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    Bronte had been at a number of different schools, enjoying herself, causing plenty of trouble but achieving practically nothing in terms of education. 
 
    So as a last resort her parents decided to send her to a boarding school where they employed physical discipline.  The school prospectus explained that all teachers were encouraged to use appropriate discipline methods to assist students to work harder and behave within the rules. 
 
    Prefects too were allowed to use corporal punishment to address any shortfall in students’ behaviour.  The primary instruments of correction, the prospectus explained, were the paddle and the cane.  However, in appropriate circumstances other discipline strategies may be employed. 
 
    Bronte had taken everything any school had thrown at her in terms of punishments.  She had never been physically punished before, as all other schools had employed detentions, withdrawal of privileges, confinement to campus and other similar penalties, but she had no concern about it. 
 
    What she could never have guessed is that some teachers at the school found the discipline policy a source for additional services.  By promising to spare students from physical punishments, they exacted sexual favours.  
 
    This is the story of her time at the school.
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 Chapter 1:  Arriving at School 
 
    I can hardly believe I’ve been at this new school for only one single day!  So much has happened, nearly all of it good but a few horrid things too.  I’ll start with the horrid ones so you don’t have to wait in suspense! 
 
    Mum told me that this school uses the cane, and Dad was expecting me to get a whacking as he always thinks I’m naughty, but I didn’t expect it would be on my very first day! 
 
    All I did was run down a corridor, but a boy in a prefect’s blazer stopped me, asked me my name and told me to come to the prefect’s room after school at 4 o’clock.  When I got there, I found two boys and a girl waiting outside.  One of the boys asked what I had done. 
 
    “Nothing”, I said, “Just running down the corridor.” 
 
    “You’re lucky,” he replied, “That’s just two strokes.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re new, aren’t you?  I thought I hadn’t seen you before.  Two strokes of the cane.  Who caught you?” 
 
    I said I didn’t know, a tall boy with short blond hair. 
 
    “Sounds like Jennings,” he said, “Could be worse.  At least he hits straight.  You’ll have a couple of nice stripes tonight though.” 
 
    Before I could ask him anything else, the door opened and the boy who I found was Jennings beckoned me in. 
 
    “As you’re new, we’ll do you first,” he said, “Don’t want you waiting outside and worrying.” 
 
    There were six prefects in the room, three girls and the same number of boys.  They were all wearing the special prefect’s blazers.  Right in front of me was a rack on the wall with a dozen or more crook-handled canes lined up. 
 
    Jennings took off his blazer and hung it up.  Then he rolled up his sleeves.  Then he took me by the arm and led me to a wooden block in the middle of the room with rails attached to it.  Shoe- shaped patches were fixed to the floor and he made me put my feet on them. 
 
    “Running in the corridor, two strokes,” he said briefly, “Bend over and grip the rail.” 
 
    I was feeling quite stunned, and really without thinking I did what he said.  Because of where my feet were, my legs were about a foot apart, and gripping the rail meant my bottom was stuck up in the air.  Then I felt my skirt being lifted. 
 
    “These are not school knickers,” Jennings said, “You are supposed to be caned on your school knickers.  Since these aren’t school knickers, I can’t cane you over them.  They’ll have to come down.  Well, they can come down anyway.” 
 
    And before I could do or say anything, he pulled down my knickers!  He didn’t pull them right down, just sort of tucked them under my bottom.  Mum never told me they would be caning my bare naked bottom! 
 
    I heard a kind of rattling noise and realised he was getting a cane from the rack.  A few moments later there was a gentle tap on my bare bottom. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he ordered me, “If you move then that stroke doesn’t count.” 
 
    Then, just a moment later, I felt the most awful pain as the cane slashed into my poor naked bottom.  I let out an awful scream and it was all I could do to hold on to the rail and not fall to the floor. 
 
    “Let’s have a look,” I heard one of the girls say. 
 
    “Nice stripe,” the same voice continued, “I do like the way you get it evenly on both cheeks.” 
 
    Then I felt a finger on my bottom tracing the line which the cane had dug into my cheeks.  I flinched of course and started to wriggle.  I could see between my legs it was the girl who was touching me, and then she slapped my bottom and told me to keep still. 
 
    Then I saw her move away and Jennings tapped my bottom again with the cane.  I gripped the rail hard and managed to hold on when he whacked me again with a searing slash which made me yell with pain. 
 
    “Stay there,” he ordered quickly, and I kept my grip on the rail.  I saw the girl come up to me again and study where he had beaten me. 
 
    “Just as good as the first one,” she remarked, but at least this time she didn’t touch me. 
 
    ‘Anyone know if there’s a penalty for not wearing school knickers?’ Jennings asked.  It’s not like there was anything wrong with my knickers.  They were cute lacy hot pink.  I know I am supposed to wear those white cotton ones Mum packed but I never thought for a minute anyone would be looking. 
 
    ‘I think she should take them off, tie them on a string round her neck,’ said one of the girls. 
 
    ‘And we should roll up her skirt at the back and fasten it up so everyone can see her caned arse for the rest of the day,’ one of the boys added. 
 
    I was still bent over gripping the bar when all this was said.  When I tried to get up a girl had pushed me back down and held me there. 
 
    ‘What’s your name again?’ Jennings asked. 
 
    ‘Bronte Spenser’, I said. 
 
    ‘How old are you?’ 
 
    ’17.’ 
 
    ‘Well, Bronte Spenser, you can choose to wear your knickers round your neck and show your bare bottom for the rest of the day, or have two more strokes of the cane.  Your choice.’ 
 
    Well, what could I say?  I couldn’t walk around all day with my naked bottom on show. 
 
    ‘I’ll take two more with the cane.’ 
 
    ‘Say please,’ Jennings said, ‘ask me nicely to beat you.’ 
 
    I had no choice. 
 
    ‘Please beat me again Jennings,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Nicely spoken, Bronte Spenser.’ 
 
    And then I could see him through my legs, because I was still bent over with my bottom in the air.  He moved back to my side and I felt him tap my bottom with the cane again.  Then ‘Whack’, ‘Whack’, two more cracking strokes smashed down on my poor bottom. 
 
    ‘OK’, Jennings said, ‘just stay there a minute while we do the punishment book record.’ 
 
    I heard a click and realised someone was photographing my bum.   
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ I demanded. 
 
    ‘Have to take a picture for the punishment book,’ he casually replied.  ‘You can get up now.’ 
 
    At last I could straighten up and pull my knickers up over my painfully caned bottom cheeks. 
 
    As I did this, I saw Jennings connect a camera to a computer.  He sat down and quickly typed a few words and a few moments later a page was printed headed ‘Punishment Record.’ 
 
    It was an A4 sheet half of which was a colour picture of my caned bottom in close up and underneath it said:   
 
    Punished student: Bronte Spenser, 17. 
 
    Offence: running in corridor and incorrect uniform. 
 
    Penalty: 4 strokes of cane 
 
    Administered by: Stuart Jennings 
 
    Then there was space for signatures and a box saying ‘Comments’. 
 
    Jennings signed it and handed it to me.  ‘Sign here’, he told me.  I signed it in a kind of daze. 
 
    ‘Does this mean anyone can look at a picture of my bare bottom?’ I asked. 
 
    He laughed.  ‘Of course not.  It just goes in the punishment files.  It’s just so that if there is any complaint later we can show exactly what happened and what your bottom looked like after the punishment.’ 
 
    ‘What if I had been caned over my knickers?’ 
 
    ‘Oh well, you do have to pull them down for the photo.  No point in taking a picture of knickers.  Have to show whether there’s any damage.’ 
 
    He looked at me.  ‘Do you want to write a comment?’ 
 
    ‘Yes I do,’ I replied and wrote: ‘My first day at school – what a welcome!’ 
 
    He just laughed and passed the page to one of the girls.  ‘Now you have to thank me for the punishment,’ he said. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘You say, “thank you for beating me, Jennings,” or “thank you for disciplining me”, whatever you like.  Just be polite.’ 
 
    So I had to say, ‘Thank you for beating me, Jennings,’ while I had my hands under my skirt rubbing my bruised bottom. 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    ‘Tell you what, Bronte Spenser, we don’t normally let students watch the punishments, but if you like you can stay and watch the rest of them.  I see there are two boys and a girl on parade today.  It’ll give you a feel about the school.  Do you want to?’ 
 
    I found I did. 
 
    ‘Yes please,’ I said.  I can’t believe I was saying please to a boy who had just thrashed my bottom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2:  Watching the Canings 
 
    He went to the door and called in one of the boys.   
 
    ‘I’ll take this one,’ said one of the girl prefects, a tall girl with lovely long blond hair and an athletic look. 
 
    ‘Be my guest Carrie,’ Jennings said. 
 
    ‘So what have you done today Kendrick?’ Carrie asked the boy. 
 
    ‘Out of bounds,’ he replied. 
 
    ‘Six’, she announced succinctly, ‘Bend over and get ready.’ 
 
    The boy took his position where I had been beaten.  Without any prompting he took his trousers down and bent over to grip the rail.  I saw Carrie go to the rack of canes and carefully choose one.  Then she moved to Kendrick’s side and tapped the cane on his bottom. 
 
    ‘Count and ask for another,’ she ordered him. 
 
    Then she raised the cane and whacked hard down on his bottom.  I had never seen a caning before and I was amazed how the cane dug into his bottom and pushed him forward.  He had underpants on but I didn’t think they’d cushion much of the blow. 
 
    ‘One, thank you Carrie, may I have another one.’  She was actually making Kendrick ask to be thrashed!  Mind you, I suppose I had asked for the last two strokes as well. 
 
    She gave him five more hard stripes with her cane.  I had a really good view of each stroke whipping into his bottom and I can’t pretend that I didn’t enjoy watching.   
 
    Then when she’d finished she just said one word: ‘Photo.’ 
 
    Without being asked anything further the boy on the caning bar peeled down his underpants.  All the prefects approached closer and several commented on the cane marks.  Of course, because his underpants had covered his bottom they had not been visible till now. 
 
    One of the boys pointed to Kendrick’s left buttock. 
 
    ‘Nice spacing Carrie, but you’re still a bit heavy on the left side,’ he said. 
 
    I noticed that there were six distinct tram line marks across the boy’s buttocks but the marks were rather more pronounced on his left cheek. 
 
    ‘I need more practice,’ Carrie said as she photographed the bare bottom.  ‘Can I do the next two as well?’ 
 
    ‘You can do Pocock, if no-one else wants to, but I want to do Paula Withers,’ said a boy prefect. 
 
    As they talked, Kendrick was pulling up his underpants and trousers and Carrie was transferring the photo and printing the punishment report.  Carrie and Kendrick both signed without a word and he left the room. 
 
    Then the boy prefect who said he wanted to do Paula Withers called the girl into the room from the corridor.  I hadn’t really noticed her outside but now I saw she was quite short, about 5’3”, with short straight black hair.  She was slim and very pretty.  I would say she was probably the same age as me, so probably 17. 
 
    ‘What have you done, Paula?’ he asked her. 
 
    Instead of answering she just handed him a folded paper.  He opened it and quickly read it. 
 
    ‘What does it say, Matt?’ asked Carrie. 
 
    ‘It’s from Miss Peters.  Paula has been disrupting class by talking and passing notes.  She says she would normally give her the slipper but she has a strained shoulder so she asks that the prefects punish her.’ 
 
    ‘What do you think she deserves?’ Carrie enquired. 
 
    ‘I think six.’ 
 
    Paula spoke for the first time.  ‘Six of the cane is not fair.  I probably would only have got four with the slipper and the cane is much worse.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, it’s tough isn’t it? But Miss Williams asked us to choose the punishment and deliver it.  But we’ll be fair,’ continued Matt, ‘I say six but we can vote.  Anyone not in favour of six for Paula?’ 
 
    No hands went up. 
 
    ‘Six it is then,’ said Matt, ‘Get in position.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3:  Paula gets the Cane 
 
    Paula obviously knew the form and put her feet on the marks and bent over to grasp the rail.  She must have known that it was futile to argue.  I wondered if arguing attracted extra punishment. 
 
    When she was bent over, Matt slowly lifted her skirt and tucked the hem into her waistband.  She was wearing regulation white cotton school knickers. 
 
    ‘I tell you what,’ Matt said as he stared at her cute bottom stuck well up ready for the cane, ‘You can have four in or six out.  Your choice, Paula.’ 
 
    I didn’t know what he meant but Paula evidently did. 
 
    I hear her sigh and then she said, ‘Ok, I’ll take four in.’ 
 
    Matt beamed with pleasure, and then I saw why.  He slowly tucked Paula’s knickers into the crack of her bottom, pushing his fingers well in between her cheeks.  I am sure he loved the feeling of caressing her arse and of course when he had finished, even though she was wearing her knickers they provided no protection at all. 
 
    He went to fetch a cane and swished it a few times in the air.  Then he took position next to Paula.  It seemed to me that her knickers were still fully wedged between her cheeks but he slid his hand three or four times up and down her crack to make sure. 
 
    Then he whacked her with the first stroke.  Because her bottom was completely bare I could see the stripe marks appear immediately.   
 
    She obviously knew what to do.  ‘One, thank you Matt,’ she said, with hardly a tremor in her voice. 
 
    ‘Do you want another?’ 
 
    ‘Yes please Matt.’ 
 
    The second stroke hit her just below the first.  I noticed that Matt’s canings seemed to be more evenly applied that Carrie’s had been.  The swelling red lines on Paula’s bottom were very similar on both her cheeks. 
 
    She thanked Matt again and answered ‘Yes please,’ when he asked if she wanted another. 
 
    Matt whacked her twice more with the cane and each time I watched as the cane rippled into her bottom cheeks.  I realised mine would have looked just like that when Jennings lashed me.  I wanted to get a mirror so I could see if my bottom had the same ridged red lines as Paula’s. 
 
    After four strokes Matt asked ‘Do you want another one?’ again.  This time Paula said ‘No thank you Matt, I have had enough.  Thank you for disciplining me.’ 
 
    He slowly pulled her knickers out of her bum crack and peeled them down as everyone crowded round to see her bottom and its stripes, while he photographed it. 
 
    ‘See how even they are,’ one of the prefects remarked to Carrie. 
 
    ‘Yes, but it’s easier on the bare,’ she replied. 
 
    ‘Well, you should remember to ask if they want it in or out,’ he replied. 
 
    ‘I know,’ Carrie moaned, ‘I always forget.’ 
 
    After Paula had pulled up her knickers, unhitched her skirt, signed the register and left, the last student for punishment came in. 
 
    He was a small boy, probably only 13.  Carrie said that if no-one else wanted to do him she’d have another go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4:  Caned on the Thighs 
 
    Everyone seemed happy for her to wield the cane so she asked the boy what he was here for. 
 
    ‘Running in the corridor,’ he replied. 
 
    Carrie’s face fell. 
 
    ‘All right, two strokes, get in position.’ 
 
    Then Jennings said, ‘I don’t think that is all though, is it Pocock?’ 
 
    ‘And out of bounds,’ the boy mumbled. 
 
    Carrie brightened immediately. 
 
    ‘Another six,’ she said with relish, and then remembering, ‘eight out or six in, Pocock?’ 
 
    ‘Six in,’ said the boy shortly. 
 
    He stood on the mark and took down his trousers.  He was wearing Superman underpants.  All the prefects gave a shout of laughter. 
 
    ‘Well, well, well,’ said Carrie, ‘Uniform violation as well.  That’s another two, plus you don’t get the choice of in or out.  They will have to come off, I can’t cane over non-uniform underpants.’ 
 
    She peeled down his underpants like Jennings had pulled mine down, so they were wedged under his bottom but didn’t expose his penis.  Then she fetched a cane from the rack and lined it up on his bare bottom cheeks. 
 
    ‘Ten strokes,’ she said, licking her lips, ‘Count them, thank me and ask for another, Pocock, and don’t make any mistakes.’ 
 
    I think she really enjoyed that beating.  After every stroke, when Pocock had thanked her and asked for another, she paused and inspected his bottom where the cane had landed.  After the third lash, she even ran a finger along the line she had just made. 
 
    After six, when Pocock asked for another in a strangled voice almost sobbing, she looked around at her fellow prefects.   
 
    ‘Such a small bottom, there’s hardly room for more than six,’ she said, and I could see that his whole bottom was covered in double lines which were already purpling and showing edges of black. 
 
    ‘I’ll give him the choice,’ she continued, ‘Pocock, I can finish with four more on your bottom, or you can come back the same time tomorrow and have the other four then, or you can have the last four on the thighs, two front, two back.  Your choice.’ 
 
    I didn’t think Pocock would want any more on his battered bottom and I was right.  “Thighs please,’ he mumbled. 
 
    I think Carrie was pleased. 
 
    ‘OK, stand up.  I’ll do the front first.  Undies down to your knees, but you can use your hands to cover yourself.’ 
 
    It was fascinating to watch the boy straighten up, turn round to face the prefects, and pull his underpants further down while using one hand to cover his private parts.  When they were down he used both hands to cup over his groin. 
 
    Carrie looked at him and tapped the cane on the front of his thighs.  ‘Bit further down I think,’ she said, and tugged his underpants further down. 
 
    Then she put the cane between his legs and tapped from one inside thigh to the other. 
 
    ‘Wide as you can, Pocock.’ 
 
    The boy shifted his legs so they were as far apart as they could go with his trousers and underpants pulled down. 
 
    Then Carrie lashed him with the cane across his thighs just below where his hands protected his groin.  The boy doubled over with the pain and she rapped him quickly with the cane and ordered him to stand straight. 
 
    He managed to get upright again and mumble, ‘Seven thank you Carrie, please give me another.’ 
 
    She looked intently at where she had marked his thighs and lined up the cane just above it, even closer to his protecting hands.  I saw them tighten over his privates. 
 
    Then she whipped the cane again into his poor legs.  This time he managed to stay upright and gasp out his thanks. 
 
    ‘Turn around now then,’ Carrie ordered, and the boy shuffled around so his back faced us.  His bottom was a mass of red and purple. 
 
    ‘Bend over and legs apart,’ Carrie instructed.  It must have been awkward for the boy with his hands holding his groin to spread his legs and lean forward.  Of course, he couldn’t hold the rail so just had to lean a bit away from us and try to stay balanced. 
 
    Carrie tapped his thighs with the cane as she moved into position, then rapped the cane hard into his thighs just below the buttocks. 
 
    The boy managed to gasp out his thanks, then started to cry properly.  I wondered if that would cause any change in Carrie, but it didn’t.  She examined the new lines and then whipped the cane into his thighs for the last time. 
 
    Through his tears Pocock managed to say, ‘Ten, thank you Carrie, and thank you for beating me.’ 
 
    ‘My pleasure,’ Carrie replied and I am sure she meant it!  Then she photographed him front and back and entered the punishment record.  Pocock got dressed, signed the book and left. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5:  After the Canings 
 
    One of the girls asked me how I had enjoyed it.  ‘I didn’t like being caned, but I have to admit I did like watching others get it.’ I replied honestly. 
 
    ‘Glad to hear you being honest’ she said, ‘We have to do it for correction, but I’d be lying if I said we didn’t enjoy it, both using the cane and watching.  Four o’clock will almost always see all six of us here hoping there’ll be a punishment on’ 
 
    I asked her if this really happened every day. 
 
    ‘Well, there’s six hundred kids at the school so usually one or two has done enough to deserve a whacking.  Not usually four though so you were lucky today.’ 
 
    She saw me rubbing my bottom.  ‘Go back to your dorm,’ she said, ‘There’s a jar of cold cream in every dorm to soothe whipped bottoms.’ 
 
    I took her advice, after first thanking Jennings for letting me watch the caning session. 
 
    ‘My pleasure,’ he said, ‘We will probably be discussing in a moment whether your bum is even more spankable than Paula Withers’, so you’re welcome any time, especially with a note or a punishment card.’ 
 
    He told me that any teacher can give a note like Paula had, any prefect can just order a student to attend for punishment, and any house prefect can hand you a punishment card.  House prefects are not allowed to cane you, but if they give you a card you have to attend that day at 4 o’clock and the prefects give you three strokes. 
 
    ‘Three out or two in, actually,’ Jennings said with a smile, ‘if the prefect feels like giving you the choice.’ 
 
    So now I am lying on my bed in the dorm, with my skirt up and knickers down.  I’ve rubbed cold cream in and my bum doesn’t feel too bad, but I don’t feel like sitting just now! 
 
