
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
   Six of the Best
 
   By River Hampton
 
   Volume 1 of the Proper Job series
 
    
 
   Seven girls work for Skindle Partners, a law firm which has an unusual culture. At Skindle Partners the male employees regularly discipline the girls with spanking and other punishments. Six of those girls were already experienced to some extent in discipline.
 


	Lorna had been at a school which still employed corporal punishment.


	Doris was of Chinese background and disciplined at home to encourage better schoolwork.

  
	Bronte had a friend who was spanked at home and when she stayed with that friend Bronte too was caught up in that discipline.

  
	Stella had a music teacher with unusual views on discipline.

  
	Chloe had never had a birthday spanking until she started working in a shop.

 
	Mia loved horses and worked on a farm so she could ride when she wanted, but her laziness and negligence got her in trouble with the farmer.

 




   Six girls, six stories, none of them quite what you would expect…
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The Six Spanking Stories
 
    
 
   When I started at Skirdle Partners I had never been spanked. I have related in The Friday Room how I became acquainted with a new kind of lifestyle.
 
   But one of the interesting aspects of that job was meeting the six other girls in the firm and hearing their experiences of their first or most memorable early spanking experience. I listened and learned and I thought it was worth recording these early experiences as insights into how girls can be developed into especially valuable members of society.
 
   Of course, because I never got spanked until I worked at Skirdle Partners, from the seven girls at the firm, there are just six stories, and here they are.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Lorna 
 
   Lorna’s story was actually about how she didn’t get spanked. Quite a strange story and with an interesting sequel.
 
   Lorna actually used to claim she’d been regularly punished at both home and school, but it wasn’t true. ‘Have you had any experience of corporal punishment?’ asked Mr Wilson, her boss, when she first agreed to be spanked at work.
 
   ‘Of course I have,’ she lied. ‘My dad used to spank me all the time when I was a kid, and they had corporal punishment at school too. I doubt if there was a single kid at our school, girl or boy, who didn’t get the strap or the cane at least once.’
 
   In fact, her father had occasionally said words to the effect that she’d better watch out or she’d feel the weight of his hand over her bum, but he’d never actually spanked her.
 
   It was true that her school did allow corporal punishment, but it was rarely used and especially rarely on the girls. The closest Lorna came to it was when she was 15 and a new gym teacher started. As with any school, the appearance of a new teacher was a matter for intense scrutiny. Male teachers were assessed by all the girls on the basis of looks, demeanour and sexiness. Mr Jensen, the new P.E. teacher, was about 5′9″, slim and about 28. He was as toned and firm bodied as would be expected in a sports master and by appearing often in t shirt and shorts the girls were able to assess his body with more accuracy than most teachers. Most awarded him 7 or 8 out of 10.
 
   He would of course have been advised of the official discipline policy at the school. All teachers and students were informed about this when they arrived at the school and were given a postcard sized summary of the policy. This involved a written report by a teacher on a student’s conduct to be submitted to the principal or deputy principal, including a recommendation for the appropriate punishment. This could be up to six strokes of the paddle or the cane, applied to the student’s backside over his or her underwear. If the punishment was approved, the teacher and student would attend the principal’s study, fill in the punishment book record, and then the teacher would deliver the punishment to the student. He or she would bend over the principal’s desk, after taking down his trousers or lifting her skirt and the teacher would cane or paddle the student’s bottom with the principal or deputy as a witness.
 
   By tradition, the student would thank the teacher after the spanking by saying ‘Thank you for my punishment sir (or miss).’ The student, teacher and principal would then all sign the punishment book. A copy of the punishment record would be emailed to the student’s parents. Another common tradition was that the student would then receive a second punishment at home. Typically, his or her parents would insist on seeing the student’s backside, scoff at the leniency of the beating and deliver a more strenuous punishment, often on the bare.
 
   Mr Jensen would also have been advised of the unofficial punishment regime at the school, which was rather more informal. This was simple. A student would be advised of his or her transgression and offered the choice of the formal process or a quick resolution.
 
   This was normally arranged by the teacher asking the student if he or she wanted ‘process or solution.’ Process meant filling in the form and attending the principal’s office, solution meant receiving immediate corporal punishment in whatever way the teacher chose.
 
   Every teacher had a different preference. Many had a favourite ruler or paddle, one or two had a leather strap, while games teachers almost always favoured the slipper, so called, but in fact the same Dunlop Volley that the students were required to wear for gym. Students almost invariably opted for the informal process. The student would typically bend over the teacher’s desk, facing the front, trousers down or skirt up, and teacher would apply the instrument, often with considerable enthusiasm. Some teachers preferred to spank in private, either by keeping the student after the end of the lesson, or taking him or her to a different room.
 
   The downside of opting for ‘solution’ was that you normally got whacked in front of the class, including the shame of displaying your underwear to their delighted gaze. The upside was no written record, no email to your parents and therefore no extra beating when you got home.
 
