
        
            
                
            
        

    
Catherine’s Spanking Story

Spanked by her Little Brother!

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.


Catherine’s Spanking Story

Catherine Wilkins, usually known as Cat, was just 16 years old and had a step brother Charles, or Chas, just a month younger than her. They fought and argued like most siblings but this time things got out of hand. Cat was caught by her parents spanking Chas after a fight. The parents wouldn’t listen to Cat’s point of view, and she ended up getting the worst punishment she had ever received.

To make matters worse, it’s wasn’t just her dad who wielded the implements of correction. All the family members and even the neighbours got in on the act.

This is the story of how Cat and her brother Chas not only got punished but began a chain of events which will lead to some amazing experiences for both of them.

Their father had bought a cane following his discovery that both Cat and Chas had been caned at school. His declared intention was that any time in future they misbehave at school and earn a caning will result in their having that punishment doubled.

Spanked at school, spanked at home!


Catherine’s Spanking Story

It started like a normal weekend day. I was playing computer games in my room, my 16-year-old brother Chas was being a pain in the arse, my parents were out shopping and my uncle Henry, who was staying with us, was busy in the workshop. He wasn’t a real uncle, some kind of cousin I think, but he came from the other side of the country and because he’d got a job nearby, he’d persuaded my parents to let him stay with us. Come to that, my brother isn’t really my brother. He was born to mum and her first husband and I was born to dad and his first wife, so there’s no blood relationship between us. It’s also how we’re both the same age without being twins. I call him my little brother as he’s a month younger than me! 

As we’re both 16, all sexual activity is completely legal. I call him my brother but he’s no relation to me at all. He frequently reminds me of this when he tries to make out with me, even though I have a boyfriend. 


He is kind of sexy in a nerdy way and I admit I keep him on a bit of a string by suggesting I might pash him one day. I gave him a video game for his 16th birthday but I also said that maybe I’d give him what he really wants some other time. 


“You don’t know what I really want,” he said. 


“Yes I do!” I opened my mouth and pointed my finger in it. Of course I know! He wants a blow job! I gave my boyfriend Danny one for the first time on my 16th birthday and although I thought it would have been gross, it wasn’t! I loved it, even swallowing his cum when he spurted in my mouth. 

So it wouldn’t be any hardship for me to suck Chas off, but if he wants that, it’ll be something he has to earn by doing what I tell him. That doesn’t seem likely, but you never know! 

Anyway, this day there was a lot of noise from the workshop where Henry was obviously building something, but neither Chas or I was interested enough to go and check out what he was doing. 


“You know how handy I am,” Henry had said. “I’ll earn my keep doing all those jobs that Phil never gets round to.” 


My dad hated DIY and although he had a big workshop, he rarely went near it except when either Chas or I was being punished. One of the few DIY projects dad had completed was to put a padded top on a wooden sawhorse.  This was so we could bend over in “comfort” to have our backsides welted by his strap or cane. It had been quite a while since I’d had to take my knickers off for a thrashing, but Chas had been belted just last week. Until dad made the spanking horse we’d always been spanked in the kitchen, whether over mum’s knee with the wooden spoon or bending over a chair for a thrashing from dad. 


I’d sometimes seen Chas being whipped but not since dad had built the padded sawhorse and started doing the punishment in the workshop. I admit I enjoyed seeing Chas getting a good hiding but on the other hand, I didn’t like it when he watched me getting one. So on the whole I was in favour of the sawhorse, even though I hadn’t experienced it yet. I assumed that part of the deal about the spanking horse was that punishment would henceforth be in private. How wrong I was… 

Things started to go wrong this day when my brother went one step too far. He came into my room, said he was bored and started messing around with my stuff. I had some clothes lying around and he picked up a bra and held it against his chest. 

 “What’s it like having tits?” he asked, “yours are getting pretty big now!” 

I didn’t reply except to tell him to leave my stuff alone. 


Then he dropped the bra on the floor, opened my underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of knickers. I saw in a moment they were my latest purchase, a black lacy thong I’d saved for and bought at Victoria’s Secret. I’d actually never worn it outside my bedroom yet, and even washed and dried it secretly as I wasn’t sure what mum and dad would think of it. It was super sexy, high cut with lacy front and my whole bottom exposed as just a thin strip of fabric snaked between my buttocks. 


I had just recently started dating Danny, a boy at school, and we were at the kissing and cuddling stage. I’d had my hand on his cock a couple of times and he’d felt my tits and fingered my cunt a few times too. And of course I had given him that blowjob on my birthday. 


I was sure these knickers would drive him wild if I was brave enough to wear them with a short skirt or dress. They’d cost about ten times what I’d ever paid for knickers before so I certainly hoped Danny appreciated them! 

“Put it back, you fuckwit!” 

He pulled the panties over his head and began capering around the room. I took a breath as I gave him one last chance. 


“Put it back right now or I’ll really get you,” I told him, quietly but with menace. 


“Oh, yeah? You and whose army?” 

Then he took the knickers off his head, sat on my bed and pulled them up over his shorts! That was most definitely a step too far. 