    I think I’ll find this school very interesting and I know I’ll try to stick to the rules.  I suppose it’s nice that the prefects think I have a spankable bottom, but I don’t want them to try it out any more! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6:  Third Day at School 
 
    Well it’s my third day here and my bottom is even sorer than after my first day! 
 
    One of the prefects, Jennings, gave me four strokes of the cane on my bare bottom on my first day.  Well, my second day I managed to survive without any punishment, but that all changed today. 
 
    I was in my French class and Mr Williams was writing something on the board and while he had his back to me I passed a note to Jilly, who was behind me.  I think Mr Williams has eyes in the back of his head.  He turned around and quietly said: ‘Jilly, please bring that up here.’ 
 
    It was just a stupid note saying ‘I wonder if One Direction are called “Un Direction” in France.’ 
 
    Jilly took it up to the front and Mr Williams didn’t even read it.  He just said ‘Who gave this to you?’  Jilly said ‘Don’t know sir.’ 
 
    Then he said: ‘I’ll help you remember.  Bend over the desk.’  Poor Jilly must have known what to do because straight away she bent over his desk facing away from us.  Mr Williams pulled his drawer open and took out a wooden paddle about a foot long.  He lifted Jilly’s skirt so we could all see her white knickers and lifted the paddle.   
 
    ‘Four with the paddle should jog your memory,’ he said. 
 
    Of course I couldn’t let her get spanked for something she hadn’t done.  Before he could smack her I jumped up. 
 
    ‘It was me sir,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Ah, our new girl Bronte.  Come up to the front.’ 
 
    I slowly walked out to the front.  Jilly was still bending over and I wondered why she hadn’t got up now I had confessed. 
 
    ‘I’ll deal with you in a minute,’ he said to me.  Then he smacked Jilly hard with the paddle on her bottom. 
 
    ‘But sir, it was me!’ I said.   
 
    ‘Don’t worry, Bronte, I’ll see to you in a minute’, he said. 
 
    He then smacked Jilly three more times with the paddle on her bottom.  The first spank seemed to go across both cheeks of her bottom, but he used just the tip of the paddle on the second, and seemed just to hit her left buttock. 
 
    Then he changed sides for the third, and used the tip again to smack just her right buttock, using his left hand.  The last stroke was across her whole bottom again with the full paddle. 
 
    After the four spanks, he said: ‘Let’s see if that has got your attention.’ 
 
    Jilly must have known what he meant because she peeled her knickers down so everyone could see her bare bottom where she had been punished.   
 
    You could see the outline of the paddle on each of her buttocks, where he had used the tip of the paddle to smack separately on each cheek.   
 
    Mr Williams picked up his phone and photographed her bottom, then synced the phone to his computer. 
 
    He just said ‘Ok’ and Jilly pulled her knickers up and stood up.  Mr Williams tapped a few words on the computer and the same sort of punishment record printed as the prefects had printed of my punishment.  It showed a photo of her bare bottom and the reason for the punishment, given as ‘lying’. 
 
    This seemed a bit harsh as all she had said was ‘Don’t know’, but I didn’t say anything.  I was already dreading what was to come as Jilly had got four strokes for doing nothing and I had actually done something naughty. 
 
    Mr Williams and Jilly signed the punishment sheet and he dropped it in a tray.  Then he said to her, ‘What do you think Bronte deserves?’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7:  Jilly Chooses Bronte’s Punishment 
 
    I was dreading what she would say, but she just mumbled ‘Don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t know again? We will have to see if we can encourage you to think harder.’ 
 
    ‘No sir,’ she squealed, ‘I mean she deserves a spanking sir.’ 
 
    ‘Ah, so now you are able to think.  What sort of spanking do you think she deserves?’ 
 
    ‘A paddling like I had sir.’ 
 
    ‘And how many strokes?’ 
 
    ‘Four like I had sir.’ 
 
    ‘But she was guilty and all you did was try to cover for her.  Do you think she should get the same as you?’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps she should get six sir.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I think so.  Get into position Bronte.’ 
 
    ‘But sir, I was caned only two days ago,’ I protested. 
 
    ‘On your first day at school?’  He seemed amused.  ‘Let’s see if the marks are still there.’ 
 
    He took me by the arm and bent me over his desk so I was facing away from the class.  I felt him lift my skirt and was glad I had regulation white knickers on. 
 
    ‘Yes, I see some cane marks.  Let’s have a proper look.’ 
 
    I felt him pull my knickers down and I squirmed as he touched my bottom, feeling if the marks were ridges as well as coloured stripes.  He slapped my bum with his hand and told me to stop wriggling. 
 
    ‘These marks have almost faded.  Who caned you?’ 
 
    I told him it was Jennings, one of the prefects. 
 
    ‘A proper caning should last three days not two.  He must have been going soft on you as it was your first day.  Did you used to get caned in your last school?’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘So he was just going easy then.  But if I find Jennings delivering any more soft punishments I shall give him a dozen to show him how a proper caning is delivered.  Now, Jilly, do you think Bronte should be punished with knickers up or down?’ 
 
    She looked like she may say ‘Don’t know sir,’ but just in time she said ‘Knickers up sir.’ 
 
    ‘But you see she has been caned.  Don’t you think it’s better for me to paddle her on the bare so I can avoid the cane stripes?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes sir, on the bare,’ said poor silly Jilly.  And so my poor bottom was to be beaten bare for the second time in three days.  If he’d been going to cane me maybe there would have a reason to bare me so he could avoid the previous cane marks, but the paddle would cover my whole bum and being knickerless would just make it more painful. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8:  Bronte gets the Paddle 
 
    ‘You heard Jilly,’ said Mr Williams, ‘Pull your knickers down and step out of them.  I shall need your legs properly apart for the paddle.’ 
 
    I had no choice.  I had to pull my knickers right off and spread my legs apart.  I felt everyone in the class would be looking right up my pussy and anus.  Then I felt Mr Williams put his hands between my legs and ease them wider apart.  He touched the lips of my pussy and I know he felt where I was starting to get wet.  Then he leant over and spoke softly so only I could hear. 
 
    ‘Nice little wet cunt.  I’ll see you after class about that.’ 
 
    Then with the paddle in his right hand he smacked my left buttock twice really hard.  Then he moved to my other side and transferred the paddle to his left hand and whacked my other bum cheek twice.  I yelped with the pain and gripped the table hard so I didn’t spring up. 
 
    Then he told me to stick my bottom higher and gave me the final two smacks, one on each buttock.  I was almost crying by the time I was allowed to pick up my knickers and put them back on. 
 
    ‘As this is the last class of the day you don’t have anywhere to go when we finish,’ he told me as I adjusted my skirt over my painfully thrashed bottom.  ‘So stay behind here and I’ll explain something to you.’ 
 
    I wondered what it could be, but I didn’t have long to wait. 
 
    When class finished all the kids shot off as quickly as they could except for me.  Mr Williams called me over to his desk and looked at me carefully.  I saw his gaze go up and down my body and felt my nipples harden under his stare. 
 
    ‘Now, do you know what ‘Extra Tuition’ is in this school?’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘Well, it’s a way to get you exempt from most beatings.  You will be given a badge to wear on your blazer so everyone knows you’re in the program and you are to be punished only with the permission of your mentor.’ 
 
    ‘What does the mentor do sir?’ 
 
    ‘I would be your mentor and I would instruct you in practical sex education.’ 
 
    ‘What does that mean, sir?’ 
 
    ‘Well, your body would be available to me for my pleasure and your education.  I would show you virtually everything about sex, except no vaginal intercourse.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean, sir?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I won’t fuck you in the cunt.  Have you ever been fucked in the cunt?’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll finger your cunt, fuck your mouth and your arse and use your tits and any other part of your body, but I won’t put my cock in your cunt.’ 
 
    ‘Why sir?’ 
 
    ‘Well I don’t use condoms.  I like to squirt my seed in you and over you.  But I have a rule not to breed girls under 18 while they are at school.  So I will be limited to fucking your arse and mouth.  Believe me, that will be pleasure enough.’ 
 
    I twisted my hands.  I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    ‘And if you do this I won’t get caned and beaten anymore?’ 
 
    ‘You will be corrected if necessary, but only with my permission.’ 
 
    He looked at me up and down. 
 
    ‘Have you had a cock in your mouth before?’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve seen your cunt and I like it.  But I will need to see if you can suck cock before I let you receive the privilege of Extra Tuition.  I will want to test your tits as well.’ 
 
    He made me undo my blouse and unclip my bra. Then he fondled my tits and squeezed my nipples.  I couldn’t stop them getting hard as he fondled them and he said how he was pleased to see that I was reacting properly. 
 
    ‘Now I’ll see if your cunt is creaming up nicely.’ 
 
    He made me bend over and he put his hand up my skirt and into my knickers and straight into my cunt.  I could feel it was wet and juicy and he had what felt like three fingers sliding in and out. 
 
    ‘Very nice,’ he said. 
 
    Then he took his hand out of my cunt and told me to kneel down.  He put his fingers next to my mouth and told me to lick them.   
 
    ‘Have you tasted your juices before?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘Sometimes I will have you masturbate while I watch, and lick your fingers after you cum.  But now I want to see how you suck cock.’ 
 
    He told me to kneel down and unzip his trousers.  Then he told me to take his cock out.  It was quite heavy and seemed to be throbbing slightly. 
 
    ‘Open your mouth.’ 
 
    I did as he told me and he pushed his cock between my lips.  I felt it swell as I took it in my mouth and I tried not to gag. 
 
    ‘Just take it easy,’ Mr Williams said, as he held my head between his hands.  ‘I am going to fuck your mouth today.  Sometimes you’ll have to do the work and suck me slowly.  Today I’m just fucking you.’ 
 
    He continued to hold my head between his fingers as he thrust his cock into my mouth and down my throat. 
 
    He squirted into my mouth and if he hadn’t been holding my head I think I’d have pulled away.   
 
    After he finished pulsing his cum into my mouth he pulled his cock out and slapped me hard across the face. 
 
    I squealed. 
 
    ‘You hit me!’ I protested.   
 
    ‘I could feel you trying to pull your mouth away from my cock.’ He replied, as if explaining a simple proposition.  ‘If you resist anything I do to you, you will be punished.  Do you understand?’ 
 
    I wasn’t sure I was going to like Extra Tuition! 
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I meekly replied. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9:  Mr Williams Explains the Rules 
 
    The following morning I was told by another student that Mr Williams wanted to see me in room 4A.  I asked permission from my class teacher and she said I could go, so I went to see him. 
 
    He was sitting behind a desk, but didn’t tell me to sit down so I remained standing.  He said he was going to explain the rules of Extra Tuition to me. 
 
    ‘I will normally want to use you once during the week and once at the weekend.  At the weekend I may allow two or three of my friends to use you as well.  They also will not be allowed to fuck you in the cunt but they can do anything else they wish with you.’ 
 
    ‘Not beat me though sir?’ 
 
    ‘Well if anyone wants to spank you by hand I won’t object, but they will not be allowed to use a cane or anything like a belt.’ 
 
    I was given a small badge with the letters ET to wear on my blazer. 
 
    ‘What’s this for sir?’ 
 
    ‘It tells everyone that you’re an ET student, where I am in charge of your welfare.’ 
 
    ‘So that’s the sign that I won’t be beaten sir?’ 
 
    ‘It means that if you break the rules your conduct must be reported to me.  No-one is able to punish you unless I agree.’ 
 
    That seemed as good as I was going to get, and after the cane from Jennings and the paddle from Mr Williams I would do a lot, even suck cock, rather than get another whacking. 
 
    I left Mr Williams and went back to my classes.  In fact I had a free period and I was strolling down the corridor when I bumped into Jennings.  I saw him look with surprise at my new ET badge. 
 
    ‘Where did you get that from?’ 
 
    I looked triumphant.  ‘Mr Williams gave it me, and you won’t be able to cane me anymore!’ 
 
    ‘We’ll see about that,’ Jennings said, ‘I know you’ve been told that ET students don’t get beaten, but it’s not true.  All that happens is you have to get a permission slip, but it’s quite rare if it’s refused.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t believe you.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll prove it.’ 
 
    He pulled a slip of paper from his pocket and wrote quickly on it and handed it to me. 
 
    It was headed ‘Permission for Punishment’. Under ‘offence’ he had written ‘backchat to prefect’ and under ‘Recommended Punishment’ he had put ‘2 strokes of the cane.’ 
 
    ‘Take that to Mr Williams and I’ll see you at the prefects’ room at 4 o’clock.’ 
 
    I ran off to see Mr Williams, confident that on my first day as an ET student he wouldn’t have me punished, especially for such a trivial thing. 
 
    I handed him the slip and he read it, then asked me what I’d done. 
 
    ‘I told Jennings I didn’t believe him when he said he could have me beaten even though I’m in ET’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry Bronte but I can’t have slack discipline.’ 
 
    Then he wrote on the slip and handed it to me.  I was so shocked I read it aloud. 
 
    ‘Approved, and Jennings you’d better tuck her knickers in and beat her harder than last time or I will thrash you.’ 
 
    I stared at him and began ‘But sir.’ 
 
    He just said ‘Don’t argue with me or I’ll double it.  And I want you for ET on Sunday afternoon.  Here’s the address.’  
 
    He gave me a piece of paper which said ‘2pm, 15 Moss Grove, school uniform.’  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10:  Jennings canes Bronte again 
 
    I didn’t see Jennings for the rest of the day but I made sure I was at the prefects’ room at 4pm.  I was the only one there for punishment.  When they opened the door one of the prefects waved me in and Jennings was sitting in an armchair.  He beckoned to me and without a word held his hand out for the permission slip.  He read it and laughed, then handed it to a girl standing near him. 
 
    ‘I always think I cane nice and hard,’ he said, ‘but it looks like I’ll have to put a bit more effort in.’ 
 
    He looked at me and got to his feet. 
 
    ‘Take your position, Bronte,’ he ordered. 
 
    I put my feet on the positions marked on the floor and bent over to grip the rail.  Jennings lifted my skirt to expose my knickers. 
 
    ‘Mr Williams has told me to tuck them in, but I can only do that if you agree and I give you a discount.  As you’re only getting two strokes I’d have to offer you 50% discount for tucked in.  I don’t think I want to do that.’ 
 
    Then the girl he’d passed the note to said ‘She’s not wearing regulation knickers – the name tag is not visible.’ 
 
    ‘It’s on the inside,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Well it’s supposed to be on the outside,’ Jennings said, ‘Breach of uniform regulations means two extra strokes and as your knickers are not regulation they’ll have to come down, not get tucked in.’ 
 
    Before I could say anything he pulled my knickers down to below my bottom.  I felt his hand on my bottom as he felt where I had been beaten by Mr Williams with the paddle. 
 
    ‘Definitely a most spankable bottom,’ he said. 
 
    I saw him go to the cane cupboard and select a cane, swishing it through the air. 
 
    He came back to my side. 
 
    ‘Four strokes on the bare,’ he remarked, still swishing the cane.  ‘I’d better make sure they all count.’ 
 
    I saw him out of the corner of my eye take off his blazer and roll up his shirt sleeves. 
 
    Then he tapped my bottom with the cane as he lined up his position. 
 
    ‘Count out loud please Bronte,’ he ordered, before he drew back his arm and slashed down the cane over my naked buttocks. 
 
    ‘One’, I managed to squeak as I felt the pain burn through. 
 
    He waited.  ‘Aren’t you going to ask?’ he finally said. 
 
    ‘Please give me another,’ I muttered. 
 
    ‘That’s better.’ 
 
    He crashed the cane down again and this time I managed to count and ask for another more quickly. 
 
    ‘That’s the first two,’ he said, ‘let’s have a good look.’ 
 
    As well as looking he ran his hands over my bare bottom, before saying that he thought Mr Williams would be happy with those strokes. 
 
    ‘Let me see,’ said the girl prefect he had passed the note to.  ‘Nice strokes,’ she said as she traced the ridge with a finger, ‘Can I give her the last two?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Jennings replied, ‘If you don’t beat her hard enough I’ll get a thrashing from Williams.  Can’t take the risk, sorry Kim.’ 
 
    Then he tapped my bottom with the cane again and whacked me hard for the third time.  Again I managed to count and ask for another. 
 
    ‘I think I’ll take a bit of a run up for the last one,’ Jennings said, ‘I saw it in a film and I wondered if it’s hard to do.’ 
 
    ‘Might be hard to get the cane hitting square on her arse,’ Kim said. 
 
    ‘Yes, but if I don’t try, I’ll never know.’ 
 
     I saw from the corner of my eye him backing up and then he ran five or six paces and slashed my bottom with even more power.  I screamed with the pain. 
 
    ‘I think it works!’ Jennings said. 
 
    He did the punishment book and I signed it. Then I went to lie down and rub cold cream into my poor arse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11:  First Appointment for Extra Tuition 
 
    The weekend was my first appointment for ET, so I went to the address Mr Williams had specified, which was only a short walk from school.  I knocked on the door and Mr Williams opened it. 
 
    ‘Come in,’ he said, and stepped aside so I could enter straight into the living room.  There were three other men there, none of whom I recognised. 
 
    ‘I don’t need to introduce you,’ Mr Williams said, ‘While you’re here your mouth is for fucking not talking.’ 
 
    One of them came over to me and held me by the chin.  He looked about 25, blonde hair and very good looking. 
 
    ‘I think this one might be the cutest one you’ve had,’ he said to Mr Williams, ‘Can I have a good look at her?’ 
 
    ‘Sure, that’s what she’s here for.’ 
 
    While still holding my chin he put his other hand under my school skirt and over the front of my knickers. 
 
    I yelped in surprise. 
 
    He slapped my face. 
 
    ‘Didn’t you just tell her she’s not to talk?’ 
 
    ‘We can fix that,’ said another of the men, and he took both my arms and held them behind my back. 
 
    ‘Take her knickers off, James,’ he said, and the one holding my chin, who was obviously called James, lifted my skirt and started peeling my knickers down. 
 
    ‘Nice cunt,’ he said as he exposed my pubes, ‘but that hair will have to go.’ 
 
    My knickers fell to the ground and he ordered me to step out of them.  Then he bent down and picked them up.  He smelt them and said, ‘Sweet’, then he balled them up and stuffed them straight into my mouth! 
 
    He laughed as I stared at him in horror.   
 
    ‘That’ll keep you quiet,’ he said, ‘We’ll take it out when we want your mouth for another purpose.  In the meantime I think I’d like to have a look all over.’ 
 
    ‘Put her on the table,’ someone said. 
 
    ‘Good idea,’ said another. 
 
    They picked me up and put me on the table and lifted my skirt out of the way. 
 
    ‘Someone get a razor,’ said James. 
 
    He opened my legs and slipped a finger into my cunt.  ‘Pity we aren’t allowed to fuck her in the cunt,’ he remarked as he probed me, ‘she’s lovely and wet.  Still, I love to suck cunt as well, once it’s nice and hairless.’ 
 
    Someone handed him a bowl and he smeared my pussy with warm soapy froth and started shaving me.  At the same time, with one man holding my hands and Mr Williams holding my legs, the fourth man opened my blouse, pulled my breasts out of my bra and started squeezing my nipples. 
 
    ‘Nice tits,’ he said as my nipples hardened despite myself.  ‘I’m going to enjoy using them.’ 
 
    With Mr Williams holding my legs wide, James finished shaving me. 
 
    ‘Now that is a lovely cunt,’ he said, and asked Mr Williams if he’d used it at all. 
 
    ‘No,’ he replied, ‘I’ve only had her once and just used her mouth.  I’ve slipped a finger in of course and I agree with you how nice and juicy she is.  Only use a single finger though, and careful not to break her maidenhead.  One day we will want to fuck her there and it’s one of the pleasures of screwing virgins to force through that tight passage and feel the blood flow as she’s deflowered.’ 
 
    ‘Did you do the last one?’ asked one of the men. 
 
    ‘No’, Mr Williams replied, ‘we had a ballot and Barney won.  I fucked her after Barney of course.  Sloppy seconds, eh Barney?’ 
 
    The man playing with my breasts laughed.  He must be Barney.  ‘Nothing wrong with that,’ he said.  ‘She was well lubricated when you pushed your cock in, sweat, juice, blood, cum, you name it.’ 
 
    Mr Williams laughed as well.  ‘I left my cum in her too.  She must have been well soaking when the next bloke had her.  Was that you James?’ 
 
    James took his finger out of me and sucked it.  ‘Very nice,’ he said, ‘Yes that was me next.  It was like pushing your dick in a warm bath by that time, only a bit stickier of course.’ 
 
