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


Doris’s Spanking Story

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

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

Doris was punished every Friday during school terms if she failed to achieve high marks.  Her father invariably caned her bare bottom, often in front of other witnesses. Recently one of her father’s friends had participated in Doris’s thrashing and afterwards had suggested that in future Doris and his own daughter Olivia should be disciplined together.

Mr Tan had agreed with enthusiasm and the girls looked forward with trepidation to see what the new punishment regime would produce.


Six More Spanking Stories Series

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

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

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

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


.


Doris’s Spanking Story

Doris Tan’s family had emigrated from Hong Kong before the handover to China in 1999.  She spoke English and Cantonese with equal fluency.  Both she and her cousin Ken were expected to excel at school and were punished for any failure to achieve high marks.

Doris’s uncle Paul, Ken’s father, had introduced Doris’s father to the regime of corporal punishment which he used on Ken.  This involved applying the belt or cane to the bare buttocks to punish any failure to achieve top marks in schoolwork.  Paul suggested Mr Tan award Doris four strokes of the cane any time she didn’t achieve an ‘A’ for a test or assignment.

Mr Tan was an enthusiastic adopter of the punishment system and regularly caned Doris, always on a Friday night and often in front of visitors if there happened to be any business or social contacts at the Tan residence on the Friday evening.

Mr Ho, a business partner of Mr Tan, was an occasional spectator at Doris’s caning session, and on one memorable occasion took an active part.

Following this, he proposed that in future Doris should be disciplined at the same time as Mr Ho’s daughter Olivia, and that as the two girls were now over 16, the punishments could include more contact than simply applying the cane to the girls’ bare buttocks.

Mr Tan agreed and on the following week he drove Doris to Mr Ho’s house to conduct the first joint session of punishing both girls.  Doris had met Olivia Ho on several occasions and the girls liked each other without having established a close friendship.

So it was with some embarrassment that the two 16 year olds stood together while their fathers explained the requirements of the new regime.

‘Generally, instead of being punished by your own father, you will be punished by the other father,’ Mr Ho explained.

‘We have decided that punishment like that will result in a harsher discipline, which will be good for you,’ Mr Tan added.

‘Furthermore, now that you are of the age on consent, we have decided that, with your consent of course, your bodies will be available to use for use as part of any punishment or simply for our pleasure,’ Mr Ho went on.

The two girls looked at each other.

‘May I please ask what that involves?’ Olivia asked tentatively.

‘Of course,’ her father replied cheerfully.  ‘As you know, I routinely have you strip naked as part of your punishment.  As a matter of course, in future, when the punishment session starts you will both remove your underwear.’

He looked across at Mr Tan, who continued. ‘We will routinely examine your breasts, cunts and arseholes.  I will take care of you, Olivia, while Mr Ho does the same for Doris.’

‘This will be before the punishment, which will normally be caning, although other implements may also be used at our discretion.’

‘Will you fuck us?’ Olivia asked.

‘Sometimes, yes,’ Mr Ho replied.

‘Most often though, we’ll use your mouths,’ Mr Tan added. ‘It’s more convenient and less messy.’

‘Because you can swallow the cum,’ Mr Ho explained. ‘Having it drip out of your cunts and arses will be inconvenient.’

‘But I’m a virgin,’ Doris exclaimed.

‘So am I,’ said Olivia.

‘Yes, and it’s going to be a great pleasure to be the first users of your virgin cunts,’ Mr Ho smiled.

‘And your virgin arses,’ added Mr Tan.

‘But as I said, only with your consent,’ Mr Ho said punctiliously.

The girls looked at each other. Doris was thinking back to last Friday, when she had received sixteen strokes of the cane, including some delivered by Mr Ho, and had been made to strip almost naked.

She recalled the shame and embarrassment but also the undeniable excitement of having her breasts fondled, her nipples sucked and her cunt fingered my Mr Ho. Despite the pain of the sixteen cane marks covering her buttocks and thighs, she had masturbated vigorously after that punishment session.

It was common for her to masturbate after being caned, but she had never experienced such a climax as last week and she knew it was because of the way Mr Ho had fingered her cunt and sucked her tits.

She glanced across at Olivia and then looked Mr Ho in the eye.

‘I consent!’ She said proudly.

Mr Ho smiled. ‘You won’t regret it, my dear.’

Olivia looked surprised, then thoughtful. From time to time she’d been punished by her father in the presence of one or more of his friends, and as she was often obliged to strip naked as part of her punishment she had experienced ogling from older men, although none of them had ever touched her.

Mr Tan had never been present to see her punishment and now she looked at him she decided he was remarkably good looking for a man in his late thirties.

She felt a tingling in her cunt as she imagined Mr Tan stripping her and fondling her. Even the thought of him lashing her bare arse with the cane gave her a frisson of excitement.

She looked at Doris, then at Mr Tan.

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I consent.’

‘Excellent,’ Mr Tan said happily, ‘I will make sure you also never regret your decision.’

‘Let’s get started,’ Mr Ho announced. ‘Take off your bras and knickers.’

‘And don’t forget, every session after this you must have removed them before coming into the designated punishment room,’ Mr Tan added, ‘or you will incur additional punishment.’

The two girls took off their knickers and their school shirts and bras. They replaced their shirts as the two men looked on approvingly. Mr Ho told them not to tuck the blouses into their skirts, as they were looking for ready access to their tits.

