“I’m used to doing my own shaving,” I said, “so if you like, I’ll shave Tina for you. And I’ll teach her how to do it later so she always will be nicely bare. After all, you may wish to conduct sexy panties checks!” 

I hadn’t really expected Mr Hanson to agree, but after a moment of contemplation of Tina’s pubes, which really were somewhat unruly, he nodded. 

“Thank you, Cat, I would appreciate that. Can we do it here or do you need a bathroom?” 

“Here is fine. I’ll just fetch the razor.” 

Before he could change his mind I dashed back to the house and fetched a razor, soap, a bowl of hot water and a towel. 


I had Tina lean against the spanking horse while I shaved the bulk of her hair off. I then had the delicate operation of shaving around her prominent ‘outie’ labia. My own cunt was an ‘innie’ so relatively easy to shave. 


Tina’s cunt was a dramatic contrast to mine and I had to be very careful to leave no hair or stubble. My fingers were all over the lips of her pussy and I held them open for a moment to admire her clitoris. 


When I was a little girl I had played doctors and nurses with other girls and (sometimes) boys and we’d fingered each other, without knowing what we were doing. But since then I’d never touched another girl’s cunt. I could feel myself creaming up as I caressed Tina’s vulva and I leaned close to her and whispered, “I love your cunt, it’s like a beautiful butterfly!” 

She looked startled for a moment, but then her eyes softened and she murmured, “thank you.” 

To finish the operation I had Tina lie flat on the floor and I carefully shaved around her labia as I lifted first one leg, then the other. When I was happy I had finished, I asked if anyone would like to check in case I’d missed some stubble. 

“I will!” Chas announced, unsurprisingly. 


“I think it would be more appropriate if I did,” Mr Hanson responded. 


I wasn’t really convinced it was appropriate for a father to run his hands all over his 16 year old daughter’s cunt, but Tina made no objection. Mr Hanson took his time, including making Tina get on hands and knees so he could carefully examine between her buttocks. 


“Beautiful job around her cunt, but there’s some soft hair down here,” he announced, showing me very short, very soft hair around the asshole. 


“I think if I leave it, it’ll always stay short and soft. But if I shave it, it’ll tend to come back thicker and stronger.” 

“Do you shave around your own asshole?” my dad wanted to know. 

“No.” 

“Show Edward your ass so he can compare.” 

So I had to pull my panties down and let Mr Hanson run his hands between my cheeks as he examined the downy hair on my own ass. 

“I agree, best not to shave here. It’s actually very soft and very short, not really hairy, more downy.” 

He traced his fingers along the cane marks that were ridged into my buttocks. 

“Outstanding cane marks, Phil,” he complemented my dad. “Hope I can replicate these with Tina.” 

“I’m always happy to help out,” dad laughed. He told me I could pull my panties back up. 

“I think Cat’s idea to shave Tina was spot on,” dad said. “I had no idea how cute her cunt lips are. I’ll send Cat round to teach Tina how to do the shaving herself. How often does she need to shave, Cat?” 

“Every few days to stop visible hairs from being noticed, but really every day to stop any stubble from being detected. Depends if anyone will be fingering her cunt.” 

“Better get her to do it every day,” dad laughed. “Now you’ve seen these lovely cunt lips, Edward, you probably will want to play with them every day.” 

Mr Hanson laughed too, then told Tina to get over the spanking horse. We admired the redness of her bottom where she had been hand spanked. Mum asked Mr Hanson how many she would be getting. 


“I think six should be enough for a first caning.” 

“Phil always says a minimum of nine for a severe punishment,” mum commented. 


“I’ll see what she looks like after six, maybe she will need more.” 

We took our seats in the grandstand to enjoy the sight of Tina’s first caning. Mr Hanson had caned me before so I knew he was adept in the art of caning. He enjoyed it as well, so it was odd in a way that he hadn’t found a reason to beat Tina until today. 


He’d told us he was a prefect at school in the time where prefects were allowed to spank other students. As it was a boys’ school he’d never caned girls, but he had caned innumerable boys. In every case, even if the caning was over trousers, the last stroke would be with trousers and underwear pulled down so the Final Cut could be aimed at the crease between thighs and buttocks where the skin is softest. 

He’d caned me there and the pain was so intense that I’d been unable to stop myself moving, so had earned another two penalty strokes. 


I was sitting between Uncle Henry and Chas. Both of them had a hand on my thigh, under my skirt, and my attention was briefly diverted from Tina’s naked body to my own issue about who would be my first fuck. 


I loved the concentration in Mr Hanson’s eyes as he tapped Tina’s arse with the cane as he prepared to beat her. I imagined he’d use the same intensity if he was penetrating my cunt for the first time. But equally I loved the feeling of Chas’s and Uncle Henry’s hands, gently but firmly squeezing my thighs. 

Then the cane ripped into Tina’s bum and all my attention was centered on watching her thrashing. Mr Hanson was a good caner. Each cut was carefully aimed and even from a few yards away we could see the uniformity of the lines as he lashed her virgin buttocks. 


I felt the hands on my thighs clench involuntarily each time the cane lashed into Tina. Of course, this was the first time that Chas and I had watched together someone being caned. Previously it had always been me or Chas – usually me! – being whipped. I’d seen other girls caned at school a few times but this was more exciting. 


Tina let out a squeal or a grunt each time the cane ripped into her, but she managed to hang on and didn’t move. After six strokes her dad stopped and examined her bottom. 


“What do you think, Phil?” 

My dad got down from the grandstand and felt Tina’s bottom. 


“Very nice stripes, Edward, but I think she could usefully take a few more.” 

“Perhaps you could give her one?” 

“I’d be delighted!” 

So dad took the cane and lashed it down. He turned to me. 

“Cat, if Mr Hanson agrees, would you like to give her one?” 

I sounded to myself like Tina as I said: “Oh, yes please, daddy.” 

Tina’s dad nodded so I got down and took hold of the cane. I had received dozens of strokes across my bottom and thighs but I’d never caned anyone before. I knew the importance of making sure the last six inches of the cane were where you wanted it to strike the flesh, so I tapped her bottom to line it up. Then I lifted the cane and ripped it hard into Tina’s bum. 


I was delighted to see the red mark appear just where I aimed and even more pleased to hear Tina’s squeal of pain. 


Then Chas asked Mr Hanson if he could please give her a stroke. Mr Hanson agreed and I passed the cane to him and stood to watch as he lashed her. He also grinned with delight as Tina yelped. 

“One more, I think,” Mr Hanson announced, and asked Uncle Henry if he’d like to deliver it. 


“With pleasure,” he agreed. I knew he would want to deliver it in the crease between buttocks and thighs, and sure enough he pushed Tina slightly to position her where the desired target was perfectly placed for his swing. 

It landed perfectly and for a moment I thought the pain would make Tina move, and earn more strokes. But she managed to hold on and her father decided that ten was sufficient. 

He told Tina she could get dressed, so she put her knickers back on, then bra and shirt. She was still partially undressed as she’d left her skirt at home. Her dad then told her it was traditional to thank her tormentors for the spanking. 

“Thank you daddy for beating me. And thank you Mr Wilkins, Catherine, Charles and Mr Jones.” 


“Very nicely said, Tina,” my mother said. “I admit I was shocked at your behaviour earlier, but you are completely forgiven as far as we are concerned.” 

“Yes,” dad agreed. “We will talk later about the homework supervision idea, but I am still keen on it.” 

I was going to expostulate but somehow managed to control my unruly tongue. Chas, the idiot, couldn’t control his. 

“I don’t care if you get her to beat Cat, but no fucking way she’s beating me!” 

“It’s exactly that sort of undisciplined outburst that we need Tina to help control,” mum said crossly. “Phil, I think you should give Chas a reminder to behave!” 

“Or perhaps we should get Tina to do it,” dad said meditatively. 

“Even better idea, if you’re up to it Tina?” 

“Of course, Mrs Wilkins. I am sincerely sorry about failing in my duty before, but I promise I shall try never to fail again. How do you want me to punish Charles?” 

“Just a few strokes with the strap should do it. Chas, get the strap!” 