    I couldn’t believe I was lying on a table, with one of my teachers holding my legs open while one of his friends dipped his finger in my cunt, another played with my tits and yet another held my hands to stop me struggling.  And I had to listen to them talking about raping another poor girl, I supposed an Extra Tuition girl like me. 
 
    The one holding my hands said, ‘Put her on her hands and knees, let’s have a look at her arse.  At least we’re allowed to use that.’ 
 
    ‘You can use her cunt as well,’ James said patiently, ‘Just don’t put your dick in it.  Nothing wrong with finger fucking and cunnilingus.  However, I agree with Phil.  Turn her over.’ 
 
    It must have been Phil holding my hands.  He and Mr Williams lifted me up and turned me over so was lying on my tummy on the table.  Then they adjusted me so I was on all fours with my tits out of my bra and dangling down, nipples still erect. 
 
    Someone lifted my skirt at the back.  ‘Wow,’ said James, ‘She’s had a beating or two.  I thought she was an ET girl and they don’t get beaten?’ 
 
    Mr Williams laughed.  ‘That’s what she thought too.  But I had to let a prefect give her two with the cane for backchat.’   
 
    I felt fingers on my bottom.  ‘I reckon that’s four strokes,’ James said.   
 
    I felt more hands on my bum.  ‘You’re right,’ said Mr Williams, ‘That cunning bugger Jennings must have found a way to double it.  I must say, it’s hard to stop at two.’ 
 
    ‘I agree,’ one of the others said.  ‘When I’ve got a cane in my hand I don’t think I’ve ever given less than four.  Hardly seems worth the bother unless you can give them something to remember.’ 
 
    ‘You can still see where I gave her six with the paddle too,’ Mr Williams remarked, patting my bottom where the marks were as he spoke. 
 
    ‘But you say we’re not allowed to punish her?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I don’t have a problem with an occasional slap, like James gave her, or a few smacks on her bottom by hand.  But she’s here for ET and shouldn’t get punished unless she really deserves it.’ 
 
    They started joking about what would merit punishment. 
 
    ‘Not swallowing.’ 
 
    ‘Crossed legs.’ 
 
    ‘Wearing knickers.’ 
 
    ‘Not wearing knickers.’ 
 
    ‘Having a hairy cunt.’ 
 
    ‘Hairy armpits.’ 
 
    ‘Hair anywhere except on her head.’ 
 
    ‘Talking.’ 
 
    Mr Williams smiled.  ‘Looks like we’ll find plenty of ways to punish her if we feel like it.’ 
 
    ‘While she’s like this, I think I’ll have her mouth,’ James said.  He pulled my knickers out from my mouth and unzipped his trousers.  His cock was not hard but it was thick and filled my mouth as he thrust it in. 
 
    ‘Suck’, he ordered. 
 
    I obediently started to suck his cock and felt it swell in my mouth. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12:  Used 
 
    I was on all fours on the table, tits hanging down and with James’s cock in my mouth.  There were three other men present.  One was holding me by the buttocks as he pushed his thumb into my anus, another was caressing my breasts and squeezing my nipples, while the third was watching me suck James’s prick.  This was my teacher, Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘Hold her head,’ he told James, who then took hold of my head on each side.  ‘Now you can thrust down hard or just fuck her mouth slowly.  Don’t forget, when I used her mouth a few days ago it was the first blowjob she’d ever given.  She needs training.’ 
 
    I could feel my eyes watering with the strain of James’s prick filling my mouth and throat.  Then he started to move faster and groaned as he thrust. 
 
    ‘I’m coming,’ he moaned, and gripped the sides of my head harder.  Then I felt hard pulses in my mouth and realised he was spurting his sperm in my throat. 
 
    He gasped as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and so did I.  My mouth seemed full of spunk and Mr Williams ordered me to open my mouth wide so he could look.  Then he took hold of my body around my chest and ordered me to dribble the sperm onto my hands.  I did as he ordered and found my cupped hands holding what seemed like spoonfuls of white spunk. 
 
    ‘Bloody hell James,’ one of the men said, ‘When was the last time you emptied your nuts?’ 
 
    James laughed and said it had been a while.  
 
    ‘Do you want her to drink it or rub it into her face or tits?’ Mr Williams asked, who was now holding me up by his hands under my breasts. 
 
    James considered a moment.  ‘She can swallow it,’ he said, ‘then I might wash it down by pissing in her mouth.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not fucking pissing on her till I’ve had a fuck,’ one of the others said, ‘I’m buggered if I want to fuck a girl covered in your piss.’ 
 
    “OK, OK,’ James said, ‘I can hold my piss.  It is ok to piss on her though isn’t it?’ This last seemed to be aimed at Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘Sure, why not?’ Mr Williams said.  Then he ordered me to suck and swallow the cum I was holding in my hands.  It was salty and globby but somehow I managed to swallow it without gagging. 
 
    James then wiped his prick on my face as Mr Williams held me up.  ‘Anyone else want her now?’ Mr Williams asked. 
 
    ‘I’m just giving her arse a good feel,’ said the man who had his thumb in my anus.  ‘I think it seems too tight to fuck.  Have you buggered her yet?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never even had a finger up her arse yet,’ Mr Williams answered.  My hands were licked free of cum now, so Mr Williams told me to hold myself up and he let go of my tits.  He moved back so he could see where the man was spreading my buttocks and fingering my arsehole. 
 
    ‘Well Phil, she certainly looks good and tight,’ he said.  So this one is Phil, I thought. 
 
    ‘Tight is good,’ Phil said, ‘but no so tight you can’t get in there, or you tear her and make her bleed.  That could lead to awkward questions.’ 
 
    ‘Let me feel,’ Mr Williams said.  I felt Phil’s thumb come out of my bottom and it was replaced by another, presumably Mr Williams’. 
 
    ‘Certainly never get that fat cock of James’s in here,’ he said with a laugh as he reamed my arse with a finger or thumb.  ‘Better stretch her with the good old butt plug.’ 
 
    ‘Good plan,’ Phil said, ‘I’ll get one.’ 
 
    I saw him go across to a cupboard and come back with a little box which he brought and opened in front of me. 
 
    ‘I know you’ve never had a plug up your arse,’ he said, ‘because I can feel how virgin it is.  So I thought I’d show you what we’re going to do.’ 
 
    Out of the box he picked up a black rubber device shaped a bit like a rocket.  It was about four inches long and an inch wide at its widest point. 
 
    ‘We need you to take a decent sized cock into your arse.  Cocks are different to dildos and you can take a bigger cock than a rubber bung.  But we use this to train you so you stretch and get ready for the pricks.’ 
 
    He must have seen the horror in my face, although I knew better than to speak. 
 
    ‘We don’t start with this size.  This will be your starter.’  He picked up another device, much thinner and about three inches long.  ‘You’ll have this for two or three days and then a thicker one for a few days.  In two weeks we’ll have the full size one in you and then your arse will be open for business.’ 
 
    ‘Well said Phil,’ Mr Williams said. 
 
    ‘Glad you like it,’ he replied, ‘because it’ll be your job to insert it in her every morning before school and take it out at the end of the school day.’ 
 
    Mr Williams looked a bit taken aback but he rallied quickly. 
 
    ‘I think that’s a good idea.  She can shit in the morning which will open her a bit, come to my office before school, get the plug up her, which incidentally will give me a pleasurable feel of her cunt and arse every morning, then every time I see her during the day I’ll know I’m the only one in school who knows what’s in her knickers.  Then at the end of the day she comes back to my office, I take the plug out and may use her mouth or arse for a sundowner.’ 
 
    I just looked at the rubber plug and thought about having it stuffed up my arse every day for two whole weeks.  I got a bit squirmy thinking about it and suddenly felt a finger enter my cunt.  Mr Williams, James and Phil were in front of me with the box of butt plugs, so I knew it must be Barney.  He shrieked with excitement. 
 
    ‘She’s going to be a fabulous fuck, this one,’ he exclaimed, ‘She’s as wet as the fucking Mediterranean!  I saw her trembling while you showed her the plugs and when I felt her cunt she’s creaming herself.  As soon as we can get into her arse I think she’s going to love it.’ 
 
    Mr Williams took my chin in his left hand, even as I felt Barney push a second finger into my cunt.  Mr Williams then slapped my face with his right hand.  ‘Just remember, you’re only here to give us pleasure.  There are just three weeks till your birthday, when you open your cunt to us.  Those three weeks will be for us to use your mouth, tits, arse and the rest of you.  Don’t try to get smart.’ 
 
    He slapped me once more, and I couldn’t stop myself crying. 
 
    ‘Chill out man,’ James said, ‘it’s ok if she gets a little pleasure.  I like to fuck a girl who fucks me back.’ 
 
    Mr Williams laughed.  ‘You’re right.  I guess I just need a fuck myself.  Looks like her arse is out of bounds for the moment, so I’ll have her mouth too.  Get down from there and get on your knees.’ 
 
    This was obviously meant for me so I scrambled down from the table and knelt before Mr Williams.  
 
    ‘Take my cock out and suck and mouth fuck it,’ he instructed.  ‘I want to spurt onto your face and tits so you can use your hands as well as your mouth.  I feel like cumming now so do it quick.  Normally ET girls don’t get beaten but if you don’t do me quick I’ll whip you.’ 
 
    I quickly unzipped his trousers and pulled out his semi-erect cock.  I had some work to do if I was to save my arse from yet another beating, but I’d made him cum once before and I knew I could do it again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13:  Plugged and Pissed On 
 
    I thought I would only have a few minutes to save myself a thrashing by getting Mr Williams to climax.  I massaged his balls gently with my fingers as I licked the tip of his cock, then I slowly sucked it in and out of my mouth, feeling his foreskin peel back as his prick expanded and hardened.  I began to love the power I had over a prick, even though I was still scared of the punishment I might be getting.  Mr Williams took hold of my head but didn’t try to force me to do anything.  He seemed to trust that I would do a good job and he was right. 
 
    Within just a couple of minutes his cock was pulsating in my mouth and I knew he was about to shoot his load.  He had said he wanted to spunk over me so I pulled his cock from my mouth and stroked it with my hands as he spurted cum into my face. 
 
    He moaned with pleasure as he spunked and although I closed my eyes to stop getting them full of hot sperm, I felt it pump out all over my face. 
 
    ‘Sometimes I think spunking into a girl’s face is even better than cumming in her mouth,’ said Mr Williams as he casually wiped his cock clean with my hair.  “Look at that sexy spunk just spattered on her.’ 
 
    ‘I think you’re right’ said Phil, ‘Tell her to leave the spunk there and I’ll add mine to it.  Bukake galore!’ 
 
    I saw that he had his prick out and was wanking with it.  It was already hard and I was not surprised when after only a few seconds he spurted more cum straight into my face. 
 
    ‘Keep your mouth open,’ he ordered, as he splashed the salty white globules into my eyes, nose and mouth.  ‘Don’t touch it,’ he added as saw my hands move towards my face. 
 
    I must have had sperm clinging to and dripping down my face, and from the edge of my eyes I could see it of course. 
 
    ‘I do like to see cum dripping off a girl,’ Phil said, ‘and I like washing it off with piss as well.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t piss on her yet,’ I heard Barney say, ‘I can’t have her arse yet so I’ll fuck her head as well.’ 
 
    His cock was already out and without a pause he took my head between his hands and pushed his prick into my mouth.  I started to suck as he thrust into me, but then he paused and told me to stay still. 
 
    ‘I just thought of something,’ he said.  ‘While she’s sucking me, can one of you shove the butt plug in her?  We’ll see if that livens her up at all.’ 
 
    ‘Good idea,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘I’ll be doing it every day from tomorrow so I may as well practice now.’ 
 
    As I started sucking again I saw from the corner of my eye Mr Williams go over to the box of plugs.  Then he kneeled behind me and ordered me to spread my legs wider.  I shuffled my knees apart and heard him spit.  I assumed he was spitting on the butt plug to give a little lubrication.  I must have been right because I then heard Phil say: 
 
    ‘You don’t need to do that.  She’s as wet as a river in her cunt.  Just dip it in there and it’ll slide into her arse like Teflon.’ 
 
    ‘OK, but only an inch or so into her cunt, I don’t want to break that precious maidenhead,’ Mr Williams replied. 
 
    Then, as Barney fucked my face, I felt the plug slide smoothly into my cunt.  I writhed and saw Barney smile with pleasure as my wriggling added spice to his face fuck.  Then Mr Williams pulled the plug from my cunt and slowly pushed it into my arse.  This made me wriggle even more and Barney laughed as he thrust harder down my throat. 
 
    A few moments later his whole body started to tremble and I realised that he was about to ejaculate.  I wasn’t sure if he was going to cum in my mouth or spurt over my face, but I wasn’t left in suspense for long.  His grip on my head tightened as he took hold of my ears and I felt him push his cock deeper down my throat as he spurted cum. 
 
    He pulled his cock from my mouth and casually wiped it on my shirt.  I felt the cum still in my mouth and didn’t know if I should swallow it or dribble it on my hands like when James used my mouth.  I looked at Mr Williams and he guessed what I meant. 
 
    ‘You want her to swallow, Barney?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    I gulped down the salty cum. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ Phil remarked, ‘It’s raining.’ 
 
    ‘So what?’ 
 
    ‘So, we can piss on her with her clothes on, send her out to walk home in the rain and she won’t have to explain why she’s so wet.’ 
 
    ‘But I was going to strip her naked to piss on her.’ 
 
    They argued about whether they preferred me clothed or naked for their pissing games.  James and Mr Williams wanted me to strip, Phil and Barney said they liked pissing on clothes, provided my tits and cunt were bare.  I was wearing my school shirt and skirt and still had my bra on, though my tits were out.  My knickers were on the floor of course. 
 
    ‘OK,’ Mr Williams said, helping me up with an almost courteous gesture, ‘she can keep her clothes on.  I quite like pissing on a white shirt now I think of it.’ 
 
    He guided me to the bathroom and asked if I need to pee.  I said I did and he produced a metal bowl and told me to pee in that.  I almost protested but realised that it would get me nowhere, so I squatted and pissed in the bowl as the four men leered at me and made remarks about squirters. 
 
    When I finished peeing I looked around for toilet paper but Mr Williams just laughed.  
 
    ‘Don’t bother, you’ll get a lot wetter than that.’ 
 
    He took the bowl and peered closely at it and smelt it. 
 
    ‘God I like the piss of a virgin girl,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Are you going to drink it?’ asked James. 
 
    ‘No, she can,’ he replied. 
 
    Then, with no warning, he slowly poured the bowl of piss over my head so it soaked my hair and face and clothes.  All the men laughed and whooped.  I gasped and of course some got in my mouth. 
 
    Then I saw all the men were taking out their cocks and standing in a semi circle around me as I knelt on the bathroom floor. 
 
    ‘Just a moment,’ James said and he came back with a clothes peg and my knickers.  I didn’t get time to wonder what the reason was.  In an instant he’d used my knickers to tie my hands behind me and the peg to put on my nose so I had to open my mouth to breathe.  Then he rolled up my skirt and tucked it into my waistband so my cunt and arse were on display.  With my hands tied behind me I couldn’t stop my shirt gaping open to expose my tits as well. 
 
    ‘Hope you’ve all had plenty to drink,’ Mr Williams said, as he started to piss on me.  He pissed straight into my face and open mouth and as I turned my face away I just got Barney and Phil who both started to piss on my face as well.  Then James started, aiming at my tits and cunt. 
 
    It must have taken two or three minutes before they’d all run out of piss, by which time I was utterly soaked and stinking of piss. 
 
    They quickly untied my hands and took the peg off my nose. 
 
    ‘Do your clothes up and get out while the rain’s on,’ Mr Williams said, ‘that’s your best hope of avoiding trouble.  If matron thinks you pissed yourself she might send you to me for a beating.’ 
 
    He handed me my knickers and I put them on.  They were wet through as the men had pissed over my back as well.  I slid my tits inside my bra and did up my shirt.  I pulled my skirt out of the waistband and rolled it down. 
 
    I didn't want to look in a mirror, I just wanted to get out.  I walked to the door and then Mr Williams called with a laugh, ‘Haven’t you forgotten something?’ 
 
    I knew I was supposed to thank the prefects when they thrashed me, and I wondered if I was supposed to that these guys for fucking me and pissing on me. 
 
    I just looked blank. 
 
    ‘The plug?’ 
 
    I realised I still had the plug shoved up my arse.  James came over laughing and made me bend over.  He pulled down my knickers and pulled the plug out. 
 
    ‘Fuck, that’s a nice arse.  I can’t wait to fuck it.’ 
 
    He didn’t pull my knickers back up so I did it myself and stumbled out into the rain, unable to tell if the water in my eyes was tears, cum, my own piss or the piss of the four men who’d emptied their bladders on me. 
 
    It had certainly been a tough day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14:  Being in Extra Tuition 
 
    I escaped seeing anyone on the way back, probably because the rain was so heavy it kept everyone off the streets.  As soon as I got back to school, I headed for my dorm, stripped and showered.  What a relief it was to feel the hot water washing all the piss and cum off my hair and body! 
 
    I stayed for ages in the shower and when I came out, threw all my soaking clothes in the laundry basket, which resulted in abuse from a dorm-mate who complained my wet gear was going to mess her clothes which were in the basket.  I just told her ‘Too bad’, as I giggled a bit to myself thinking what she would say if she knew what they were wet from. 
 
    I slept surprisingly well and before school started presented myself at Mr Williams’ office.  I was neat and tidy with my hair pulled back in a pony tail.  He walked around me, lifting my skirt first at the front and then at the back, when he slid his other hand between my legs. 
 
    ‘I think your cunt is wet,’ he remarked casually, ‘dip your finger in and show me.’ 
 
    Obediently I slipped my hand into my knickers and crooked a finger into my cunt.  Sure enough, I was very wet and I pulled my glistening finger out to show him. 
 
    ‘Nice.  We are really looking forward to fucking you.’ 
 
    He told me to lick my finger so as not to get it on my uniform.  I did, but I thought it was gross. 
 
    He told me to take my knickers off and bend over.  As I did so he unclipped the box of ass plugs he had shown me yesterday. 
 
    ‘We’ll us the same one as yesterday,’ he said, ‘and grease it the same way too.’ 
 
    He slid the plug carefully into my cunt and I realised he was being careful to preserve my virginity.  Then, when it was wet, he pushed it into my arse, making me squeal and him to laugh. 
 
    ‘OK, knickers back on and I’ll see you here at 3.30 after school.  Don’t give anyone reason to beat you or there will be trouble.’ 
 
    I quickly pulled my knickers back on and left for class.  Having the plug stuck up my arse was uncomfortable at first, but I got used to it pretty quickly and made sure I didn’t wriggle.  I didn’t want anyone asking if I had an itchy bottom. 
 
    I got through the day without any trouble and wasn’t even close to getting a spanking.  One of the boys had an unusual punishment in Chemistry.  The teacher, Miss Dawson, heard him talking and told him to come out the front.  She made him bend over and take down his trousers, then she gave him three whacks with the hose from a Bunsen burner.  He yelled with the pain and I think he started to cry.  She then pulled his underpants down and took a picture for the punishment book.  I was sitting at the front and was only about six feet away from his bottom, so I could see there was not a mark on it.  I wondered why he yelled so hard when he didn’t even get marked.  I asked another girl after class and she said that being beaten with a rubber hose is very painful but doesn’t mark. 
 
    I was learning quite a lot of things about spanking. 
 
    At the end of the day I went back to Mr Williams’ office.  He told me to take my knickers off and bend over his knee.  I almost said that he’d promised no spanking but I realised that argument always ends up being rewarded with extra punishment, so I kept quiet, pulled my knickers off and bent over.  He lifted my skirt and spread my legs but didn’t pull the plug out.  Instead his fingers went straight to my cunt, which was wet as usual.  He played around with two fingers for a minute or two then put them in my mouth and told me to lick them clean. 
 
    I hated doing it, but I did.  Then he pulled the plug out of my anus.  It made a little popping noise as it came out and Mr Williams laughed.  Then he pushed his fingers into my arse, probably the ones still wet from my mouth. 
 
    ‘A bit easier already,’ he remarked. 
 
    ‘That’s good sir,’ I replied. 
 
    He took his fingers out of my arse and slapped me hard on the bottom. 
 
    ‘I was talking about you, not to you.  I’ve told you before your mouth is for fucking not talking.  I might have to teach you a lesson.’ 
 