The men exchanged comments on the respective daughters’ breasts and nipples. Olivia had larger breasts while Doris had perkier and more prominent nipples, which Mr Ho had previously enjoyed sucking.  Mr Tan said he was looking forward to tasting Olivia’s tits.

‘I have a particular pleasure to take as much of a girl’s tit in my mouth as I can fit in,’ he remarked, while Mr Ho said that he personally preferred nibbling and sucking on the nipples.

‘I flick the nipples with my tongue as the tit is in my mouth,’ Mr Tan explained, ‘gives me great pleasure and also a terrific sensation to the girl.  Isn’t that right?’ he asked Olivia.

‘I don’t know sir,’ Olivia replied.  ‘I’ve never had that done to me.’

‘A pleasure in store for you then,’ Mr Tan said jovially.

The men sat down in chairs side by side and told the girls to stand in front of them.

‘Let’s have a good look at your cunts,’ Mr Tan demanded, ‘lift your skirts so we can see.’

The girls obediently raised the front of their school skirts. Both girls had black pubic hair which shaded the entrances to their vaginas and hid their clitorises.

‘I do like pubes,’ Mr Ho observed, ‘but with your consent I think Doris would look better with a trim.’

‘By all means,’ Mr Tan agreed. ‘We will get scissors shortly and attend to the matter. I must say I am not in favour of pubic hair myself, so with your approval I would prefer that Olivia be shaved completely.’

Mr Ho considered for a moment and then gave his consent. They took the two girls into the bathroom where Mr Ho carefully trimmed Doris’s pubes with scissors and razor until the neat triangle of hair met his approval. Then Mr Tan used the razor to remove Olivia’s pubic hair entirely, revealing her tight cunt lips and just a hint of the clitoris which was mostly hidden by her labia.

Olivia was instructed that she must shave every Friday morning in order that she present herself smooth and hairless at each Friday afternoon punishment session.  Doris was told to ensure that her pubes remain in the condition that Mr Ho had arranged, so that she also must use razor and scissors as required to keep the neat arrangement he had completed.

Mr Ho had Doris hold a mirror so she could examine the shape of her pubes.

‘You can see that no hair obscures the lips of your cunt, now I have trimmed it like this,’ he showed her.  ‘You must maintain it just like this, or you will be punished.’

The girls’ cunts having been arranged to the men’s satisfaction, the four returned to the sitting room which was where Olivia’s punishment was normally carried out.

Mr Tan consulted the notebook where he recorded the results of Doris’s schoolwork.

‘Quite satisfactory this week,’ he commended her, ‘all except for a ‘C’ in French.’

The rule for Doris was that she received four strokes of the cane for every time she failed to achieve an ‘A’ in a test or assignment.

‘Just four strokes of the cane for my daughter this week,’ Mr Tan stated, ‘if you would do me the honour of delivering them, Mr Ho, I shall be greatly obliged.’

‘Indeed it will be my pleasure,’ Mr Ho replied, ‘and I request that you reciprocate by applying the necessary correction to my daughter Olivia.’

Mr Ho consulted his own notebook.

‘’Bs’ in maths and physics,’ he announced.  ‘Eight strokes for her.  I know you normally use only the cane, but I generally use both the cane and the strap when Olivia requires two beatings.’

He showed the cane, three feet of crook-handled rattan and the strap, two feet of thick leather about an inch wide.

‘I would be very happy to use both the strap and the cane,’ Mr Tan informed his friend.

‘I would like to suggest that we have the girls give us blowjobs before we punish them,’ Mr Ho suggested.

‘An excellent suggestion,’ Mr Tan agreed.

The men had obviously had a prior discussion.

‘Girls, we have said that we will routinely use your mouths,’ Mr Ho announced. ‘Sometimes this will be for what I may refer to as a face fuck.’

‘That’s where we thrust our cocks down your throat as far and as hard as we can,’ Mr Tan interpolated.

‘But today we are looking for you to suck us off, a traditional blowjob,’ Mr Ho continued.  ‘Have either of you given a blowjob before?’

Both girls shook their heads.

‘Well, it’s quite simple. You get on your knees, pull the man’s trousers down, then pull his underpants down so his cock springs free.’

‘You must not touch the cock with your hands,’ Mr Tan added.

‘Take the cock in your mouth and use your lips, mouth and tongue to bring it to climax.  Accept the seed into your mouth and hold it there.  We like to look at the cum in your mouth before we order you to swallow. You then use your mouth again to lick the cock clean and you conclude by thanking your Master for the privilege of sucking his cock.’

‘Is that all clear?’ Mr Tan asked the girls.

They nodded and he told them to kneel and get started.

Olivia knelt in front of him and unzipped his trousers, pulling them down to his ankles. Doris did the same with Mr Ho.

The girls glanced at each other and then started pulling down the underwear. Both girls gave a start of surprise when the cock sprang loose from the underpants.

Each cock was partially erect and as Olivia took Mr Tan’s prick into her mouth she felt it immediately harden and swell.  She began licking and sucking and felt her eyes water as he pushed into her throat.

Doris unthinkingly took Mr Ho’s prick in her hand to guide it into her mouth, forgetting the instruction that she was not to touch it with her hands.

‘You will be punished for that,’ he told her with a smile.  He’d been mildly irritated that Mr Tan would be delivering an eight-stroke whipping to his daughter, while he would have only been serving four cane strokes to Doris.  Now he had the opportunity to balance the punishments.