I’m not big, but I’m strong. I play soccer, tennis and netball and I work out a lot especially with the rowing machine. It had been a while since I’d fought with my brother but I was sure I could take him. I guess he knew it too because as I got up from my desk, kicked the door closed and grabbed for him he jumped away and took hold of the knickers which were still over his shorts. 


“Touch me and I’ll rip them apart,” he threatened. 


“Touch my knickers and I’ll rip you apart,” I replied. 

So that’s what happened! He did tear my knickers and I grabbed him. I managed to pull him over my lap as I sat down on the bed. His shorts were elasticated waist and I dragged them down together with his underwear and started whacking his bare arse with my hand. 


I’d never spanked anyone before but I was determined to give it to him good. I’d saved for weeks to buy those knickers and now they were shredded. 


Of course he struggled but like I say, I’m pretty strong and I held him down with my left hand and wrapped my leg around his legs as I walloped him with my right hand. 


I guess I smacked him at least fifty times.  He was crying and begging me to stop but I just ignored his squeals and concentrated on spanking as hard as my hand could manage. 


I was talking as well, telling him what a shit he was and how sorry I was going to make him. 


Then the door opened and first mum, then dad burst into the room. 


Everyone started speaking at once. Mum and dad were saying stuff like “What’s going on?” I kept spanking Chas and said “He tore my new knickers to shreds!” 

Dad shouted at me to stop and I did stop spanking but didn’t let Chas up from where I had him pinned.  He was still sobbing and I saw just how red his arse was.  It might have been a tragedy that my knickers were in tatters on the floor but I felt I’d got my revenge! 

Mum shouted at me to let Chas go, and reluctantly I moved my leg so he wasn’t pinned down any longer. He struggled to his feet and grabbed at his shorts and undies which I’d pulled down. I was amused to see his cock was semi hard! Obviously even though he was crying, the spanking had turned him on. 


He scrabbled his clothes back up to hide his erection and his face was as red as his arse. 


Mum pulled him close into a hug and held him while she demanded to know what it was all about. 


“She just pulled me in here and started spanking me,” Chas claimed, the stinking little liar. 


“He ripped my new knickers on purpose and I’ve saved up for weeks for them!” I told her. 


“I didn’t even touch them,” Chas said, “she showed them to me and she sort of stretched them and they tore and she started screaming it was my fault.  Then she pulled my pants down and spanked me.” 

“You fucking liar, you ripped them!” 

I made a grab for him but dad grabbed me first.  He smacked me hard on the bum and told me to mind my language. 


“I can’t believe Chas would even want to touch your knickers,” dad said. “It does seem more likely that you were messing about yourself.  Where are they anyway?” 

I picked them up from the floor. It was a mistake! They were the sexiest things I’d ever owned and I could see dad was shocked. He took them from me before I could think straight. 


“Do you wear things like this?” he demanded with a note of outrage. “This is disgusting! What do you get up to with that Danny of yours?” 

He held them up and mum gave a gasp like she was horrified, then Uncle Henry came in as well. 


“What’s going on?” 


“We found Cat spanking Chas and it looks like it was because he caught her with the sort of underwear a cheap tart would use,” dad said. 


“It wasn’t that at all,” I protested. “It was Chas who ripped my knickers and they’re not cheap! They cost a fortune!” 

Henry took my knickers from dad’s hand.  “They certainly look like stuff the girls at Folies Bergere might wear,” he said. 


“They certainly don’t look like anything a respectable 16 year old should be wearing,” mum said. 


“She boasted they are sexier than any other girl’s knickers,” Chas claimed. 


“You fucking little liar,” I shouted. 


Dad was still holding my arm and he gave me another hard smack on the bottom. “Your language is disgusting. I should have walloped it out of you before now.” 

“Not too late to do it now,” Uncle Henry laughed. “I saw you walloping Chas last week and you haven’t lost your touch.  In fact it gave me an idea which I’ll tell you about later.” 

Mum now took the knickers off Henry and was looking at them with an expression of disgust on her face. 

“So you had the temerity to spank Chas because he told you he’d tell us about these wicked things?” 

“No mum, it wasn’t like that.  He ripped them, not me.  He was just pissing about, being a little shit like he always is.” 

This time I got two smacks from dad.  “Henry’s right,” he said.  “It’s not too late to thrash bad language out of you. And I’ll beat the truth out of you about what’s happened today as well.” 

“It’s Chas not me that needs beating, dad.  He’s the one making up stories.  All I did was punish him when he ripped my new knickers up.” 

“He says you did that.” 

“Why would I tear my new knickers?” 

“Because he told you he’d show them to us and you’d be in trouble for dressing like a slut.” 

“And you are in trouble for dressing like a slut. Big trouble,” my mother insisted. 

“Sounds like she’s in for a good thrashing,” Henry put in, and I could hear pleasure in his voice as he was probably wondering if he could participate. “Are you taking her to the workshop?” 

“Yes, I guess I will, once I decide just what to do with her,” dad said. 


“A good thrashing with the strap,” said mum. 

“I’m thinking of the cane as well,” said dad. 


“But I haven’t done anything,” I wailed. 