    I was a bit upset that I was being punished for saying I was happy that my arse was being stretched to allow him and his friends to bugger me, but as always I knew better than to protest. 
 
    He pulled me to my feet. 
 
    ‘Strip naked,’ he ordered. 
 
    Quickly I undressed and piled my clothes on a chair.  He took my breasts in his hands and squeezed them. 
 
    ‘Did anyone cum on your tits yesterday? You may answer.’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘Well, we have plenty of time.  When is your 18th birthday?’ 
 
    16th of June sir.’ 
 
    ‘About three weeks.  Just about right.  A week of the plugs and you’ll be ready for buggering, then in three weeks we’ll have a go at this lovely cunt.’ 
 
    As he spoke he slid his hand between my legs and laughed again as he felt my wetness.   
 
    ‘I love how you’re always soaking wet.  But before I think about using you, it’s punishment time.’ 
 
    He went to his door and opened it.  After a few moments he said, ‘Hilary, could you spare a moment?’ 
 
    Then he came back into the room followed by Miss Dawson!  I covered my tits and cunt as well as I could with my hands, but Mr Williams abruptly ordered me to put my hands on my head, so my whole body was exposed. 
 
    ‘Bronte is in Extra Tuition,’ Mr Williams told Miss Dawson, ‘but I am afraid she needs some correction.  I’m glad I saw you as I am persuaded the ideal treatment would be a touch of your Bunsen burner tube.’ 
 
    Miss Williams eyed me appraisingly, then walked around me as I stood naked. 
 
    ‘She’s been beaten recently, was that you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I gave her a few with the paddle last week but those are from Jennings, who caned her on Friday.’ 
 
    ‘I tend to agree with you.  ET girls shouldn’t be much marked, but do need appropriate correction.  I like using the rubber tube anyway but it does have the great additional advantage of not marking.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never used it.’ 
 
    ‘Well actually, I haven’t needed it for a while, but actually I had a go with it in Bronte’s class today, didn’t I Bronte?’ 
 
    ‘Yes Miss.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but I haven’t had need to whack a girl for quite a while.  If it’s ok with you, Ken, I might suggest I fetch both the normal hose and a thin one.’ 
 
    So Mr Williams’ first name was Ken.   
 
    ‘You’re the expert,’ he said, ‘but what’s the thin one for?’ 
 
    ‘It’s just that you already have her stripped.  I thought I might try the thin hose on her tits.’ 
 
    With those words she left the room, presumably to fetch the instruments for my torture.  Mr Williams looked at me up and down, licking his lips.  I knew I was in for a tough time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15:  Whipped with a hose 
 
    When Miss Dawson came back she was carrying two lengths of rubber hose.  One was the same as she had used to beat the boy earlier, but the second was quite a lot thinner. 
 
    ‘You must always use rubber, not plastic,’ she told Mr Williams.  ‘Plastic tubes will mark.’ 
 
    She looked at me appraisingly. 
 
    ‘Truss her up, I think.  I see you still have the ceiling hook.  I think you used to tie your last ET girl to it didn’t you?’ 
 
    I looked up and realised there was a hook in the ceiling. 
 
    ‘Good idea,’ said Mr Williams and tied my hands together with a length of rope.  Then he stood on a chair and passed the rope through the hook, hauling on it until I was on tiptoes.  ‘You’re right, I used to whip Monica with the leather flogger while she was tied up.’ 
 
    I guessed Monica was a previous ET girl. 
 
    ‘Another half inch or so,’ said Miss Dawson, ‘it’s best when she’s just on the very tip of her toes.  Keeps her in position a bit better when she’s having her tits flogged.’ 
 
    Mr Williams pulled me a little higher and then tied the rope to another hook on the wall, so I was held stretched in the air, with only the very tips of my toes able to touch the ground. 
 
    ‘This does present her tits beautifully for whipping,’ Miss Dawson remarked, cupping my breasts in her hands and squeezing the nipples as she spoke.  ‘Would you like to use the thin or the thick hose?’ 
 
    ‘You choose.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll have the thin one then.  I want to try it on her tits.  You can use the thick one on her arse.’ 
 
    ‘You realise that even tied up, she’ll be able to move about a lot.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all right.  If she jumps too much one of us can hold her while the other uses the whip.’ 
 
    With that she drew back her arm and slashed at me with the hose doubled in her right hand.  The hose whacked into my tits and I shrieked.  The pain was even worse than a caning. 
 
    ‘Too noisy,’ said Mr Williams, and stuffed my knickers into my mouth.  ‘That should keep her a bit quieter.’ 
 
    She smacked me again with the hose and then stopped to check if I was marked. 
 
    ‘See,’ she told Mr Williams, ‘not a single mark, but you can see how much it hurts her.’  She squeezed my tits with one hand while dipping a finger in the tears coursing down my face. 
 
    ‘Lovely,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘Give her a couple across her cunt.’ 
 
    ‘Good idea.  You hold her.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got a better idea,’ Mr Williams said.  He walked over to the desk and came back holding a long rubber dildo.  It must have been at least ten inches, compared to the butt plugs of only three or four inches. 
 
    ‘I’m going to push this up your arse,’ he told me matter-of-factly.  ‘I’ll hold onto it, so you be careful not to move.  It’ll keep you in position while Miss Dawson attends to your cunt.  I’m only going to push it in a few inches, so you’ll be fine if you stay in position.’ 
 
    My expression must have been pure terror, but he only laughed.  Then I felt the dildo slip into my cunt.  He turned it slowly to get my juices coated on the monstrous rubber weapon. 
 
    ‘Just the usual bit of lube,’ he said, ‘nice to see you’re just as creamy as ever.  You must like the rubber hose.’ 
 
    Then he slowly pushed the dildo into my arse, as I squirmed helplessly.  He held it in his right hand but stood to my left so he could watch Miss Dawson.  I was holding myself rigid, on tiptoes from the rope but also held firm by the dildo. 
 
    Then Miss Dawson lashed me across my cunt with the rubber hose.  I tried to scream but hardly a sound escaped my knicker-gagged mouth, and I was held in my position by the rope and the dildo.  She lashed me a second time and then paused to inspect my cunt for marks.  I felt her hands rub around my pubes and my cunt.  Although they had shaved me a day or two ago I could feel that there was a little prickle. 
 
    ‘Are you going to shave her every day?’ she asked Mr Williams, ‘I thought you liked cunnilingus with your ET girls and there is a bit of stubble here.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll just make a rule that if no-one has had her for shaving by the end of each day, she must do it herself at night.  Otherwise, any hint of stubble and she’ll be thrashed.’ 
 
    ‘Good plan.  Well, no marks again.  Would you like to use the bigger hose and whip her arse and her back?’ 
 
    Mr Williams moved round to my front and I knew from the gleam in his eye as he took hold of the rubber hose that I was going to suffer.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16:  Punished by Mr Williams 
 
    I was wondering what he would do to me first.  He was still holding the dildo in my arse so I couldn’t really move an inch.  He looked into my frightened eyes and smiled. 
 
    ‘Get another dildo’ he told Miss Dawson, then changed his mind. ‘No, on second thoughts, I’ll let her squirm a bit so I can see what this hose is like.’ 
 
    Moving behind me slightly, he eased the dildo from my bottom.  I wriggled as the rubber device came free and he gave me a slap on the bottom. 
 
    ‘You’ll wriggle more than that in a minute,’ he said. 
 
    Miss Dawson gave him the hose and he doubled the ends together.  It was about three feet long, so doubled meant it measured a foot and a half.  He tapped it against his hand a couple of times and smiled. 
 
    ‘I think one of us is going to enjoy this,’ he said. 
 
    He paused for a minute, looking at me up and down and then dipped a finger in my cunt, where I was wet as usual. 
 
    ‘She has a lovely wet cunt,’ he told Miss Dawson, ‘why don’t you get your tongue in there and see what it’s like when I whack her arse.  It should be an interesting sensation.’ 
 
    Miss Dawson looked doubtful. 
 
    ‘I like to lick a girl out, but I’m just a bit worried it might feel weird going on my knees to her.  Kind of subservient.’ 
 
    Mr Williams mused for a moment. 
 
    ‘I know what you mean.  Tell you what, you sit on a chair and she can stand with her feet either side of you.  You’ll be able to get your tongue well in her lovely cunt and she’ll be a good height for me to whip her arse.’ 
 
    ‘Excellent idea.  I don’t think I’ve ever sucked a girl out while she was being whipped.  I don’t know why I never thought of it.’ 
 
    She brought a chair over to where I was fastened to the ceiling and sat down, making me climb up so my feet were next to her thighs.  With my legs spread, my cunt was at the ideal position for her to slip her tongue in. 
 
    ‘Just right,’ she told Mr Williams, ‘pull her up tight again.’ 
 
    Mr Williams pulled the rope until I was held firm to the ceiling. 
 
    ‘I’ll just check if she’s been licked out by a girl before,’ he said as he pulled the knickers out of my mouth. 
 
    ‘Well, have you had the pleasure of another girl tonguing you?’ 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    ‘You can speak,’ he said, but my mouth was so dry from holding my panties in there and from the fear of the rubber hose that I couldn’t say a word. 
 
    ‘Well, you might find the whipping a little painful but at least you’ll have the pleasure of a good tongue-fuck.  It is very good of us to do this for you and I shall want you to thank Miss Dawson nicely after she has finished with you.  She may require you to do the same with her, although in that case it will be you who is whipped again as you tongue her out.’ 
 
    He turned to Miss Dawson.  ‘Unless you’d like me to whip you of course,’ he laughed. 
 
    She looked as though she was thinking about it for a moment, then she shook her head.  ‘No, I think having Bronte thrashed while she licks me out will be enough excitement.’ 
 
    He pushed the knickers back in my mouth and Miss Dawson pushed her tongue a little further into my pussy.  Then he moved to my side and swished the folded rubber hose a few times through the air. 
 
    Then he began whipping me on my bottom.  I was surprised that he started quite gently, but I realised that he was being careful to see how it affected Miss Dawson, as her face was so close to the target area. 
 
    It was actually quite pleasant and Miss Dawson’s tongue in my cunt was sublime.  I felt myself on the edge of a huge orgasm.  Then Mr Williams started smacking harder and each lash pushed my cunt into Miss Dawson’s face where it felt like every time her tongue entered a little further. 
 
    At last I couldn’t hold it and shook uncontrollably with a massive orgasm and moaned through my underwear gag as it pulsated from my cunt through my whole body. 
 
    Miss Dawson held up a hand to stop Mr Williams and without moving her face from my cunt took hold of my buttocks.  She squeezed and lifted me so her tongue pushed even further up my cunt and now she started to moan as well.  I was still shuddering from repeated orgasms as she squealed and let go of my bottom with one hard smack. 
 
    ‘Get her down now,’ she ordered Mr Williams, ‘I want her tongue in me right now.’ 
 
    He moved like lightning to undo the ropes, pull the knickers out of my mouth and lift me down from the chair.  Miss Dawson had pulled her own knickers off and threw them across the room.  She lay down on the floor, still fully dressed except her knickers, but with her skirt pulled right up to expose her shaven cunt. 
 
    ‘Get over me,’ she ordered, ‘and get your tongue in my cunt.’ 
 
    I had never touched another person’s cunt before, let alone licked one out, but I had plenty of experience about what happened if I disobeyed, so I got over her in the 69 position, with my head poised to start tonguing her. 
 
    ‘Don’t whip her yet,’ Miss Dawson said as she took hold of my bottom and pulled me down so she could get her own tongue back in my cunt. 
 
    I gave a tentative lick to her cunt, which was juicy and tasted a bit sweet. 
 
    ‘Do it properly,’ she ordered me and I pushed my tongue further in.   
 
    ‘Take hold of her head and push her into me,’ she demanded from Mr Williams. 
 
    I saw him smile as he obeyed her, holding my head between his large hands and forcing me against Miss Dawson’s cunt.   
 
    ‘Stick your tongue out and lick,’ he instructed me. 
 
    I did as he told me and felt Miss Dawson’s rich wetness coating my tongue and easing over my mouth and face.  Miss Dawson was sucking me as well and I arched myself trying to push my cunt down harder onto her active tongue. 
 
    Then Mr Williams let go of my head and instead took hold of my hair with his left hand, squeezing and pushing me into Miss Dawson’s vagina.  With his right hand he picked up the rubber hose again and started smacking my bottom with it.  I wasn’t sure if he couldn’t swing hard because of the position he was in or if he was deliberately refraining from beating me hard, but the whip strokes were more erotic than painful. 
 
    After only a few minutes of my licking, sucking and nibbling at Miss Dawson’s cunt she gave a great shudder and moaned deeply while still having her face buried in my own cunt.  At almost the same moment I also came to climax and flopped onto Miss Dawson’s body groaning with pleasure as Mr Williams gave me one or two more whacks with the hose. 
 
    I lay there sated and exhausted for a moment, then Miss Dawson ordered me to get up.  I did so and she got up too, smoothing her skirt down.  Then she suddenly grabbed me and pulled me into her arms and kissed me long and deep on the mouth, slipping her tongue still wet with my juices deep into my throat. 
 
    Then, as if embarrassed by her weakness, she slapped my face with her right hand then her left.  Tears sprang to my eyes. 
 
    ‘Alright, don’t cry,’ she said, ‘for a first go at cunnilingus you did alright.  I’ll certainly have you again.’ 
 
    Mr Williams had watched Miss Dawson kissing me and I had seen him take his cock out, which was already quite hard. 
 
    ‘Now you’ve got her mouth all slippery and wet, time for me to have a go,’ he said. He looked at me.  ‘Get on your knees and let’s see if you can do as good a job on my prick and you did on Miss Dawson’s pussy.’ 
 
    It was going to be a long afternoon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17: Giving Head 
 
    I got quickly to my knees and looked up at Mr Williams.  He had a hungry expression on his face and he undid his trousers so I could take his cock out.  It was already almost hard and as I pulled down his trousers and underpants he took hold of my head and thrust his cock deep into my mouth. 
 
    This was the third time he had fucked my face and I tried to suck him slowly.  He seemed very insistent this time however and I almost gagged as he pushed deep into my throat, still holding the sides of my head. 
 
    He looked over at Miss Dawson, who I could just see out of the corner of my eye.   
 
    ‘Whip her while I fuck her face,’ he ordered her. 
 
    I couldn’t see her but I heard her move quite quickly and in a second or two I felt the first lash of the rubber hose across my back. I braced myself by holding onto Mr Williams’ legs as Miss Dawson whipped me, and Mr Williams grunted with pleasure as each strike of the hose pushed had the effect of pushing his cock deep into me. 
 
    She didn’t thrash me too hard and I wasn’t sure if she was using the thin or thick hose.  She lashed me across my back and across my arse, until Mr Williams shuddered and held my head even tighter as he spunked into me.  I tasted the salty cum as he jerked and thrust and I swallowed it without any instructions. 
 
    With a sigh of pleasure, Mr Williams pulled his cock from my mouth and wiped it on my hair. 
 
    ‘You’ll have to wash that now,’ he remarked, ‘So we might as well make it worthwhile for you to have a good wash.’ 
 
    ‘What have you got in mind?’ Miss Dawson asked. 
 
    ‘When the boys and I used her a few days ago we all pissed on her after.  They like to piss over her while she’s got her clothes on, or some of them anyway.  I like to piss over naked girls, so I thought while she’s here and naked I’ll have a slash and enjoy it.’ 
 
    ‘Can I piss over her too?’ Miss Dawson asked. 
 
    ‘I would love you to,’ he replied. 
 
    He took my hand and helped me up from where I was kneeling with an almost courtly gesture.  He led me into the bathroom and opened the cabinet.  In a second he had pulled a cable tie from the cabinet, pulled my hands behind my back and fastened them together with the cable tie. 
 
    I knew what would come next and sure enough he took a clothes peg from the cabinet and clipped it over my nose so I had to breathe through my mouth.  Then he picked me up in his arms and lay me gently on the floor, on my back.  Of course, with the cable tie binding my hands I couldn’t move much even if I had dared to, so I just lay still. 
 
    ‘Together or separate?’ Mr Williams asked Miss Dawson. 
 
    ‘Together’, she responded. 
 
    She stood over me, one foot either side of my face, and lifted her skirt.  She was still wearing no knickers so I was looking straight into her cunt.  With a little sigh she started pissing over my face and body. 
 
    I saw Mr Williams grin as her piss splashed over me.  Then he started pissing as well, moving his cock to try to follow where Miss Dawson’s piss was going, but also directing quite a bit into my mouth as I coughed and choked and tried to avert my face. 
 
    They both had plenty of piss in them and Mr Williams in particular pissed all over me from my face down to my cunt.  He asked Miss Dawson to lift her skirt higher so he could watch her pissing better, and she obligingly hitched it up. 
 
    After they finished, he shook a few extra drops of piss from his cock and she wiped herself with a piece of toilet paper, which she then dropped on me. 
 
    ‘That was lovely,’ Miss Dawson said, ‘It’s been ages since I whipped a girl and even longer since I pissed on one.  I’d forgotten how much fun it is.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, especially when you get a fair bit in her mouth,’ Mr Williams replied.  ‘A simple trick, the clothes peg, but it helps to make a nice target.  I used to just threaten them with a beating if they closed their mouth but this just makes it easier.’ 
 
    ‘I almost forgot how much I enjoyed licking her out and having her lick me as well.  So many treats!’ 
 
    Mr Williams lifted me to me feet and realised his hands were wet from the piss all over my body.  He slapped my face. 
 
    ‘You dirty slag, I’ve got piss on me.’ 
 
    Since it was their piss, I thought it was very unfair but I just said ‘Sorry sir.’ 
 
    Miss Dawson laughed and cut off the cable tie with a pair of nail scissors from the bathroom cabinet. 
 
    ‘Have a shower,’ she said, opening the shower cubicle for me.  I entered the cubicle and turned on the hot water. 
 
    ‘Cold water only’, Mr Williams ordered, ‘That’ll teach you to get piss on me.’ 
 
    I turned off the hot water and had a very quick wash in the cold water.  As I turned the water off and tried to leave the shower stall, Mr Williams stopped me. 
 
    ‘You have spunk in your hair,’ he said, ‘You better wash it.’ 
 
    ‘But sir, the water’s so cold.’ 
 
    He slapped my face again and pushed me back in.  I washed my hair, shivering with the cold and came out of the shower. 
 
    Miss Dawson handed me a towel and as I rubbed myself Mr Williams said ‘Well?’ 
 
    ‘Sorry for speaking sir.’ 
 
    ‘Not good enough,’ he said, as he looked intently at me.  ‘You need to be punished.’ 
 
    I looked down at the floor. 
 
    Then Miss Dawson said, ‘She’s had three beatings today, I think that’s enough.’ 
 
    ‘Oh I agree, but she won’t escape the punishment.  I’ll deal with her tomorrow.’ 
 
    Still looking straight at me, he asked ‘Have you heard of cuntbusting?’ 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    He smiled.  ‘Well, what a treat for you and your extra tuition.  Tomorrow you’ll find out what it is.’ 
 
    Instinct told me I wasn’t going to like it, but at least it was deferred.  I got dressed and left before they could change their minds.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18: Cuntbusting 
 
    When I was in the dorm later that day I asked my dorm mates, Kylie and Billie, if they’d ever heard of cuntbusting. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Kylie said. 
 
    ‘What is it then?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘You sure you want to know? Is someone going to cuntbust you?’ She laughed. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ I laughed too, ‘It’s just someone said the word and I don’t know what it means.  You’re my cellmates and I trust you not to betray my ignorance.’ 
 
    In school I found very quickly that you need to convey trust and insist on it.  We all called our dorm sharers our cellmates, like prison, and it was a big deal if one of your cellies betrayed you. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s when you get kicked in the cunt,’ Kylie said. 
 
    ‘You’re kidding,’ I replied. 
 
    ‘No, I saw a porno about it.  Sometimes it’s a guy who kicks you, but often it’s another girl.  You stand there with your legs apart and they kick you in the cunt.’ 
 
    Billie, another cellie, chimed in: ‘Sometimes you keep your knickers on, sometimes you are bare.  Someone told me it doesn’t hurt as much as you’d think, but I suppose it depends how hard you get kicked.’ 
 
    I tried to imagine standing there, legs apart, letting Mr Williams kick my cunt.  Unfortunately it was easy to imagine and I didn’t think he’d be kicking softly.  Some of my fear must have showed on my face because Kylie asked ‘Are you sure no-one’s threatened to cuntbust you?’ 
 