   Some teachers were rumoured to offer a discount on the number of strokes to any student who was prepared to take it on the bare bottom. Those spankings were invariably in private, rather than in front of the class, and accordingly unverified.
 
    Within a week or so Mr Jensen’s reputation was enhanced by the rumour that he had punished a boy by spanking his bare bottom with the gym shoe. Clearly he had quickly embraced the informal punishment regime and could be relied on not to be excessively nitpicking in discipline matters.
 
   On the following week Lorna forgot her gym kit for the P.E. class they were having. Normally the kit comprised a T shirt, shorts and white socks with Dunlop Volleys gym shoes. The gym class comprised boys and girls all together doing circuit training and parallel bars work in the gym. If they were doing outside sports girls were often separate from boys as the games were different, but in the gym they all did the same things.
 
   She told Mr Jensen the gym teacher that she’d forgotten her kit and expected to be punished by being made to sit out in the corridor for the lesson followed by maybe a detention. However, instead he said that she’d certainly not skip the lesson and she’d just have to do it in her vest and pants. But first he wanted to see her in his office in just her vest and pants immediately, while the others were getting changed.
 
   ‘But sir,’ she began to protest.
 
   ‘Immediately, Lorna.’
 
   It was fortunate that day she was actually wearing a vest, as quite often she had just a bra under her school shirt. She raced to the changing room and stripped off her skirt, shirt, shoes and socks and having borrowed a towel to cover herself returned to his office.
 
   ‘You won’t be needing that towel,’ he said, ‘put it down on the chair.’
 
   She did as she was told and stood in her white cotton vest pulled down as far as she could over her white cotton knickers.
 
   ‘And your vest is to be tucked into your pants, not worn like a little miniskirt. Tuck it in.’
 
   Again she did as she was told and stood as straight as she could, feeling foolish and apprehensive.
 
   ‘Well,’ he smiled, ‘I’m new here, but I know the ropes I think. Do you want the process or the solution?’
 
   A spanking for forgetting her kit seemed excessive in the extreme, but she certainly didn’t want a punishment record. Also she believed that teacher solidarity would mean that if he recommended (say) six of the paddle, the Principal would probably sign off and she’d get it. And although her parents had never spanked her, there were as aware as anyone of the tradition of doubling up at home, so she would be in danger of two whackings. She made her decision.
 
   ‘I’ll have the solution please sir.’
 
   ‘Sensible girl,’ he grinned.
 
   He was seated but now opened a drawer in his desk and got up holding a gym shoe.
 
   ‘There’s only one occasion where your vest is untucked from your pants and that’s when you’re going to get some corrective instruction to remind you of what you need to do. I can see that you’ve already heard I’ve used this corrector on a boy last week. Four strokes should do it.’
 
   She was indeed aware that her fear was probably showing as she stood in her underwear looking wide-eyed at the shoe he was holding in his right hand and tapping on the palm of his left.
 
   ‘We’ll be quick about this shall we,’ he said, ‘Just bend over and put your hands flat on the chair.’
 
   She didn’t know what else she could do, so just did as she was told once more. He put the gym shoe down on the desk and came to her side.
 
   ‘Now, this is the time when your vest isn’t tucked in.’
 
   He took hold of her vest and tugged at it until it came out of her knickers and she felt her knickers tauten further over her buttocks caused by the tugging motion on the vest. She felt his fingers on the waistband of her panties and her breathing stopped as she thought he’d pull them down.
 
   ‘If the boys have their pants taken down I don’t see why the girls shouldn’t.’
 
   But then his fingers left the waistband of her panties and she was able to breathe again. He picked up the shoe from the desk and moved around to her side. She felt the sole of the shoe touch her tautly clad bottom cheeks.
 
   ‘Open your legs’ he demanded.
 
   She was numb with fright and shame but inched her feet apart as ordered, as she felt the touch of the shoe removed from her bottom.
 
   She was bracing herself for the crash of the shoe on her buttocks, but instead there was the lightest of taps on the seat of her pants and she heard Mr Jensen as though from far away.
 
   ‘It’s your lucky day, Lorna. Get up, tuck your vest back in and get back to the gym before I change my mind.’
 
   She pushed herself up from the chair and bolted, tucking her vest in as she went and forgetting about the borrowed towel. When she got to the gym everyone was there and the girls fired questions at her.
 
   ‘What did he do?’
 
   ‘I had to bend over for the gym shoe.’
 
   ‘Did he pull your pants down?’
 
   ‘No he just pulled my vest out of my pants.’
 
   ‘How many did you get?’
 
   ‘Can I have a look at your bottom?’
 
   ‘Does it still hurt?’
 
   ‘I don’t want to talk about it. It’s bad enough having to do gym in my knickers with all these around’ – pointing at the gawping boys – ‘without you making it worse going on and on.’
 
   She cleverly gave the impression of having been whacked without actually saying so and certainly received admiration for what people thought was a brave stoicism. Probably she was fortunate in this little deception that Katie Longford, a girl in the other class of their year, also forgot her kit the very next day.
 