“Swearing, lying, hitting your brother, dressing like a tart, and you say all this is nothing? I hope your dad gives it to you so strong you don’t sit down for a week,” mum said. 


“I think I can promise you that,” dad said grimly. 


I’d been spanked often enough to know how much it could hurt.  I’d had the strap and the paddle before as well.  But never both in the same session. But I had never been caned, except at school. And this time I’d really done nothing wrong!  I tried one more time. 

“But dad, mum, honestly it’s not me who should even be punished.  Chas came in here, started putting on my underwear, scrabbling about in my drawers, ripping up my clothes; it’s him you should be spanking!” 

“I never even touched her stupid underwear,” Chas lied, the little shit. “She just tore those knickers in a temper and then smacked me so hard I thought I’d die.  And now she’s trying to get me smacked again!” 

And believe it or not, the little fucker managed to start crying again. 

“I think I’ve heard enough,” dad said.  “What you’ve done is bad enough, but trying to blame it on your little brother is one step too far.  Take off your jeans and come down to the workshop.” 

“Ok if I come along?” Uncle Henry asked. 


“Of course,” said dad. “Chas, you better come too. I hope you’ll be there as well, Daphne. I know you don’t like seeing the kids punished but I think you should be there this time.” 

“Don’t worry,” mum said, with steely determination. “I wouldn’t miss seeing little miss tarty liar belted for anything!” 

“I’m not lying,” I moaned, feeling the tears come to my eyes. But I might as well have saved my breath. 

Mum, dad and Henry trooped off downstairs. I started taking off my jeans but then realised Chas was still there. 


“What do you want?” I demanded. 


“I just like watching you get undressed.” 

“You dirty little fucker!” 

His crocodile tears had miraculously vanished and he was smiling broadly. I knew it would only make things worse if I didn’t hurry so I couldn’t waste time arguing with him. I took off my jeans and had to endure him watching me. I took my socks off as well so now had only my underwear and a T shirt on. 


“My bum’s red but it’s nothing to what yours is going to be,” Chas crowed. “You want to pull your knickers down and have a last look in the mirror at your unmarked arse?” 

“Fuck off.” 

I went downstairs where the others were standing and then we marched across the lawn to the workshop. Our neighbour Mr Hanson was standing trimming the top of the hedge between our gardens. He obviously recognised the execution party for what it was. 


“Looks like someone has been a naughty girl,” he said playfully. “Going to get her backside warmed, is she?  I should study your technique; the way my Tina’s carrying on I reckon she’ll need a seeing-to soon.” 

“Come over, then,” dad said.  I could have died! 

“No dad,” I hissed. He just ignored me and I heard the unlatching of the gate between our gardens and realised that Mr Hanson really was coming to spectate. 


The next shock was when dad opened the door to the workshop. Uncle Henry had been busy in there all morning and what he’d done was build a grandstand!  Two levels, padded seats, even drinks holders! 

“Good god,” dad said, “what on earth’s this?” 

Henry tried to look modest. “I’m going to get a big screen and projector,” he said.  “This will be such a good place to watch big footy games.  And of course, it will be a comfortable place to watch you dealing with naughty children!” 

Chas jumped up there straight away. “Wow, this is fantastic!” 

“Very nice indeed,” my mother praised Henry. She got up there too, as did Henry and Mr Hanson. I stood there while dad fetched his own DIY project, the spanking horse. 


Then Chas piped up. “Dad, can I take her knickers down and spank her over my knee, like she spanked me?” 

I was horrified! 

“I think she needs a sterner punishment than that,” dad said, to my relief. But then mum chipped in. 

“You know, Phil, that’s not a bad idea.  It’ll get her warmed up and it’s a bit of the punishment fitting the crime.” 

“What was the crime?” Mr Hanson wanted to know. 


“Well,” dad explained, “amongst other things we found Cat spanking Chas when we got home.” 

“With my pants down,” Chas put in, “and I hadn’t even done anything!” 

“You fucking liar!” 

I got another smack from dad for that. 

“Good gracious,” Mr Hanson said, “if my Tina spoke like that, she wouldn’t sit down for a week!” 


Actually, Tina is a milksop who I doubt has ever been spanked. She’s my age and we’re at the same school but we don’t hang out. She never seems to want to do anything good. When we were little she wouldn’t skate or climb trees, now we’re older she doesn’t want to kiss guys or sneak drinks or cigarettes. When she was little she only wanted to play with dolls, now she is obsessed with fashion and make up. She’s a sneak as well so I wouldn’t trust anything she says. 


“Makes sense to me,” Henry said. 

“If she spanked Chas when she wasn’t supposed to, then seems only fair she should be paid back in the same coin,” Mr Hanson put in, not that it was any of his fucking business. 


“So I can then?” Chas chirped, as he jumped down from the grandstand. 


“Seems like the consensus is that you can,” dad agreed. He went to sit in Henry’s new grandstand and I waited to see just how bad this would be. 


Chas moved the spanking horse out of the way and put an upright chair in its place. He sat down and beckoned me to stand in front of him.  He put his left hand on the waistband of the back of my knickers as if he was about to pull them down, but his right hand he pushed into the front of my knickers and his finger went straight into the slit of my cunt. 