Chas finally saw the wisdom of not arguing and brought the strap to Tina, holding it in two hands like a sacrificial offering. Tina was still sans skirt, and I had to admit she looked very sexy with her knickers visible under her school shirt as she swished the strap through the air. 

“Charles, take your trousers and underwear down and bend over,” Tina ordered. He did as he was told, red faced with embarrassment as his erect cock was on display. His prick always got hard when he stripped to be spanked, but of course this was the first time anyone outside the family had seen it. 


“Why is your winkle hard?” Tina demanded. 


“It’s called a penis, not a winkle,” mum said severely. “We don’t like using baby words.” 

“But you called my vagina a cunt,” Tina objected. 


“‘Cunt’ is a very ancient word and a real word with extensive semantic history. It is not a baby word,” mum replied loftily. 


“Why did you have Cat thrashed for using the word then?” 

“Because Cat was using the term pejoratively, not literally. If she’d said you have a cunt, that’s fine. But when she says you are a cunt, that’s inaccurate and insulting.” 

I was starting to like Tina. I said “But mum, you made dad cane me because I told you about Chas fingering my cunt. So now you admit that was accurate, not pejorative.” 

“You were swearing as well.” 

I could see mum getting cross and thought I’d better get hold of myself before I was allocated another whipping. 

“Yes, mum. I’m sorry.” 

Mum turned back to Tina and asked if she was ready to beat Chas. 

“Yes Mrs Wilkins. How many should I give him?” 

“Four should be enough, if you can do them hard enough.” 

“I think I can manage that, Mrs Wilkins.” 

This was Tina’s first attempt at using the strap, and she did it very nicely. Chas was pushed up on tiptoes, trying to stop his cock rubbing against the spanking frame. That put his bottom in the perfect position for Tina to thrash it with the leather strap. 


The first lash cracked across his naked buttocks and I smiled as Chas croaked in distress. Almost immediately a red mark appeared where the leather had bitten into the flesh. I glanced at Tina and saw my own smile replicated on her face. 


Usually, when I was lashed by my father with the strap, he was seeking to redden my whole bottom, often as a precursor to decorating it with the cane. But this time, with a limited number of strokes, it was different. 


Tina seemed to realise instinctively that with just four strokes to deliver, the most effective punishment would be achieved by laying all four on top of each other. 

The strap was about an inch wide, and the mark across Chas’s bottom was about four inches long. Tina ripped her second hit into Chas’s backside and I was impressed to see that the mark was almost unchanged, indicating a virtually perfect placement of the second shot over the first. 


Chas yelped most satisfactorily and I glanced again at Tina. This time I caught her eye and she saw my grin and almost imperceptible nod of approval. 

The third blow also produced hardly any change to the mark across Chas’s arse and his anguished squeak suggested he was close to breaking point. This time I looked around all the faces in the room and I could see that at least my mother realised what Tina was seeking to achieve. 


“Just one more stroke, Chas,” she said. “Make sure you stay still!” 

I saw Tina’s tongue flick in and out as she lined up the strap for the last strike. I think she raised it slightly higher to achieve more velocity and power, but not so much as to impair her aim. It landed perfectly, and although Chas squealed in agony he clung on to the frame and did not incur any penalty. Amazingly the blaze over Chas’s backside was still virtually the same four inches by one inch, showing the perfect placement of the strap. 

His cock had lost its erection and was drooping but dripping the precum which I had seen exuding from his penis before after a good beating. I wondered if Tina would say anything as I saw her eyes, like mine, focus on the dribble oozing from his prick, but she refrained. Instead she asked: 

“Was that satisfactory, Mrs Wilkins?” 

Mum approached Chas and contemplated his ravaged bum. “Most satisfactory thank you Tina. Chas will indeed be in good hands if you need to discipline him.” 

“He’s dripping from two ends,” I couldn’t help saying, seeing his tears fall as well as the fluids dropping from his penis. 

Mum smiled instead of chastising me. 

“It’s very natural,” she said. She told Chas pull his pants up and wipe his tears away. 


“And clean the stuff off the floor,” she added. 


“I’ll do it,” I said. I loved Chas, even though he’s a pain in the arse, and I thought it would be adding insult to injury if he had to mop his own cum off the floor after being thrashed to tears by a girl of his own age. 


I grabbed a few tissues and rubbed the floor where he had drooled whatever the liquid was that dribbled from his cock. I squeezed his arm as I got up from the floor and whispered to him not to forget to thank Tina. 

He had blinked back his tears. “Thank you for beating me, Tina.” 

“My pleasure, I always enjoy repaying a favour.” 

Looking at the mischievous grin on Tina’s face, I really started to think I could get to like her! 

All three of us children had been beaten today and my mother realised enough was enough. She ushered everyone out and took mine and Chas’s hands as we went back to the house. She insisted on making us a milky hot drink and apologised for having us whipped. 

“I know you think sometimes I look for opportunities to get you spanked,” she said. “I do enjoy seeing a proper discipline session, but I truly don’t like seeing either of you being hurt.” 

“It’s alright mummy,” I said. I only called her mummy when I was feeling I needed a cuddle, and sure enough she hugged me warmly. She pulled Chas into the hug as well and the three of us bonded. 


We weren’t supposed to take drinks to our bedrooms but we asked mum if we could tonight. She said yes, so Chas and I took our mugs upstairs and I went into his room. 

“How’s your bum?” I asked him. 

“Have a look.” 

He pulled his pants and undies down. Sometimes when he did that he left his cock inside his undies, but this time he pulled them down so his prick was exposed. I don’t think he meant anything by it, but after I had a look and feel of his bottom I touched his penis for the first time. 


“Do you fancy Tina? This seemed to get pretty hard when she told you to take your pants down.” 

“Of course I fancy her! I watched you shave her cunt! I saw her getting wet when I caned her bare arse!” 

I gave his prick a squeeze. 

“Do you fancy her more than me?” 

His hand reached between my legs and rubbed the seam of my panties. 


“What do you think?” 

“I think you prefer her.” 

I felt his cock grow hard under my fingers. 

“You can tell I don’t!” 

I let go of his prick and pulled his hand from under my skirt. 


“Maybe I’ll give you a birthday present,” I said teasingly. 

I had been already 16 for a couple of months but for Chas it was just a month as he was a month younger than me. 16 was a big birthday, as it was the legal age for having sex. My boyfriend Danny, who was 17 but still a virgin, had tried to persuade me to have sex on my birthday, but I’d demurred. He was pretty happy though as I’d given my first ever blowjob and got him to cum in my mouth. 


I certainly had to give Chas a birthday present better than just the video game I’d given him. I’d told him I’d maybe give him exactly what he wanted, but he still hadn’t told me what that was. Would it be a blowjob or would I let him fuck me? I didn’t know. Maybe I’d just wank him off. 


I pulled Chas’s pants up and gave him a little kiss, flicking my tongue into his mouth. 

“Just have a think about what you’d like for your extra birthday gift,” I teased again. 


I went to my bedroom and played with my clit as I thought about Chas’s cock and what I might do with it. As I orgasmed I wondered if Tina ever masturbated and that was the thought in my mind as I came. I had loved feeling her cunt as I shaved her. Maybe I was gay? I didn’t know or care. I just loved life at the moment! 

But as they say in the classics, tomorrow would be another day! And what a challenge it became! 




Chapter 5

Next day some of the hard lessons of life came to haunt me, but it started well. Mum was working from home, so she checked my knickers before school so I didn’t have Chas’s fingers in my cunt to start the day. 


Chas and I walked to school together, with him asking me what I’d be prepared to give him for his extra birthday present. I said I didn’t know, because I didn’t know what he wanted. 

We bantered a bit more as we strolled the 10 minutes to the school gates. When we got there I saw my boyfriend Danny with a couple of other guys and with them was Tina. 

I had started to warm to Tina but I suspected that whatever she was doing with Danny it wouldn’t be good for me. So I left Chas and headed straight to where Danny was. 


“No, it’s true,” I heard Tina say. “She’ll have to do her homework with me supervising, and if she misbehaves I have authority to spank her!” 

“Are you talking about me, Tina Hanson?” I demanded as I arrived. 


“Oh, it’s you! Yes I was just mentioning that your mum and dad have asked me to discipline you. I forgot to say that her brother has authority to spank her too! She’s so naughty I wouldn’t be surprised if her parents let any of you smack her as well if you ask them!” 