   She confirmed all the elements of Lorna’s story, including the fingers on the waistband of the knickers as the threat to pull them down was issued, but Katie did get four swats with the shoe, two right-handed on her left buttock and two left-handed on her right. She had also been made to spread her legs, presumably to facilitate the cheek by cheek punishment. Katie didn’t mind showing girls the red marks on her bottom.
 
   ‘He whacks pretty hard, doesn’t he Lorna?’
 
   ‘Looks like he smacked you harder than he did me,’ Lorna replied truthfully, ‘You can’t see anything on my bottom now.’
 
   Lorna puzzled about why Mr Jensen had spared her. Eventually she concluded that either pulling her vest out from her pants or parting her legs showed him that she was wearing a panty pad in her knickers and he let her off because he thought it was her period. In fact, she wasn’t due until the next day or so but always wore one a day or two early just in case.
 
   She was of course glad not to have been spanked with the gym shoe, but thought about it often since that day. Every time she thought of it she felt a dryness in her mouth but a corresponding impression of wetness in a more intimate area and wondered what a proper spanking would be like.
 
   Of course, she saw him many times at school over the next three years and he was known to be a keen spanker whenever a student gave him the slightest cause. However, she never put another foot wrong and as P.E. and games were not compulsory after the age of 16 it was only for a year following her near-spanking that she had the risk of another from him.
 
   She saw him about five years later, in a coffee shop, and realised with a start that he’d recognised her. She caught his eye and blushed and turned away when he smiled at her. The work colleague she was with noticed his interest and remarked that the fit-looking bloke in the corner seemed interested in her.
 
   ‘Just an old teacher from my school.’
 
   ‘Doesn’t seem so old, I wouldn’t mind learning some things from him.’
 
   Then with some alarm, she realised he was coming over. He leaned over the table and said in a low voice, ‘It’s Lorna isn’t it?’
 
   She nodded, unable to speak.
 
   ‘I was her teacher,’ he said conversationally to Lorna’s companion. ‘It’s a funny thing, I don’t know how many students I’ve had but I never forget the name of one whose bottom I smacked.’
 
   ‘Wow, so you spanked her!’
 
   He was looking at Lorna but speaking to her friend. ‘Yes, can’t remember what for now, but it would have been four with my trusty tennis shoe over her knickers.’
 
   Lorna regained her voice. ‘But you didn’t!’ She cried.
 
   Now he spoke directly to her. ‘I’m sure I did,’ he replied, ‘I can picture your bottom bent over my desk.’
 
   ‘Yes,’ she responded, ‘But you didn’t spank me. I was all bent over waiting, you pulled my vest out from my knickers, but then you let me go.’
 
   He paused and looked intently at her. ‘Do you know,’ he said slowly, ‘I do believe you’re right. Now I remember. I think you are probably the only one I had all ready and waiting for the kiss of the gym shoe that I let go.’
 
   At last, she thought, now I’ll find out just why he did let me go. She wondered if it really was that he thought it was her period.
 
   ‘Yes,’ he continued, I can see it now. I had you all ready, pants tight over your bottom, couple of little taps from the shoe while I got myself in position, then I realised I had to rush to the toilet so I had to let you go.’
 
   He laughed. ‘Taught me a lesson that did. I always went for a pee after then before I called a girl in for a whacking. So I still owe you four strokes. I still have the same shoe, you know.’
 
   So that’s all it was! All these years she’d been thinking of what it was about her that had meant she got let off her punishment, and it hadn’t been about her at all! Just him, rather go for a pee than give her a hiding. Then, to her amazement, he opened the briefcase he had been carrying and produced a battered looking tennis shoe with an almost smooth sole.
 
   ‘Size ten,’ he announced proudly, ‘Gives better coverage of the bottom. And see how smooth the sole is, all worn down by repeated use. How often did you get spanked at school by other teachers?’
 
   ‘Never!’
 
   He turned to her friend.
 
   ‘Hard to believe a scamp like this one went the whole of her school career without a single spanked bottom, isn’t it? You look like another likely lass actually. How often did you get spanked?’
 
   Her friend smiled serenely. ‘Wouldn’t you just like to know?’
 
   ‘Anyway, it’s clear that you know what a well smacked bum feels like. What a shame Lorna doesn’t! It might have been the making of her. Spare the rod and spoil the child, you know.’
 
   He tapped the shoe on his left hand. ‘You remember this Lorna? I think it still has a date with your bottom, so whenever you want to resolve that unfinished business, give me a call.’
 
   He passed her a business card and after a final tap of the shoe on his hand, dropped it into his briefcase. He snapped it shut, smiled at Lorna, winked at her friend and strolled away.
 
   Lorna watched him go then looked down at the business card in her hand. She realised with a start that it had his home address and he lived just a few streets away from her. Her attention distracted, she didn’t notice for a moment that her friend was talking.
 
