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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.


Lorna’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.

Lorna had a strange experience at school with a teacher who was renowned as a dedicated spanker. She met Mr Jensen, the teacher, by chance a few years later and discovered the reason behind that unusual event.

Mr Jensen challenged her to resolve the unfinished business from her time at school, and although initially dismissive of the idea she found herself irresistibly drawn to it.

This is the story of what happened when Lorna courageously rose to Mr Jensen’s sexy challenge.


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 Lorna’s.


Lorna’s Spanking Story

Lorna never did get spanked at school, owing to a strange circumstance which prevented her punishment proceeding. After she had been bent over by the teacher in just her underwear, the sole of the dreaded gym shoe, known as ‘the slipper,’ had tapped her bottom a couple of times as the teacher positioned himself to whack her.  Then, to her astonishment, he told her to get up and leave, and her close encounter with corporal punishment remained mysteriously just a close encounter.

A few years later, after leaving school, she met Mr Jensen, the teacher who had so nearly slippered her almost bare bottom and discovered the truth about why she had been spared.

Mr Jensen was still teaching at the school and still carried the size ten slipper which had punished so many bottoms over the years.

He had teased her that she was still owed the spanking she had avoided all those years ago.  Lorna was initially dismissive of any idea of submitting herself to this delayed penalty, but that same evening she had dressed in her old school uniform and had enjoyed a feeling of intense excitement. 

She pictured herself bending over, her short skirt riding up to expose her skimpy knickers.  She imagined Mr Jensen’s strong hands tugging at the waistband of those knickers, peeling them down to expose her naked bottom.

She felt an overwhelming desire to feel that dreaded slipper not just tap her buttocks but lash into them as she had heard Mr Jensen had done for so many of her fellow students.

Indeed, she had witnessed some of those spankings as Mr Jensen did not always spank in private.  The sight of a boy taking his trousers down and being smacked with the slipper, or a girl having her dress lifted for a walloping on her knickers had always made her cunt tingle and go creamy, and she had masturbated many times over the memories of the spankings she had seen.

She had stopped just short of calculating whether anything else would happen after the spanking, given that she was now 22 years old, not a schoolgirl of 16, and Mr Jensen a highly attractive guy in his early thirties. She planned nothing after the spanking, but she couldn’t help wondering. 

Mr Jensen had given her his address, which was within walking distance of Lorna’s own home.  Dressed in her old school uniform of blue pleated skirt, blue blazer, white blouse, white socks, and wearing white cotton knickers, she had set off for Mr Jensen’s house the evening of the very day she had re-encountered him. 

She thought if she were to delay, she would never do it.

Mr Jensen’s house was an unassuming Victorian terrace, with a neat front garden and stepping stones across the front lawn to the entrance door centrally located between two bay windows.

Butterflies were fluttering in Lorna’s stomach as she crossed the lawn and pressed the front door bell, but she was more excited than fearful.  After all, he was just her old teacher, she knew quite a few girls (and even more boys) who had bent over to be spanked by him, so there was nothing to worry about really.

She tried to practice a shy smile as she heard footsteps approaching the front door, but her mouth was so dry her lips were quite trembly.

But what she absolutely did not expect, was what happened.  It wasn’t Mr Jensen who opened the door, but a girl of about her own age!

Lorna’s mouth fell open and she didn’t speak.  The girl looked enquiringly at her, without much interest.

‘Hi,’ she said, ‘Did you bring something from school?’

Lorna still didn’t speak, and the girl looked more intently, then smiled broadly.

‘Oh my God,’ she grinned, ‘You’re Lorna!’

Before Lorna could do or say anything, the girl took her hand and led her into the house, quickly closing the door behind her and calling ‘Brad, I’ve got a surprise present for you!’

Before Lorna could work out what was happening, Mr Jensen appeared and actually clapped his hands together.

‘You came!’ he said joyfully, ‘I thought you would!’

‘You told me you thought she wouldn’t!’ the girl put in.

‘Well, it doesn’t matter, she’s here now anyway.’ He came up to her and lifted her chin so she was almost compelled to look into his eyes.

‘You look pretty good in the uniform still,’ he commented, dropping his eyes from hers to rove over her tight blouse and short skirt.  ‘Did you get embarrassed walking here? How far did you have to come?’