Doris put her hands behind her back so she wouldn’t be tempted to touch his prick again, and concentrated on bringing him to orgasm as quickly as possible.

She looked across to Olivia, who was also on her knees. Mr Tan was holding her hair, and although didn’t seem to be thrusting his cock hard into Olivia’s throat, certainly seemed to be controlling the tempo.

Doris was using her lips and tongue more than her throat, and was concerned that her gag reflex would trigger if Mr Ho tried to face fuck her.

She was trying to slowly ease more of his cock down her throat when she heard the door open. She heard a squeak of alarm from Olivia and then saw Mrs Ho walk in.

The cocks popped out of the two girls’ mouths like magic. Doris was immobile, her eyes fixed on Mr Ho’s prick, which was shrivelling as she stared at it.

No one spoke until Mrs Ho, in a low, even voice said, ‘I thought you said you were delivering Olivia’s punishment this afternoon. Instead, I find you with Doris Tan sucking your penis. I should like an explanation. Also of why our daughter is performing the same service for Mr Tan.’

Her husband said nothing. Mrs Ho looked across to Mr Tan, standing before the kneeling Olivia, trousers round his ankles and his hands now hiding his cock.

‘I brought Doris over in order that Mr Ho could give her the required punishment,’ he said, ‘as we thought it would be an extra punishment for the girls to be smacked by a different father. But the girls pleaded to give us oral sex before the spankings.’

‘Oh, so it is the fault of the girls,’ Mrs Ho replied sweetly. ‘Olivia, did you beg to suck the prick of Mr Tan?’

Olivia dropped her eyes from Mr Tan’s prick and looked at the floor.

‘No, mother,’ she mumbled.

‘Doris, did you plead for the chance to take my husband’s penis in your mouth?’

Doris was also looking at the floor. ‘Not exactly, Mrs Ho,’ she managed to mutter.

‘I shall ask Mrs Tan to come over and we can decide what is to be done,’ Mrs Ho announced. She called Mrs Tan and after a brief conversation said that she’d be with them in a few minutes.

She ordered the men to stay as they were, standing shamefacedly with their shrivelled cocks hanging and their trousers at their ankles. The girls started to get to their feet, but then she told them also to stay still, on their knees with their clothes in disarray and their underwear scattered.

A few minutes later the doorbell sounded and Mrs Ho admitted Mrs Tan. She brought her into the lounge room and pointed to the two men.

‘I found them receiving oral sex from the girls,’ she said without emphasis.

‘I see,’ Mrs Tan replied calmly. ‘I presume that Doris was servicing your husband?’

‘Yes, and Olivia was servicing yours.’

‘The girls do not appear to be wearing underwear,’ Mrs Tan remarked.

‘They made us take it off,’ Doris explained.

‘Clearly your panties must come down or come off in order for you to be punished,’ Mrs Tan pursued, ‘but why did you take your bras off?’

‘They said they wanted to play with our tits,’ Doris told her. 

‘Yes, of course, that would explain it,’ she responded sweetly. ‘And have you received your punishment yet?’

‘No.’

‘First things first, Mrs Ho,’ she suggested, ‘perhaps we should have the girls whipped before we decide anything else.’

‘Good idea,’ Mrs Ho agreed.  ‘I know Olivia was to get four strokes of the cane and four of the strap.  What was Doris due?’

‘Just four of the cane this week.’

‘Plus another four,’ Mr Ho interjected.

‘But the extra four was because you said I did something wrong sucking your cock!’ Doris complained.

‘Punishments are only due for failure in schoolwork,’ Mrs Ho decided. ‘I’m happy for your husband to discipline Olivia, if that suits you, and if you are satisfied for mine to cane Doris.’

‘Yes that’s fine,’ Mrs Tan agreed.

She told the two men they could pull up their trousers and the girls to get to their feet.

She then directed Olivia to bend over the table, and handed the strap to Mr Tan. He lifted Olivia’s school skirt and directed her to spread her legs. She wore no panties of course so her shaved cunt was prominently displayed by her parted legs.

‘Why did you shave your pubic hair?’ Mrs Ho asked Olivia.

‘Mr Tan did it,’ she replied.

‘Why did you shave my daughter?’ Mrs Ho demanded.

‘I have a preference for it,’ he replied with as much dignity as he could muster. ‘Doris was trimmed by your husband who prefers a small triangle of closely cut hair.’

‘Why shaved?’ Mrs Ho persisted.

‘I like to enjoy oral sex,’ Mr Tan explained. ‘And I don’t want hair in my mouth!’

Mrs Ho inspected her daughter’s cunt more closely.

‘Yes, it does accentuate the lips, when they are not obscured by hair,’ she mused.

She opened Olivia’s legs a little wider.

‘And the clitoris is more available,’ she concluded.

‘Absolutely,’ Mr Tan agreed enthusiastically. ‘A well-tongued cunt gives great pleasure to the girl but also to the man using his tongue!’

‘Or woman,’ Mrs Ho put in.

‘Yes of course,’ Mr Tan concurred. ‘If you would like to try this with Doris she would be honoured.’

‘Perhaps I will, after she has been beaten.’

Mr Tan swished the strap through the air and then tapped Olivia’s bottom gently.