   ‘And if he’d been the one swinging the slipper I don’t think I’d have minded getting smacked at school. I was always getting it from beefy mistresses, not hunky guys,’ she was saying. ‘Is that what really happened, he walked away without smacking you?’
 
   Lorna laughed shakily. ‘Yes, it was the nearest I ever got to a spanking. Bent over in just my knickers and a vest, and then he let me go. I always wondered why, and now I find it was just he wanted a pee.’
 
   ‘Do you think you’ll take him up on his offer to spank you now?’
 
   Lorna blushed. ‘Don’t be silly. As if.’
 
   All the same, when she got home that night to her flat, she stood on a chair and pulled down a bag from the top of the wardrobe. She didn’t know why she’d kept it, but there it was – her old school uniform. Blue pleated skirt, blue blazer, white blouse, white socks, blue v-neck jumper. No shoes or underwear of course. But her open black shoes would do. She wondered if it all fitted still, after five years.
 
   She pulled her dress off and stepped into the skirt. It was embarrassingly short, but not tight around the waist. Encouraged, she put on the blouse. It was a little tight around the bust but she remembered it was the fashion to have a gap in the blouse so boys would get a sneak peek of your bra and the swelling of your breasts.
 
   Fully dressed in school uniform, she practiced bending over to see how far she needed to bend for her knickers to be exposed. Not very far was the answer. Of course, as gym master Mr Jensen had been used to walloping girls and boys in their P.E. kit, but she was pretty confident he’d be willing to experiment with a uniformed young lady such as herself.
 
   She took her courage in her hands and set off for Mr Jensen’s house. This time he wouldn’t find it so easy to put the slipper back in the bag…and maybe this time if his fingers were in the waistband of her knickers they would actually tug them down…
 
   


 
   
  
 

Doris
 
   Doris Tan’s family had emigrated from Hong Kong before the handover to China in 1999. She spoke Cantonese with the same facility as English, although unable to read and write Chinese characters. Like many Chinese families, Doris’s was highly focussed on education and achievement of specific results from school to achieve advancement in career and prosperity. Her cousin Ken was only a year older than her and was rather more capable academically. He was genuinely interested in science and mathematics and their parents had marked him down as a future doctor when he was about nine years old.
 
   Doris found school work much more of a challenge, although she was quite a capable performer. Her natural position would have been comfortably in the top half of the class, where Ken would always be around the top two or three. Being in the top half, however, was not good enough for their parents, who considered anything other than straight ‘As’ to be a failure. Only in sport was a poor result considered acceptable.
 
   To reinforce the necessity of complying with the standards expected, the Chinese community routinely employed corporal punishment. Many Western parents would consider spanking entirely appropriate to punish behaviour such as bullying a sibling or disobeying a parent but entirely inappropriate as incentive to improve academic performance. Chinese parents generally would be amazed that there could be disobedience to a parent requiring punishment as the culture of filial obedience is so ingrained, whereas the chastising of a child for poor school work seems completely natural and normal.
 
   When Doris’s cousin Ken started High School his father told him he expected straight ‘As’ and he would be punished for any failure to achieve them. Sport, Music and Religious Studies were exempted from the requirement. Before family dinner each Friday night his marks for the week would be recorded on the chart in the study and he would be punished for anything not marked as A, or less than 80%.
 
   ‘Bs’ would be punished with the belt and ‘Cs’ with the cane. He would be punished in front of the family with his pants down. Thus it was that Doris was quite familiar with the discipline expected in her family and although Ken was an excellent student, she had twice been at Ken’s house on a Friday and seen his father use the belt or cane on her cousin’s bare buttocks. During the year it probably happened three or four times in addition to the times she was present.
 
   When she started High School her father told he that she would be governed by the same standards as her cousin and that her chart would be next to his. She knew that she was going to struggle compared to her cousin, who almost never got anything other than an ‘A’. Sometimes she felt she almost never got anything but ‘Bs’ and ‘Cs’. She asked her cousin what would happen if she got a ‘D’.
 
   ‘If you get the belt for a ‘B’ and the cane for a ‘C’ it’s probably death for a ‘D’,’ he said, and at the tender age of 12 she was inclined to wonder if he really was joking.
 
   The first few weeks at school she had no tests and didn’t have to report any failures. In fact, although the school was very academically focussed, there were few tests during the first year and somehow she managed to achieve ‘As’ in them. There were only two report cards per year, at the end of each semester, and except for sport she sailed through with ‘As’. Her bottom was therefore quite unscathed until she started her second year.
 
   In the very first week of the second year she did poorly in a French test and had to report a ‘C’ to her father. She was hoping he’d say that he could see no need for her to learn French and put it in the same category as sport, but he didn’t.
 
   ‘Fetch the cane’, he ordered her, ‘We will have to give you some reinforcement.’
 
   He had never used the cane before and told Doris’s mother to wield it. She protested that she also didn’t know how to use the cane.
 
   ‘Why don’t I just spank her with my hand like I used to?’
 