She found her voice at last.  ‘Not far,’ she mumbled.

She looked around at the girl and then at Mr Jensen again.  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said in a small voice, ‘I better go.’

‘Not at all,’ said Mr Jensen and the girl together, ‘It’s great that you’re here.  Come in properly and sit down.’

The girl took Lorna’s hand again and led her into a lounge room and almost pushed her down into an armchair.  Lorna’s short skirt meant that her white cotton panties were readily visible and she saw the girl and Mr Jensen look down at them and then at each other, both smiling.

‘I’m Amelia,’ the girl introduced herself, ‘and of course you know Brad.’

Amelia and Brad sat down together in a sofa across from Lorna’s armchair.  Brad was wearing black tailored pants and a light blue shirt, looking as if he’d just come back from school.  In fact she realised it was just what he’d been wearing in the coffee shop.  That seemed like days ago, but glancing at her watch she saw with a start that it was just three hours ago.

Amelia also looked as if she was in work clothes, wearing a short black skirt (though not as short as Lorna’s own!) panty hose and a short sleeved white top.

‘You must think this is really weird,’ Lorna said hesitantly.

‘Not at all,’ Amelia replied, ‘That’s why I’m so pleased to see you.  Honestly I think there are heaps of girls who dream of being spanked or want to relive when they did get spanked at school.’

She squeezed Mr Jensen’s hand and smiled at him.  ‘Especially when it’s a guy like Brad who’s doing the spanking,’ she continued.

‘Did Mr Jensen explain what…’ Lorna started to explain, but couldn’t finish.  Amelia picked up immediately.

‘Yes of course, that’s why we were hoping you’d come.  He said that you were the only girl he’s ever had bending over for a whacking who escaped without a single smack.’

‘And did he explain why?’ Lorna was building up a little more confidence now.

‘Yes he did, and how silly did it make him seem!  But that’s not important now, what’s important is what do we do now.’

‘What do you mean?’ Lorna asked anxiously.

‘Well,’ Amelia said, measuring her words, ‘the fact that you’re here means you are keen and willing to get that spanking you missed out on at school.  The fact that Brad asked you here means that he’s keen and willing to deliver that spanking.  And the fact that I’m here shows how keen I am to see Brad spanking another girl.’

She paused and looked directly at Lorna.

‘Especially one like you,’ she continued.

‘What do you mean “like me”?’ Lorna asked.

‘Well, you are stunning,’ Amelia explained, ‘and especially in that uniform.  I love Brad, but I have to tell you I also get knocked over by beautiful girls.’

Lorna didn’t know what to say to that.

Brad broke in.  ‘Let me explain,’ he said, ‘It’s really quite simple.  I want to spank you, you want to get spanked, and Amelia wants to watch.’

‘And if you agree then I’ll let Brad fuck you if you want that as well and I can join in,’ said Amelia in a rapid rush of words.

Lorna was going to just get up and leave when she heard these two putting into words what was going to happen, but then she realised that what they were saying was actually exactly what she wanted.

She smiled at them both.

‘Ok,’ she said simply.

They smiled back.

‘That’s great,’ Brad said.  ‘You’re in your uniform, which is perfect.  Amelia, go and put yours on.’

Lorna wondered if Amelia would get spanked too, as she promptly got up and headed down the corridor, presumably to the bedroom.

‘I expect you’re thinking you’ll get my trusty slipper,’ Mr Jensen said to Lorna.

‘Well, yes,’ Lorna replied.

‘Normally I only use that in PE,’ he replied suavely.  ‘You may be aware that I also teach geography, so I have to discipline students in normal classroom conditions.’

Lorna looked apprehensive.  Was he going to suggest he wanted to cane her?  At school the cane was the official instrument of correction, applied to girls’ and boys’ bottoms with trousers down or skirt pulled up.

‘I spent a year on exchange in Texas,’ Mr Jensen continued, ‘at a High School where the normal punishment was a paddling.  I really enjoyed paddling, so I brought one home.  I still use my old slipper in the gym, but anyone misbehaving in my geography lessons now gets the paddle.’

Lorna remembered that there had been paddling at her school, although she didn’t remember Mr Jensen as a proponent.