    I managed to laugh again.  ‘No, I’m just thinking how horrible it sounds.’ 
 
    ‘Well, just tell me if someone does threaten you.  I hate to dob, but if someone threatens something like that we’d have to do something about it.  I’d tell the moral tutor.’ 
 
    Every dorm had a moral tutor who was supposed to be a support if you had any emotional issues.  They didn’t do discipline, they were supposed to be on the student’s side.  I knew we had one, but I didn’t know who it was. 
 
    ‘Who’s our moral tutor?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘Oh, hasn’t anyone taken you to him yet? You’ll like him, it’s Mr Williams.  You know, the French teacher.  Aren’t you in his class?’ 
 
    I could feel myself blushing but I didn’t know why. 
 
    ‘But he can’t be my moral tutor.  Last time I had French he thrashed me with the paddle.  Bare.’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, I remember.  But he is anyway.  He wasn’t beating you as your moral tutor, he was beating you as your French teacher.’ 
 
    I laughed hollowly.  ‘Doesn’t matter if he’s my teacher or tutor when he beats me that hard.’ 
 
    Kylie looked at me closely.  ‘But he put you in extra tuition, didn’t he? So he must have known he’s your moral tutor.  What is extra tuition anyway? Just extra lessons and stuff?’ 
 
    I shrugged.  I didn’t think the time was quite right for me to explain what extra tuition entailed.  Probably better just to make a joke of it. 
 
    ‘Oh no, nothing like that.  Mr Williams just trains me to his own sexual desires and sells me to his friends for fucking and sucking.’ 
 
    ‘As if,’ Kylie laughed, ‘But have you ever wondered what Mr Williams would be like?  I wouldn’t mind having his cock in my mouth.’ 
 
    ‘Or his fingers in my cunt,’ Billie said. 
 
    ‘Well,’ I said, ‘Next time he’s fucking me up the arse I’ll ask if he can make a special occasion and fuck you two instead.’ 
 
    They joined in what they thought was a joke.  ‘Does he only fuck your arse?’ Kylie asked, ‘Never in the cunt?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I replied, ‘He just fucks my mouth at the moment.  He’s training my arse and he’ll probably fuck me there next week.  He’s saving my cunt until I’m 18.’ 
 
    ‘I’m getting horny with this talk,’ Billie said, ‘Shall we have a mutu-mast?’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘It’s where we wank ourselves off all at the same time.  Short for mutual masturbation.’ 
 
    I had never masturbated in front of anyone before but of course following my experience with Miss Dawson I was quite familiar with touching and sucking another girl’s cunt.  I thought it might be quite fun to try mutu-mast. 
 
    ‘Do we just do ourselves or do we do each other?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘Ugh, squalid,’ Kylie said, ‘Don’t fancy sticking my fingers in another girl’s cunt.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking of tongues not fingers,’ I laughed. 
 
    ‘Very funny,’ she replied, ‘As if.’ 
 
    She pulled her knickers off and dropped them on the bed, then undid the top few buttons of her shirt.  She unclipped her bra and pulled it over her tits so they were exposed. 
 
    ‘I like to play with my nips with one hand while I tweak my cunt,’ she explained. 
 
    Billie just lay on the bed and slipped her hand under her skirt and into her knickers. 
 
    ‘Come on Billie,’ Kylie said, ‘I’ll show you my cunt if you show me yours.’ 
 
    ‘You know I don’t like to show my cunt.’ 
 
    ‘OK Bronte, let’s see yours then.’ 
 
    I thought it was time for a bit of fun so I actually did a slow striptease, whistling the stripper song as I pulled off my clothes, twirling each item through the air before flinging it away.   
 
    When I was stark naked I knelt on my bed and leaned backwards with my legs apart, slowly opening my cunt lips while I licked my lips and made sucking sounds.  I looked across at the others and smiled.  Kylie was fingering her pussy with one hand while the other was squeezing her nipple.  I could see Billie’s hand working inside her knickers. 
 
    ‘I’ll race you for the first to cum,’ I said, but the words died on my lips as I turned horror-struck eyes to the door. 
 
    Mr Williams was standing there. 
 
    ‘Having a little race are we?’ he enquired cheerfully. 
 
    I jumped up from the bed and tried to cover my breasts with one arm while I cupped my other hand over my pubes.  I saw that Kylie had done the same while Billie had pulled her skirt back over her knickers. 
 
    Mr Williams smiled lazily.  ‘Don’t be shy, girls.  Let’s have a look at you while we work out what to do about all this.  Bronte, hands on your head.  And Billie, you were checking out what was in your knickers, so we might all have a look.  Take them off and put them on your bed.’ 
 
    I knew never to argue with Mr Williams so I quickly put my hands on my head.  I probably had an expression of fear on my face and after a quick glance at me Bronte did the same.  Billie quietly pulled down her knickers and dropped them on her bed. 
 
    ‘Lift your skirt, Billie, and you too Kylie,’ Mr Williams instructed, ‘or how can we see what your little pussies looks like.’ 
 
    Slowly, Billie lifted her skirt.  Kylie did the same.  Mr Williams stood in front of us and looked us all over, up and down.  In a way, even though I was quite naked and they were dressed except for their knickers, they appeared more exposed.  Kylie in particular had her blouse undone and hanging open and her breasts exposed because her bra was pulled up. 
 
    Kylie and Billie had wisps of public hair, while I was quite shaved of course. 
 
    ‘Looks like you hadn’t quite finished taking your top off, Kylie,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘Let’s have that shirt and bra off now.  I can see you were playing with those little nipples so we need to have a proper look at them too.’ 
 
    Kylie quickly undid the last few buttons on her shirt and unclipped her bra and threw both garments on her bed.  Then she lifted her skirt again to expose her naked cunt. 
 
    Mr Williams smiled again. ‘Well Bronte, would you like to tell me what’s going on?’ 
 
    ‘Well sir, I was asking Billie and Kylie what cuntbusting meant, and when they told me we started laughing and messing about and then we just went a bit far.’ 
 
    Mr Williams looked at each of us closely.  ‘So which of you two knew what cuntbusting is?’ He asked Billie and Kylie. 
 
    ‘We both did sir,’ Kylie replied. 
 
    ‘And what is it?’ 
 
    ‘It’s where a girl gets kicked between the legs sir.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be shy, Kylie, where between the legs?’ 
 
    ‘In the cunt sir.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right.’ 
 
    ‘And how do you know about it? Have you been cuntbusted?’ 
 
    ‘No sir, I saw a video.’ 
 
    ‘How about you, Billie, have you been cuntbusted?’ 
 
    ‘No sir,’ said Billie in a small voice. 
 
    ‘Did Bronte tell you why she wanted to know?’  
 
    ‘She just said she’d heard the word and didn’t know what it meant, sir.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you need some punishment for the disgraceful exhibition of masturbation which you were engaged in.  I think we will see how you go with some cuntbusting.’ 
 
    I looked at Mr Williams in horror.  Was he going to cuntbust all three of us? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19: Getting Cuntbusted 
 
    I didn’t say anything and I think Billie was too shocked too.  But Kylie, naked except for her skirt and socks, and holding her skirt high to expose her pussy, was braver than me. 
 
    ‘You can’t kick us in the cunt sir.’ 
 
    Mr Williams just smiled. 
 
    ‘I’m your moral tutor.  I have the power to do anything I deem desirable to improve your wellbeing and discipline.  I have assessed your behaviour and I have determined that the most appropriate way to discipline you for your recent intractability is that each of you receives as many kicks to your cunts as I believe are justified.’ 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    ‘Bronte is nicely prepared for her punishment.  Billie, take off your skirt.  Let me see if your shirt will be in the way.  Kylie, take your skirt off too.’ 
 
    Kylie looked at me. 
 
    ‘Are you going to let him do this?’ 
 
    ‘I think it’s best to do what he says,’ I replied, still with my hands on my head. 
 
    Poor Billie had already taken off her skirt and Kylie slowly did the same. 
 
    Mr Williams looked at Billie, whose shirt only fell a little below her waist. 
 
    ‘You may keep your shirt on,’ he told her.  ‘You told me you have both seen cuntbusting videos,’ he said to Kylie and Billie, ‘so tell me who did the cuntbusting.’ 
 
    Kylie looked boldly at him. 
 
    ‘Usually other girls,’ she said. 
 
    To my surprise, Mr Williams nodded. 
 
    ‘Quite right,’ he said.  ‘I don’t know why that should be, but generally girls seem to cuntbust each other.  So let’s not stray from tradition, shall we?’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ Kylie asked. 
 
    ‘I mean that you will cuntbust each other until I tell you to stop.  No, actually, you can choose when to stop getting busted.  The first to give in will get 12 strokes of the cane, the second will get six, and the last girl standing will not be caned at all.  She will just be lucky enough to receive a single token cuntbusting kick from me to proclaim her victory.’ 
 
    We all looked at him in horror and then at each other. 
 
    ‘And don’t think you can let your cellies off easy,’ Mr Williams continued.  ‘If I believe a kick was insufficient strength then I’ll kick the kicker to show her how to do it and I’ll kick the recipient too.  So if you don’t kick hard enough, the girl you kick will get an extra.’ 
 
    He smiled at us all.  ‘Now girls, take your socks off.  We don’t want the kicks to be cushioned, do we?’ 
 
    I was already completely naked, but Kylie and Billie took off their socks and looked miserably at the floor.  Kylie was also quite naked now and Billie just wore her shirt with her bra under. 
 
    ‘Since you have never done cuntbusting before, I’ll show you how to do it,’ Mr Williams said, as he took off his own shoes and socks.  He ordered me to stand with my legs apart and hands on my head.  He put his foot between my legs and lifted it so the instep was against my pussy. 
 
    ‘You must kick so the instep hits the girl’s cunt,’ he told us.  The best way is to tap a couple of times gently so you get the feel for where your foot is going to go, then kick hard.  Watch.’ 
 
    ‘But I thought you weren’t going to cuntbust me, sir’ I protested without thinking. 
 
    He slapped my face hard.  ‘I thought you knew better than to question me, he said.’ 
 
    Then he told the other two to watch carefully.  He tapped my cunt with his right foot a couple of times and then gave me a hard kick.  I couldn’t help myself.  I just groaned and fell to the floor clutching at my pussy and rolled into a ball. 
 
    I got no sympathy from Mr Williams.  He hauled me to my feet and slapped my face again. 
 
    ‘Stop being such a baby,’ he told me, ‘or I’ll tie you to the ceiling and give you a proper cuntbusting.’ 
 
    I managed to stand upright and put my hands back on my head. 
 
    ‘We’ll start with you,’ Mr Williams told Kylie, ‘you can cuntbust Bronte.  Don’t forget, if you don’t kick hard enough, I’ll kick her and kick you as well.’ 
 
    Kylie positioned herself like Mr Williams had done and tapped my cunt with her foot a couple of times.  Then she kicked me hard and I only just managed to stay upright.  I looked at her and was amazed to see that she was smiling. 
 
    She turned to Mr Williams.  ‘I quite liked that.  Can I give her another?’ 
 
    Mr Williams smiled too.  ‘You’ll get more chances.  Now it’s Billie’s turn.’ 
 
    Billie took Bronte’s place, measured her stance by tapping my cunt and then gave me another hard kick.  Again I managed to stay upright and when I looked at her I thought I saw the beginnings of a smile on her face too. 
 
    ‘Nice cuntbust,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘OK Bronte, your turn.  Who do you want to do first?’ 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. ‘Kylie,’ I said. 
 
    ‘OK, Kylie,’ Mr Williams instructed, ‘hands on head and legs apart.’ 
 
    My own cunt was throbbing as I stood in front of Kylie and tapped her cunt a few times to get into position.  I knew that I needed no urging from Mr Williams.  I was going to cunt bust her and do it well. 
 
    I smiled at her before moving my eyes down to her cunt and kicking as hard as I could.  I had the pleasure of hearing her groan and seeing her sink to her knees as my kick thudded into her. 
 
    Mr Williams smiled at me and dragged Kylie to her feet but didn’t slap her as he had slapped me.  He did hold her tits for a moment and commented how her nipples were erect.  ‘I can see how you like to rub your tits when you are masturbating,’ he said, they are a very fine pair.’ 
 
    He turned around and slapped my own tits gently as well.  ‘I think yours are just as good,’ he remarked, ‘and I think I’ll make you do some tit wanking sometime.’ 
 
    He told Billie to get in position to kick Kylie.  She also gave her a hard kick, but Kylie managed to stay upright this time. 
 
    ‘Another nice cuntbust,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘Now we’ll see how Billie takes it.’ 
 
    Kylie got ready and gave Billie a hard kick.  Billie dropped and writhed on the floor, clutching her cunt.  Mr Williams dragged her up and slapped her first on the cunt and then in the face.  He told her to pull herself together and then ordered me to cuntbust her, while he held her arms from the back. 
 
    I thought Billie was suffering and because Mr Williams was not watching from the front this may be an opportunity to reduce the power of my kick.  I switched to my left foot and after a couple of practice swings I kicked with a loud grunt but as little strength as I thought I could get away with. 
 
    Unfortunately Mr Williams detected it immediately.   
 
    ‘That was only half a kick,’ he said.  ‘I warned you what would happen.  Billie, do you want me to kick you first or Bronte?’ 
 
    Billie glared at me.  ‘Kick her,’ she snarled, clutching her groin. 
 
    Mr Williams told me to open my legs wide.  This time, instead of standing in front of me and measuring the kick, he walked back a few paces and rolled up his right trouser leg.  Then he ran towards me and gave me a thumping cuntbust on the run.  I was actually lifted in the air and collapsed crying and writhing. 
 
    ‘That’ll teach you, you stupid cunt,’ I heard Billie say through my sobs. 
 
    I looked up to see Mr Williams cuntbust Billie as well, but only in the normal way and not with a run up. 
 
    Mr Williams then pulled me up and told Kylie it was her turn to kick me. 
 
    ‘No,’ I said, ‘I give in, I can’t take any more.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that’s 12 of the cane then,’ Mr Williams said jauntily.  ‘I think we’ll each give her four strokes.  Have you girls caned anyone before?’ 
 
    Billie and Kylie both shook their heads. 
 
    ‘Well, let’s finish the cuntbusting and then you can enjoy your first go with the cane.’ 
 
    He looked at Kylie.  ‘Your turn next,’ he said, and turning to me said it was my turn to kick her. 
 
    ‘I thought she was out,’ Kylie said. 
 
    ‘She’s not getting cuntbusted again, but you are.  And she’ll still get it again if she goes easy on you too as well.’ 
 
    I didn’t think I could stand another from Mr Williams so I busted Kyle with a real good kick from a couple of paces, earning a clap from Mr Williams, a glare from Kylie and a slap on the bottom from Mr Williams which may have been almost affectionate.   
 
    Billie delivered a good kick to Kylie as well and it was Billie’s turn. 
 
    I could see my cunt swelling and reddening, even after just four cuntbusts.  The other two had pubic hair which hid the effect a little, but I could still tell they were beginning to swell. 
 
    Kylie gave Billie an enormous kick which sent her sprawling and crying.  I was waiting for Mr Williams to pull her up so I could kick her as well, but she just lay there and said ‘I give up.’ 
 
    ‘Six of the cane for you then,’ Mr Williams said, ‘and one last cuntbust for you Kylie.  Take your position’ 
 
    Kylie spread her legs and Mr Williams stood in front of her.  ‘As it’s the last one, I better make it memorable,’ he said. 
 
    He kicked gently at her legs to make them wider apart.  Then he measured his position by a few gentle taps to her pussy before swaying back and giving her a mighty cuntbust which raised her whole body in the air.  She dropped to the floor crying and clutching at her cunt while I watched with pleasure and even Billie smiled through her tears. 
 
    ‘Right,’ said Mr Williams as he pulled first Billie and then Kylie to their feet.  ‘Do you feel properly punished?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir’ I said 
 
    The other two started to nod, but then Kylie blinked back her tears and said ‘I have sir but Bronte and Billie still need to be caned.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you think they should be let off?’ 
 
    ‘But you gave me that last cuntbust sir!’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll leave it up to you,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘If you ask me to cancel the canings then I will, otherwise we’ll get on with it.’ 
 
    Billie and I looked imploringly at Kylie but she didn’t say a word. 
 
    ‘Very well,’ Mr Williams said with a smile, ‘who do you want to be caned first?’ 
 
    Kylie didn’t speak but pointed straight at me. 
 
    So much for cellie solidarity. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20: I Get Caned Again 
 
    Mr Williams smiled. 
 
    ‘12 strokes of the cane,’ he said, ‘and we’ll each give you four.  Who wants to start?’ 
 
    ‘Can we give her one each, taking it in turns?’ Kylie asked, ‘We’ve never used the cane before and it would be good to take it slowly.’ 
 
    ‘Not a bad idea,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘But don’t forget, you have to cane hard.  If the strokes are not up to the level I consider appropriate, I will repeat the stroke and the caner will get one too.  One nice thing about caning in turns is it will take a bit longer between strokes so she will be able to reach the height of the pain between each hit.’ 
 
    Kylie smiled.  ‘I don’t think you’ll have to worry about how hard I cane this slaggy bitch,’ she said. 
 
    Billie didn’t speak, probably hoping to stay neutral as she was going to get a caning as well.’ 
 
    ‘Can you strike first?’ Kylie asked Mr Williams, ‘then Billie and I can watch and make sure we know how to do it.’ 
 
    ‘No problem,’ he replied, then he told me to hold on to the rails at the end of my bed and bend over with my legs apart. 
 
    Every dormitory had a cane and a paddle hanging on the back of the door.  Without being told, Kylie had unhooked the cane and was standing with it next to Mr Williams. 
 
    I stood bending over with my legs apart and Mr Williams took hold of my swollen cunt with a little laugh.  ‘You really have been cuntbusted,’ he said, ‘Good thing this cunt is no use for fucking at the moment, as I doubt I could get into it.’ 
 
    ‘Why’s it no use for fucking sir?’ Kylie asked. 
 
    ‘Oh, I don’t fuck ET girls except in the mouth and the arse,’ he replied calmly. 
 
    This was just what I had told the girls, but they’d thought I was joking.  I looked at Kylie and Billie as Mr Williams continued to rub his hand over my swollen cunt.  They were both looking intensely interested. 
 
    Then Mr Williams moved his attention to my arsehole.  ‘I’ve been widening her arse with buttplugs,’ he told the girls, ‘and very soon she’ll be available for my cock.’ 
 
    As he spoke his fingers entered my arse and he remarked that he could now get three fingers into me. 
 
    ‘Have you ever fucked her arse then sir?’ Kylie asked. 
 
    ‘Not yet.’ 
 
    ‘Why don’t you do it after she’s been caned?’ Kylie asked, ‘Billie and I have never seen an arse fuck.’ 
 
    Mr Williams still had fingers exploring my butthole and he paused for a moment.  ‘Maybe I will,’ he said, pushing his fingers a bit deeper.  Then he pulled his fingers out and reached for the cane. 
 
    ‘But first, let’s get this lovely bottom striped.’ 
 
    He laid the cane across my bottom as he got his feet in position, telling the girls about the importance of the position of feet and body when using the cane.  Then he smacked me hard across my bare arse cheeks.  I squealed but managed to hold on to the bed rails. 
 
    He handed the cane to Kylie.  ‘Any questions?’ he asked her. 
 
    ‘No sir,’ she replied as she copied what he had done in measuring the cane across my cheeks.  Then she whacked me hard and again I squeaked but held on. 
 
    ‘Oh sir,’ Kylie exclaimed, ‘look at those stripes.  I think mine are as good as yours.’ 
 
    I felt hands on my buttocks, tracing where the cane had bitten into my flesh. 
 
    ‘Not bad at all,’ Mr Williams said, and he handed the cane from Kylie to Billie. 
 
    Again he asked if she had any questions.  She said no, and took her position.  I felt a little tap to my bottom, then she raised the cane and tried to smack me, but the cane must have twisted in her hand.  It slapped me gently on the thigh and clattered to the ground. 
 
    This time it was Billie who squealed. 
 
    Mr Williams picked up the cane and brusquely ordered me to stay still.  He quickly rapped the cane hard on my bottom and told me to get up and let Billie take my place. 
 
    I pushed myself up and felt my bottom where three wheals were already evident.  Billie sobbed a little as she took my place. 
 
    ‘Would you like to beat her or would you like me to?’ Mr Williams enquired politely of me. 
 