   ‘Because now she’s grown up, she should get grown up punishment.’
 
   ‘Well, I don’t want to do it and I can see you don’t either. I think we should just smack her by hand or leave it altogether.’
 
   Her uncle, her father’s brother, was there, as he quite often was on Friday nights.
 
   ‘I’d be happy to show you how to cane her, brother, if you wish. As you know, being a teacher I have plenty of caning experience, although all my pupils are boys. And of course I have to cane Ken sometimes.’ Her uncle Paul was a few years younger than her father, married to a mousy woman and having Ken as their only child.
 
   ‘That would be fine, thanks Paul,’ said her father.
 
   Paul told her to bend over the table and lifted her school skirt to expose her panties. After a nod from his uncle, Ken scuttled across with the cane and handed it to his father.
 
   ‘Pants down, brother?’ Paul asked.
 
   ‘Yes, her cousin gets caned on the bare so I think she should too.’
 
   Paul pulled her knickers down and told her to part her legs.
 
   ‘How many should she get?’
 
   ‘She’s never been caned before. I think four would be enough.’
 
   ‘Ok. I’ll do the first one so you can see, then you do the next one. Now Doris, after each stroke you count and thank me or your father, whoever delivers the cut. Do you understand?’
 
   She managed to mumble a ‘yes’.
 
   Paul raised the cane and tapped it gently across her bare bottom cheeks, commenting that it was important to line the cane up so it cut across both cheeks and left lines parallel to the ground. ‘The mark of a good caning is the lines that are left. They should be straight and even, marking both buttocks equally. It is much better to cane a bare bottom so you see how the lines develop, but with practice you can deliver a solid caning even over trousers or a skirt. Of course, it is also more intensive on the bare, so you must be careful to strike hard enough to mark with the tramlines but not cut into the flesh.’
 
   As he spoke he was tapping her bottom, getting ready for the first stroke. Then he raised the cane higher and crashed it down into her arse. She was unprepared for the pain and shrieked, bouncing upright and grabbing her bottom with both hands.
 
   Her uncle took her hands firmly and pushed her back over the table.
 
   ‘I’ll only tell you once. Don’t move again or I’ll start from the beginning. Don’t touch your bottom till I tell you that you can. And don’t forget to count and thank me or I’ll start over again.’
 
   She managed to mumble ‘One, thank you uncle,’ and crouch down again for the next stroke. Paul handed the cane to her father and spent some moments positioning him to strike.
 
   ‘Gently tap her bottom until you’re sure you have the position right,’ he advised, helping his brother to move his feet so he was square on and had the cane evenly placed across both cheeks. ‘I think that looks right,’ he eventually announced. ‘Now, don’t raise it too high, as it’s more important to deliver it exactly in the middle of her bottom than to cane really hard until you’re used to it. Try to have the force spread over both buttocks.’
 
   Then she received the second cane stroke of her life. Her father was hesitant in the strike and the cane was much less painful than the first strike. Quickly her uncle drew attention to the place the cane had landed.
 
   ‘See, brother. Compare these ridges from my stroke to the faint lines where you struck. You need to get more force into it to mark her and teach her a lesson. Watch my next strike.’
 
   He took the cane and placed himself next to Doris. Once again he tapped her bottom while he moved his feet to be in the best position to hit the centre of her tight cheeks. He raised the cane and whacked her again. This time she was ready for it and managed to avoid jumping up or clutching at her bottom. She even managed to squeak ‘Three, thank you uncle.’
 
   Paul paused and inspected her buttocks. ‘Very good,’ he announced, ‘see how the lines are ridged and already starting to turn to a dark red? And see how the marks are parallel and even. See if you can achieve this with your next.’
 
   He passed the cane to Doris’s father who tapped her cheeks a few times as he positioned himself. Then he swung the cane in the air a few times making a swishing noise indicative of the speed of the rattan through the air. Doris clenched her buttocks as she felt a frisson of fear that this blow may be much harder. Paul noticed her tighten her muscles and put a hand on her father’s arm.
 
   ‘Just a moment,’ he warned. ‘Doris, just relax your bottom. If you have those cheeks clenched the cane stroke will not count. I want to see the cane cut into your bottom and make the marks to show you and teach you.’
 
   She managed to relax her muscles and Paul signalled the next stroke could proceed. Her father lifted the cane about two feet away from her bottom and cut it down into her with much more force than the first time.
 
   She yelped with pain this time but managed to say ‘Four, thank you father.’
 
   He inspected her buttocks with interest and this time was able to point with pride at the ridged lines his cane had produced.
 
   ‘I think I’m getting the hang of it,’ he said proudly.
 
   ‘Well, of course I hope you don’t get too much practice as I hope Doris is consistently getting top marks. I have a feeling you will be having enough practice to get perfect though.’ Paul replied.
 
   With a last look at the purpling bruises marking her bottom, her father told her she could get up and pull her knickers up. She did so and was surprised as she waddled back to her room how uncomfortable it was just to walk.
 