Amelia must have made a lightning change and now came back into the room dressed in school uniform.  It was from a different school to Lorna’s, but a similar uniform.  Her pleated blue skirt looked as short as Lorna’s own, and her blazer did little to hide how tight her blouse was, with a bra to be glimpsed through the gaps between the buttons.  She was wearing short white socks and black shoes.

‘You look great,’ Brad enthused, ‘I was just telling Lorna about the paddle.  Can you go and get it please.’

Amelia disappeared again but was back in an instant, carrying a wooden paddle which she handed to Mr Jensen.

He tapped it against one hand while showing it to Lorna.  It was glossy timber, about 18 inches long and four inches wide.  There were about eight holes drilled through it.  It looked to be about half an inch thick.

Mr Jensen smiled at Lorna as he swung the paddle through the air a couple of times.  ‘Fine American oak,’ he proclaimed, ‘the holes are there to reduce air impedance.  The solid paddles are thuddier, probably deliver a better smacking noise as they slap into the offender’s bottom, but I like the holey version.  Quite frankly, it hurts more!’

‘It surely does,’ Amelia confirmed.

‘Does he spank you with it?’  Lorna asked her.

‘Oh yes,’ Amelia confirmed.  ‘You know the old tradition that if you got a spanking at school, your parents would give you another when you got home?’

Lorna had heard that a lot of parents did practice that, on the assumption that any spanking received at school was well deserved and needed reinforcing by some parental discipline.  Perhaps too, some parents thought that a school punishment would be delivered with the required severity.

When she was at school her friend Melanie had been smacked on the hand with a ruler for talking in class.  She had been very gloomy as they went home on the bus and Lorna asked her if the smacking had hurt that badly.

‘No,’ Melanie had replied, ‘I hardly felt it! But I’ll have to tell mum I got smacked, and she’ll tell dad.  And dad will have me upstairs whipping my bare bum with his belt before I can blink!’

‘No!’ Lorna had been open mouthed with amazement.

‘It’s what he did last time,’ Melanie said miserably. ‘I got smacked on my bottom for forgetting my gym kit.  I told mum thinking she’d find it amusing, but instead she told dad.  And dad wasn’t amused at all! He sent me to my room, then came up, took my knickers down and gave me 12 whacks with the belt.  That’s more than my brother got when he broke a window!’

Lorna remembered that it had been Mr Jensen who’d spanked Melanie that time, not long after he’d arrived at the school. Melanie had been one of the first girls to get slippered by Mr Jensen and she’d been besieged with questions about the spanking.  Did he get her knickers pulled down, or pulled up tight, or pulled into the crack of her bottom, did she go over his knee, could she see if spanking her made his cock hard? Lorna had not asked questions herself but she’d hung on every word as Melanie had described her punishment.

She wondered if hearing Melanie talk about the spanking she got from Mr Jensen as well as the beltings from her dad started her on her kinky fixation about spanking.

She nodded, and said, ‘yes, my friend Melanie always got a belting from her dad if she got spanked at school.’

Amelia continued, ‘Exactly!  For some reason Brad likes to bring his work home too.  Any day he has the duty or pleasure of paddling some unfortunate student’s backside, means that I have to get into my uniform and get a beating as well.’

‘But why?’ Lorna was puzzled.

‘You’d have to ask him,’ Amelia nod towards Brad.

‘It’s quite simple,’ Mr Jensen said smoothly, ‘If I have to wallop some student’s arse, it means they have screwed up in some way, which indirectly reflects on my teaching.  If I do a perfect job, I should never need to whack an offending backside.’

‘Then you’d miss it,’ Amelia interjected tartly.

‘Maybe I would,’ Brad continued, ‘but anyway it means that I need to be aware that I may have fallen short of the ideal.  So a punishment is in order.’

‘But in that case, shouldn’t Amelia paddle you?’ Lorna asked in puzzlement.  ‘Why should she get whacked because you did something wrong?’

‘Well, that’s what she says too,’ Mr Jensen said, ‘but I make the rules and that’s what I do.’

He looked around at the two girls.

‘Like I say, in this house I make the rules.  So the first thing I’ve decided to do is to spank you, Lorna.’

‘Yes sir,’ said Lorna meekly.