“Tina Hanson, you really are a piece of shit. Did you tell the boys how I caned you yesterday? After your own dad asked me to?” 

“It wasn’t like that!” 

“Yes it fucking was! Show the boys your bum and they’ll see the marks!” 

By now I was pushing her in the chest, and even though I was furious I was ecstatic to feel the tits under my fingers that a few hours earlier I had seen pert and pointed. 


I made a grab for her skirt, hoping to pull it up and show the boys the stripes I was sure would still be crossing her arse. 


I thought I knew Tina so I was confident she wouldn’t fight back. So I was amazed when she actually threw the first punch! It was a rubbish punch and I found out later it was the first punch she’d ever thrown. It hit me on the arm, didn’t hurt but it did annoy me. So I grabbed her arm to hold her still and slapped her across the face. 


Yes I know it was a girly thing to do. But I’m a girl! Next thing would have been I’d pull her hair! But I didn’t get the chance to do anything more as a teacher, Mr Moffatt, grabbed us both by the arm. 


“Tut, tut. Fighting is not permitted, ladies.” 

I had been reported for fighting twice before so I knew there was no point in arguing. Mr Moffatt produced his slab of pink slips which were the penalty records that all teachers handed out. He scribbled a few words and handed us both a slip. 


“Straight to the headmaster, please ladies. I’m sure he’ll be keen to deal with you before school.” 

Neither Tina nor I spoke as we walked towards the headmaster’s office. We showed our slips to the secretary who smiled and waved us straight to Mr Cameron’s office door. 


“First customers of the day,” she said. “I’m sure he’ll be happy to deal with you immediately.” 

The rumour was that the headmaster did nothing except punish girls. He certainly taught no classes. None of us knew what admin duties he was supposed to perform. Rarely did he cane boys, who made up half the school. We knew he spent a lot of time caning girls. In fact Tina was the only girl at school I knew who’d never been caned by him. 


Our school was renowned for good academic results and well behaved students. Because of that Mr Cameron was revered around the community despite the belief that he was too free with the use of the cane, especially on girls. 


Mr Cameron always showed the basket of canes to every new student who arrived at the school. 


“I always regret the necessity of caning girls,” he lied to every parent and new student. “But we are a very strict school and regrettably I don’t believe there is a single girl or boy who has passed through our system without receiving the cane at least once.” 

He also informed parents and students that all caning was on the bottom, as he did not believe in caning hands. Every parent was obliged to sign a consent form acknowledging their child would be punished entirely at the discretion of the school. They must agree that spanking by hand, paddle or cane was permitted. They also must agree that the student could be spanked clothed, over underwear or bare bottom and that either sex may spank any student with or without witnesses. 


We girls always found it amazing that our parents found no problem about girls being spanked more often than boys, or more severely. My own mum and dad considered it consistent with their own experience. 

“You must admit, Cat, you get punished much more often than Chas.” 

This was true but invariably because of some unfair or biased presumption on their side! Nothing would ever convince them that Mr Cameron was a serial pervert and child abuser, not the marvellous educator they believed him to be. 


Admittedly, I had only ever been caned by him, never sexually abused, but the girls in the school said that was because he never sexually used girls under 16. Today would be the first punishment from him after my 16th birthday. I didn’t know what to expect. 

It fleetingly occurred to me that I’d been considering who should be the lucky boy to pop my cherry. The person I would choose last in the world would be my headmaster. But what if that ‘droit de seigneur’ was the unwritten but acknowledged right of our school’s headmaster? 

Anyway, there was nothing I could do about it now. 

The headmaster smiled as we entered the room. 


“To what do I owe the honour of this visit, ladies?” 

Wordlessly, we handed him our pink slips, each with our surname and the one word ‘fighting’. 

“Well, I can’t say I’m surprised to see you here, Catherine, but Tina? I’ve never seen you in my office except to commend you. However, my policy is to punish, not to scold. So I won’t enquire what you were fighting about. Catherine, you are experienced at these matters. Remind me of the penalty for fighting?” 

“The cane, sir,” I responded gloomily. 


“And?” 

“On the bare bottom, sir.” 

“Yes that’s right. And how many strokes?” 

“Six, sir.” 

“Very good. Knickers down then, and bend over.” 

Mr Cameron liked girls to take their own knickers down, bend over the desk and then he enjoyed lifting their skirt himself to expose the naked bottom. This was the fourth time I’d earned a beating from him so I was well accustomed to the protocol. 


I pulled my knickers down to just above my knees and bent over the desk. The headmaster pulled my skirt up and slipped his hand between my legs, just below my cunt. He tapped between my legs, to push my legs as far apart as the tautness of my panties would allow. This was another mannerism I had got used to. 

“I see you’ve been dealt with recently,” he observed, sliding a finger across the ridges crossing my bottom. 

“Yes, sir. My dad, yesterday.” 

“Nice to know he is taking good care of you. I believe you told me he has a principle of giving you at home what you get at school.” 

“Yes sir.” 

He chuckled. “So six from me and another six from him. You will be a sore girl tonight.” 

“Yes sir.” 

Yet another habit was that he would not select a cane until the girl was bending over with her bottom bared. After he’d pushed my legs apart and felt my wounds, he walked across the room and I heard the rattle of canes as he chose one from the container which held a dozen or more. 


“Three foot medium, I think,” he said to himself as he chose the implement. I groaned inwardly. I’d endured this cane twice already, and once I’d had the two foot six light cane, which was much less savage. That had been delivered over my knickers as well, which afforded a little protection. 


They say that the man who finds the job he loves will never work again. The absolute enjoyment that Mr Cameron brought to caning girls made it very evident that it was a joy, not a burden. The rumour at school was that every teacher was expected to issue a pink slip (which meant a spanking) to at least one girl a week. With about 40 teachers at the school that would represent at least eight girls a day reporting to the headmaster for a beating. 


Of course, the boys got caned as well, but mostly by the deputy head. Only rarely would girls have the undoubted privilege of being assigned to the deputy principal for their punishment. Mr Jones, the deputy headmaster, almost always caned over trousers or skirt, and almost always just four strokes. 


The anomaly was that far more than half of boy canings were over the trousers, and almost all the rest were on the underpants. Only very rarely was a boy caned on the bare bottom. 


But girls were almost never caned over their skirt or trousers. About half were on the knickers and most of the rest were with knickers down or off altogether. My first caning was over my knickers, but the next two were bare as this was to be as well. 


Having selected his cane, Mr Cameron tapped my bottom a few times as he adjusted his position, then I felt the burning sensation of the first cut. 

He liked to pause between strokes, to maximise the pain. The deputy head delivered his customary four strokes in less than ten seconds, according to the boys (and the occasional girl) who were caned by him. Mr Cameron never took less than a minute, and six or more strokes could easily stretch to two minutes. 


You had to make sure you stayed in position, regardless of how long the headmaster delayed between whacks. Nothing gave him more pleasure than being able to award a girl extra strokes for moving, rubbing, screaming or any other prohibited activity. 


This time I estimated he took about two minutes to give me the designated six cuts, and I was sobbing by the time he’d finished and told me I could pull my knickers up. 


“That’s you done, Catherine. I hope your father remembers to duplicate that punishment this evening. Kindly report to me tomorrow morning before school so I can examine your bottom.” 

Another thing about being beaten by the headmaster that we girls all detested was that you were given a ‘punished’ slip by the head. This had to be signed by a parent and returned to the headmaster next morning. 

The headmaster knew that many parents, like mine, always caned you at home if you were caned at school. He took great pleasure in examining the girl’s bottom the next morning to see if she had been double punished. 


He gave me the slip and I said “thank you for beating me, sir,” which was the school tradition. 


“My pleasure,” he responded, and I’m sure he meant it sincerely. 


“Now, Tina’s turn,” he continued. “Always nice to welcome a new bottom to my collection of canes. I had no need to remind Catherine of the rules, but let me explain them to you, Tina. You will pull your knickers down and bend over the desk. You may hold onto the desk and I recommend you do so. If you move, touch your bottom, scream or behave with impropriety, I will give you extra strokes. Do you understand?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Very well. Knickers down and bend over!” 