    I took the cane from him and told him I would do it.  I took my time, arranging Billie’s feet so they were wide apart and pushing down on her back to ensure her buttocks were well presented for my first ever caning. 
 
    I raised the cane and swished it down as hard as I could across her bare arse. She shrieked and immediately covered her bottom with her hands.  I snatched them out of the way so I could enjoy the sight of the first cane stroke I had ever delivered.  In fact, I had never even spanked anyone before.  The two tramline ridges were beautifully engraved across her buttocks and I traced them with my fingers, commenting to Mr Williams that I doubted if he could have done better himself. 
 
    “We’ll see about that in a minute,’ he said, and told me to take Billie’s place for the rest of my 12 strokes. 
 
    ‘But she moved, sir,’ I protested, ‘shouldn’t I be able to give her an extra?’ 
 
    ‘Oh very well,’ he agreed. 
 
    I crashed the cane back into Billie’s arse, trying to hit into the same place to maximise the pain.  This time she managed to hold on, and I checked the marks with pleasure.  I couldn’t help slipping a finger into her cunt and found it was very wet. 
 
    ‘She’s all wet sir,’ I burst out.  
 
    ‘All right, that’s enough, you should know better than anyone that every girl creams up with a thorough beating.’ Mr Williams ordered me, ‘Now get your arse in the air, another nine strokes for you.’  
 
    Billie pulled herself up, crying, and I bent over again. Mr Williams, then Kylie, gave me two hard whacks, then it was Billie’s turn again.  Unbelievably, the same thing happened.  She dropped the cane after hitting me so weakly that I hardly felt it.  I certainly felt Mr Williams’ make-good whack though and it made me determined to give Billie a good hard one. 
 
    She was already crying when I arranged her legs for me to beat her, but I didn’t care.  I tapped the cane over the marks I had already made on her arse and tried to land the cane in the same place for the third time. 
 
    I succeeded and had the pleasure of seeing her striped buttocks turning almost black. 
 
    ‘No more on the same spot,’ Mr Williams ordered, ‘’if she starts to bleed you’ll be in big trouble.’  
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I said.  ‘Can I give her another in a different place for practice?’ 
 
    Mr Williams showed it wasn’t only me he practiced his cruelty on. 
 
    ‘Good idea,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Before he could change his mind I measured another spot below where my first three had been delivered and gave her a vicious cut with all my strength.  She couldn’t stop herself jumping up, so I had the pleasure of giving her yet another.  Five strokes already! And she still had another six to come at least! She’d have a bottom as cruelly marked as my own by the time we had finished with her. 
 
    Sadly, Mr Williams allowed her to give up on caning and my last six strokes were given by Kylie and Mr Williams, by which time my arse was on fire and I was crying my eyes out. 
 
    After Mr Williams gave me permission to get up and I was rubbing cold cream on my bottom, he told Billie to bend over for her proper punishment. 
 
    ‘I guess you don’t want to cane her yourself?’ he asked me. 
 
    My tears stopped like the tap was turned off.  ‘Oh yes I do,’ I replied.  ‘We agreed two each sir.’ 
 
    Mr Williams smiled as if he always knew that was what I would say, and flexed the cane ready to thrash Billie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21: Billie Gets Caned 
 
    Billie was already well striped across her arse from the five hard strokes I had given her.  I was also looking forward to giving her two more and watching her get the other four.  Still, I had a remnant of cellie loyalty and called out to her to hold tight to the rail, so she didn’t jump up and earn more punishment. 
 
    All I got was a glare from her, as Mr Williams moved her feet to position her for the thrashing. 
 
    As her parted her legs he let his hand stray to her cunt lips and after a dip into her pussy sniffed his wet finger.   
 
    ‘You’re right,’ he said to me, ‘she’s creamed up very nicely.  Come here for a second.’ 
 
    I went over to him and he put his finger next to my mouth.  ‘Lick it clean,’ he ordered.  I had never tasted a girl’s juices before except Miss Dawson’s but I knew never to go against Mr Williams’ orders so I opened my mouth and let him insert his finger.  I licked it and didn’t mind the taste at all. 
 
    ‘Now you’ve made my finger wet, Mr Williams complained, slapping me across the face, ‘and you’ve got no cunt hair to dry it on, you slack bitch.’ 
 
    ‘You should beat her for that,’ Kylie said, the slag. 
 
    He looked at her. ‘You’ve got cunt hair, Kylie, ‘come here and dry my finger on it.’ 
 
    ‘You have got to be joking.’ 
 
    He looked at her again, then round at me and smiled.  ‘She doesn’t know I don’t joke like that, does she Bronte?’ 
 
    ‘No sir.’ 
 
    ‘Get up, Billie, we’ll just show Kylie a few things.’ 
 
    Billie pushed herself upright.  ‘Bend over, Kylie,’ Mr Williams ordered, ‘you’ll get four strokes to teach you not to talk back to me.’ 
 
    ‘But that’s not fair,’ Kylie protested. 
 
    ‘Five,’ Mr Williams immediately responded. 
 
    ‘Sir!’ Kylie moaned.  
 
    ‘Ok,’ Mr Williams replied, ‘six.’  
 
    Kylie finally managed to keep silent.  As she bent over I saw how swollen her cunt lips were, so she’d had a good kicking. 
 
    Mr Williams slipped his finger into her cunt just as he had with Billie. 
 
    ‘Not really wet at all, he commented, as he sniffed his finger.  ‘Let’s see if half a dozen good cuts will cream her up.’ 
 
    I have to say that I enjoyed watching that caning.  I had been expecting that Kylie would escape without a single cane stroke, so it was a pleasure to watch her writhing under the lash of the cane.  I was pleased as well that she got an extra stroke, when she let go of the bed rail on the fifth whack to clutch at her bottom. 
 
    It was me who said to Mr Williams that letting go like that was usually punished by an extra stroke, but although he agreed to beat her one more time he wouldn’t let me do it. 
 
    Still, she was crying and her arse was severely striped when he had finished with her, and that pause after my own beating had calmed me down for Billie’s thrashing still to come, so that was good too. 
 
    Mr Williams then ordered Billie to bend over for her punishment, but she pointed out that he hadn’t checked Kylie’s cunt for wetness. 
 
    ‘Quite right,’ he said, ‘come here Kylie and open your cunt so I can have a look.’ 
 
    She was still crying but managed to pull her labia back so he could peer down and then slide a finger into her.  He brought it out glistening with juices. 
 
    ‘Caning is such an art,’ he said triumphantly, ‘there’s nothing better than seeing a well thrashed girl pumping out the juice ready for cock.’ 
 
    This time he wiped his finger in Kylie’s hair, a gesture that she abominated but knew better now than to resist.  Then he got Billie back into position and prepared for her delayed caning. 
 
    ‘I think we’ll leave Kylie out of this,’ he said casually to me, ‘we’ll just do three each.’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I said, and asked if I could try to put each of my strokes over the top of each of his.  ‘I know you said that three strokes on top of each other is too many, but perhaps two would make more than double the pain without risk of bleeding?’ 
 
    He thought about it for a moment.  ‘I agree.  But look at her arse already – hardly room for another three good strokes, let alone six.  We’ll give her one each on the arse, then one on the thighs, and the last one on the front of her thighs.  Have you been whipped on the thighs?’ 
 
    ‘No sir, but I have seen the prefects caning a boy front and back thighs.’ 
 
    ‘Good, so you know how it works.’ 
 
    As we were talking, Billie was still crying, sobbing such that her body was moving up and down.  Mr Williams put his hand between her legs and took hold of her cunt lips to keep her still. 
 
    ‘Bronte and I are practicing precision caning today,’ he told her.  ‘You’ll get one stroke from me and then one from Bronte which must be over the top of mine.  If Bronte doesn’t land her stroke over the top of mine, I’ll decide if it was your fault because you moved, or hers because she didn’t do it right.  Whoever is responsible will get two extra.’ 
 
    ‘Two?’ Billie and I both shrieked.  
 
    ‘Yes, I’ve been giving you one extra every time you have been disobedient or insolent, but the message doesn’t seem to be getting through.  Let’s see if two extra does the trick.’ 
 
    With that, he took his fingers out of Billie’s pussy, sniffed them and wiped them in my hair.  I passed him the cane and he measured it against Billie’s backside, preparing for the first stroke.  Then he paused.  ‘I think a wet cane might be nice,’ he said. 
 
    Then he drew the cane slowly between Billie’s legs so it opened her cunt and allowed her juices to coat the cane.  He smiled and tapped the slippery cane three times on Billie’s cheeks while he chose the spot for the first crashing blow. 
 
    You may guess that Billie moved not once, but twice.  I didn’t need to argue that it was her fault and not mine, Mr Williams immediately decided that himself.  Luckily we were caning front and back thighs so there was plenty of room for the extras. 
 
    Kylie was lying on her tummy on her bed, crying and alternately nursing her swollen cunt and striped buttocks, not even watching as we cut into Billie. 
 
    When we’d finished with her, Billie was more marked than anyone.  Seven strokes on her bottom plus four each on front and back of her thighs made fifteen hard cuts with the cane, on top of her cuntbusting.  She was on fire with the pain and couldn’t lie down except on her side as we’d whipped her front and back. 
 
    I was walking a bit gingerly but after all the whippings and beatings and humiliations I had received recently, it wasn’t too bad. 
 
    Mr Williams was about to walk out, after hanging up the cane, when Kylie spoke through her tears. 
 
    ‘I thought you were going to fuck your slaggy ET’s girl’s arse,’ she sobbed. 
 
    Mr Williams would normally have awarded at least four strokes of the paddle to someone who spoke to him like that, but he didn’t seem to notice the form of address.  It was just the words that moved him. 
 
    ‘So I was,’ he said, ‘so I was.’ 
 
    He smiled at me and beckoned.  I was trying to rub cold cream into my arse and also soothe my swollen cunt, but I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t seen him. 
 
    He unzipped his trousers.  Billie and Kylie heard the sound and both turned round.  They both stopped crying as they saw him start to take out his cock. 
 
    ‘Let’s see if your arse is ready for this yet,’ he said, stroking his fingers along the length of his prick. 
 
    Now what was going to happen?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22: Arse Fucked 
 
    ‘How long have you been using the plug?’ Mr Williams asked me. 
 
    ‘About a week sir.’ 
 
    ‘And what number are we?’  
 
    The ass plugs were kept in a wooden box and numbered for size, with number one the smallest and six the fattest and longest. 
 
    ‘Number three sir.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not a bad place to start feeling what a real prick is like up your shitter,’ he said coarsely.  ‘You’re stretched a bit but not so much that I don’t get the sensation of fucking a virgin arse.’ 
 
    He looked at me for a moment, still with his semi-tumescent cock lolling out of his trousers. 
 
    ‘Normally I’d fuck you first with Barney, James and Phil there,’ he mused, ‘and then they’d either do you in the arse or mouth as well.  But there is something to be said for having your cellies as witnesses to your first arse fuck.  Of course, it’ll be easier on you too as you’ll only have one cock up your shitter today instead of maybe four when the boys get to use you.’ 
 
    So I was supposed to feel grateful! 
 
    ‘Ok, girls,’ he said to Kylie and Billie, ‘one of you can hold her shoulders and the other can lie down and hold her feet apart.  She might struggle a bit so I think Kylie had better do the shoulders and Billie the legs.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, but sir, that means Billie will get the best view of your cock fucking into her arse,’ Kylie complained. 
 
    ‘Well, maybe after I’ve broken her in I’ll do her again on the bed and you can both have a good look.’ He seemed more tolerant than usual.  I had half expected him to get the cane back on Kylie’s arse for daring to question his judgment. 
 
     He made me grip the rail at the end of my bed as if I was to be caned again.  Then he had Kylie kneel on the bed facing me and told her to hold my arms to stop me moving.  Then he had Billie lie on the floor under my body with her arms wrapped around my legs.  Her face was pretty much underneath my arse so as Kylie had said, she’d have a perfect view of his cock thrusting into me. 
 
    ‘We would normally have some KY jelly for her first fuck up the shitter,’ Mr Williams remarked, ‘but we can improvise.’ 
 
    With that comment he plunged the fingers of his right hand into my cunt and wiped the wetness around my anus. 
 
    ‘Mmmm,’ he mused, ‘might not be enough.  Kylie and Billie, we need your juices too.’ 
 
    He made them get up and dip their own fingers into their cunts and wipe them into my arsehole!  Then he used his left hand to dip into both girls’ pussies, extracting the last of the wetness induced by the spankings and canings, and added that to my bumhole. 
 
    He made the girls get back into position to hold me and I felt his cock against my arse.  It was clearly fully hard now and Billie was squeaking with excitement. 
 
    ‘It’ll never get into her arse, sir,’ she said breathlessly, ‘it’s huge!’ 
 
    ‘It’ll go in no trouble,’ he responded. 
 
    Then he started to thrust gently.  He pulled my arse cheeks open to try to expose the anus better where it had been stretched by the plugs, but I still screamed as his tool forced itself into my virgin arse. 
 
    ‘Get the knickers and gag her,’ Mr Williams ordered Kylie.  She jumped off the bed and picked up the three pairs of knickers which we had thrown down before and stuffed one, then another into my mouth.  The third pair, which I noticed was mine, she kept by her on the bed when she got back up to hold me again. 
 
    So I was gagged by my cellies’ dirty knickers! 
 
    I couldn’t scream after that but I surely squirmed as he gradually forced more cock into me, until a point came when I realised it didn’t hurt any more.  I felt utterly full of cock and I lost all sensation except that cock in my arse.  My entire consciousness was focussed on it.  He was slowly thrusting his cock in and out and I began to push back against him.  I was actually enjoying it! 
 
    Mr Williams was moaning as he slowly fucked me in and out, and I was too, a noise between a groan and a purr. 
 
    ‘All right, Billie,’ he said in a gasping tone, ‘Now lick her cunt out.’ 
 
    ‘But sir,’ Billie started to say. 
 
    ‘Lick her fucking cunt or I’ll flog you till you’re bloody.’ 
 
    I felt Billie’s tongue on my pussy lips and tried to push down so she could lick me better.  I was dizzy with the ecstasy of being royally fucked in my arse while my cunt was being sucked and licked. 
 
    Because of the gag I couldn’t speak but I was moaning and then something happened which now I know was my first ever total orgasm.  What I had felt when Miss Dawson and I cunninligued each other had been awesome, but this was earth shattering.  I actually fainted in ecstasy for just a few seconds, held up by Kylie’s hands on my shoulders and Billie’s face under my cunt. 
 
    When I came to, dazed and still moaning, Mr Williams was reaching his own climax and moaned himself as he pumped hot seed into my reamed arse.  He slid out of me and casually wiped his cock on Billie’s hair. 
 
    ‘Fuck that was good,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Did you cum in her?’ Kylie asked. 
 
    ‘Fuck yes.’ 
 
    “May I look at the cum seeping out?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.  Actually we’ll get her to squeeze it out over Billie’s tits.  That’s always a good look.’ 
 
    I was trembling with the stunning feeling of having reached my first orgasm, as Mr Williams made me kneel over Billie’s naked body and drip his cum over her tits. 
 
    ‘Oh sir,’ Kylie said, ‘there’s so much of it.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t had a fuck for days, so it builds up, and she had an arse as tight as fuck which drained every bit.’ 
 
    He saw that Billie was looking with distaste at the cum smothering her breasts. 
 
    ‘Rub it all over your tits, cunt,’ he ordered her. ‘And Kylie, take some and rub it in yours as well.  I want to see all the nipples in this room hard and erect and wet with cum.  Bronte, you too.’ 
 
    We all rubbed cum into our tits and made our nipples hard, Billie lying on the floor and Kylie and I kneeling over her. 
 
    Amazingly, since it was only a few minutes since he had blasted his sperm in my arse, I saw that Mr Williams’ cock was getting hard again. 
 
    He saw me looking at it and smiled. 
 
    ‘Take the knickers out of your mouth,’ he instructed me.  ‘Next time, you’ll be quiet or I’ll whip your arse off.  And next time I’m going to do you ass to mouth.  A few more minutes and this cock will be just right for splitting your shitter again and the next part of your education will begin.’ 
 
    Fuck! Ass to mouth! I could only think of one thing that could be and I didn’t think it was going to be very pleasant! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23: Ass to Mouth 
 
    ‘I have a little treat for you girls,’ Mr Williams announced as he stroked his cock.  ‘I will let each of your mouths taste my prick.  And as an even bigger treat, it will be flavoured from Bronte’s lovely arse.’ 
 
    We all looked at each other in horror. 
 
    ‘But sir,’ Billie started to say. 
 
    ‘Of course,’ Mr Williams continued serenely, ‘You don’t have to do it.  Just let me know if you want to disobey and I’ll reward you with 12 strokes of the cane instead.’ 
 
    ‘Is this what you call ass to mouth sir?’ I asked. 
 
    ‘That's right,’ he responded, ‘straight from arse to lips.  Normally it'd come from your arse just to your own mouth, but since you have your lovely assistants here they can all enjoy the sensation. One of you will be the lucky one who gets the gift of my spunk in your throat, but even I don't know which at the moment. Or maybe I might shoot into Bronte’s arse again.  You'll just have to wait and see.’ 
 
    He made us arrange three chairs with me kneeling on one, so my backside was presented for his use, while Kylie and Billie knelt on the others, so their faces were close to mine.  All three of us were of course still naked so I had some vague hope or imagining that he might choose one of the other girls’ arses instead of reaming me again. 
 
    I guess he wondered about that for a moment as I heard a squeaky yelp from Billie and saw from the corner of my eye that Mr Williams was fingering her arse. 
 
    ‘Too tight,’ he muttered to himself, and moved around to do the same to Kylie.   
 
    I could see Kylie squirming but she didn’t squeal like Billie had done, but Mr Williams obviously had no better result from Kylie’s anus. 
 
    ‘You both will need a period of stretching with the butt plugs before you can take a cock,’ he announced, slapping Kylie on the bum as he spoke.  ‘So I’ll do Bronte’s arse again.’ 
 
    He came around behind me and started fingering my anus. 
 
    ‘Still juiced up from the last fuck,’ he announced.  ‘No need to get you girls to milk your cunts for grease.’ 
 
    With that brief observation he plunged his cock back into my arse, although he was reasonably gentle in the first instance, while he got his shaft positioned in my back passage. 
 
    Like the previous time, as he drove into me the sensation was totally encompassing so I could think of nothing.  I was just overwhelmed by cock, feeling limp and boneless as he rammed me. 
 
    After a minute or so he pulled out and came round to my face. 
 
    ‘Open your mouth,’ he ordered me. 
 
    ‘But sir,’ I began, hoping to make him see that it was not fair to fuck my mouth with a cock straight from my dirty arsehole. 
 
    He just slapped my face and pushed his cock between my lips without any further speech. 
 
    ‘If you make me cum, I’ll cane you till the blood flows,’ he threatened, ‘I’ve got two more mouths to fuck before I want to spurt.’ 
 
    I tried to be careful about how I caressed his prick with my tongue and lips, and fortunately he only stayed a minute or so in my throat before pulling out. 
 
    I thought he’d plunge into Kylie’s or Billie’s mouth, but he went back to my arse and slid his prick back into my throbbing arse. 
 
    Again he stayed in my butt just a short time and then pulled out and came round to our front.  His cock was erect and looked rock hard and glancing at Billie I could see the fear written on her face. 
 
    Mr Williams saw it too and smiled.  ‘You next, Billie, open your mouth.’ 
 
    I guessed she knew that any hesitation or protest would just earn her more punishment, so she opened her mouth and Mr Williams eased his cock into it.  I knew it was the first time she’d had cock in her mouth, so to get the first one straight from her cellie’s arse was pretty tough. 
 
    ‘God, I love a virgin face-cunt,’ Mr Williams remarked, just talking to himself I suppose, as he held her head while slowly reaming her throat.  She was weeping silently, and after a minute or two he pulled out from her mouth and slapped her across the face. 
 
    ‘I’ll fucking give you something to cry about if you’re not careful,’ he warned her, as he went back to my bumhole. 
 
    She managed to stop crying, but I felt tears prick my eyes as his cock seemed to have grown in Billie’s mouth and he had trouble poking it back into my arse. 
 
    He managed eventually and started a steady thrust, which I thought would have made me cum if it had gone on for more than a minute, but he soon pulled out again and went round to Kylie’s face. 
 
    ‘Have you had cock in here before?’ he demanded from Kylie as he pushed against her lips. 
 
    ‘Only boy cock, sir,’ Kylie answered brazenly, ‘nothing like this.’ 
 