‘Bend over my knee,’ he ordered her.

This was a surprise; she had thought paddling was done with the victim bending over a desk or table.  Still, she wasn’t going to argue, and bent over his knee.

‘As you told me you’ve never been spanked, I thought I’d be nice and warm your bottom up before you get punished properly.  So I’m going to spank you with my hand to start with.’

The thought crossed Lorna’s mind that it seemed strange in the extreme to add an extra spanking by hand on top of what was presumably a beating with the paddle and/or the slipper and say this was a benefit to the spankee.  However, it was true that she’d never so much as had a single smack to her bottom before, so perhaps it was right.

Mr Jensen lifted the hem of Lorna’s school skirt and she couldn’t suppress a shiver as she felt his hands rubbing her panty-clad bottom.

She thought she could feel his cock hardening under her upturned body and wondered if she’d take up Amelia’s offer to have sex, and if so what Amelia had meant by her joining in.

But before she had time to decide, the first spank of her entire life descended to her backside and she squealed with surprise as it hit her.

Without thinking she moved her hands to cover her bottom and received a slap on the hand.

‘That’s doubled your punishment now,’ Mr Jensen told her, unable to stop a note of glee in his voice.  ‘It was going to be four strokes of the paddle, now it’s going to be eight.  You should know not to try to cover your bottom.’

‘But sir,’ Lorna wailed as the spanking continued, ‘It hurts!’

‘It’s supposed to hurt,’ Mr Jensen said, ‘you’re being punished.’

Lorna managed to keep her hands away from her bottom, but couldn’t stop squirming as Mr Jensen continued to spank over her knickers.

After perhaps a minute, he paused.

‘Time to take these down, I think,’ he announced, beginning to peel Lorna’s white cotton knickers down.

‘Can I have a go spanking her first?’ Amelia asked.

Brad looked up at his girlfriend, who was standing close by with shining eyes.

‘Sure, if you’d like,’ he agreed.

He helped Lorna stand and Amelia took Brad’s place on the spanking chair.

Lorna’s skirt had fallen down again so Amelia lifted up and rubbed her hands over Lorna’s panties.

‘Quite warm already,’ she said, and then set about making Lorna’s buns warmer still.

She whacked at a quicker pace than Mr Jensen, and as her smaller hands couldn’t effectively cover both Lorna’s buttocks, she alternated from one buttock cheek to the other.

After another minute or so, Amelia paused as well.  By this time Lorna was crying, but her tears had no effect on the spankers.

‘Can I take her knickers down?’ she asked Brad.

‘Of course,’ he confirmed.

Amelia pulled Lorna’s panties over her bottom and let them fall to her ankles.

‘Nicely pink already,’ she enthused, rubbing her hands over Lorna’s cheeks.

‘Yes, she colours up beautifully,’ Brad agreed, sliding his own hand over Lorna’s backside.

Lorna felt a hand descend and slip between her legs. She automatically pressed them together, and heard Brad laugh.

‘Don’t be silly,’ he ordered her, ‘open your legs so we can get a look at your cunt.’

‘And her arse,’ Amelia put in enthusiastically, ‘Are you going to do her up the arse?’

‘We’ll see,’ Mr Jensen said cryptically, and Lorna felt his strong hands prise her legs apart as her knickers fell from her ankles to the floor.

Lorna felt fingers sliding into the lips of her cunt and shivered with embarrassment and excitement as her wetness was revealed, to the delight of her punishers.

‘What a beautiful cunt,’ Amelia exclaimed.,

‘And what gorgeous creaminess,’ Brad added, holding up his fingers glistening with Lorna’s juices.

‘Let me taste,’ Amelia begged, and Brad obediently lowered his fingers to her waiting mouth.  Amelia licked and sucked and pronounced it delicious.

‘Have you had your cunt eaten before?’ she demanded of Lorna, still squirming on her lap.

‘Well, yes, by my boyfriend,’ she replied in a small voice.

‘Didn’t know you had a boyfriend,’ Mr Jensen said in surprise. ‘What’s his number, I’ll ring him up and get him over here.’

‘We broke up,’ Lorna said.  She could hardly believe she was having this conversation bent half-naked over another girl’s knee and having just been finger-fucked by her former teacher.