Chapter 6

Tina approached the desk, reached under her school skirt, and pulled down her knickers. I couldn’t suppress a cry of “oh!” 

The knickers that appeared beneath Tina’s school skirt were not the regulation blue cotton, but lacy white panties! 

The headmaster was standing behind her, waiting to lift her skirt and feast his eyes on a new bottom. 

“Well, well. I don’t believe these are approved regulation knickers, Miss Hanson.” 

“My father caned me yesterday, sir, and the school knickers were so scratchy,” Tina gabbled. 

“Fighting and wearing illegal underwear are unfortunately non negotiable offences. That’s six for fighting and four for the underwear. Take those panties off and give them to me.” 

I thought for a moment Tina was going to argue, but wiser counsels prevailed. She pulled her knickers off and handed them to the headmaster. He inspected them carefully, holding them so close to his face I suspected he was sniffing them. 


We all knew that you’d be caned if you had illicit underwear detected in a knicker inspection, but I’d never before seen what the headmaster actually did. The panties did disappear into his pocket and he smiled broadly as he lifted Tina’s skirt. 

His right hand went straight to her bottom and he traced across and back as he felt the lines that ridged her cheeks. 

“A most effective caning! Does he often cane you?” 

“No sir, this was the first time.” 

“The first time! But it looks as if he gave you at least 8 or 9.” 

“Ten, sir.” 

“That’s excellent. And another ten for you today. Will your father cane you again tonight? I believe Catherine’s will.” 

“Don’t know sir.” 

“Well, let’s hope for the best. I look forward to seeing your bottom tomorrow. But now, let’s get it dealt with now. Open your legs.” 

Tina’s legs were not constricted by knickers, as mine had been, so she could open them as wide as Mr Cameron wanted. He put both his hands on her upper thighs and eased her legs wide. He stepped back and contemplated her naked bottom, most likely admiring her newly shaved cunt lips. 

Then he walked across to the container of canes, and as he had done before, chose the three foot medium cane, saying the words as he pulled the cane free and swishing it through the air. 

He walked back to where Tina was bending over. She had taken her beating well yesterday and I hoped she could hold on today. I had never taken more than eight cane strokes from the headmaster and I knew that ten would be a challenge for any girl. Especially when he selected the three foot medium weight cane. 


Then it got worse. He tapped Tina’s bottom a couple of times, then said: “No, I think it’ll have to be the senior cane.” 

The senior cane was thicker and longer and left higher wheals and marks that often turned almost black. I’d seen the results of it on the bottoms of two girls who had been thrashed with it and both had received extra strokes when they had been unable to stay in position because of the pain. 


“Oh no, sir!” I said before I could think. “Tina’s only ever been caned once before. She couldn’t possibly take the senior cane! Even I’ve never had it!” 

“Haven’t you? That seems remiss on my part. Perhaps I will relent and use the medium cane on Miss Hanson, provided you agree to take a couple of strokes with the senior cane on your own bottom.” 

“Yes sir, but over my skirt.” 

“Don’t be foolish, child. All senior cane beatings are on the bare.” 

I regretted my impulsive behaviour but it was too late to back out. 


“Yes sir,” I said miserably. 


“You can’t take my beating,” Tina disputed. 


“She’s not. You’re getting the full ten strokes. She’s just getting a couple extra for her presumptuous interruption. Do you want them now or after I deal with Tina, Catherine?” 

I decided it would be safer to ensure Tina took her own beating before I took any extra strokes. 

“Please may I wait until you finish with Tina, sir.” 

“Of course.” 

Tina was still bending over the headmaster’s desk and he was still holding the medium cane, so he paused only a few moments while he reminded Tina of the rules, before he delivered the first strike. 

I winced as the stick penetrated Tina’s gorgeous buttocks. Twice before, my canings had been for fighting, so I’d been caned with another girl both those occasions. In those instances I’d relished watching the cane rip into the bare flesh of the other girl, even though I knew the same fate awaited me. But for some reason I hated seeing Tina whipped, even though I had enjoyed seeing her caned yesterday. 

I suppose I felt guilty about starting the fight that had caused this problem. And seeing her sexy lace underwear made me appreciate her more. I had never known her defy a rule before! 

I think Mr Cameron was really trying to get her to move, or breach some other rule, so she would earn extra strokes. Each lash seemed more intense than usual, and he paused between each stroke to tap a few times as he selected the spot for his next cut. I found myself clenching my hands as I hoped she could hold on on take no more than ten. I even wished she hadn’t received such a thrashing yesterday, as that would undoubtedly put pressure on her today. Many of Mr Cameron’s strokes would be landing near or on the marks she’d already taken. 


Whether it was my silent plea for her to withstand the pain, or her own inner fortitude, she bore the beating with courage and got the full ten without incurring any extras. My fear that the headmaster was trying hard to get extras was confirmed when he said: 

“Well, Tina, I didn’t think you’d take the whole set without moving. I must congratulate you. Now it just remains to be seen if Miss Wilkins can remain so stoical when I take the senior cane to her. 

“You may rise. I will find some school knickers for you presently, but in the meantime, I’m sure you will find it instructive to watch Miss Wilkins endure the senior cane.” 

“Yes sir. Thank you for beating me, sir.” 

“My pleasure, Miss Hanson. Here is your slip. I shall expect you here before school tomorrow with the laundered knickers. You will have your bottom inspected for correct knickers tomorrow, and also with knickers down so I can determine whether you received extra punishment at home. What cane does your father use?” 

“He doesn’t have a cane, sir. He used Mr Wilkins’.” 

“No cane? That will be inconvenient for him.” 

“Not really, sir. We just live next door.” 

“Even so, I think a gentleman needs his own cane when he has children to chastise. I will see if I can help. In the meantime, Catherine, back over the desk. Knickers are removed completely for the senior cane, so take them off please.” 

I took my knickers off and bent over the desk. Mr Cameron took his time lifting my skirt and took the opportunity of my legs being unfettered by knickers to have a good feel of my legs without quite touching my cunt. 


“We need the legs quite well spread,” he said as he eased them apart. “Why do you think that is?” 

I should have said what I was thinking, which was “So you can look at my cunt, sir,” but of course I didn’t. 


“I don’t know sir.” 

“No. I wouldn’t be surprised to find your knowledge of physics is appalling. The extra length and extra thickness of the senior cane means that the kinetic energy delivered by the part of the cane which strikes the buttocks is significantly magnified compared to the medium cane. I shall set a problem question to make all students in your class calculate the comparative force delivered by a junior, standard and senior cane at the same velocity through the air. 

“The person with the most inaccurate answer will be awarded a method of empirical assessment. He or she will receive two strokes from each of them.” 

Having adjusted my legs to his satisfaction, he walked across to select the cane. 


“Batch of three new senior canes just arrived this morning,” he said as he rattled the cane collection. “You should feel honoured that your bottom will be the first to experience one of them.” 

“Yes sir.” 

I heard the swish of the cane as he swung it through the air as he walked back to the desk. 


“You may find the impact of the senior cane somewhat challenging, Miss Wilkins. Only recently has it been approved for use on girls, as there was a school of thought which held that girls did not have the capacity to endure a beating with it. However, I was adamant that I needed this weapon in my arsenal, and the board of governors fortunately have agreed.” 

As he was talking he was tapping my bottom with the cane, then he paused, took his arm back and crashed the rattan rod into my naked buttocks so hard I squealed and had to grip the desk desperately. 

I felt the tears start from my eyes, but of course could do nothing about them. 


“I trust you are aware of the prohibition on screaming, Miss Wilkins? That noise was very close to what I would not permit.” 

“Yes sir, I’m sorry sir,” I managed to gibber. 

“I will let you off as it was so close. But I would like you to push up on your heels for the last stroke as it will be just here,” and he traced a finger in my Uncle Henry’s favourite spot, the crease at the top of my thighs. 


I managed to push a little higher and felt the tap of the rangefinder as Mr Cameron prepared to deliver the final lash. I knew it would be a vicious cut and it certainly was. The tears were flowing from my eyes and without thinking I moved my hand to wipe them away. 


“You moved, Miss Wilkins!” 

“I was just wiping my eyes, sir!” 