‘Four strokes of the strap,’ he told her, ‘count them, thank me for each one.  Make a mistake or move and I start from the beginning.’

‘Yes, Mr Tan.’

He drew back the strap and lashed her across the buttocks, delighting in the instant red stripe which decorated her rump.

Olivia whimpered but managed to say ‘One, thank you Mr Tan.’

Mr Tan had always caned his daughter so this was the first time he’d used a strap. In fact he’d never spanked anyone except his daughter so he relished the opportunity to thrash Olivia.

The second swish of the strap he tried to place exactly over the first mark.  As Olivia squeaked ‘two, thank you,’ he examined her bottom and saw only a slight overlap. He delivered the third and fourth smacks lower on Olivia’s bottom and managed to put them almost on top of each other.

‘First time I’ve used the strap,’ he told Mrs Ho, ‘but I think I managed quite well.’

She inspected her daughter’s bottom. ‘Quite satisfactory,’ she pronounced, ‘but the real art of punishment is using the cane.  I trust you will be able to deliver a caning which will teach her to mind her studies.’

‘I can assure you that you will not be disappointed,’ he replied as he picked up the cane and swished it through the air.

He addressed Olivia. ‘Four strokes, count each one and thank me. Same as before, move or make a mistake and I start over.’

‘Yes, Mr Tan.’

He tapped the cane lightly on Olivia’s bottom as he positioned his feet. Mrs Ho moved to ensure she had a perfect view of the caning. She had been an enthusiastic proponent of the punishment regime to penalise poor schoolwork. In fact she had proposed six cane strokes for each infraction, while her husband had initially suggested two. They had compromised on four strokes, but Mrs Ho had insisted they be applied to the bare bottom.

As she often told Olivia, she had been routinely caned by her own father, Olivia’s grandfather, generally for unsatisfactory schoolwork, and all of her canings were bare bottom.

Olivia’s grandfather occasionally witnessed her receiving the cane if he happened to be at their house on Friday evening. He invariably grumbled that modern children were let off too easy.

Mr Ho invariably used the strap as well as the cane if Olivia had earned more than four strokes and her grandfather complained that the strap was too gentle a punishment.

‘The cane should be good enough for every occasion,’ he insisted. ‘Twelve strokes of the cane applied to her bottom and thighs would teach her a lesson. Four with the strap and four with the cane won’t show her anything at all!’

‘You certainly enjoyed giving me twelve strokes of the cane often enough,’ Mrs Ho said waspishly.

‘It was my duty,’ he replied loftily. ‘Naturally it is a pleasure to perform one’s duty well.’

She thought back to the days when she had been Olivia’s age and subject to the same kind of punishment regime. Every Friday she had been caned, even if she had performed excellently in her schoolwork. When no fault had been recorded, she received only three strokes, but if she had failed to achieve an A in any test or assignment, she got six for each infraction.

On one unforgettable occasion she had received twenty four strokes.  As was the case with Olivia, punishment was carried out in front of the family and any visitors who happened to be present. On that day the audience comprised her mother, brother and about five of her father’s friends. They all looked on with rapt enjoyment as she removed her knickers and bent over to be beaten.

Her father lifted her skirt and made her spread her legs, giving spectators behind her an excellent view of her cunt, as her brother had told her with glee.

He whacked her twelve times across her naked buttocks, then six more over the back of her thighs. For the last six, she had to stand up, turn round to face the audience and lift her own skirt.  He then walloped her six times across the front of her thighs, just below the triangle of pubic hair, while the audience of her father’s friends provided enthusiastic commentary.

After that, she worked even harder at school and managed to avoid any poor marks for many weeks, receiving only the compulsory three whacks each Friday. Her father refused to stop beating her even after she left school, insisting that while she lived in his house he had the responsibility of discipline. At university she was caned for any assignment where she failed to achieve High Distinction and the weekly three cane strokes continued until the day before she got married.

The only concession her father had made after she left school was that the punishment sessions were no longer in public. She was caned in her bedroom, wearing just a nightie, bending over with her hands on the bed. When he lifted the nightie, it invariably slid down to expose her breasts. One day she left a bra on to protect that aspect of modesty, and her father awarded her six extra strokes for disobedience.

She thought back to her wedding day as she watched Mr Tan about to cane her daughter’s bare bottom. She was a virgin and her husband had never seen her naked until the wedding night. He was intrigued to see the three distinct stripes across her backside and to hear that her father had caned her the previous evening for no reason.

‘You mean he beats you every Friday?’

‘Yes, since I left university I have no assignments where he punishes poor marks, so I just get three cane strokes every Friday,’ she replied laconically.

‘Perhaps I should get the cane from him and keep up that tradition,’ he suggested mischievously.

‘There is no reason for wives to be beaten,’ she told him sternly. ‘I will discipline our children until they start high school, then you take over. I will use my hand or the wooden spoon, you will use the strap or the cane. Every spanking will be on the bare bottom and the children will not be smacked unless they deserve it.’

They had agreed on this and seventeen years later she was enjoying the prospect of seeing the cane bite into her 16 year old daughter’s enticing rump. While she genuinely regretted the necessity of having Olivia thrashed, she also was honest with herself that she relished the sight of the cane ripping lines into that soft flesh.

Her enjoyment was enhanced by the fact that it was Mr Tan wielding the rattan. He raised his arm now and lashed the first savage cut into Olivia’s unprotected rear.