Amelia ignored this.  ‘Only by guys, never girls?’ she persisted.

‘Yes,’ Lorna replied shortly.

‘Brad might want to have a go, but wait till I do it,’ Amelia boasted, ‘it’s sublime!  And I may let you have a go at eating me out too,’ she added.

Then she turned her attention back to spanking Lorna, walloping her naked cheeks with continued enthusiasm and bringing tears back to Lorna’s eyes.

Another minute or two of vigorous smacking and she paused to ask Brad if he wanted to take over.

He considered for a moment.  ‘No, I think that’s enough of a warmup.  Now for the punishment.’

Hearing those ominous words, Lorna felt her heartbeat race.  Amelia gave her one final burst of five or six spanks, then helped her to her feet.  As she stood up, her skirt dropped to cover her reddened buttocks, although only just.

‘Lift your skirt,’ Brad snapped.  ‘Tuck it in to the waistband, front and back.  We need to see that arse.’

‘And we want to admire that cunt, even though we aren’t going to attend to it just yet,’ Amelia put in, as she helped Lorna to tuck in her skirt.

The raised skirt gave Brad and Amelia a framed view of Lorna’s charms, front and rear, and Brad commented that he often had Amelia raise her skirt in a similar way.

‘Especially after he’s whipped me,’ Amelia added.

‘Actually, pin yours up too,’ Brad commanded her.  ‘You haven’t been whipped yet, but I would suspect that state of affairs won’t persist too much longer.’

‘Yes sir,’ Amelia curtsied sarcastically, but did make haste to pin up her skirt so her knickers were on show front and rear.

‘Now, Lorna, you are going to receive the punishment you deserved and so long delayed,’ Mr Jensen spoke with relish, holding the paddle and gently tapping his left hand with the business end of it.

Amelia interrupted before he could order Lorna to bend over.

‘Brad, since she’s earned double punishment now, why don’t you give her the spanking with the slipper she should have got in her gym wear, followed by the paddle in her full uniform.’

‘But I wasn’t in my gym wear,’ Lorna protested, ‘I’d left it at home, that’s why you were going to spank me.’

‘Quite right,’ Brad agreed, ‘but an excellent idea, nonetheless.  You’d have been in vest and pants I presume, so put those on.’

‘But I didn’t bring a vest,’ Lorna said miserably.

‘No problem,’ Amelia comforted her, ‘Come with me and we’ll fix you up.’

Mr Jensen bent down and picked up Lorna’s knickers which were lying on the floor.

‘You’ll need these,’ he advised, handing them to Lorna.  ‘At least, you will to start with,’ he added ominously.

Amelia led Lorna out and into what was clearly the bedroom shared by her and Brad.

Opening a drawer, she pulled out a white singlet that was indeed very similar to the school vest Lorna had worn at the age of 15.  Back then, she would often wear the tight cotton vest without a bra, but she had filled out somewhat since those days.

She took off her shirt and her skirt and was about to pull the singlet over her head when Amelia interrupted.

‘No bra,’ she said brusquely, ‘fiddling about under a vest to get at your tits will just make him cross.’

‘But what does he need to get at my tits for?’ Lorna asked bewilderedly.

Amelia rolled her eyes.  ‘What do you think?  You’re going to get a walloping, but then the reward is we’re going to fuck you within an inch of your life!  You wouldn’t want those darling titties to miss out on a good rogering!’

Lorna felt a tingle in her cunt at these words and without another word she unhooked her bra and dropped it with her other clothes.

Amelia grinned as she admired Lorna’s firm breasts and erect nipples.  Lorna pulled the vest on and then pulled her knickers back up.  She tucked the singlet into her knickers, which was the required dress code for girls at her school who had to do sport in their underwear because they’d forgotten their kit.

The two girls then went back to where Brad was waiting. He looked Lorna up and down with evident approval.

‘I see you remembered to tuck the vest in,’ he commented. ‘Now it’s time to untuck it!’

With that he pulled the vest out of her knickers, as he had done all those years before, and once again the action made her knickers pull up tight.

As he did before, his hands went to the waistband of her panties, as though he was about to pull them down.  She shivered involuntarily and he laughed.