    He laughed as he thrust his cock into her mouth and began ramming her. 
 
    ‘I think you can have the honour of my spunk this time,’ he told her as he fucked her face.  He took his time over it, holding her by the ears as he slowly moved his prick inside and out.  I always found being held by the ears as I got face fucked really degrading, and I hoped Kylie found the same after the way she’d treated me that day. 
 
    Mr Williams closed his eyes and I guessed he was about to cum.  I thought he might pull out of Kylie’s mouth and squirt spunk over the three of us, but he held on and pulsed his sperm into her throat. 
 
    ‘Don’t swallow,’ he gasped as Kylie wriggled and wept.  I wasn’t sure if it was distress or just the physical aspect of the big prick filling her throat that made her cry. 
 
    As Mr Williams pumped his juices into her mouth he explained.  ‘I want to see each of you cunts tasting my sperm.  Kylie, kiss Bronte and push the spunk into her mouth.’ 
 
    Still weeping, Kylie got off the chair and came over to me, kissed me and pushed gabs of spunk into my mouth with her tongue. 
 
    ‘Show me,’ Mr Williams demanded, and I opened my mouth to show where I was holding the milky white salty spunk. 
 
    ‘Excellent,’ he said, ‘Billie, lie on the floor and open your mouth.’ 
 
    Billie hustled off her chair and lay down.  Mr Williams ordered me to kneel over her and drop the sperm from my mouth into Billie’s open mouth.  I did so and wondered where the spunk would finally end up. 
 
    I might have guessed. 
 
    ‘Very nice,’ Mr Williams remarked, as he wiped his prick in Kylie’s hair.  ‘I think the sperm should go into Bronte’s lovely bottom.  Billie, you push it in with your tongue and Kylie can seal it with a kiss.’ 
 
    So now my two cellies had to kiss my arse!  I knew I’d pay for this later.  I scrambled to bend over and tried to pull my arse cheeks apart to open my anus for collecting the sperm from Billie’s mouth. 
 
    Billie managed to force herself to put her mouth on my butthole and push the spunk into me, as Mr Williams encouraged her. 
 
    ‘Go on, get that tongue into her hole you useless cunt, or I’ll take the cane to you again.’ 
 
    She must have done it to his satisfaction as he didn’t beat her again.  Then he made Kylie tongue my arsehole as well, before telling us all to get up and stand next to each other. 
 
    I glanced at my cellies and guessed I looked the same as them.  Streaked faces where tears had made make up and mascara run, raddled hair where sweat and spunk had messed it up. 
 
    One by one, Mr Williams passed his hands over each of us, feeling our faces, our tits, cunts and arses, commenting as he did so.  He complimented Kylie on her tits, Billie for her delicate cunt and me for my arse. 
 
    ‘I hope you enjoyed your little mutu-mast,’ Mr Williams said finally, as he turned and left the room while we remained rooted to the spot and naked. 
 
    I wasn’t sure for a moment if we would turn on each other and start fighting, but as I glanced at my cellies I thought they felt the same as me – we’d all suffered, but it wasn’t our fellow-cellies’ fault. 
 
    We hugged and cried and didn’t say a word. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24: Getting Ready to be Deflowered 
 
    After the cuntbusting day I went to see Mr Williams the next morning before school.  He hadn’t ordered me to, but I expected he’d want to examine me and maybe do something else.  I’d found that the way to suffer less was to anticipate his demands. 
 
    My cunt was swollen and sore and of course I was well marked on the buttocks from the numerous cane strokes I’d received.  My arse was also sore after the repeated buggerings it had received.  Even my mouth felt odd, maybe from having been rammed with Mr Williams’s cock. 
 
    All in all I was not in good condition when he beckoned me over to his chair.  The only positive was that my cellies had remained my friends, after I had feared they would blame me for yesterday. 
 
    ‘I expect you’re a bit sore,’ Mr Williams remarked as he casually lifted my school skirt. 
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I replied. 
 
    ‘Take your knickers off,’ he instructed, ‘Let me have a good look.’ 
 
    I peeled my knickers down and stepped out of them. 
 
    ‘Hold your skirt up,’ he ordered. 
 
    I obeyed and felt his fingers gently probe my swollen and sensitive pussy. 
 
    ‘Wow, that is one swollen cunt,’ he observed.  ‘What an excellent cuntbust it was.  Something for you to remember.’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
    ‘Turn around.  Let me see your arse.’ 
 
    I turned and felt his hands on my buttocks, tracing the lines cut by the cane. 
 
    ‘Nice work, though I say it myself,’ Mr Williams observed, though some of the lashes had been delivered by Kylie.  ‘Remind me.  How many did you get?’ 
 
    ‘Twelve sir, plus the ones from Billie which you disallowed.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you couldn’t call them cane strokes.  Talking of Billie, I expect her arse is shredded this morning?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir, she had even more than me.’ 
 
    ‘Bend over and open your legs.  I want to check your arsehole.’ 
 
    I put my hands on my knees and stretched as wide as I could as I bent over.  I felt him gently fingering my ravaged butthole. 
 
    After a few moments he gave me a gentle smack on the bottom and told me to put my knickers back on. 
 
    As I did so, he made a little speech to me. 
 
    ‘I have checked my notes and I see that your birthday is in 10 days.  Is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
    ‘Your lucky day.  As an ET girl, that will be the last day of your virginity.  It means that we need your cunt, arse, mouth and indeed every part of you has to be in perfect condition for the deflowering. 
 
    ‘We may well only fuck your cunt, but we may also wish to use your mouth, arse, tits and indeed all of your body. 
 
    ‘So that means everything must be perfect,’ he said again. 
 
    ‘So,’ he continued, ‘for the next week you will not be used for sex by me or by anyone else.  You will not masturbate, and you will not allow any of your cellies or other friends to touch you.  Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
    ‘You will come to me every morning before school, so I can check you and once your bumhole is less sore I may plug you to ensure it doesn’t shrink closed from lack of use.  But other than that, I don’t want anything in your cunt, not even your own fingers.’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
    ‘Your pussy is too sore for shaving, so I don’t want you to touch it.  I’ll check that every day as well, and I’ll let you know when you can start shaving again.  Obviously we want it immaculate for the big day. 
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I said again. 
 
    He mused for a moment.   
 
    ‘I don’t really want to go a whole week without using you at all,’ he said, ‘I wonder if now is the time to teach you tit fucking?’ 
 
    I didn’t think I could stand more sex at the moment. 
 
    ‘But sir,’ I babbled, ‘don’t you want to save your juices to savour my cunt? Remember how much spunk James shot in my mouth, because he hadn’t fucked for a while? Wouldn’t you like to fill my pussy with your juices sir?’ 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    ‘It’s ok, even if I do fuck your tits I won’t do it today.  Just make sure you stay well behaved for the next week.  I will try my best to stop you getting caned, paddled or slippered, but just don’t do anything which is so bad I can’t fix it.  I want those bottom cheeks of yours soft and unmarked when they come to me for the deflowering.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do my best sir,’ I responded. 
 
    I almost got the slipper the very next day.  Mr Fenshaw, the gym teacher, used the slipper as an incentive to do better as well as a means of punishment. 
 
    He was particularly fond of making us climb the monkey bars to the top, down again, run across the gym, back to the bars, up and down, with the last one to finish receiving four smacks with his favourite gym shoe.  I was usually quite fast on this exercise but being in poor condition after the caning and buggery I was not up my best. 
 
    When I came last, Mr Fenshaw was already tapping the punishment plimsoll on the palm of his hand. 
 
    ‘Bronte, Bronte, what is the matter with you.  Four swats with the whacker should speed you up a bit.’ 
 
    He always called the gym shoe his whacker.  First time I heard him say ‘You’ll get a feel of my whacker soon’ I thought he was talking about his cock. 
 
    He was about to pull my shorts down – he always pulled the girls’ shorts down himself, though he allowed the boys to take their own shorts down – when I managed to say ‘But sir, I’m an ET girl.’ 
 
    Of course, being in sports gear I wasn’t wearing my badge. 
 
    For a moment he looked like he was about to argue, but then he seemed to decide it wasn’t worth the trouble. 
 
    ‘You better look out after you graduate from ET,’ was all he said as he beckoned Sam, who was second last, to take the punishment instead. 
 
    It occurred to me that Mr Fenshaw, as a guy who obviously enjoyed taking the slipper to girls’ bottoms, had perfected the system. 
 
    Every lesson, regardless of whether anyone broke a rule, at least one girl got whacked, just because she was last in whatever competition he was running.  He varied the rules so as to handicap the fitter ones, officially to make it fairer, but in my opinion so he could make the slim good looking girls lose fairly often so he wasn’t always smacking the fat slow ones. 
 
    I’d never been whacked by him, but of course I’d seen him do plenty of my fellow students, both boys and girls.  The procedure was always the same. 
 
    He would take the girl’s shorts down, or tell the boy to pull his own down, then tell the student to bend over. 
 
    Then he would tap them gently on the seat of their underwear and ask: ‘Four up, or two down?’ This meant that you could take just two swats if you let him pull your underwear down and whack you on the bare.  There were not many who took the four, so usually he peeled the panties down, taking his time and (so girls said who had been smacked by him) always managing to touch the pussy lips.   
 
    With the boys he seemed to be much quicker, just jerking their underpants down, but not so far as to cause their cocks to pop out. 
 
    Then he would lash the plimsoll into the girl’s bottom, usually one smack per cheek, unless the girl was petite enough to smack effectively across both buttocks together.  The boys always claimed he swatted them harder than the girls, but it never looked that way to me. 
 
    He never took photos or recorded the punishments, I suppose because they were unofficial, being incentives to do better rather than punishment for breaking a rule. 
 
    Anyway, this time Sam took two with her knickers down and complained to me after that I had got away with it just because I was an ET girl.  I didn’t argue, I just showed her my bottom, criss-crossed with the evidence of a twelve-stroke caning. 
 
    ‘Being an ET girl is not all honey and roses,’ was all I said. 
 
    ‘Oh God,’ was all she replied. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25: Rimming and Edging 
 
    I managed to stay out of trouble for the next few days.  Each morning I presented myself to Mr Williams, who inspected me carefully, with particular attention to my cunt, which took a few days to lose the puffiness and bruising. 
 
    It was still too sore to think of shaving, so I had a stubble growing there.  After about 5 or 6 days he decided my arse was sufficiently recovered to start plugging it again. 
 
    ‘As I said, we might not even want your arsehole on your birthday, but it’s as well to be prepared.  I’m not going to bugger you to keep it stretched so the plug should keep you open for business.’ 
 
    For the next few days the routine was the same.  I would present myself at his office before school and he would fondle my tits, then pull my knickers down, then dip a butt plug in my cunt before pushing it into my arse. 
 
    After school I would return to his office when he would remove the plug from my bottom and inspect me closely, particularly my cunt of course. 
 
    Three days before my birthday he inspected my pubic area, decided it was fully healed and told me I could shave again.  He asked if I would like him to shave me or if I’d prefer to do it myself. 
 
    I hadn’t been used to such courtesy from Mr Williams, although I must say he’d been very circumspect since the cuntbusting.  I asked him if he would please shave me. 
 
    ‘Once I’m properly shaved, I can keep it just right with my little electric shaver,’ I told him, ‘but since I’m rather stubbly at the moment I’m sure you would do a more precise job, sir.’ 
 
    He actually smiled, and kissed me nicely on the lips! 
 
    ‘OK,’ he said, ‘no time like the present.’ 
 
    He told me to strip completely, which I didn’t see why it was necessary, but I did as I was told (of course).  Then he made me lie on a towel with my legs wide open.  He fetched a bowl of soapy water and a razor and was about to straddle me to start shaving when he paused. 
 
    ‘What a truly great cunt you have,’ he said.  ‘I can hardly wait to get into fucking it.  I said I wouldn’t fuck any of your holes till your birthday, but I have to do something.’ 
 
    I thought he has going to wank into my tits, like he had said he was going to, but instead he asked me if I knew what rimming was. 
 
    ‘No sir,’ I replied. 
 
    Or edging?’ he asked. 
 
    “Is that where you nearly have an orgasm but keep holding off?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, I want to save my spunk to shoot into your cunt in a couple of days, so you have to edge me.  If you let me cum, I’ll whip you till you bleed. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir.’ 
 
    But I didn’t understand what I was supposed to do or how I was supposed to stop him ejaculating.  I didn’t have long to wait to find out what he wanted to make me do. 
 
    He took off his shoes and socks, then his trousers and underpants.   
 
    ‘Rimming means using your mouth, lips and tongue to stimulate my anus and surrounding area,’ he told me, sounding just like the schoolteacher he was. 
 
    ‘Do you mean I have to lick your arse, sir?’ 
 
    ‘Not just lick it, stimulate it.  And you don’t just go straight for the arsehole.  You need to work inside the buttock cheeks and use your lips and tongue all round there.  Sure, you’ll end up with your tongue as deep as you can get it in my arsehole, or I’ll thrash you, but you have to work up to it gradually.  And I’ve decided I won’t whip you bloody, I’ll use the rubber hose from Miss Dawson.  I want you unmarked when you are cunt fucked for the first time.’ 
 
    Well, he’d fucked me in the arse often enough and of course did me ass to mouth, so I’d tasted his cock after it had been up my shitter.  I decided this couldn’t be worse than that. 
 
    I was still lying down and he lowered himself over me so he was sitting on my face.  I started kissing and dabbing my tongue between his buttocks and near but not touching his ringpiece. 
 
    I wanted to be sure that he couldn’t fault me for diving into action too early.  I was quite convinced that he would have no hesitation in thrashing me with the rubber hose if he felt I had been inadequate. 
 
    I worked around his bottom for a few minutes and was quite gratified that his cock started to get hard.  I reached around and took it in my hand, but he smacked my hand away. 
 
    ‘Be careful, if I spurt my load it’s the rubber hose for you.’ 
 
    I quickly moved my hands back to the sides of his bum.  By now I was darting my tongue into his anus as well as licking and sucking around the area.  It tasted fine so he must have had a shower.  There was no smell or taste of shit. 
 
    I kept going for a few more minutes and it was Mr Williams who finished by lifting himself away from my mouth.  When he was standing up he actually helped me to my feet as well and even kissed me! 
 
    ‘God, that was good,’ he said, ‘and I so much want to cum.  I just have to hold on though.  Two more days!’ 
 
    ‘You could do my tits,’ I suggested tentatively, ‘you suggested that the other day.’ 
 
    He flicked at my nipples, obviously thinking. 
 
    ‘No,’ he decided, ‘I was thinking I need to save your mouth and your arse as well as your cunt, but I really need to save my spunk as well.  Let’s just get you shaved.’ 
 
    I lay back on the floor and he kneeled over me, still naked from the waist down.  His semi-hard cock was resting on my stomach and started to get harder just from touching my bare flesh. 
 
    I started to get nervous in case he spunked, and I could feel a little wetness where his pre-cum dribbled slightly.  However, maybe it was needing to concentrate with the razor that stopped him getting harder and I felt his cock start to detumesced. 
 
    After a few minutes he finished shaving me and got to his feet again.  Once more he put his hand out and helped me get up.  He even kissed me again, slow and careful, his tongue gently exploring my mouth.  He had a hand between my legs but only just touching the outside of my cunt.  His other hand was manipulating my nipples, moving from one breast to the other.  I was moaning gently under his kisses and tit stroking. 
 
    It was he who broke away from the embrace, smacking me lightly on the bottom as he did so. 
 
    ‘I better get away before I do anything more,’ he said, ‘just two more days and I’ll be able to shoot my wad.’ 
 
    ‘Yes sir,’ I mumbled. 
 
    ‘And I don’t want you doing anything either,’ he told me, ‘I’ll ask you every time I see you if you’ve touched yourself, and I’ll know if you’re lying.  I’ll be waiting with the rubber hose if you do.’ 
 
    I’d been planning to wank my clit, but knew I’d never be able to lie successfully, so decided straight away to wait till my birthday. 
 
    We both held on for the next two days.  Mr Williams would inspect me morning and evening, but other than playing with my nipples a bit and checking my pubic area for hairlessness he didn’t touch me.  I managed to shave myself carefully and without touching myself for pleasure. 
 
    The only other thing in these couple of days was that Mr Williams told me that as my birthday was on Saturday, he’d arranged that I’d be away from school until the following Wednesday. 
 
    ‘We’ll need some time to make best use of your cunt,’ he told me candidly, ‘and you may need some time after to recover.  Just send a note to your parents that you’ll be away on camp for a few days.  Tell them mobiles are not allowed so they won’t contact you.  We don’t want any calls when we’re fucking your virgin cunt.’ 
 
    I asked him where I would be going.  He told me just to come to the Moss Grove address where I had been fucked by him and his friends. 
 
    ‘Bring all you need for a few days,’ he told me, ‘wear your school uniform but bring normal clothes as well, sexy as you can, plus whatever the fuck you want for make up and shit.’ 
 
    I thought it was better not to ask any other questions. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ he added, ‘like I say, tell your parents you’ll be away till Wednesday, do it when you ring on Saturday morning to get birthday wishes.  But don’t say anything to anyone at school.  Not even your cellies.’ 
 
    ‘Why not, sir?’ 
 
    He slapped my face, but not very hard. 
 
    ‘Because I fucking say so.’ 
 
    That was enough for me, so I quietly packed some stuff in my gym bag and left it under my bed.  On Saturday morning I called my parents, got birthday greetings and said I’d be away at a camp for a few days.  This was not uncommon so except for hoping there was nothing too onerous like rock climbing on my birthday they made no real comment. 
 
    About 9.30 in the morning I snuck out and walked to Moss Grove, not knowing if I was in for the best or worst day of my life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26: Getting Ready to be Fucked 
 
    I knocked on the door and it was opened in an instant.  All four of them were there, Mr Williams, Barney, James and Phil.  Mr Williams took my bag, kissed me on the lips and said ‘Happy birthday.’ 
 
    The other men crowded round too but didn’t say anything to me.  They were touching me, one with a hand under my chin, while another groped at my breasts, a third stuck his hand under my skirt and the other pawed at my arse. 
 
    Mr Williams calmed them down.   
 
    ‘We have plenty of time, just leave her alone while we sort this all out.’ 
 
    The men let go of me and I stood waiting. 
 
    ‘Ok, that’s better,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘Now, first question is, do we want her in clothes, just underwear, or naked?’ 
 
    Phil and Barney, who had made me keep my clothes on when they pissed on me early in my ET days, voted for me to stay clothed now as well. 
 
    Mr Williams wanted me naked, while James wanted me to undress to my underwear. 
 
    I suppose Mr Williams was my owner, or maybe just the leader of the pack, so although he often asked the others what they wanted, he always made the decisions.  However, in this case, although he wanted me naked, two men wanted me to stay clothed, and he agreed I could keep my clothes on. 
 
    ‘Great,’ Phil said, ‘but get your tits out now.’ 
 
    I obediently undid my blouse and pulled my tits from my bra without undoing it.  My nipples were erect and I stood proudly before them.  I was going to get fucked today but I was not going to kowtow to them. 
 
    Each man caressed, pinched or slapped my breasts, commenting on how firm the nipples were and speculating what it meant for the juiciness of my cunt. 
 
    Then after a few minutes, they pulled four chairs in a semi circle and told me to stand in front of them as they sat down. 
 
    ‘Now let’s see what we’ve got to play with,’ Barney said.  ‘Show us your cunt.’ 
 
    Obediently I raised my school skirt with one hand and lowered my school knickers with the other, edging them down till they were half way down my thighs.  My pussy was of course perfectly smooth, having been shaved yesterday and checked meticulously by me this morning for the slightest hint of stubble, which would have earned me a thrashing. 
 
    The men were too far away from me to get to my cunt, so Mr Williams beckoned to me and I shuffled to him, holding my skirt up in both hands, needing to shuffle as my panties were half way down. 
 
    He slipped a hand between my legs and dipped a finger into my cunt. 
 
    ‘Boys, I fucked Bronte’s arse about 2 weeks ago, since when I’ve checked her every day but haven’t put a finger or a cock inside any of her holes.  I’ve shaved her pussy and made sure she got no beatings at school.  Her cunt’s as wet as the inside of a honey jar and as tight as the virgin cunt that it is.  This is the best ET girl we’ve had.  Have a good check of her but for fuck’s sake don’t finger her too much.  We want to pop that cork with a cock, not a finger.’ 
 