‘One, thank you,’ Olivia remembered to say.

Mrs Ho caught Mr Tan’s eye and a small smile passed between them. He lifted his arm and cracked the second wallop into Olivia and Mrs Ho once again relished the instant appearance of the fine red line marking her daughter’s cheeks.

‘Two, thank you,’

He paused before the third shot and spent a moment pushing Olivia’s back down to lift her buttocks slightly higher.  He also put a hand between her legs, ostensibly to move her legs slightly wider apart but really to slip a quick finger into the honeypot of her cunt.

He touched the finger which had penetrated Olivia to his mouth and smiled as he tasted the virgin teenage juices.

He aimed the third stroke just above her thighs, on the lowest and most delicate part of her rump, where the pain of a well aimed cane stroke would be felt most acutely. He had the satisfaction of hearing Olivia gasp in agony before squeaking ‘Three, thank you.’

He moved his feet slightly, determining to place the final cut across the first three.  He tapped her arse gently, getting his range, the lashed it with all his might.

Olivia almost leapt up with the shock and pain of the final cane stroke, but just managed to stay in position and mutter ‘four, thank you.’

Mr Tan looked with professional pride at the four red lines cutting across Olivia’s teenage buttocks and running a finger over them to enjoy the slight ridges which an expert caning produced.

‘I hope you are happy that the punishment was satisfactory,’ he said to Mrs Ho.

She inspected her daughter’s bottom. Olivia had not been given permission to rise so was still bending over with skirt raised and legs apart.

‘Excellent caning,’ she congratulated Mr Tan. ‘I am confident she will be encouraged to try harder next week in her work.’

She told Olivia to get up and put her knickers on, and asked Mrs Tan if she was ready to have Doris caned.

‘I am happy for my husband to punish Doris, but of course it is your decision and if you prefer Mr Tan to do it we have ample evidence here that he will execute the task splendidly.’

‘I said I was happy for Mr Ho to cane Doris and I’m sure he’ll do an excellent job.  You may be aware he has already participated in her punishment?’

‘Yes, I did know that.  Were you present?’

‘No, I just heard later.’

‘Did my husband cane you well, Doris?’ Mrs Ho enquired.

‘He made me strip naked and caned the front and back of my thighs,’ Doris replied, ‘and sucked my breasts and stuck his fingers in my cunt!’

‘That does indeed sound like a comprehensive punishment,’ Mrs Ho replied calmly. ‘However, today it will be just four strokes of the cane across your bottom.’

‘Yes,’ Mrs Tan concurred, ‘please take your position and ask Mr Ho to punish you.’

Doris had already stripped off her underwear so she bent obediently over the tablets Mr Ho swished the cane through the air a few times and said ‘Mr Ho, will you please cane my bottom?’

‘It will be my pleasure,’ he replied as he lifted her school skirt to expose her backside.

He swished the cane through the air a few times and then positioned himself to commence the punishment. He tapped Doris’s bottom with the cane, ordering her to spread her legs wider and arch her back to present her rump for the cane.

She obeyed and he told her not to move out of position, to count the strokes and thank him, and warned her that any error would result in his starting over.

Doris braced herself for the first whack, but Mr Ho sensed that she was tensing her muscles and ordered her not to.

‘I want the cane to bite into your bottom, so you must not clench!’

She relaxed her muscles and waited obediently for the impact of the first stroke.

Mr Ho considered himself an accomplished caner but he had been secretly impressed by the way Mr Tan had walloped his daughter and was determined to achieve at least as good a result on Doris.

The first stroke cut into the fleshiest part of Doris’s arse and elicited an involuntary grunt from her before she managed to say ‘one, thank you!’

He aimed the second to try to cover the first, hoping to leave just a single ridged mark. He succeeded and took great satisfaction in hearing the tremor in Doris’s voice as she counted ‘two, thank you.’

He was sure that a well placed third cut would get the tears flowing, and aimed in the same place Mr Tan had aimed his own third stroke, at the lowest part of the cheeks.

Doris sobbed as she muttered ‘three, thank you.’

Mr Ho recalled that when he had witnessed Mr Tan caning Doris, it had taken six strokes before she started to cry, so he was delighted to have reduced her to tears after just three.

He regretted that there was only one more cut to deliver, but took care to ensure it was effective.

He adjusted her position slightly, intending to cover the third stroke with the fourth. Once again, he succeeded extremely well and Doris’s arse bore just two ridged red lines despite four savage cuts with the cane.

Mr Tan was voluble in his praise. ‘Excellent aim, and a result I doubted you could achieve with just four strokes.’

Mrs Tan inspected her daughter’s bottom. ‘Most impressive,’ she told Mr Ho, as she fingered the two welts which now marked it. She invited Mrs Ho to examine the whipped cheeks.

‘It will be interesting to compare the two girls,’ Mrs Ho decided, and told Olivia to take her knickers off again and bend over next to Doris. She raised Olivia’s skirt and ran a hand over the tramline ridges which the cane had inflicted.

‘Two excellent beatings,’ Mrs Ho pronounced. ‘I was intending to discuss an appropriate punishment for our husbands with you, Mrs Tan, but now I feel they may be entitled to a reward instead.’

‘I think you’re right, Mrs Ho.  Perhaps we should allow the girls to complete the blowjobs you interrupted?’

‘An excellent idea.’