‘Don’t worry,’ he said, ‘girls in gym class get whacked over their knickers.  Only the boys have their underpants taken down.’

‘I expect he gets a kick out of checking out their cocks,’ Amelia observed drily.

‘Don’t be cheeky,’ Brad admonished her, ‘Don’t forget the punishments you’re due.

‘Now, six years late Lorna, so well overdue. Bend over, young lady!’

Lorna obediently bent over and put her hands on her knees. Brad pulled up her vest.

‘Pull it up higher!’ Amelia begged, ‘I want to see her tits wobble when you whack her!’

Brad obediently pulled the singlet up further to uncover Lorna’s breasts.

‘Be nice to do this with the girls I have to whack at school,’ he mused, caressing Lorna’s nipples.  ‘But maybe the headmaster wouldn’t approve.’

‘Probably the headmaster doesn’t approve of you anyway,’ Amelia remarked tartly.  ‘How many girls a week do you spank?’

‘Not many,’ he replied, ‘and you know exactly how many anyway.  If I spank one at school, it means I spank you when I get home!’

‘That’s true,’ she agreed, ‘and is it also true that you always take the boys’ undies down and never the girls’?’

‘No, I don’t always take the boys’ down.  Now can I get on with whacking Lorna?’

‘What about the girls? Have you ever taken a girl’s knickers down to whack her?’

‘Yes, I did once.  I’d left the slipper at home so I was spanking this girl just with my hand.  I had her over my knee and I told her I’d have to pull her knickers down as it was just a hand spanking.’

‘I bet she had a cute arse and that was the real reason,’ Amelia said bitchily.

‘At school, as I always tell you, I spank because I need to enforce discipline. It’s not for fun.’

As he spoke, he tapped Lorna’s bottom gently with the slipper, moving into position to wallop her.

‘Don’t move or the stroke doesn’t count,’ he warned Lorna.

Then he drew the plimsoll back and lashed it hard into Lorna’s buttocks. She squealed involuntarily and rocked on her heels, but managed to hold her position.

He cracked the slipper for the second time and she squealed again.

‘I love the sound of it crashing into her arse,’ Amelia said happily.

‘Me too,’ Brad agreed.

The third smack seemed even harder to Lorna, and she almost lost her balance.

‘Last one,’ Brad told her as he drew his arm back for the fourth time.

He whacked into her arse, and this time she did lose her balance. She staggered forward a step and couldn’t stop herself letting go of her knees and clutching at her backside.

‘She moved!’ Amelia crowed, ‘it doesn’t count!’

‘Still one to go,’ Brad confirmed, ‘and you better not move this time.  As extra punishment, I’ll have to take your knickers down for this one.’

He peeled her panties down, revealing the rosy glow of well spanked buttocks. The four slipper strokes on top of the vigorous hand smacking had imparted colour and heat to her bottom.

‘How wet is her cunt?’ Amelia demanded to know.

Brad pushed Lorna back into a bending position.  Her panties, pulled down to her knees, stopped him being able to spread her legs wide, but he eased them as open as he could contrive and slid a finger into her cunt.

‘Nice and juicy,’ he confirmed, offering his finger coated in Lorna’s juices to Amelia to suck.

She accepted the finger and licked it clean.

‘Shall we fuck her after this smack, before you paddle her?’ she suggested.

‘Well, she’s got three holes and two tits to play with so I think we should fuck her before and after the paddling,’ Brad responded.

Lorna wondered if she had any say in who fucked her, or how, or when. She decided she didn’t. She’d agreed to get spanked and fucked and she was loving the passiveness of being told exactly what to do.

She had never been fucked up the arse, and Brad’s casual comment about her three holes suggested she may be going to lose her anal virginity. Even that made her more excited than fearful.

She gave a little shiver as she crouched, mind flooded with all these thoughts and waiting for the last crashing whack of the slipper across her arse.

She didn’t have to wait long. Two little taps, then a sharp pain as the slipper lashed into her. She managed to keep her position and after a moment contemplating her delightfully decorated buttocks Brad told her she could stand up.

As she did, she brought her legs together and her panties fell to the floor. She bent to pick them up, but her told her to leave them and step out of them. Her singlet was still pulled up to display her tits, which exhibited nipples standing proudly erect.