   The marks were still there the next day, although not painful any longer. The ridges had almost gone but the stripes had turned a bluish black and took another two days to disappear completely. She was surprised that she took almost pleasure in viewing her bottom in the mirror and seeing the stripes.
 
   It was two weeks before she next failed to get an ‘A’ and this time her father administered all four strokes. The following day her Uncle Paul dropped by and Doris was made to show him her bottom so he could admire his brother’s cane work. She was wearing jeans and for some reason it seemed more embarrassing than the actual caning to have to undo her jeans, pull them down and bend over. Then on her father’s peremptory command she lowered her knickers and felt Paul’s fingers tracing the lines crossing her buttocks.
 
   ‘Excellent, brother.’ I would have been proud of those myself.’
 
   Her father looked pleased and felt the lines himself before telling her to pull her knickers back up.
 
   ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I was very happy that each stroke was just where I aimed.’
 
   He told Paul that although Ken received the belt for ‘Bs’ and the cane for ‘C’s’, he had decided that Doris would always get the cane for anything other than a ‘A’.
 
   ‘I believe I can become adept at caning. I am not sure there is a great deal of difference between the severity of an effective caning and using the belt.’
 
   ‘Perhaps you are wise, brother. Certainly your cane strokes are exemplary.’
 
   After this it became quite common for Doris to be beaten on a Friday night. Her father was proud of his prowess with the cane and seemed to encourage friends to drop in and witness Doris being caned. She was used to it and concerned about the pain of the beating rather than the embarrassment and indignity of kneeling on the chair, bending over, lifting her skirt and lowering her knickers with three or four adult men commentating. Her mother occasionally requested her father not to allow the spectators, but he always refused.
 
   ‘It’s good for them to see what firmness I use for my daughter,’ he said, ‘and they know I’ll have the same strength in business. And it’s good for Doris to be taught some humility as well as some pain.’
 
   By the time she was 16, Doris was getting the cane on average every second Friday during term time. Then she had a particularly bad week. A poor performance in French was something she had come to expect, but in the same week she scored a B in English, History and Physics as well. Never before had she got more than one failure in a week, and now she had four.
 
   ‘This is a disgrace,’ her father said, ‘I shall have to beat you every second day for a week to make up the sixteen strokes you deserve.’
 
   One of his friends, Mr Ho, was visiting and interrupted. ‘Surely that will not be the right thing. She has failed four times and should get the full sixteen now. Otherwise she will have got away with laziness which is an insult to your family.’
 
   Mr Ho was the only visitor this day, and Mrs Tan was also out, so she was alone with the two men.
 
   Her father considered. ‘She has never had more than four strokes. I could not beat her sixteen times without cutting her bottom or reducing the strength of the strokes. Neither is acceptable.’
 
   ‘I have whipped my own daughter very well over the years,’ Mr Ho responded, ‘Let her take her position and I will show you the way.’
 
   ‘Do you mean you wish to beat her yourself?’
 
   ‘No, no,’ said Mr Ho, ‘She has a very spankable bottom and it would be a great pleasure, but I would not presume so far. I merely wished to show you where the full sixteen strokes may be delivered.’
 
   Mr Tan told Doris to take her position and she obediently knelt on the spanking chair and bent forward. Without being told, she lifted her skirt and pulled her knickers half way down her thighs. Mr Ho drew a finger across her buttocks six times, counting each touch of her bottom.
 
   ‘Instead of four stokes here, she can readily take six.’ His hands moved down and pulled her knickers down to her knees. ‘And she can easily take another six here, on her thighs.’ He swiped a finger six times across her naked thighs.
 
   He told her to stand up. Then he moved her so she was facing her father with Mr Ho at her side. Her skirt dropped to cover her pubes and thighs and Mr Ho told her to lift it up. She felt fully exposed with her pussy and its wiry black hair framed to the men’s stares by her uplifted skirt and knickers pulled down to her knees. Mr Ho’s hands took hold of the front of her thighs just below her pubes. ‘Have you ever beaten her here, on the front of her thighs?’ he asked Doris’s father.
 
   ‘Never.’
 
   ‘This is where the last four strokes should go. In fact, when I smack my daughter I like to include one or two here with almost every beating.’
 
   He gently massaged her bare thighs, just inches away from her naked pussy. ‘See how there is some flesh here to cushion the blows. You needn’t fear whipping her here. As I say, I almost always give one or two cuts to the front of my daughter’s thighs when I thrash her. It means that she sees the evidence of her punishment more readily, without need of a mirror.’
 
   Her father reached down and rubbed the front of her legs.
 
   ‘Yes, I see. I will do just as you say.’
 
   ‘I usually have my daughter remove her knickers completely, instead of just pulling them to her knees,’ Mr Ho commented. ‘It allows you to spread her legs more widely which allows better coverage of her bottom cheeks.’
 
   ‘Good idea,’ her father said, and ordered her to take her knickers off.
 