‘If the men lie on the floor, the girls can service them while making their own cunts available to us.’

‘Even better! And we could sit on the men’s faces so they can lick our cunts while we have some fun with the girls,’ Mrs Tan added.

‘That sounds perfect,’ Mrs Ho approved.

She was about to order the two men to lie on the floor when a thought struck her.

‘Mrs Tan, I believe our husbands deserve to be punished. Their duty was clearly to chastise our daughters in accordance with the protocols we established. Instead they were proposing to have sex with them, without our permission.’

‘You’re right, Mrs Ho. What you suggest?’

‘I think they should be caned!’

Mrs Tan thought for a moment. ‘I agree,’ she said. ‘But quite honestly I don’t think I could deliver an adequate caning.  The two men are expert welders of the cane as we have just seen, but I’ve never tried.’

‘Nor me,’ Mrs Ho responded. ‘So let’s make them cane each other!’

‘Excellent idea!’

The two husbands looked at each other in horror, while the two daughters grinned at each other and the wives smirked.

‘Ok,’ Mrs Ho announced. ‘These are the rules. Firstly, you will not have sex with the girls ever except with our permission. Secondly, all punishments applied to the girls will be in our presence in future. And thirdly, you have been awarded a caning each.’

‘Six strokes or twelve, do you think?’ Mrs Tan enquired.

‘Six should be enough if they are hard enough.’

‘Very well,’ Mrs Tan concurred. ‘Husband, take your trousers and underwear down and bend over the table. Mr Ho, take the cane and beat him. If you do not beat him as hard as you did Doris, the six strokes will be repeated.’

‘Or should we get the girls to do it?’ Mrs Ho wondered. ‘Olivia, Doris, would you like to use the cane?’

The girls looked at each other.

‘Yes, please!’ Olivia said joyfully.

‘I would love to!’ said Doris.

‘Very well,’ Mrs Ho said. ‘In that case we will make it twelve strokes. Each girl will deliver six to each of our husbands. If that meets with your approval, Mrs Tan?’

‘Yes, indeed.  But girls, you must make the strokes as hard as possible, do you understand?’

‘Yes, mum.’

‘Yes, Mrs Tan.’

Mrs Ho fetched the cane and handed it to her daughter, watching as Mr Tan took down his trousers and underwear and bent over the table.

‘You have been beaten often enough with the cane,’ Mrs Ho said to Olivia, ‘so I hope you are familiar with the technique. Take care to grip the cane firmly, but not too tight, and try to spread the impact across both buttocks. You have six strokes to deliver.’

Olivia played tennis and lacrosse and was confident in both the strength of her arm and the control of her wrists. She caught Doris’s eye as she lined up the cane over Mr Tan’s naked bottom. Doris had her lips parted and tongue protruding as she waited for Olivia to begin the beating. The girls smiled at each other.

‘Count each stroke and thank me each time,’ Olivia ordered. ‘Rise or move out of position and I’ll start over. Do you understand?’

‘Yes,’ muttered Mr Tan.

Olivia lashed the cane hard into Mr Tan’s arse.

‘Yes, miss!’ Olivia shouted. ‘That didn’t count, it was just to get some respect!  Now, do you understand?’

‘Yes miss!’ Mr Tan gasped. He had not been caned since he was a schoolboy and was astonished at the pain from that first stroke.

Olivia smiled at Doris as she lined the cane up for the first official stroke of the punishment. Her own arse was engraved from four vicious bites from Mr Tan’s cane and she was determined to deal six savage blows in revenge.

Doris smiled back and congratulated Olivia on the first stroke.

‘Right in the middle and nicely balanced,’ she said.

‘I’ll see if I can put this one on top of it,’ Olivia replied, ‘like daddy did to you.’

She lined the cane up on the red mark crossing Mr Tan’s buttocks, then drew it back and ripped it into his flesh. He yelped most satisfactorily before gasping ‘One, thank you miss.’

Olivia examined his bottom and was delighted to see that the stroke had landed exactly where she had intended and only a single pair of tramline marks was visible.

She spaced the following four strokes above and below that first mark, so that there were five parallel tramlines, evenly spaced. She had decided to deliver the final cut so it crossed the first five, in the classic ‘five bar gate’ pattern. She moved position and tapped Mr Tan’s arse until she was confident the last stroke would achieve her objective. Then she drew back her arm and whacked with all her might.

‘Ow,’ Mr Tan whimpered, then quickly ‘six, thank you miss.’

Olivia was pleased to see her aim had been exact. Mr Tan’s backside was inscribed with five parallel lines and a cross mark diagonally over them.

‘Well done,’ Mrs Ho congratulated her daughter. ‘All that tennis practice has paid off splendidly.’

‘Yes, a thoroughly effective caning,’ Mrs Tan concurred.  ‘Now, Doris, time for you to add your six.’

Doris looked at her father, whose arse was so effectively shredded.

‘I don’t really want to spoil the effect of that caning,’ she said, ‘maybe I should cane his thighs instead of his bottom?’

‘Good idea,’ her mother agreed.

‘Push your legs straighter,’ Doris instructed her father. ‘I will give you three on the back of your thighs. Don’t move, or I’ll start over, and thank me after each stroke. You may call me ‘miss’ or ‘daughter’. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, miss,’ Mr Tan mumbled.