‘Time to have a good look at that sweet cunt of yours,’ he leered, ‘as well as those exquisite tits!’

‘Isn’t there something you have to do first?’ Lorna enquired sweetly.

He looked at her, puzzled. ‘What?’

‘Don’t you give Amelia a walloping if you have to spank a schoolgirl?’

A slow smile spread over Brad’s face.

‘Good point!’ he agreed gleefully.

‘Oh no,’ Amelia protested. ‘She’s not a real schoolgirl and it wasn’t a school punishment!’

‘Of course it was a school punishment,’ Brad insisted. ‘Just a few years delayed.  Bend over, Amelia!’

Amelia had conveniently pinned up her skirt to expose her knickers when she had dressed Lorna in the singlet, so Brad had no need to lift it.

As soon as Amelia bent over and took hold of her knees, he lined the slipper up on her panties and prepared to whack.

‘How many does she get?’ Lorna asked.

‘Four, same as you.’

‘But I got five,’ Lorna protested.

‘One was an extra, so she doesn’t get that as well.’

Brad ordered Amelia to spread her legs a little wider. He crashed the slipper with a satisfying thud across the centre of her buttocks and raised it to strike a second time.

Before he could do so, a voice sounded from the doorway.

‘Bringing your work home, son?’

Brad was in the act of walloping Amelia and the slipper smacked into her bottom before he could stop himself. Lorna stretched an arm across her bare breasts and a hand over her naked cunt.  Amelia jumped upright. None of them had heard him come in.

‘Dad!’ Brad exclaimed.

Lorna saw that the man was an older version of Brad.

‘Thought I’d just let myself in,’ Brad’s father responded complacently. ‘I see you’re giving Amelia a well deserved whacking.  The other girl is from school, is she?’

‘I wasn’t able to deal with her at school,’ Brad replied truthfully.

‘Well, don’t worry about covering yourself up,’ Brad’s father said to Lorna.  ‘I’ve been a teacher for thirty years and walloped more girls’ bottoms than you’ve had hot dinners.’

He looked more closely at Lorna.

‘Why aren’t you in your school uniform?’

Before she could reply, Brad said it was none of his father’s business.

‘Well, I’ll make it my business,’ he responded equably. ‘I need to talk to you about something, son, and don’t have time to waste.  Go and get your uniform back on girl, and come back here quick smart.’

For some reason, Lorna did as she was told, scuttling into the bedroom, hustling back into her uniform and returning to the lounge room. When she was back in the lounge room, Brad’s father was brandishing a three feet long cane.

‘I’m not arguing with you, son, I’m just telling you what’s going to happen. Are, here you are, girl.  Just bend over the table and lift your skirt.  Brad has been remiss in messing about with paddles and slippers.  What you need is six of the best with a proper cane.’

As though in a dream, without a thought of arguing, Lorna obediently bent over the table and lifted her skirt. It was so short that her knickers were on display just from bending over. Mr Jensen senior made no comment, just pulled down her knickers and let them fall to the floor. He told her to step out of them and part her legs. Then he tapped her bottom with the cane a few times.

‘I see it looks like my son has warmed you up with a few smacks with his silly American paddle,’ he observed.  ‘But now you’re going to feel proper corrective punishment.’

‘Actually, it was the slipper,’ Brad corrected him. ‘That was for forgetting her gym gear, which always gets four with the slipper.  She was about to get the paddle as well, for a different offence.’

‘Well, jolly lucky I came over,’ his father said complacently. ‘She can feel what a real school punishment is, and you can watch and learn, son.’

Lorna wondered what view they had of her cunt with her bending over the table with her knickers off and legs spread wide. She found out immediately.

‘I can see this naughty girl has become excited by this pussyfooting punishment you have been giving out,’ the older Mr Jensen said, and he actually tapped the lips of her pussy with the tip of the cane.  ‘I think a good caning should teach her that punishment is for discipline not for fun!’

With that he ripped the cane into her bare bottom, inflicting Lorna’s first ever cane stroke. For a moment there was no sensation, then the pain coursed through Lorna’s body.  She felt fingers on her bottom a few seconds later, tracing the mark the cane had made.