“Moving during a beating is simply not permitted. The stroke doesn’t count and a penalty is incurred. Two more strokes! Try to stay still for these, Miss Wilkins!” 

“Hold on, Cat,” Tina encouraged me. 


Mr Cameron seemed determined to make me incur even more penalties, but somehow I held on for the last two strokes. 

I thanked him for the beating and he amended my “punished” slip to say ten strokes instead of six. He then found a pair of school knickers for Tina and watched as she pulled them on. 


“Lift your skirt,” he ordered. 


Tina raised her skirt to reveal the borrowed panties, and he fiddled unnecessarily with them, tugging the edges and smoothing a hand over her bottom. Finally he said we could return to class. 



Chapter 7

As we walked back to class, me still with tears in my eyes, I felt Tina’s hand take mine. 


“I’m sorry you got the extra strokes,” she said. 


“And I’m sorry I got you into the fight.” 

“Friends?” she asked tentatively. 


“Friends.” I smiled. 


When we arrived at our classroom it was unsurprisingly a few minutes late. The first ten minutes of every school day was spent with your moral tutor who had the same group of students from when you joined the school until you graduated. Tina and I were in the same group and our tutor was Mr Falmore. He took the roll call every day and dealt with any issues about absences, school trips etc. 

He raised an eyebrow when we entered and said “you’re late. That’s one tardy each.” 

“We were with the headmaster, sir.” 

“Doesn’t matter where you were, that’s still a tardy.” 

If you collected three tardies in a term you got a pink slip, which meant a trip to the headmaster’s office and an encounter with his cane. With Mr Falmore you could sometimes negotiate an alternative. 


He checked his book. “First for you, Tina, but sorry to say it’s your third, Catherine.” 

“But sir, all three were because I was with the headmaster, being caned.” 

“Yes, it’s ironic isn’t it, that being frequently caned leads to a further caning.” 

“It isn’t fair, sir.” 

“It’s my job as your moral tutor to help you understand that life isn’t fair, Catherine. But perhaps in this circumstance we can work out a compromise solution.” 

I knew what he was going to suggest. I’d seen him offer it to others. 


“I’ll take a spanking if that’s what you’re offering, sir.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m offering.” 

“But can I take it in a few days time?” 

“Now Catherine, you know the spanking offer is a here and now alternative. If we wait till your cane marks have faded, I might as well send you to the headmaster then.” 

“Ok sir, I’ll take it now.” 

If Mr Falmore offered you a spanking, the procedure was always the same. He moved a chair so the miscreant’s bottom was on display to the class when he or she bent over his lap. The spankings were always by hand and always bare bottom, so you had to pull your knickers down after lifting your skirt or taking your trousers down. 


The class loved these spankings. I’d always been an observer before, never the spankee, so I had a lot less enthusiasm than my classmates as I bared my bum and bent over his waiting lap. 


Mr Falmore always insisted the culprit took their underwear down ‘properly’, by which he meant down to just above the knees. That meant the class got a look at the boy’s cock or the girl’s cunt, as well as the pleasure of watching someone get spanked. 


After I’d got into position, he traced a finger across the cane marks on my bum. 


“I can see why you didn’t want the cane again! There’s a lot of marks here. Some of them are virtually black.” 

“Yes, that’s the senior cane from Mr Cameron, sir.” 

“Well, do you want the spanking on your bottom or your thighs?” 

Spanked thighs generally hurt worse than on the bottom, but with my arse shredded from 16 cane lashes in the past 24 hours, I thought thighs would be preferable. 


“Thighs, please sir.” 

“I’ll have to take your knickers off then, give me room to work!” 

Although Mr Falmore had never spanked me before, I had a feeling he fancied me a bit as he took all the opportunities to give me little pats and ‘accidentally’ rubbing against me. 


He always spanked for one minute, so he set the timer on his phone and let me have it. Spanking on the thighs really hurts. I think the skin must be thinner there, compared to the buttocks. I was crying very quickly and my mood wasn’t helped by comments from my classmates like “Can you open her legs wider sir, I can’t see her cunt properly!” 

As often happened with a class spanking like I was getting, the atmosphere was quite festive and the students quite vocal, so I was surprised just as the phone beeped and I got my last smack to realise the room had become totally silent. 


Then I discovered why, as I heard the voice of Mr Cameron, the headmaster. 

“I see Miss Wilkins is the subject for some further correction, Mr Falmore. May I enquire the nature of her crime?” 

He had obviously entered the room without knocking and had seen me, knickerless and weeping, being spanked by my teacher and jeered at by my fellow students. 

Mr Falmore coughed, clearly somewhat embarrassed. 

“Three tardies, headmaster.” 

“Indeed? I was under the impression that acquiring three tardies represented a pink slip offence.” 

“That is of course correct, headmaster. But with my moral tutor group, I sometimes offer them the opportunity to accept a hand spanking from me in the presence of their peers as an alternative to being caned by you.” 

“Please enlighten me as to the authority for this alternative?” 

“I made the offer on my own authority, headmaster.” 

“I’m afraid, Mr Falmore, that acquiring three tardies is a matter which can only be punished by a headmaster caning.” 

“Yes of course, headmaster. I will not offer this alternative in future.” 

“Very good. Now it merely behoves us to mete out the correct discipline to any of your students who have misguidedly accepted a spanking in lieu of the correct punishment.” 

By this time, I had scrambled to my feet and was pulling my knickers back on. The headmaster pointed to me. 

“Catherine, I shall not cane you today as you have been well punished already. However, you are not exempt, so kindly report to me tomorrow morning before school and I will cane you properly.” 

“Yes sir,” I replied glumly. 

“Who else in this class has been spanked instead of receiving the cane for tardiness?” 

The headmaster turned his gaze on each member of our class. Slowly, one by one, seven hands were raised, four girls and three boys. For the first time I realised that Mr Cameron was carrying a cane. 

“I was bringing this cane to give to Miss Hanson,” the headmaster said conversationally. “I heard today that her father was obliged to borrow a cane when he needed to discipline his daughter. As a kindly act, I am providing him with this implement so that he will be able to give her any beatings she deserves without imposing on any third party. However, I am confident that Miss Hanson will not object if I use it first to reinforce the discipline required in our school. Miss Hanson, are you content for me to use this implement on the bottoms of these seven?” 

Tina looked embarrassed but had no choice but to say “Yes sir.” 

“Thank you, Miss Hanson. Which of your classmates would you like to be caned first?” 

Tina looked even more embarrassed. “I don’t know sir.” 

“I see. Are you aware of the correct punishment for three tardies?” 

“No sir.” 

“The standard punishment is four strokes of the cane over the underwear. But in this circumstance, I am sure you would expect that the punishment should be made somewhat more intense to reflect the fact that the miscreants have evaded justice. Do you think they should be caned on the bare instead of over underwear, or given extra strokes, or both?” 

“I don’t know, sir.” 

“You appear to be in a state of ignorance, Miss Hanson. Do you think a couple of cane strokes would waken your consciousness?” 

“No sir!” 

“Well, what is your recommendation?” 

“On the bare, sir.” 

“And who should be thrashed first?” 

“The boys, sir.” 

“Bare bottom boys? You wish to study their cocks, do you, Miss Hanson?” 

“No sir, of course not.” 

The headmaster gestured to the three boys who were to be caned and they made their way to the front of the class. 


“Miss Hanson has requested you be caned on the bare, instead of on your underwear. However, I will allow you to choose. You may have six strokes on your underpants or four on the bare. Giles, what is your preference?” 

Giles Towler did not look happy about making the choice, but he opted for fewer strokes and bare bottom. I suppose he figured we’d seen him bare before, even we girls. 


“Very well. Trousers and underwear down to your knees and bend over.” 

It always took a few moments for a boy to prepare to be beaten. He needed to undo his belt, release the two fasteners on the waistband, then pull his trousers down. Giles did this and I wondered if it was partly the almost ceremonial nature of the action that made his cock erect. Certainly there was a tent pole apparent in his underwear! 

There was an audible “ooh” from the class as he pulled his underpants down and his erect prick was exposed. He bent over, red faced, waiting to be thrashed. 


I edged over to Tina and took her hand wordlessly. I didn’t know why the headmaster was picking on her and I feared he would find an excuse to beat her again. She gave me a watery smile and we watched as Giles was caned. 