Doris lined up the cane and felt surprisingly confident as she prepared to deliver her first ever caning. Olivia had done such an excellent job she was sure she could match it. Having been caned on the thighs herself by both her father and Mr Ho, she was aware how excruciating it was. She raised the cane and smashed it hard into her father’s thighs.

‘Whack!’

The first cut of the cane ripped into Mr Tan’s thighs just where she had aimed, just under the swell of the buttocks. He had been unprepared for the intensity of the pain and unthinkingly let go of the table and clutched at his legs.

‘Oh dear,’ Doris said silkily, ‘I’m afraid that doesn’t count.  And neither did you, father, so that’s an extra penalty stroke.’

Mr Tan said nothing, but just bent over the table again. Doris whipped the cane into his thighs again.

‘One, thank you daughter.’

‘No, that was the penalty,’ said Doris patiently. ‘I should really give you another penalty for miscounting, but I’ll let you off. This will be the first stroke.’

She lashed again and enjoyed the view of three sharp red marks across his thighs.

He counted correctly for this and the next two.

‘Three left,’ Doris said.  ‘May I cane the front of his thighs?’

‘Yes dear, of course,’ Mrs Tan concurred.

‘Stand up and turn around,’ Doris ordered.

Mr Tan obeyed.

‘Hands on your head,’Doris instructed.

Doris looked at his penis which was hanging limply.

‘Mum, can you please hold his cock out of the way?’ she asked.

‘He could hold it out of the way himself,’ she suggested.

‘No, he makes me stand straight with my hands on my head when he canes my thighs, so he should do the same.’

Mrs Tan thought for a moment.

‘Perhaps Olivia would like to do it,’ she suggested. ‘After all, she has to suck it in a few moments so she may like to have a good feel of it.’

‘Ok,’ Olivia agreed with alacrity. She stood behind Mr Tan and took his cock in one hand and balls in the other, and held them so Doris had an uninterrupted target area.

‘His cock is starting to throb,’ Olivia giggled. ‘He must like getting whipped like a naughty boy!’

Doris lined up the cane across his thighs, tapping as she positioned herself, then slashing the rattan hard into his flesh.

She repeated twice more, then inspected the marks. 

‘I didn’t hear a thank you or a count,’ she remarked evenly. Mr Tan had perhaps been distracted by Olivia’s hands on his cock.

‘Have to start over,’ Doris said.  ‘Olivia, keep hold.’

‘I think it’ll stay up out of the way on its own now!’ Olivia giggled.

‘Count from one,’ Doris ordered, ignoring Olivia’s wit.

She lashed his thighs again, this time angling the cane slightly to crisscross the first three marks.

‘One, thank you miss,’ Mr Tan mumbled.

She delivered two more full bodied whacks and he managed to count properly. Then she ordered him to turn around and bend over again.

‘Last three on the back of your thighs,’ she informed him. ‘Unless you move or miscount, of course.’

She inflicted three further strokes and he remembered to count and thank her. She surveyed his lacerated buttocks and thighs with satisfaction, then told him to stand up and put his hands on his head.

Mrs Tan and Mrs Ho also inspected the results of the beating and congratulated the girls on an effective punishment. Mrs Ho then ordered her husband to take his trousers and underwear down and bend over the table.

Doris was still holding the cane she had used to lash her father and she swished it through the air as she gave Mr Ho instructions.

‘You will not move, you will count the strokes, thank me for each one, and call me Miss or Miss Tan, or Madam.  Do anything wrong and I start over. Do you understand?’

‘Yes Miss Tan.’

Doris smiled and tapped his bottom with the cane as she took her position to start striking.

Mr Ho had been caned regularly as a boy, by teachers, parents and grandparents. Most teachers had caned over underpants, but at home he had invariably been caned on the bare. There had also been one teacher in particular who took advantage of the rule that permitted bare buttocks caning ‘in exceptional circumstances’.

He would summon a student to the front of the class for punishment, making him or her bend over the desk after taking down their trousers or lifting their skirt.

He would then announce ‘I believe these are exceptional circumstances,’ and peel down the student’s underwear before delivering between four and eight savage cuts of the cane.

The ‘exceptional circumstances’ included talking in class, forgetting to hand in homework, getting the lowest score in a test, having hair too long (boys) or skirts too short (girls).

So Mr Ho was no stranger to bare bottom canings and received the six lashes from Doris in stoical silence, except for thanking her after each stroke.

Doris was secretly impressed by Mr Ho’s silence, but satisfied with the tangible results of the punishment, evidenced by the ridges marking his arse.

Doris’s mum and Mrs Ho also inspected the punishment area and pronounced it to be a very effective caning. Doris then handed the cane to Olivia, who surveyed her father’s buttocks dispassionately.

‘I think six more on the buttocks, rather than the thighs,’ she announced.

‘Up to you, my dear,’ her mum replied.

Olivia reflected on the almost weekly whippings she had received from her father over recent years as she prepared to cane him.  She accepted the necessity of corporal punishment and believed that avoiding the cane was a great incentive for her to work hard at schoolwork.

But she was also fully aware how much her dad enjoyed delivering that punishment. Well, that was fine.  So now she would equally enjoy lacerating his already well marked buttocks!

She ordered him to count the strokes, thank her after each, and call her ‘Miss’.  Then she drew her hand back and lashed with all her might, hoping to force him to tears, as she had so often been forced.