Ok, I admit I was wet.  I do get wet when I get spanked and even though I’d only had a few slaps from dad I obviously knew I was going to get a serious walloping and I guess I was already creaming up at the thought. I saw the gleam in Chas’s eye as if he thought I was wetting my pants because of him. 

His finger only stayed in my cunt for a moment and then he pulled my knickers down. My pubes are all shaved as I hate the sight of pubic hair oozing out of bikini pants when I swim, so Chas had a perfect view of my naked cunt. 


I love my boyfriend Danny fingering my pussy – why do I call it a pussy when it’s shaved? I guess because I’m too prudish to call it a cunt – but I do not want my little brother fingering me there. But I was conscious that I was getting a beating today so there was no point in complaining. I let him pull my panties down and let him drape me across his lap. 


He started to spank me and I believe he deliberately spanked very gently to begin with. Then mum said “if that’s the best you can do, you better let your dad take over,” like it was an obligation for him to whack me harder. 


After mum’s admonishing, no one could complain of a lack of intensity in Chas’s spanking.  He whacked me as hard as I’ve ever been whacked and to begin with at a rapid-fire rate. 


It was Mr Hanson who slowed him down. “Son, son,” he said, “ease up! Spank hard, but spank slow, is my motto.  Let her feel every smack.  The rate you’re hitting her she’ll hardly feel it. It’ll just be blur of pain.  You want her to feel each spank!” 

Dad concurred. “There’s no hurry, Chas.  You can take as long as you need to get your message embedded in that bottom.” 

After that he still spanked hard but paused between each smack, and boy did it hurt! My panties had dropped to my ankles and Chas stretched down and flipped them right off.  That gave him the opportunity to part my legs.  With all that audience he couldn’t very well finger my slit again, but I’m sure he enjoyed the view of my cunt and noticed just how creamy and inviting it was. 


I tried not to cry, I really did, but eventually it was just too much and I broke down into sobs.  If I’d expected this to elicit sympathy from my parents and the other spectators however, I would have been disappointed. 


“Now you’re getting through to her,” was my mum’s comment. 


“See how that measured pace works better,” Mr Hanson said. “Gives her the chance to catch her breath, feel those spanks and get the tears flowing.” 

Dad looked at his watch. “Give her another minute, Chas, then we’ll start her proper punishment.” 

“No,” I moaned. 


“Very well,” dad responded. “Give her two more minutes, Chas.” 

I managed not to speak before he could increase it again. I was something of a blubbering mess by the time the two minutes were up and Chas stopped smacking me. He rested his hand on my bum and that did give him the opportunity to slide a finger or two back into my cunt, making me wriggle.  For the first time I also noticed the hardness of his prick under me, so he was evidently becoming erect. 

“Help her up, Chas, and let’s have a look at that bum of hers,” dad instructed. 


Obediently Chas aided me to my feet and turned me so my bottom was in front of the audience. 


“Hand spanking does an excellent job of reddening the cheeks,” Uncle Henry remarked. 


“Yes indeed,” dad agreed.  “Now let’s see what the strap can do.  Cat, fetch the strap please.” 

It was the tradition in our family that the person being punished had to get the instrument of their correction from the back of the door where the implements were hanging and give it to the spanker. 

There was a wooden paddle and a cane as well as the leather strap I selected.  I limped back to where Chas had replaced the spanking horse in place of the chair he’d used to spank me. 

Dad had come down from the grandstand and I handed the strap to him, holding it out in my two hands like a sacrificial offering. Dad took it and I think he was about to tell me to bend over when Mr Hanson spoke again. 

“You know, Phil, if it was Tina I think I’d have her strip completely. Besides the extra humility this would engender, you might want to apply the strap to her back for a few strokes.  You wouldn’t want to stop half way through to finish undressing her.” 

My mouth gaped open in horror, but dad just looked across at mum. 

“Not a bad idea.  What do you think, Daphne?” 

Of course I was sure that Mr Hanson just wanted to perv on my tits.  I am proud of my tits, 32b and firm like a young girl’s breasts should be.  Cute little perky nipples that Danny loves to suck till they are hard and a shape I never get tired of looking at in the mirror. But just because I love my tits doesn’t mean I want to display them to everyone. But that’s just what I had to do. 

“I agree,” mum said.  “Cat, get your top and your bra off.” 

I didn’t argue.  I reached under my shirt and unclipped the bra and the back, then slipped my arms out of the t shirt and pulled t shirt and bra over my head in one brief movement. I did not want to undress piece by piece like a striptease. I threw the clothes on the floor, earning an immediate rebuke from mum. 

“Do not treat your clothes like that, you wicked girl.  Phil, after you finish with the strap, will you please give her six of the cane for that disgraceful exhibition!” 

“Certainly, my dear.” 

Now I was completely naked. I was determined to stay dignified so I stood tall and straight. I covered neither my tits or my cunt with my hands. My dad was standing next to me and even though I knew he was going to thrash me I looked squarely at him and he nodded approvingly. I knew he was proud of his daughter and I would take whatever punishment he meted out with courage and determination. 