    He pushed me gently towards Phil, sitting next to him.  I shuffled over, keeping my skirt raised.  Phil took hold of one nipple as his other hand explored between my legs. 
 
    ‘Fuck that’s a nice cunt,’ he said as his fingers probed me.  He let go of my breast and used both hands to open my pussy lips, bending in his chair to peer closely at my cunt. 
 
    After a moment he let me go and pushed me towards Barney, with a slap on my behind that made me stumble into Barney’s legs. 
 
    ‘Whoa, whoa,’ Barney said, ‘I’ll be fucking you soon enough, no need to get too eager.  Now let’s have a look at this cunt I’ve been hearing about.’ 
 
    He also fingered me gently, commenting that I was beautifully wet and hoping he would be the first to slide his prick inside me. 
 
    Then with a slap on my backside he pushed me to James.  James told me to take my knickers off, which I did, and to stand with my legs wide.  He fingered my cunt with a finger while caressing my clitoris. 
 
    I couldn’t help moaning as he stimulated my clit.  He laughed, picked up my knickers and stuffed them in my mouth.  I remembered it had been James who’d gagged me with my own panties the first time I’d been used by Mr Williams’s friends. 
 
    ‘I like hearing a cunt moan,’ James said, ‘but I also love the pleasure of gagging them with their own scented knickers.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean, scented?’ asked Barney. 
 
    ‘The exquisite scent of her own love juice,’ James explained, laughing. 
 
    ‘Very funny,’ Barney said.  ‘Now leave her cunt alone, let’s draw lots for who pops her cherry.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been thinking about that,’ Mr Williams said, ‘It’s me who organises all the ET girls.  I don’t see any reason why I shouldn’t be the one always to have the first fuck.  It’s just my generous nature which allows you three to share in the pleasures of a tasty schoolgirl virgin, but I want the first go at her maidenhood.’ 
 
    There was silence for a minute.  I looked from one man to the other, still with my undies dangling from my mouth. 
 
    ‘Well, he’s got a point,’ Phil said at length. 
 
    ‘OK,’ Barney said, ‘we’ll draw lots but just for what order we fuck her after you pop her cherry.’ 
 
    ‘All right with me,’ James agreed. 
 
    ‘We’ll draw from her cunt,’ Mr Williams announced, ‘since that’s what we’re here for.’ 
 
    I was still holding my skirt up and my mouth was still blocked with my knickers, but my dismay must have shown in my eyes, as Mr Williams laughed. 
 
    ‘Put her on the desk, on her back,’ he ordered, and the others picked me up and did as instructed. 
 
    He produced three marble size balls, numbered 1, 2 and 3. 
 
    ‘Who wants to put them in her cunt?’ he asked. 
 
    Barney was first to shout ‘I’ll do it!’ 
 
    ‘OK,’ Mr Williams said, just be careful.  ‘They’ve got to go right in so no-one can see what number they are getting, but don’t finger her so she pops her maidenhead.’ 
 
    ‘Trust me, I’m a teacher,’ laughed Barney. 
 
    I wondered if he was.  If so, not at my school of course. 
 
    He opened the lips of my cunt and pushed the three balls in. 
 
    ‘Now, Bronte,’ Mr Williams said, ‘You have to use your skill to push just one single ball out to the waiting hand.  If you expel two or three instead of one, we’ll start again but you’ll get six of the best before the balls go back in.  Is that clear?’ 
 
    I nodded miserably.  I was on my back with my legs in the air, one leg held by James and the other by Phil.  Barney’s hand was under my shaved pussy.  I had no idea how to do this, but at least I’d practised using my pelvic floor muscles. 
 
    ‘OK, go!’ Mr Williams told me. 
 
    I flexed my pelvic muscles and was nearly sure I could do it.  I gave a little wriggle and…success! A ball popped out of my cunt and into Barney’s hand. 
 
    Phil and James cheered, but Barney said disgustedly ‘Two!’ 
 
    ‘Well,’ Mr Williams said, you would never be first so it doesn’t matter that much does it?’ 
 
    ‘The more cocks that have ravaged her, the slacker that cunt will be,’ Barney complained. 
 
    ‘Jesus, stop whingeing, you’ll be the third prick ever to get inside this virgin little cunt.  It’ll still be tight as a duck’s arse.’ 
 
    Mr Williams took over from Phil in holding my leg, so Phil could take Barney’s place under my cunt.’ 
 
    ‘OK, pop it out,’ 
 
    I used the same technique as last time, but something went wrong!  Both remaining balls popped out into Phil’s waiting hand. 
 
    ‘Redraw!’ Barney crowed. 
 
    ‘No,’ Mr Williams determined, ‘Just put these two back and we’ll do just these two.  That’s after the six strokes of course.’ 
 
    After a brief debate, they agreed that Barney, Phil and James would give me two strokes each, as they were the participants in the draw. 
 
    ‘Belt, paddle or cane?’ Mr Williams asked. 
 
    ‘I’ll use my belt,’ Phil decided. 
 
    ‘Paddle for me,’ James said. 
 
    ‘I usually cane boys,’ Barney said, ‘so it will be a nice change to cane a girl.  Bare arsed as well.  We have to let the boys keep their underwear on.’ 
 
    I presumed from that exchange that Barney really was a teacher, but at a boys’ school. 
 
    ‘You told me you often find a way to get their underwear down,’ Phil said. 
 
    ‘Very true,’ Barney laughed, ‘I can often find a breach of dress rules, and that lets me bare their arses.  Much more satisfying to wallop on the bare.’ 
 
    ‘Is everyone happy to beat her in the diaper position?’ Mr Williams enquired. 
 
    They all concurred. 
 
    Phil pulled the leather belt from his trousers and folded it in two.  I’d never been beaten with a belt before and had no idea how hard it would be. 
 
    Mr Williams took hold of both my legs, lifting me up a little further so my bottom was more prominent for the lashing. 
 
    ‘Just be careful,’ he warned. ‘No damage to the cunt.’ 
 
    Phil laughed.  ‘No fear of that,’ he said, ‘I want to damage it as much as I can with my prick, not my belt.’ 
 
    With that he let fly two resounding whacks to my unprotected arse.  As the belt clattered into my skin it made an amazingly loud noise, but actually the pain was nothing like getting the cane, rubber hose or even the paddle, which were the only instruments I’d been beaten with so far. 
 
    ‘I love the belt,’ Phil declared, ‘You can whack as hard as you can manage and it marks much less than the cane.  There was one cunt I said I’d beat until she bled, and it took nearly half an hour of solid belting before I managed to get her bleeding.  God that was a great thrashing.  Best I’ve ever done!’ 
 
    ‘Well we don’t want any blood today,’ Mr Williams said.  ‘Your turn James.’ 
 
    James picked up the paddle and tapped it gently on my backside as he moved into position. 
 
    ‘Is this your normal class paddle?’ he asked Mr Williams. 
 
    He said it was. 
 
    ‘Jeez, you’re a nice bloke,’ James responded, ‘No holes!’ 
 
    I knew that if holes were drilled in the paddle the air passed through it and therefore it was much harder on the arse than a solid timber version. 
 
    ‘Beat hard, beat often, use plenty of strokes,’ Mr Williams said airily.  ‘If you use the paddle with holes you have to cut the number of swats.’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ James grumbled, ‘but I only get two shots at this virgin arse.’ 
 
    ‘Well, try to make them count!’ 
 
    James lashed the paddle into my bottom with all his strength.  If I hadn’t been gagged with my panties I would have squealed.  Only My Williams had paddled me before and he was nowhere near so brutal.  I couldn’t scream, but I could cry, and I did. 
 
    ‘Excellent,’ James purred, ‘just one swat and she’s crying!’ 
 
    He drew has arm back and pummelled the second stroke into my poor arse. 
 
    ‘God, I’d forgotten how much fun it is, whacking a cute arse!  Next ET girl we get, we should beat her regularly!’ 
 
    ‘We get the girls to agree to ET by agreeing NOT to beat them,’ Mr Williams said patiently. 
 
    ‘Oh yes,’ James said, ‘I forgot.’ 
 
    Barney was swishing a cane up and down, waiting for his turn.  He ran his hands over my welted bum. 
 
    ‘James has made her cry,’ he observed, ‘I want to make her scream.  No need to gag the cunt.’ 
 
    He pulled the panties out of my mouth and tapped the cane on my bottom as he moved into position. 
 
    ‘Shame it’s only two,’ he said, ‘but earlier this week I managed to draw claret on a boy’s backside with only my third stroke, so I’m in form.’ 
 
    ‘I told you, no blood!’ Mr Williams said again.  ‘The only blood we want to see is from the ravaged maidenhead.  If you can’t control yourself, I’ll cane her myself.’ 
 
    ‘OK, OK,’ he replied, ‘I’ll be careful.’ 
 
    With that he raised his arm and crashed the cane into my bottom.  He had his wish.  I was still sobbing but now I let out a scream as well. 
 
    ‘I love beating the boys, but caning a soft girly backside is even more enjoyable,’ he said happily. 
 
    Raising the cane again he let the final stroke of my punishment lash into my naked bottom cheeks. 
 
    Mr Williams moved to view my bottom better. 
 
    ‘Excellent tramlines,’ he said, ‘I’d be proud of those myself.’ 
 
    The others agreed, and everyone ran their hands over my ravaged arse. 
 
    ‘We’ll do the same every time you fail to shoot a single ball,’ Mr Williams told me, ‘so you better get it right next time!’ 
 
     James pushed the two balls into my cunt and Phil got ready again.  I was still sobbing and frightened I wouldn’t be able to control my muscles properly, but this time I managed to pop a single ball. 
 
    ‘Number one!’ Phil exclaimed in delight. 
 
    ‘Don’t get too excited,’ Mr Williams said sourly, ‘Don’t forget I’m the one who’s going to pop her cherry.’ 
 
    James waited for me to push the last ball into his hand.  It came out quite quickly and he dropped it, prompting him to ask if this counted as a misdraw. 
 
    ‘If we can’t redraw then at least we should flog the cunt’s arse again.’ 
 
    I suppose Mr Williams was looking forward to fucking me in the cunt for the first time.  He wasn’t normally anxious to preserve me from a beating, but this time he just told James not to be a dickhead and began musing on the best way to position me to take my virginity. 
 
    ‘Traditionally, a cunt’s first fuck is in the missionary position,’ he said, ‘and our previous ET girls have been popped like that.’ 
 
    ‘So what’s wrong with that?’ Barney asked. 
 
    ‘Nothing, I just wondered if it would be good to do her doggy style.  Might be able to shaft her deeper.’ 
 
    They mused for a while.  I lowered my legs so I was lying flat on the desk. 
 
    ‘You’re going to burst the cherry,’ Phil said eventually, ‘Entirely up to you how you do it.  I’m going second and she’ll be in missionary for me.  I might put a pillow or two under her arse to push it up, but I want to see the cunt’s face as I ram home.’ 
 
    ‘Me too,’ said Barney. 
 
    ‘I’ll wait and see,’ James said, ‘I might try her on top or I might try her with her legs lifted like she was a minute ago.  I’ll see how sloppy you blokes leave her cunt before I decide.’ 
 
    I knew I was going to get fucked.  Looks like I may have underestimated how badly… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27: Fucked? 
 
    Mr Williams came back into focus and noticed me lying on the desk. 
 
    ‘Let’s get you ready,’ he said.  ‘Take your shoes off.  Take your bra off.  Leave your skirt and blouse on and your socks.  I want you to look like the ET girl you are when I take you for your first fuck.’ 
 
    I scrambled to obey, and after a few seconds I was dressed in my skirt, blouse (every button undone) and socks.  I was sitting on the edge of the desk, tits hanging out and cunt on display with my skirt raised. 
 
    ‘Ok boys, I’m going to have her in the missionary position,’ Mr Williams announced.  ‘Take her to the bedroom and put her on the bed.’ 
 
    The three others took hold of my arms and legs and carried me through to the bedroom.  I’d had my mouth and my arse fucked so many times in this house but never in the bedroom. 
 
    They laid me gently on the queen size bed and Barney pulled my blouse wide open so my breasts were fully displayed.  Phil put two pillows under my bottom so my vulva was thrusting up. 
 
    I was still wearing my school skirt but they folded it over my tummy so it wouldn’t interfere with fucking my cunt. 
 
    One by one they each kissed me on the mouth, fondled my breasts, squeezed my nipples and fingered my wet cunt.  Then they high-fived each other and announced to Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘The new and fresh ET cunt is ready for your cock.’ 
 
    ‘May we have the pleasure of undressing you and assisting to guide your prick into this virgin cunt?’ Barney asked. 
 
    Then, as I lay waiting, Phil and Barney undressed Mr Williams while James fingered my pussy, to make sure I was prepared and nice and wet, as he explained to me. 
 
    When he was naked, Mr Williams knelt on the bed and lowered himself towards me.  His cock was fully erect and although I was used to its size, having been repeatedly fucked in the mouth and arse with it, it seemed bigger than ever. 
 
    Mr Williams smiled at me as his cock touched the outside of my pussy. 
 
    ‘Three weeks I have been waiting for this moment,’ he told me. 
 
    I felt his prick start to enter my cunt.  I knew my life was about to change, but I didn’t expect it to change the way it suddenly happened! 
 
    There was a huge smash and it was as though a bomb had gone off.  In fact, as I found later, the front door had been smashed down with a battering ram.  The bedroom door crashed open and all of a sudden there were three men crowding into the bedroom, two holding baseball bats and one holding a pistol. 
 
    Mr Williams had jerked back so his cock had exited my cunt.  The other three, Barney, Phil and James, were frozen like statues. 
 
    The man with the gun broke the silence.   
 
    ‘Hopefully, we are in time,’ he said calmly.  He pointed to Phil, James and Barney.  ‘Get on the floor, face down,’ he ordered.  Phil and James quickly dropped, but Barney stayed frozen.  One of the men with the bats smacked his bat across the back of Barney’s knees and he dropped like a stone. 
 
    The gunman threw a roll of duct tape to Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘Bind them,’ he ordered. 
 
    Mr Williams scrambled to obey and began wrapping tape round the ankles and wrists of the three men on the floor. 
 
    The gunman turned to me. 
 
    ‘Did they fuck you yet?’ he demanded. 
 
    I couldn’t speak, but I shook my head. 
 
    He smiled.  ‘Excellent,’ he said.  ‘Virgo intacta.’ 
 
    For a fleeting moment I thought they were police, rescuing me from rape.  Then I realised my stupidity.  Police may break into a house when they have to, but they don’t wave guns around, bash people with baseball bats and tie them with duct tape. 
 
    He helped me rise from the bed and with a gesture indicated I should fasten my blouse.  I wasn’t wearing a bra of course, but I did the buttons up and smoothed my skirt down.  I had no panties either, but I looked a bit more respectable. 
 
    He told one of the baseball men to find my shoes, and he brought them from the other room.  I sat back on the bed and put the shoes on. 
 
    By this time Mr Williams had bound the wrists and ankles of his three friends.  Unsurprisingly, his cock had detumesced and was now the size of a walnut.  The gunman held out a hand and helped me rise from the bed. 
 
    ‘Now you have shoes on, would you like to kick these animals in the head or the balls?’ he enquired politely. 
 
    I still couldn’t speak, but I shook my head. 
 
    He smiled again. 
 
    ‘Tie the naked one up,’ he ordered one of the baseball batters.  When the man had bound Mr Williams’ hands behind him, the gunman didn’t tell Mr Williams to get on the floor, he just kicked him in the balls and laughed as he fell down. 
 
    ‘Are you sure you don’t want to kick him?’ he asked me again.  When I shook my head again, he nodded at the baseballer who had not been tying Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘Kick all the fuckers in the nuts, the face and the kidneys,’ he commanded calmly, ‘then break one finger on each of their hands.  Gag them first.’ 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and seeing.  As the four men lay immobile and bound, the baseballer walked around to each of them and booted them in the face.  Then, one by one, his colleague lifted them upright so he could more accurately kick them in the groin.   
 
    After one kick, the gunman intervened. 
 
    ‘Take their trousers down,’ he instructed, ‘kick their naked balls.’ 
 
    One of the men produced a large knife and simply slashed the trousers and underwear away.  The other kicked each man several times in the groin until the victim fell sobbing back to the floor. 
 
    After all four had been crushed in the balls and prick, one of the men stuck a piece of duct tape over each of their mouths. 
 
    ‘They can get quite noisy when you break a finger,’ the gunman remarked to me conversationally. 
 
    I found my voice. 
 
    ‘You’re not really going to break their fingers?’ I asked with my voice trembling. 
 
    The gunman looked at me with apparent surprise. 
 
    ‘Don’t you want me to?’ he asked. 
 
    I had lost my voice again, but shook my head. 
 
    ‘Ok,’ the gunman said, as if it didn’t matter.  He walked over to Mr Williams. 
 
    ‘Roll over onto your side,’ he demanded. 
 
    I thought that he was ensuring he was in a recovery position in case he vomited.  However, once Mr Williams had struggled into a side on position, the gunman gave a little skip and kicked him in the face again.  Mr Williams’ head crashed back against the wall and the gunman took another skip and booted him in the groin again, using first his left foot and then his right.  Mr Williams didn’t even groan.  I think he must have passed out. 
 
    It was suddenly all over.  The gunman motioned to the two baseballers to head outside.  He took my hand and we walked into the living room, where my bag was next to the smashed entrance door. 
 
    ‘This your bag?’ he asked me. 
 
    I nodded and he picked it up.  He pushed his gun into a pocket and took my hand again.  We walked outside where an SUV was parked in the driveway.  The two baseballers were already in the front seats.  He threw my bag in the back, helped me in and climbed in after me. 
 
    Without a word being exchanged, the driver started the car, reversed out of the drive and set off down the street.  The gunman took my hand and pressed it to his lips. 
 
    ‘Allow me to introduce myself,’ he said, ‘my name is Henry, but you call me sir, or Master.’ 
 
    I stared at him.  ‘Are you a teacher?’ I asked stupidly.  The only people I had ever called sir were teachers, and they are masters I suppose. 
 
    He chuckled.  ‘No my dear, I am merely a gentleman.  And you are now my slave.’ 
 
    I goggled at him.  ‘Your what?’ 
 
    ‘My slave,’ he repeated.  ‘Your teacher Williams sold you to me.  I assume he told you you’d be away for a few days and to tell your parents not to worry?’ 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    ‘Well, the truth is you were never going back to school.  I bought you for $10,000 from Williams.’ 
 
    ‘You bought me?’ I managed to gasp. 
 
    ‘Bought you,’ he confirmed. ‘But I was not made aware that you were a virgin until this morning.  Williams told me you were an experienced sex slave, with three weeks training completed and well experienced in servicing gentlemen with all three of your orifices.’ 
 
    I continued to goggle speechlessly at him. 
 
    ‘When I found you were to be deflowered this very day I had to act very quickly, as you saw.’  He laughed.  ‘That idiot Williams didn’t even realise that a virgin, especially with arse and throat training, was worth more like $100,000 than $10,000.’ 
 
    ‘Well thank you for saving me, sir,’ I managed to say. 
 
    ‘It was my absolute pleasure,’ he replied, ‘though of course I haven’t saved you from those animals to preserve your virginity.  It’s merely that I have a most particular wish to burst your lovely maidenhead myself.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God,’ I moaned. 
 
    He laughed again.  ‘Just Master will do, not God.’ 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ I asked him. 
 
    ‘We are going,’ he announced sententiously, ‘to a place where we will all be safe.  I will be safe from prying eyes and busybodies.  And you my dear, will be safe from rescue!’ 
 
    He laughed again.  I looked at him squarely for the first time.  He wasn’t as old as I’d first thought, no more than thirty, I guessed.  Six foot tall or maybe an inch less, short black hair and features which were almost handsome, with piercing blue eyes frequently crinkled about with smiles and laughs.  His mouth was almost permanently smiling and when he opened it he displayed beautiful white teeth.  He was quick on his feet, as he had shown when kicking Mr Williams half to death.  He seemed eager to converse and paid attention to what I said, not that I’d said much so far. 
 
    If it wasn’t for the fact that he’d bought me a sex slave, he seemed an ideal man! 
 
    He met my eyes as I looked into his face.  I wondered what he’d say next. 
 
    ‘Bronte,’ he said, musingly, ‘Bronte, Bronte.  Not the right name for a slave.  You are henceforth Virginia.’ 
 
    He laughed once more.  ‘You’ll be Virginia now for ever.  I’ll let you guess how long you’ll be virgin…’ 
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