I’d seen plenty of boys spanked at school, by hand or with a ruler or paddle, but Chas was the only boy I’d seen caned before. I noticed Mr Cameron was smiling as he lined up the cane on the boy’s bare bottom. So it wasn’t only girls that he liked to cane! 

I noticed he spanked more quickly than he did when it was me or Tina getting it, but it certainly seemed to be as hard. There were four very distinct welts after he completed the punishment and poor Giles was shaking as he got dressed again. 

The next boy chose six on the underwear. 

“Is that satisfactory to you, Miss Hanson?” Mr Cameron enquired sweetly. “I can insist he bares his bottom if you so wish.” 

“No sir.” 

“Oh, it is not satisfactory?” 

“No sir I mean of course it is whatever Zeb wants. It’s nothing to do with me sir.” 

“Well I am sure you would expect me to put in extra effort where a boy does not wish to have his bottom bared, so I will try not to disappoint you. A reminder there will be extra strokes if you move.” 

He whipped down six fast and hard strokes on Zeb’s underpants and I suspect the barrage was quicker than Zeb had anticipated. He moved on the last hit! 

“I’m afraid that doesn’t count,” Mr Cameron observed happily. “I’ll give you that again. Plus a penalty stroke. All penalties are on the bare, so Miss Hanson will have her wish. Underpants down please.” 

Poor Zeb had no choice but to pull his underwear down. Of course, after six hard cane strokes there was no erection remaining and his shrivelled cock could not help attracting a few titters from his classmates, adding shame to his pain. 

The headmaster lashed two more cuts to his bare buttocks and Zeb was able to scuttle away, pulling up his pants as he did so. 

The last boy to be beaten was Eric, who sensibly chose four strokes to the bare after seeing Zeb end up with eight and having to bare his arse anyway. Eric managed to hold on for the four cuts and his cock stayed semi-erect after the thrashing, so he was relieved. 


Then it was the turn of the four girls. Mr Cameron turned to Tina again. 

“How many do you wish the girls to receive, Miss Horton?” 

“Same as the boys, sir. Their choice.” 

Just then the bell went which meant we only had two minutes to get to the next class. 

I half expected the headmaster to drag the caning out so we all ended up getting a tardy for the next class, but he said briskly: 

“Unfortunately we are out of time. Four on the bare for each of you. Knickers down now.” 

The four girls were all wearing skirts so obediently pulled their knickers down to their knees. One by one they bent over, Mr Cameron lifted their skirt and gave them four rapid cuts with the cane. 


Then he rapidly scribbled seven ‘punished’ slips and handed them to the seven miscreants. 


“Come to my office before school tomorrow with the signed slips,” he ordered. He asked if any of the seven had parents whose policy was ‘caned at school, caned at home.’ One boy and two girls raised their hands glumly and he smiled. 


“I shall look forward to inspecting their work,” he remarked before telling us to be quick moving to our next classes. He handed the cane to Tina and told her to present it to her father with his complements. 


“Please tell him this is a gift, not a loan. I don’t need it to be returned, but I would appreciate if he would let me know sometime what he thinks of it as an implement.” 

“Yes sir,” Tina replied miserably. 


For the rest of the day she had to carry the cane as well as her school bag, which meant every teacher made unfunny jokes about it. 


At least none of them found an opportunity to use it on her. We walked home together, with Chas skipping along beside us speculating as to if Tina would be caned again by her dad. 


“I know you will be, Cat, and I bet Tina’s dad will think it’s unfair if she doesn’t get it too. Plus I bet he’ll want to try that new cane!” 

I told him to shut up, but he kept going on till we got home. Mum was working from home of course and Chas started straight away. 

“Cat got caned again! Six strokes for fighting and another four for something else! And guess what, mum! It was Tina that Cat was fighting! Tina got ten as well!” 

“Goodness me! What were you fighting about?” 

“I suppose it was my fault,” I said gloomily. “I was trying to lift Tina’s skirt to show her cane marks to some boys. She didn’t like it and hit me and I hit her back.” 

“Yes I do think it was your fault. I expect your father will too! But fighting gets you six strokes not ten. What were the others for?” 

“Mr Cameron was trying to cane Tina with the senior cane. I said that was not fair, he should use the medium. He agreed but only if I took two strokes of the senior cane myself. But it hurt so much I moved and he gave me two more!” 

“Goodness! So Tina got six and you got ten!” 

“No, Tina got ten as well, because she wasn’t wearing regulation knickers. She got four extra for that.” 

“I didn’t know that!” Chas burst out. “I never would have picked Tina for sexy knickers! I bet Mr Hanson will do knicker inspections like we do with Cat now!” 

“They weren’t sexy! They were just more comfortable because the scratchy school ones hurt after she was caned yesterday.” Although actually they were pretty sexy and lacy! 

Just then dad came home and was given the full story by Chas and mum. I knew I’d be in for it, but then Chas went on. 

“I forgot to tell you that Cat’s going to be caned again in the morning!” 

“What on earth for?” dad wanted to know. 

I explained I’d got three tardies, but only because it was the three times I’d been caned by Mr Cameron. And I had to tell them I’d been spanked by Mr Falmore as well. 

“Goodness, you have had a day! Daphne, I always punish the children if they get caned at school, but I feel inclined to let her off this time!” 


Mum would have none of it however. 

“I would be more inclined to give her extra! Her fault that Tina got caned, her fault Tina had her naughty knickers exposed!” 

“Well,” dad said. “I think I’ll go and see Edward and find out what he thinks.” 


Chapter 8

A few minutes later, dad came back with Mr Hanson and Tina. Ominously, Tina’s dad was carrying the cane Mr Cameron had awarded him. 

Tina looked tearful and I wondered if she’d already felt that new cane across her arse. But then she spoke. 

“I’m sorry for punching you, Catherine. And I’m sorry you got those hits from that senior cane because you were trying to protect me. Daddy says he’s going to punish me so I hope you’ll forgive me.” 

“But it wasn’t your fault! If I’d known you weren’t wearing proper knickers I’d never have tried pulling your dress up! If anyone is going to get punished it should be me not you!” 

“I’m glad you said that,” dad smiled. “Because I can assure you that you will be. Perhaps Edward will do me the honour of letting me borrow his new cane!” 

“I was shocked when I discovered Tina wore those knickers to school,” Mr Hanson said sententiously. “I can assure you all that like Cat, Tina will have her knickers inspected every time she leaves the house in future.” 

“I can check them if you like, Mr Hanson,” Chas piped up. “I check Cat’s knickers most days so I know what I’m doing!” 

“Thanks Charles, I might just take you up on that!” 

Mr Hanson then asked my dad what his normal routine was when Chas or I were punished at school. He said that in general it was like for like, so if I got six strokes of the cane at school I got the same from him at home. 


“Tina got ten at school, so I guess I should give her another ten.” 

“Cat got ten as well,” dad said, “but only the six she got for fighting are relevant. So she’s only getting six. Mind you, she’s getting four more from the headmaster tomorrow morning so that’ll mean another four from me tomorrow night!” 

“But daddy,” I protested, “I already explained that I’m only getting caned tomorrow because of being caned three times by Mr Cameron! And I’ve already been spanked for it by Mr Falmore!” 

“I hope you’re not arguing with me, Catherine. Your mother wants you to get the full ten tonight as well as another four tomorrow, so if I were you I’d be very careful!” 

“Yes daddy,” I replied glumly. 


“Well Tina deserved the six for fighting and also the four for the wrong underwear so I think I’ll have to give her the full ten,” Mr Hanson mused. 


“Can I give her some of them?” Chas begged. 


Then my mum announced something that was absolutely music to my ears. 


“You know something, Phil? I think I’ve had more than enough of Chas. Instead of him doling out canings it’s about time he tasted the cane himself!” 

Finally she seemed to understand that Chas is a manipulative monster! 

Amazingly, dad agreed! “You’re right, Daphne. I think he should get a few whacks to teach him some manners. Perhaps you’d do the honours, Edward.” 

“I’d be delighted,” Mr Hanson replied, “but perhaps it would be more appropriate if Tina and Cat gave him his due!” 