“Bend over the horse,” he ordered me.  “Legs apart, hold the bars.” 

The spanking horse had handles or bars fixed near the end of the legs so it gave the spankee something to hold onto while she or he was bent over the structure. I bent over as directed. The horse was placed so I was sideways on to the audience.  That meant that even though my legs were wide apart, only dad would have a good view of my cunt and arsehole. A small mercy, and I didn’t expect I’d worry too much anyway once the lash began to rip into me. 


“You know why you’re being punished,” dad said, “so I don’t intend to lecture you. Six strokes to begin with. Scream and cry if you must, but move out of position and there will be extra strokes. If you clench your buttocks it will hurt more, so try to relax the muscles and absorb the pain.” 

He tapped my bum lightly with the strap while he got into position to beat me.  I looked across at the audience. Mum was stern faced and had her arms crossed, but the three males were all smiling and evidently anticipating the thrashing with pleasure. My tits were on display of course, hanging down and I could feel that my nipples were erect, I guess from fear and tension. But as I knew my cunt was creaming up as well, maybe it was a sexual thing. 


They were sitting in a row: Chas, then Mum, then Henry, then Mr Hanson at the end. I saw Mr Hanson looking at my tits and whisper something to Henry and guessed he was drawing his attention to my erect nipples. Henry nodded and murmured something back.  Then dad tore the strap into my arse and I lost interest in everything except hanging on to the spanking horse. 


It had been weeks if not months since dad had whipped me.  Last time was when he found I’d been drinking his vodka.  He’d surreptitiously marked the bottle and when he found the level had dropped by an inch he’d accused me of stealing it and drinking under age. I’d confessed and he’d given me twelve strokes of the strap on the bare bottom. Luckily Henry was out and so was Chas so only mum had been there to witness my punishment that time. 


I was a bit surprised that he’d told me I was only getting six this time, but of course Mum had asked him to cane me as well. The cane was new and I’d never been beaten with it so far. Dad told me it was reserved for severe punishment so I knew it would be even harder to bear than the strap. 


That strap lashed six times into my unprotected derrière, and my tears flowed.  I let out some gasps, but managed not to squeal or yell out.  I clung hard to the grab handles of the spanking horse and after the sixth stroke I pushed myself up and turned to face dad. 

“Thank you for punishing me, daddy,” I said.  He expected us to say this after a spanking to indicate we knew we’d screwed up and had deserved the punishment. 


“Don’t thank me yet, Cat, that was just the start! Turn the spanking horse around so you will be facing Henry’s new grandstand and bend over again. Another six!” 

I groaned silently but did what I was told. Now I’d be facing the audience who would also be looking at my tits. I bent back over the horse and wondered if this would be the six strokes of the cane I’d been promised. 


Then I realised I hadn’t been sent to fetch the cane so I assumed it would be another six with the strap.  Dad was a great stickler for process and tradition and I couldn’t imagine him fetching the cane himself when it was always the task of the spankee. 

Sure enough, I heard the distinctive “whoosh” of the strap though the air and felt the agonising “splat” as it thumped into my poor naked bottom. I couldn’t help letting out an agonised squeak and I heard uncle Henry say “oh, Phil, nice hit!” 

“Thanks, Henry,” I heard dad say, then a moment later another slashing blow to my rear concentrated my mind on making sure I held tight to the spanking horse. Again I squealed and I felt the tears run from my eyes. 


As if from a distance, I heard dad say, “Hold tight, Cat; three quick ones!” 

I gripped the horse tightly and he hammered me with three slashing blows one after another without a second’s pause. I gasped and slumped against the horse. 

Then dad said, “I like to make the last one count,” and I heard a swish through the air that sounded even louder than before.  A mighty crash exploded against my rear and I shrieked.  Then I realised that was twelve – the strapping was over! 


I began to push myself up when I heard mum say, “Just a moment, Phil, I’d like to give her a smack myself!” 

I looked up to see her standing up and coming down from the grandstand. Disconsolate, I slumped back down on the horse. Then I heard Chas! 

“Can I give her one too mum?” 

“Well, dear, as you were so badly treated by her, I don’t see why not!” 

I looked up to see Chas, a big smile on his face, bounding down anxious to give my bottom another treatment. 


I couldn’t help myself. Through my tears, I said sarcastically, “Open house, is it? Why doesn’t everyone have a go at belting me?” 

Mum pretended I was speaking seriously. 


“Well dear, perhaps that’s not a bad idea.  Henry, Edward, would you like to come down and give Cat a dose of the strap, as that seems to be what she wants?” 

“My pleasure,” said Henry. 


“Certainly, if you don’t mind,” Mr Hanson said. 


“I didn’t mean it,” I wailed. 


“Well, Catherine Amelia, let that be a lesson to you. Be careful what you wish for. Give me the strap, Phil.” 

A few moments later I felt a light tap on my bum.  I wriggled and moaned but I didn’t fool her. “Just a rangefinder,” Mum said. 


Then the strap splattered across my arse and I yelped for real. 

“Oh mum, that hurt so much!” 

“Good,” she said.  “Just as you deserve.  Your turn, Chas.” 