‘See how the cane bites into a girl’s bottom,’ Brad’s father announced.  ‘You really need to stop messing around with paddles and slippers, son. Use a proper instrument of punishment!’

She felt more fingers on her backside and realised Brad was also tracing the ridges the cane had produced.

‘I agree,’ Brad said, ‘it’s a fine sight and a nice feel.  But I do think the cane may be a bit extreme for regular punishment.’

‘Nonsense!  I doubt if there’s a girl in your whole school who wouldn’t be better if she had three or four cuts of the cane applied to her bare arse every week!  And that goes for the boys even more so!’

‘Perhaps you’re right,’ Brad agreed pacifically.

‘I caned a whole class once,’ his father continued.

‘Yes I know dad, you’ve told me,’ Brad replied.

‘Twenty eight students,’ his father persisted, taking no notice.  ‘Six strokes each, all on the bare. Thirteen boys, fifteen girls.  Took me an hour! But I had no trouble from that class for the rest of their time at school.’

He turned his attention back to Lorna.

‘How often have you caned this one?’

‘Never!’ Brad told him.

‘Exactly!  Just letting her off easy with the slipper and the paddle. You’ll see, after today, after six of the best with a proper cane, she’ll be a model student.’

‘Actually,’ Brad explained, ‘she’s never even been paddled or slippered before today. Not even spanked!’

‘More fool you,’ his father mocked. ‘I always made a point of giving every student in my classes a taste of the cane.’

‘You can’t, what if they do nothing wrong?’

‘Every single student does something wrong!  You just have to detect what it was.  The real goody two-shoes might get away with two strokes over the skirt or trousers, but I make sure every student is caned at least once a year.’

He focussed back on Lorna’s bottom. 

‘Five more strokes,’ he gloated, tapping her bottom with the cane as he measured his range.  ‘Watch and learn, Brad!’

He ripped the cane into Lorna’s bare arse for the second time, making her yelp.  He repeated the stroke a further four times at intervals of a few seconds.

When he had finished, she remained in position as ordered by him and he called his son over to admire the six parallel lines marking Lorna’s bottom.

Brad drew his fingers across the ridged cane cuts, pausing to dip a surreptitious finger into Lorna’s juicy cunt.  He had been expecting to bury his cock in there today, and it was certainly enticing, more so after the thrashing with the cane.

‘An excellent caning,’ he pronounced. ‘I doubt I could have done better myself!’

‘Pah,’ his father replied rudely.  ‘I doubt if you could deliver a single stroke of the cane properly. It’s an art, caning, not a mechanical process like swinging a paddle!  I should let you practice on Amelia.’

‘No thank you,’ Amelia interpolated pertly. ‘He practices enough on my bottom already.’

Lorna heard after a moment a click as a mobile phone took a picture.

‘I always keep a record of punishments I deliver,’ Brad’s father explained.

Then her told her to pull up her knickers and that she was free to go.  She looked around at Brad, who was standing by the wall looking amused, and Amelia, still with her skirt pinned up and panties on display.

‘Should I go then sir?’ Lorna asked Brad, just as though she was still a pupil in his class at school.

‘Well, yes, I think that’s best. You were supposed to get the paddle but now my father has caned you, that is punishment enough.’

‘Ok sir,’ she said as if in a dream, and started towards the door. Brad’s father smiled as she walked past him.

‘You’ll be able to show your friends at school tomorrow what a proper punishment looks like.  Those cane stripes will be with you for a few days,’ he told her, as she walked towards the front door like an automaton.

She left the house and walked home in a daze, before breaking down in helpless laughter as she got inside her front door.

Lorna thought she must have been in shock, which was how she explained to herself later that she had allowed a complete stranger to bare her bottom and lash her six times with a fearsome rattan school cane.

What a day! Spanked, slippered and caned! And so close to the first group sex encounter of her life. And a tantalising foretaste of lesbian sex. She unzipped her skirt and took it off, and pulled down her knickers.  Looking at her caned buttocks in the mirror she felt an insane pride and traced the ridges hacked into her arse with mounting excitement.

Well, she thought, when she had changed back into her school uniform, she hadn’t taken off the singlet that Amelia had lent her. She supposed she had better return it.

She still had Brad and Amelia’s address, maybe there was some unfinished business to take care of!
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