   Then he made her bend back over the spanking chair and spread her legs. He whipped her six times with the cane on her bottom, with Mr Ho commenting enthusiastically on each stroke.
 
   ‘An excellent cut,’ he would say, or ‘Nicely across both cheeks,’ and once, ‘See how her bottom cheeks are better spread with her knickers off?’
 
   After six hard strokes Doris was crying which encouraged Mr Ho to remark to her father that he was really getting through to her.
 
   ‘I shall be very surprised if she fails at school this week,’ he said, ‘especially with another ten strokes still to go.’
 
   Doris felt Mr Ho’s hand between her legs and although he said to her father that he has adjusting her position for the thigh caning, she felt his fingers on the lips of her cunt and knew he was enjoying the touch of her wetness. She found it impossible and crazy, but her cunt always creamed up with a thrashing.
 
   Her father helped Mr Ho to spread her legs wide and she knew that both men must see her gaping cunt and the wetness she was exuding.
 
   Neither spoke for a moment, then Mr Ho said ‘Most attractive and interesting. But now you should deliver the six strokes on her thighs. If you wish, I will hold her shoulders so she cannot move.’
 
   ‘My daughter knows better than to move,’ her father responded. Indeed, after her Uncle Paul’s warning not to move during her first caning, she had managed to stay still throughout every beating.
 
   Mr Ho spoke again.
 
   ‘I did say that I had no wish to cane your daughter, but I do think you may find it helpful if I deliver the first stroke to her thighs,’ he said. ‘You can see the best position for administering that punishment and how to space the strokes.’
 
   ‘By all means,’ said her father, and passed the cane to Mr Ho.
 
   He took his time lining the cane up on her thighs and tapping her legs as he moved his position. Then she felt the cane swish through the air and slam hard into her legs. She cried out and only with a supreme effort managed to hold on the spanking chair and not move out of position.
 
   ‘Oooow,’ she wailed, ‘Seven, thank you Mr Ho.’
 
   ‘The pleasure is mine,’ Mr Ho replied.
 
   ‘Splendid,’ her father said, and traced the cane cut with his fingers. He took the cane back from Mr Ho and tried to get his feet in the same position so he could replicate the direction of his cane stroke.
 
   Five more times the cane ripped into her poor thighs and each time she managed to hold on, count and thank her father.
 
   After twelve strokes she was sobbing, but neither man showed any sympathy.
 
   ‘I think you will find that a thorough beating like this will be a most valuable lesson,’ Mr Ho remarked, while examining the lines carved into her arse and thighs by the cane.
 
   He helped her off the spanking chair and had her stand upright, holding her skirt up.
 
   ‘You can beat her while she holds her skirt, but I usually have my daughter remove her skirt for the final strokes on her thighs. In fact, I make her strip completely except socks and shoes. The humiliation of nudity adds to the punishment.’
 
   Mr Tan mused for a moment.
 
   ‘Good idea,’ he said. ‘Doris, take off your clothes. You can keep your socks and shoes on.’
 
   Doris was weeping and humiliated but also found it strangely exciting to take off her school skirt, then her shirt and finally her bra, and stand naked before her father and Mr Ho. She covered her breasts with one arm and her pubes with a hand until ordered to put her hands on her head.
 
   ‘Interesting how a good thrashing always results in a wet cunt and erect nipples,’ Mr Ho remarked to Mr Tan.
 
   ‘I have never made her strip before,’ Mr Tan observed, ‘so although I knew of course that her cunt tended to cream up, I have never seen the effect on the nipples. Does your daughter react the same way?’
 
   ‘Yes indeed, and I will be very pleased to show you next time you visit and she requires punishment.’
 
   ‘If you would like to examine her breasts…’ Mr Tan offered.
 
   ‘Why thank you, that would be very nice.’
 
   As Doris kept her hands on her head and her eyes fixed in the middle distance, Mr Ho massaged both her breasts with his fingers and hands, rolling the rather large and stiffly erect nipples between his fingers and squeezing her pert and firm tits with his hands.
 
   ‘Most delicious tits,’ he commented, and as if encouraged by that word, bent his head and took her nipples one by one into his mouth.
 
   ‘Lovely,’ he said as he released her. ‘Please look forward to doing the same when my daughter is punished. It is probably unlikely that I shall have need of administering so severe a punishment as this, but I shall certainly ensure she is stripped and whipped for your viewing pleasure.’
 
   ‘Thank you,’ Mr Tan replied, ‘and please feel free if you would like to check out her cunt.’
 
   ‘Now that would indeed be a pleasure.’
 
   Mr Ho now held her left breast in his left hand while his right hand slipped between her legs and into her cunt.
 
   ‘You don’t use her at all?’ he asked.
 
   ‘Oh no no no,’
 
   ‘No of course,’ Mr Ho responded quickly, ‘It would be quite inappropriate. But if you ever wish to reinforce the corporal punishment with any sexual discipline, I am always at your disposal.’
 