Chas belted me a good one and I moaned, but he said “Just a rangefinder,” like mum had done. 


“No it wasn’t,” I protested, “that was hard!” 

“Give her another,” Mum said. 


I could imagine Chas grinning as he belted me harder, and I moaned louder. 

“You next, uncle Henry?” 

“Thank you Chas.” 

I heard shuffling as Henry positioned himself to whack me.  He was a strong man and I expected a doozy from him. I think he must have held himself in, because it wasn’t as bad as I’d feared. 


“Your turn, Edward.” 

“Practice for next time Tina deserves a whipping,” he said as he shuffled into position. 


“Huh,” I snorted. 

“Just what do you mean by that, young lady?” Mum demanded. 


“Nothing,” I moaned, “it’s just that Tina told me she’s never been spanked!” 

“Edward is fortunate indeed if his daughter is so well behaved,” Mum responded. 


“She’s come close to a spanking many times,” said Mr Hanson sententiously, “but indeed I am lucky she’s never quite crossed the line where I have had to put her over my knee.” 

“Maybe she’d be less of a pain if you had,” I muttered. 


“I heard that, Catherine Amelia,” Mum said sternly. “Edward, give her a good hard one.” 

Mr Hanson duly obliged, belting me as hard as any of the strokes I’d had from dad. My squeal was definitely genuine, and I stayed down for a few moments before pushing up to my feet. I stood proud and erect and looked them in the eye one by one. 

“Thank you for punishing me, dad, Mum, Chas, Uncle Henry, Mr Hanson.” 

They all mumbled something, but then mum said, “now we just have the little matter of the cane!” 

If I’d hoped for leniency from dad after getting strapped an extra six times by the spectators, I was disappointed. 


“Yes,” he said. “Fetch the cane, Cat.  Chas, turn the spanking horse around. I’m sure you’ll all like to see her bottom as the cane does its work.” 

Miserably I trudged over, hung up the strap and got the cane from its place. I brought it back to dad and held it out to him how he liked it, two handed. 


Chas had turned the horse around and the audience had resumed their seats. I bent back over the horse, spreading my legs the way dad insisted, uncomfortably aware that having my legs spread with my backside towards the grandstand meant that my cunt would be displayed.  Besides the embarrassment of that, I was acutely aware just how much it had creamed up even through the strapping. Bending over with my legs open would show the glistening lips of my vagina and I may even be wet enough for it to be dripping liquid on to the floor. 


However, there was nothing to be done. I bent over as required and took hold of the handles, determined to endure the cane, however unfair I believed this punishment to be. 


Dad swished the cane through the air.  The sound was quite unlike the swish of the strap, being sharper and higher pitched. The analytical part of my mind wondered if this was because of the air resistance being less.  The practical part of my mind made me clench my buttocks in involuntary trepidation about that minimal air resistance resulting in a cutting slash which I anticipated tearing up my arse. I remembered that cane strokes are often called “cuts” and recalled stories of school caning resulting in fearsome injuries where the cane drew blood. 

Then Chas called out “Dad, she’s clenching!” 

Dad tapped my arse with the cane. “It’s going to hurt,” he said, “but it’ll be worse if you clench your muscles.  Just relax.” 

I managed to do that and received the first cane stroke my dad had ever given me.  It is appropriately called a cut; it felt like a knife slicing through my buttocks.  I yelled and inadvertently let go of the spanking horse and clutched my ravaged bottom with both hands. 


Dad slapped my hands away with his own hand. 

“Come on Cat, you know better than that,” he said. 


“That one shouldn’t count,” Chas said. 


“And there should be a penalty stroke added as well,” Mr Hanson insisted. 


“You’re right,” dad agreed.  “I’ll let you off this time, Cat, but if you do that again the stroke won’t count and I’ll add a penalty.  Five to go.” 

“Should be seven to go,” Chas muttered rebelliously. 


“I’m happy to apply those extra strokes to your own bottom Chas,” dad told him sternly. 


That shut Chas up, and I gripped the bars again and waited for the next cut of the cane. Knowing how painful it would be didn’t make it any easier to bear. 


The cane lashed into my bottom again.  I held tight to the horse and managed not to cry out. The third stroke followed quickly and again I held on. 


“Nice spacing, Phil,” uncle Henry called out. 

“Thank you,” dad replied. 


“Phil,” Henry went on, “I caned a lot of boys when I was a teacher, but never caned a girl. Any chance I could deliver one of the last three?” 

“Be my guest,” dad replied. 


I heard Henry get down from the stand and I felt a finger on my bum. 

“Nice lines,” Henry commented. 


“Thanks,” dad responded. 


“Yes,” Henry went on, “at my school, both male and female teachers could cane boys, either over their trousers or with trousers down over their underpants. But any girl requiring the cane had to be sent to the headmaster. It was quite commonplace to see two or three girls clutching a pink slip waiting outside the headmaster’s office.  He caned always on the knickers or with knickers pulled down.  Any boys who earned a bare bottom caning also had to be sent to the headmaster.” 

As he was talking, he was tapping my butt gently with the cane as he moved into position to beat me. 