Better and better! Ok, it looked like we girls were going to suffer some savage punishment, but at least we might be able to make Chas share our misery. 

“But I haven’t done anything!” Chas wailed. 


“You have annoyed your mother, that’s enough!” Dad told him sternly. “Now fetch the cane!” 

“I have this one, if you’d like to try it,” Mr Hanson offered, holding up the implement Mr Cameron had sent him. 


“Excellent,” dad concurred. “Let’s go out to the punishment room.” 

So we all trooped out to the shed. I wondered how many consecutive days I was going to get a thrashing! This would be two days running and a promise of a third whipping tomorrow! 

However, even with a beating in prospect I was almost cheerful as we entered the shed, anticipating lashing Chas’s bum with the cane. I’d spanked him before with my hand but never had the chance to cane him before. Tina had given him the strap yesterday and I was sure she was also looking forward to caning him. 

“I’d like Chas punished first,” mum announced. 


“But mum, I keep telling you, I haven’t done anything!” 

“I was going to say just four strokes, but make it six! And if you say another word, Chas, I’ll double it!” 

Chas had the sense finally to keep his mouth shut. 

“Ok girls, are you happy to cane Chas?” 

“Of course, daddy,” I said. 

“Yes, Mr Wilkins, since my dad says it’s ok,” Tina said with a trace of her old smarminess. 


“Right, Chas, trousers down and get over the spanking frame,” dad ordered. 


“Excuse me, Mr Wilkins,” Tina said diffidently, “it’s just that Chas is always trying to have our misdemeanours classed as ‘severe’ so we have to strip naked. I just thought I’d check in case you think that should apply to him as well?” 

“Good idea, Tina,” mum approved. “Chas, strip everything off!” 

Chas, the idiot, couldn’t help himself saying “but mum, it’s not fair, I haven’t done anything!” 

“Right, that’s it. Twelve strokes! And girls, please try to lay them on hard!” 

“Yes, mum!” 

“Yes of course, Mrs Wilkins!” 

Finally Chas managed to keep quiet. He was still wearing his school uniform so took off first shoes and socks, then his shirt and tie. Lastly, he pulled down his trousers and underwear, leaving his clothes in a pile on the floor and his cock inexplicably hardening and swelling as we watched. 

I could see Tina staring at his prick the same way I was and noticed the tip of her tongue slipping out of her mouth as she watched. So far as I knew, Tina had never had a boyfriend so except for the boys in class, Chas’s might be the first cock she had seen! I had seen her looking at it yesterday when he’d taken his pants down but today, stark naked, he was even more exposed. 


I looked pointedly at the pile of clothes on the floor and then across at mum. I had been caned for dropping my clothes on the floor instead of folding them and I was hoping Chas’s carelessness might earn him a few extra. 


Sure enough, mum noticed too and said: “Phil, would you kindly give Chas six with the strap before the girls cane him. Perhaps that will teach him not to scatter his clothes in a pile!” 

“That’s not fair!” Chas wailed. 


“You just won’t shut up, will you,” mum complained. I hoped she’d double it again so he got 12 of the strap but she just ordered him to fetch the strap from its hook. I saw Tina’s eyes nearly pop out of her head as she stared at his erect prick while he collected the strap. I was even more certain she was seeing her first fully erect cock! 

Poor Chas’s face was as red as his arse was shortly going to be as he carried the strap back to dad, while his cock bobbed around with each step he took. I could see dad trying not to laugh but mum was completely stern and unamused. When she was in this mood it was best not to poke the bear as you could find yourself on the receiving end of her wrath. 

Chas bent over the spanking horse and dad lashed him with the strap. I thought he was going to be gentle but I was glad to see that he laid them on hard, so Chas squawked in pain as Tina and I exchanged a smile. His arse was well reddened when mum told him to go fetch the cane. His cock had subsided somewhat but he was still half erect and I saw Tina lick her lips as she watched him walk back across the room with his prick swinging. 


He handed the cane to me and bent back over the spanking horse. 


“Shall I do three, then Tina do three?” I asked dad. 


“Good idea.” 

I had delivered my first cane stroke yesterday over Tina’s gorgeous bottom so was quite confident as I tapped Chas’s bum. 


I didn’t use all my strength as I wanted to be sure of hitting exactly where I aimed, in the centre of his arse. I was please to see the cane ripped a lovely stripe just where I aimed and earned a startled screech from Chas. I put a little more effort into the second stroke which I tried to deliver in exactly the same place. I’d been caned at home just yesterday (although it seemed like weeks ago!) by dad. But I’d also been caned recently by all the family and Mr Hanson and they had taken pride in delivering three of the strokes on top of each other to maximise the pain. I decided to try and do the same for Chas. 


The second stripe appeared almost next to the first one, but they were not exactly lined up. I took extra time on my third hit and elicited an excellent squeal from Chas as the cane crashed into his bottom. The three lines were so close when I looked that it seemed like a single thick red wheal, so I was delighted by my accuracy. 

I was pleased to see Chas was already crying, and there were nine strokes plus possible penalties still to come! I handed the cane to Tina, and she took position to deliver her first three strokes. I showed her how my three were so close together they looked like a single lash, and suggested she may like to try to group her three as well. 


“Good idea,” she agreed, and whipped the cane into Chas’s quivering cheeks. She followed with two more carefully crafted lashes and achieved a similar effect that I had managed. Chas now looked as if he’d just had two strokes, but from a thick cane. Tina and I high fived, but then she looked more thoughtful. Chas was really sobbing and looked like he was having trouble holding on. 


“Would it be ok if we do the other six tomorrow, Mrs Wilkins? Looks like Chas has had enough for one day.” 

“Yes,” I agreed. “I’m going to get caned tomorrow as well so he can join me!” 

Mr Hanson joined in. “Tina’s due ten lashes, so I’ll give her six tonight and the other four tomorrow. So all three children can get punished together tomorrow again.” 

I thought mum would argue, but dad nodded at her and she agreed. I helped Chas get up from the spanking horse and gave his bottom a rub. This made his cock start to stiffen and Tina start to giggle, so I left Chas’s bottom alone. 


Chas managed to thank dad, Tina and me for his beating, then asked mum if he could get dressed. She said he could wear his shirt and underwear but no trousers. 


Then of course it was my turn. I’d had sixteen lashes of the cane in the past 24 hours plus a hard hand spanking on my bare thighs, so I hoped dad would go easy on me. He told me to take my knickers off and bend over the spanking horse. Then he lifted my skirt and paused while he looked at my ravaged arse and thighs. 


“Not much room here for any more cane strokes,” he mused. 


The others joined him and gave their opinions. 


I felt a finger run along the crease between my thighs and my bottom and I heard Mr Hanson: 

“I think there’s room here for three or four hard strokes without a risk of making her bleed.” 

“I agree,” Uncle Henry concurred. “And why not give her the rest on the front of her thighs? Cat, get up and let’s have a look at your front.” 

Dad added his voice telling me to stand so I pushed myself to my feet. I was fully dressed except for my knickers, and Uncle Henry asked me to lift the front of my skirt. When I obliged, he put a finger on my thigh just below my cunt. 


“You have to be careful caning here as there isn’t as much padding, but it is an excellent place to deliver two or three strokes when a girl has been well thrashed on her bottom,” Henry explained as his fingers continued to flick over my thighs. 

“Ok,” dad agreed. “Three low down on the bum and three across the front of her thighs. Bend over, Cat, we’ll do your arse first.” 

I bent back over the spanking horse and dad lifted my skirt out of the way. He tapped the cane over the top of my legs where the swell of my buttocks begins, finding his mark for the beating. I knew it would be painful and I was right! He lashed me three times quickly and I yelped but managed to hold on. I was grateful he did it fast so there was hardly any chance for me to squirm out of the way or push my hands back trying to cover my poor bottom. 


But of course I had three still to go. On dad’s command I pushed up from the horse and stood in front of it. He told me to lift my skirt so the front of my thighs were exposed. 


“Be better to take the skirt off,” Mr Hanson suggested, not that it was anything to do with him. However, dad agreed so I unfastened my skirt and stepped out of it. The tails of my school shirt partially covered my thighs, so then dad told me to take the shirt off as well. When I was down to just my bra, shoes and socks I expected Mr Hanson to suggest that I take the bra off as well, as he loved my tits. 