She didn’t succeed, but felt she was close, and was content with the ravaged state of his backside after twelve strokes had been applied. She didn’t complete the set with the five bar gate stroke, having detected that it was slightly reduced in severity because of the angle of delivery. She didn’t want to waste an ounce of force in punishing her father’s bottom.

The two mothers inspected Mr Ho’s punished buttocks and pronounced an excellent caning.

‘Time now for rewards,’ Mrs Ho announced.

She told the two men to undress completely and lie on the floor.

‘I think the girls should strip as well,’ she suggested to Mrs Tan.

Mrs Tan concurred, and they ordered the girls to undress.  They decided to leave the girls’ shoes and socks on, which in some way seemed to highlight their nakedness.

The wives directed their husbands to lie on their backs and told the girls to straddle the men, with their cunts facing the mens’ faces. Olivia straddled Mr Tan, while Doris did the same with Mr Ho.  The two wives then sat on their husbands’ faces, arranging the girls’ bodies so they could tongue the girls’ cunts as they fellated the men.

The girls took the mens’ pricks into their mouths, enjoying the sensation of the cock swelling as they caressed with lips and tongues.

They were surprised how enjoyable it was to feel the mothers’ tongues lapping at their own cunts as they sucked cock.

Both men ejaculated quite quickly and the girls managed to hold the sperm in their mouths as they had been instructed. Olivia opened her mouth to show Mr Tan the spunk she had taken and he smiled as he told her to swallow it. She gulped it down and bent back to suck his prick again, cleaning it as it detumesced.

Doris also opened her mouth, squirming a bit as Mrs Ho continued to tongue her cunt, but holding the sperm to display it to Mr Ho.  On his instructions she also swallowed and although finding it salty did not think it at all unpleasant. She too bent back to his cock and licked it clean, feeling it throb slightly as it shrank.

The two mothers glanced at each other and at a nod from Mrs Ho they both left off licking the girls’ cunts and rose to their feet. They helped the girls up, and gave them both a hug.

‘Well, Doris,’ Mrs Tan asked her daughter, ‘not the usual Friday discipline session, but did you enjoy it?’

Doris lifted he eyes to meet he mother’s and she smiled faintly.

‘I don’t think I’m supposed to enjoy being caned, Mum, or what would be the point?’

Mrs Tan laughed. ‘Very true,’ she agreed. ‘But did you enjoy the rest of it? Caning your father and Mr Ho, sucking Mr Ho’s penis, having Mrs Ho lick your cunt?’

Doris smile more broadly. ‘Oh yes,’ she said.

‘What was the best part?’

Doris tilted her head to one side, thinking.

‘Caning daddy, I think,’ she giggled.

Mrs Tan laughed as well. ‘You certainly looked like you enjoyed that,’ she agreed.

‘What did you like best, Olivia?’ Mrs Ho asked her daughter.

Olivia considered for a moment.

‘I did like caning the men,’ she concurred with Doris, ‘and the blowjob was ok, except swallowing was a bit icky, but I think what I liked best was feeling Mrs Tan’s tongue in my cunt.  Do you think that is bad of me, Mum?’

‘Of course not, darling.  We licked you girls because we like it, but also because we hoped you would too. So that’s great.’

The two men were on their feet now. They had achieved their objectives in a way, as they had caned each other’s daughter and had their cocks sucked by them.  But they had also been humiliated and whipped, so there was no doubt their prestige was materially diminished.

Mrs Ho shook hands with Mr Tan.

‘Thank you for caning Olivia,’ she said. ‘We mustn’t forget that the principal purpose of these Friday sessions is to discipline the girls if they fail to achieve the necessary school results.’

‘That’s right,’ Mrs Tan agreed, shaking hands with Mr Ho. ‘Thank you for punishing Doris.  We look forward to next Friday.  Hopefully the girls will not require punishment, but if they do, I’m very confident you will deliver exemplary discipline.’

‘And regardless of what punishment the girls have earned,’ Mrs Ho added, ‘you can rely on Mrs Tan and I to orchestrate a session with pleasures to accompany whatever pain may be inflicted.’

She let go Mr Tan’s hand and cupped his prick and balls instead. His penis was hardening again as he thought about fucking Olivia next week.

‘I can see you’re wondering where I might let this cock go next week. Back in Olivia’s mouth, in her cunt, maybe even up her arse?  Well, you’ll have to keep wondering, because you won’t know till next Friday!’

Doris smiled as she looked at the cane stripes marking her dad’s thighs, but then she remembered the awful French test she’d taken that day, and the results of which she’d receive on Monday. No way had she scored an ‘A’, so there was no doubt that whatever else happened next Friday her arse would be thoroughly lashed again.

She thought of the other tests and trial exams in the next few days and had a dreadful presentiment that the awful time of a few weeks ago could be replicated, when she had received 16 cane strokes.  She looked over at Olivia, who like her was still naked, except for shoes and socks.  Her face portrayed an involuntary expression of anguish as she thought of the possible punishment she would receive next week, and Olivia’s almost imperceptible nod and slight elongation of her lips indicated that she understood, sympathised and had similar concerns herself.

Oh well, Doris thought, no point worrying. All she could do was work hard (after all, that was why she was caned, to encourage hard work!), try not to think dreamy thoughts of Mr Ho’s prick, in case that distracted her from work, and wait and see what next Friday would bring.

One thing for sure, for the next two years of her schooling, there would be no dull Fridays!
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