“We’d sometimes rub chalk on the cane so it marked the miscreant’s trousers.  Then try to cane repeatedly on the same spot. No need to use chalk now as Cat’s bottom is beautifully painted with red lines. But I will try to deliver my stroke over the top of the middle lines. Hold tight, Cat.  This will hurt!” 

I held on and he crashed the cane into me. He was right! The pain was intense, but I managed again not to let go and not to scream. I felt a finger on my bottom again. 


“Almost exactly over the top of the middle lines,” Henry said with satisfaction. “I haven’t lost my touch!” 

He passes the cane back to my dad and suggested to him that he try to deliver the next stroke in the same place. 


“Three cuts in the same spot is excruciating, but safe,” he told dad. “More than three, there’s a risk of breaking the skin and making her bleed, which we don’t want.” 

Dad agreed to try to hit me in the same place again. He tapped my bum as he lined up to deliver the stroke, then lashed it down hard. God that hurt! 

“Exactly over the right spot,” dad reported with pleasure. 

“Well done, Phil,” Henry praised. 


“Ok Cat, last stroke,” dad said. 

“May I make a suggestion, Phil?” Mr Hanson asked. “I was never a teacher, but as a prefect at school I caned many boys. No girls, as we were a boys’ school. But we always had the boy take his trousers down for the last stroke and we always delivered it on the same spot. May I show you?” 

“Sure.” 

Mr Hanson came down and wiped his finger across the line of my bottom where buttocks met thighs. 

“Just here,” he explained, “where the top of the legs join the backside.  I guarantee she will find it the most painful stroke of all!” 

“Quite right,” Henry approved.  “Sorry, Phil, I should have told you about that spot!” 

“I see,” dad said.  “Would you like to do the honours, Edward?” 

“Are you sure Phil,” Mr Hanson said. 

“Of course.” 

“Then it will be my pleasure.  Cat, please try to bend over a little further.  I will be caning you just here.”  He swiped a finger across the crease of my bottom again. Obediently I pushed myself higher by going on tiptoes so I could push myself a bit further over the spanking horse. 


“That’s good, thank you Cat. Now hold tight, this will hurt!” 

He whipped that cane hard into me and hit just where he was aiming. I really tried to hold on, but the pain was just too much! I let go of the handles and grabbed back at my burning bum cheeks. 

“Two more!” Chas exulted. 


“Dear me,” Mr Hanson said. “Moving on the very last stroke.  I’m afraid Chas is right.  That one doesn’t count and there will be a penalty stroke.  Do you agree Phil?” 

“I’m afraid that’s right.  I did let you off last time, Cat.  And I warned you what would happen.  Two more strokes. Would you do the honours again, Edward?” 

I was sobbing and still clutching my ravaged bottom. 

“Please daddy,” I begged, “I’ve had 18 whacks of the strap and six of the cane. I can’t take any more! And I haven’t even done anything wrong!” 

That was a mistake. Maybe if I’d just begged nicely I might have got off. But now mum joined in. 

“Done nothing wrong?” Mum snarled.  “Phil, she definitely gets another two strokes.  I’m tempted to give the little madam another six!” 

“Perhaps you’d like to give them to her, Daphne,” Mr Hanson suggested.  “Or maybe one from you and one from Chas?” 

“Oh, yes please!” Chas crowed. 


“You know, I think I will.  And is it all right if Chas does one, Phil?” 

“Of course,” dad agreed. 


I was going to protest but wisely I decided there was only downside in complaining again. 

Still weeping I pushed myself back over the horse and tried to relax my muscles. 


“Can I please go first?” Chas asked. 

“Certainly,” Mr Hanson said.  “You need to smack the cane evenly across both buttocks.  If you don’t hit her squarely, the can will rip into her hip, which we don’t want.  The punishment has to stay on the bottom, where there’s flesh to absorb the impact.  Just practice with a few gentle taps, so you get used to hitting her in the right place.” 

Chas smacked me with the cane about six times, until Mr Hanson was satisfied he was in the right position, then Mr Hanson told him he could hit me properly. 

Boy, that hurt! It took all my strength and resilience to hold on! 


“You didn’t get it quite right, Chas,” Mr Hanson explained. I felt his hand on the side of my bottom.  “See where this red line is on her hip? You didn’t manage to hit squarely on her bottom and it’s cut into her hip.  Luckily it’s not bleeding but I imagine it’s quite painful, is it Cat?” 

“It’s murder,” I whimpered.  Actually it wasn’t too bad, but I hoped I’d get let off the last stroke if I showed real agony. 

But then Chas, the little shit, poked a finger into the lips of my cunt! 

“How come this is so wet?” he asked. 


“Don’t touch your sister there!” Mum told him.  “It’s just a natural reaction to a spanking for her to be wet there.” 

The moment passed and there seemed no way I’d escape the last stroke. 

I felt more tapping across my bum and Mum said, “so I need to make sure I whack her across both buttocks?” 

“That’s right, Daphne.  You don’t want a ‘wraparound’ stroke like Chas delivered.  The buttocks can take a good hard punishment, but the hip can get cut if you stray out of square.” 