However, before he could suggest it, mum spoke up. 


“Phil, get this girl beaten, now! They still have homework to do!” 

And so, dad ordered me to put my hands on my head and he lashed the cane into the front of my thighs. It didn’t hurt as much as I was expecting and Uncle Henry noticed the relatively gentle nature of the strike. 


“Maybe have her sit down,” he suggested. “You might get a better follow through. Plus it would spread her thighs so there’s more target area.” 

Dad thought this was a good idea so he had me sit on the spanking chair. First time anyone had sat there to be spanked instead of to do the spanking, as he remarked jocularly. 

He then crashed the cane into my poor thighs twice, and as Uncle Henry had predicted, these two lashes hurt a lot more than the first one. 


Uncle Henry helped me to my feet saying “Sorry about that Cat, but if you’re getting a beating I always think it should be a proper one!” 

I glared at him but didn’t say anything except to thank dad for the beating. Then it was Tina’s turn. She was also getting six, and after a quick inspection she was awarded three on the back of her thighs and three on the front. Unlike me, she had received all of her punishment on her bottom so far. 


“I could do all six on the back of the thighs,” Mr Hanson mused, but I like the way Cat’s front thighs are striped so I’ll give her three there.” 

He wasted no time in thrashing his daughter, after having her strip like me to just her bra, shoes and socks. As she wasn’t getting her bottom smacked, there was no reason for her to take her knickers off, but Mr Hanson said she had to so we could see the ravages of the past twenty cane strokes. 

After he had whipped her, we were allowed to put on our knickers and shirts, but not our skirts. Then we were sent to do our homework. 


“You can all three go to Tina’s to do it. I’ll make dinner for us all, and call you when it’s ready,” mum told us. 


“I don’t think I have the strength to spank them if they’re naughty tonight,” Tina said with a mischievous attempt at humour. My mum thought Tina was wonderful and that Chas and I should be more like her. She wanted Tina to spank us if she detected any poor behaviour or attitude. 


I could see Chas was about to argue, so I pinched him to shut him up. We went back home to get our school stuff and trooped over to Tina’s. 


Tina’s bedroom was really a suite, with a bathroom, bedroom and study/playroom. There was plenty of room for all three of us to study and I sat at the table, while Tina was at the desk and Chas lay on the floor reading a book. We all were still in our underwear and I couldn’t help noticing Chas still had a stiffie tenting his boxers. 


I looked over at Tina and I saw she was looking at Chas’s cock as well. I had been thinking of giving Chas his extra birthday present and with the three of us in our undies in a bedroom, it seemed like the time. 


“Hey, Chas,” I said, sliding to the ground and taking hold of his prick with my hand. “You want me to take care of that?” 

In a flash, Tina was on her knees next to Chas. “What are you going to do?” she asked breathlessly. 


“Watch!” 

I pulled Chas’s underwear down so his cock sprang free. For a moment I thought of just pulling him off, but I was pretty sure he’d rather have a blow job and now I’d done that with Danny I was sure I could give him a very special treat. 


I took his cock in my mouth and straddled him so my panty covered bum was close to his face. I’d thought about slipping my knickers off but that would have suggested I wanted Chas to lick me out. Today was all about Chas so I didn’t want him to think he owed me reciprocal oral sex! 

When I sucked Danny off I was on my knees and he was standing. I found that by straddling Chas I was able to take his cock deeper in my mouth, which was exciting but I was frightened it might make me gag. It would not be a good result if I vomited over his prick! 

I backed off a little and concentrated on sucking and licking rather than having him thrust his cock into my throat. He’d never had a blowjob before so I knew that I could direct the operation! 

I also suspected that he would not last long without ejaculating and I was right. From the corner of my eye I saw Tina slipping her hand into her knickers as she gazed wide eyed at the scene before her. She’d certainly never seen a blowjob before – and actually, neither had I, even though I’d given them! 

It was probably only a minute or two after I took Chas’s cock in my mouth that he gave a deep groan and pumped sperm into my throat. I heard a squeaky noise from Tina just after and I wondered if she’d brought herself off. I sank onto Chas’s chest, still with his cock in my mouth, when to my alarm and dismay I saw the door open and Mr Hanson walk in. 


“What’s all the noise,” he began, but then realised what was happening. I glimpsed Tina pulling her hand out of her panties as if she’d been scalded. 


Mr Hanson remained remarkably calm. 


“Having a little fun, are we?” he said equably. 


“It was Catherine, not me,” Tina squeaked, back to her old self. 

“I saw your hand in your knickers,” her father responded calmly. “But certainly it looks like Cat is taking the lead in this little adventure.” 

I was sitting on Chas’s chest facing away from him and had disgorged his cock and swallowed his sperm without even thinking. I pushed myself up and tried to look unconcerned. 


“Were you doing 69 or reverse cowgirl?” Mr Hanson enquired sweetly. 

“It was just a special present for Chas’s birthday,” I said defensively. 


“You’ve still got your knickers on, so I guess it was neither,” Tina’s dad went on as if I hadn’t spoken. “Just a blow job, was it?” 

I didn’t reply but Tina spoke up again. 

“It wasn’t my fault! Catherine just pulled his undies down and started sucking him!” 

“So the fact you had your fingers in your knickers means what?” her dad asked. 

Mr Hanson was finally coming to an understanding that his beloved daughter wasn’t quite the paragon he’d always believed. 


“I’ll deal with you later,” he told her. “But first, I want a word with you, Catherine.” 

He took my hand and pulled me to my feet. Without another word he led me out of Tina’s room and across to his own bedroom. The bed was neatly made, something I always notice as mum has both Chas and I whipped if we fail to make our beds in the morning. 


The next thing I noticed was the stiffy he was displaying in his pants. 


“I’m sure you don’t want me telling your parents about finding you sucking your brother. I’ll give you the choice, however. Suck me now or I’ll tell them!” 

“He’s not my real brother!” 

“I know that, but if you think that’ll make any difference to your parents, just go ahead and let me tell them!” 

I realised I had no choice. Without a word I sank to my knees and unzipped his pants. I’d enjoyed sucking Danny’s cock and Chas’s even more so, and I figured it would be cool to try the cock of a real grown up. Of course, I knew how he fancied me as well so that added extra spice. 


I pulled his pants and underwear down together so his prick bounced upwards. He was bigger than either Danny or Chas, and fatter as well. I took his cock in my hand, but he slapped my arm away. 


“Mouth only,” he commanded, “and get your tits out!” 

I obediently slipped his cock into my mouth as I undid my blouse and unfastened my bra. He reached for my breasts and began squeezing them and rolling my nipples which were hard and sensitive. 


I can’t say I enjoyed sucking Mr Hanson’s prick. With Danny and Chas I felt I was in charge and I controlled the rhythm and the pace, up to the point where they were about to explode. Even then, as their bodies jerked in the throes of orgasm, I felt I was in control, holding them firmly in my mouth and receiving their cum in my throat. 


Mr Hanson let go of my tits and held my face, thrusting his cock deep as he throat fucked me. I felt more like a receptacle for his sperm and outlet for his relief than a true sexual partner. 


So I was glad that he was pretty quick! After a minute or so he jerked and gasped and I felt his cum spurt in my mouth. He held me firmly as he spasmed and only when he was completely satisfied did he slowly pull his cock out. 


“Open your mouth and show me,” he demanded. Obediently I parted my lips so he could see the cum I was holding. 


“Ok, you can swallow, then lick me clean.” 

As I’d sucked Danny off yesterday, this would be the third load of sperm I’d eaten in about 24 hours. As I swallowed I wondered if it was fattening! 

I licked his prick carefully. I enjoyed doing that more than sucking him off, as his cock just throbbed a little as I licked and rolled my tongue around it, which made me feel I was in control again. When I looked up at his face I saw from his smile that he was enjoying it too. 


His hands had gone back to my tits which he was massaging as he was rolling my erect nipples. 

“I really would like to whip your tits, you know!” 

I pulled my mouth from his cock, which I was sure was hardening again. 

“Maybe I’ll let you, after you fuck me,” I said. Oh my god, what have I said! 
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