“Maybe I shouldn’t try to hit her too hard,” mum suggested. 


“Really, the last stroke should be the hardest, honey,” dad said.  “If you’re not confident you can beat her properly, maybe I should do it.” 

“No, no,” mum said.  “I’m sure I can beat her hard enough. Goodness knows she deserves it!” 

She practiced a few more gentle taps and then lashed me hard. 

She managed to hit me squarely across the bottom so it didn’t cut into my hip like Chas had done.  And it wasn’t as hard as any of the strokes from the men, so I really got off lightly for the last cut of the cane. 


I did squeal, more as a strategic move than from real pain.  Then I pushed myself up from the horse and turned around to face my tormentors.  My cunt was dripping and my nipples were so hard they were painful. But I still stood tall and proud. 

“Thank you for beating me, mum, dad, Chas, Uncle Henry, Mr Hanson,” I said, careful to sound contrite and not sarcastic. 

“We’re sorry it was necessary,” dad said.  “You took the punishment well, so now you need to reflect on your behaviour and make sure you learn from this.” 

“Yes daddy.” 

“I want those wicked knickers thrown away,” mum said.  “And every time you go out from now on, either dad or I will inspect your underwear to make sure you are not wearing anything as sluttish as those things.” 

“What if you’re both out?” Chas asked. 

“If we’re out, you must show either Henry or Chas.” 

Chas grinned and shook a fist in a gesture of triumph. What an indignity! Having to do an underwear inspection every time I went out. 


“Just knickers, or bra as well?” Chas asked. 

Mum looked over at dad. 


“Just knickers, I think,” he said. “But a proper inspection. Skirt or dress lifted all the way up so we can see front and back. Pants or shorts pulled down properly if you’re not wearing a skirt or dress.” 

“If you’re caught wearing inappropriate underwear, you will have them removed and you’ll be spanked.” 

“Just hand spanking, or should I use the strap or the cane?” Chas asked. 


“Hand spanking,” dad determined. “But make sure she is good and red before you finish.” 

“Ok dad,” Chas smiled. 


“And no more throwing clothes around,” mum said. 

“And no more bad language,” dad added. 


“Sound like life will be one long, happy holiday,” I said sullenly. 


“Chas, you’re closest. Give her a smack!” 

“Yes dad.” 

Chas smacked me on the bottom, which was so sore that it set me off crying again. 

“Any more smart comments and we might reconvene here after dinner and get that cane back to work,” dad said sternly. 


“Maybe I could ask Tina to watch if you have to beat her again,” Mr Hanson suggested. “It would reinforce to her the importance of good behaviour.” 

Amazingly mum agreed to this and said next time I was to be caned I would have to go and get Tina to watch. “And I want you to ask her yourself, Catherine. And I shall insist that you invite Tina to give you at least one stroke of the cane herself!” 

Despite the horror of this instruction, I apologised for what I had said and dad gave me a hug. It felt funny being hugged when I was naked and I asked if I could get dressed. 


“Bra and panties only,” mum told me. “I don’t think you’ve earned the right to wear clothes the rest of today.” 

I put on my knickers and bra and carried my t shirt back into the house. 


“May I go to my room?” I asked. 


Mum told me I could and I went upstairs. Chas followed me and came into my room. 


“I’m going to love deciding what knickers you’re allowed to wear,” he smirked, “and putting you over my knee if you don’t do what I say.  Mum and dad go to work before we leave for school so I’m going to make you show me your knickers every morning before we leave!” 

“But I always wear school uniform knickers, what’s the point?” 

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 got a view of all the girls’ underwear. 


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; 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. 


If you were caught wearing non-uniform panties, you were sent to the headmaster. 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. 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. Our headmaster was an enthusiastic caner, especially of girls. I had been caned three times by him, although never for violating the knickers rule. And now dad had told us that part of the reason he’d bought the cane was that if we got caned at school we would get the same from him when we got home. 


“Well, you should be ok then,” Chas told me.  “But I’ll enjoy checking anyway.  Let’s have a look at your bum now.  How red is it?” 

I pulled my knickers down and looked at my red bum in the mirror.   Chas had seen and felt enough of me so there was no point in trying to protect my modesty. It was fiery red and marked with lines which were evidently from the cane. When I felt them I found they were ridges, so the cane had dug into my flesh. 


I told Chas and he asked if he could feel them. I said yes and his fingers traced the tramlines etched into my buttocks. He noticed the angry welt where he had almost made me bleed from his badly aimed cane stroke. He apologised for that and I said it was ok. 

It seemed like a lifetime ago, but I realised it was only about an hour since I’d spanked Chas when he destroyed my lovely knickers. 


“What’s your bum looking like, Chas?” 

He pulled his own shorts and undies down to show me.  Still a bit red, but of course nothing like mine. 


“Sorry you got such a thrashing, sis.  But I bet you’d do the same to me if you got the chance!” 

“You can bet your ass on that!” 

We both laughed and I hugged him, feeling his cock pushing hard against me. Total pain in the ass, my brother, but I love him. Wonder if he loves me too? 

I found the answer to that question very soon, if not the next school day! 
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