   ‘Well, I shall bear that in mind. Now I should conclude this beating before Mrs Tan comes home.
 
   Mr Ho released his fingers from her cunt and tits and lined her up for the caning across the front of her thighs. Once again her asked and received permission to deliver the first stroke himself and lashed into her legs with a force that made her bend over.
 
   ‘Thirteen, thank you Mr Ho,’ she managed to gasp.
 
   Mr Ho passed the cane to her father and kissed his fingers, slightly sticky from her cunt juice.
 
   ‘My pleasure again, young lady, and a most delicious cunt you have.’
 
   Mr Tan delivered the final three strokes with gusto and again Mr Ho commented on each one.
 
   After the beating was finished, they made her stand still while they walked around her feeling and commenting on the lines and marks which had bitten into her bottom and thighs.
 
   Finally they allowed her to dress, just before her mother arrived home.
 
   ‘Perhaps next time we should punish the girls together,’ Mr Ho suggested, ‘and you may like to cane my daughter while I do Doris?’
 
   That off-the-cuff suggestion was the source of some hard times in the future for both Doris Tan and Olivia Ho.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Bronte
 
   Bronte had one experience of corporal punishment that she thought about every day and had done since it happened.
 
   She was 16 and staying with her friend Kylie Major, also 16, for a sleepover in the holidays. They were at the experimental stage of trying alcohol and had sampled slugs of vodka mixed with coke after lunch while Kylie’s mum was out. Then Kylie produced a packet of cigarettes and said they should try one each. Kylie claimed that she had been smoking quite regularly and was now learning to inhale. Although Bronte didn’t completely believe her, she had only tried a cigarette once and was keen to give it a go.
 
   Kylie said the safest way was to undress so there was no smoke smell on their clothes. Then they would put their heads out of the window and make sure there was no smoke in the room. Bronte argued that they should go out and do it, but Kylie claimed that was how she got caught before, because her dad smelled the smoke on her clothes.
 
   ‘But he’s never caught me since I’ve been doing it this way.’
 
   ‘What did he do when he caught you last time?’
 
   ‘What he always does,’ she replied laconically, ‘spanked me.’
 
   Everyone at school knew that Kylie got spanked and caned. Her father always delivered some of the cane strokes over her thighs or her legs, so that the marks were often visible under her school skirt. Bronte had never been spanked or caned and always had a little sensation of excitement when she heard about her friend’s punishment.
 
   She decided she’d agree and have the cigarette.
 
   ‘What do we do?’ she asked.
 
   ‘Strip off everything.’
 
   ‘Down to undies?’
 
   ‘No, everything.’
 
   ‘You mean quite naked?’
 
   ‘It’s safest, and we see each other in the showers often enough. It’s no biggy.’
 
   Bronte thought that was true and both girls undressed completely, piling their clothes up on the opposite side of the room to the window. Then they brought two chairs to the window and kneeled on them so their heads and arms were outside the window and each lit a cigarette. Bronte just puffed at hers without sucking the smoke deep in her lungs, but Kylie really was trying to learn how to inhale and breathed the smoke in quite deeply. Almost immediately she started coughing and couldn’t stop. Bronte was rubbing her back and it was probably that which caused the trouble. Although Kylie’s dad had returned unexpectedly from work, he probably would never have thought about going into Kylie’s room if he hadn’t heard a coughing fit coming from there.
 
   He burst in, worried there was a girl choking, to find two naked girls, both holding cigarettes. Kylie was coughing and Bronte was giggling. There was a frozen moment as no-one moved, then in a sudden flurry of movement both girls threw their lit cigarettes out of the window and covered their breasts and pubes with their arms and fingers.
 
   Mr Major folded his arms as he looked at them.
 
   ‘Smoking.’ He said quietly. ‘I didn’t think I’d find you smoking again Kylie after what I did last time. Clearly it wasn’t severe enough punishment.’
 
   Kylie’s coughing fit had ended like magic.
 
   ‘It was just one ciggie, Daddy.’
 
   ‘And it’ll be the last if I can get the message through this time. What did I do last time?’
 
   ‘Spanked me.’
 
   ‘How?’
 
   ‘With the cane. Six strokes.’
 
   ‘Well clearly that wasn’t enough to get the message into you not to smoke.’
 
   He looked at Bronte, still hiding her nipples and pubes with her hands and arms.
 
   ‘And what do you have to say for yourself?’
 
   ‘I’m sorry, Mr Major.’
 
   ‘So you should be. I’ll have to think about this. Now get dressed and come downstairs.’
 
   As they dressed Bronte asked Kylie what was going to happen.
 
   ‘He’ll cane me again I suppose,’ Kylie said gloomily. ‘And I’ll get more than six this time.’
 
   ‘What about me?’
 
   ‘Well he can hardly cane you. I suppose he’ll send you home.’
 
   Bronte was supposed to stay a week and had only been there two days. She was looking forward to being with Kylie and the last thing she wanted was to be sent home in disgrace.
 
   When they came down, Mr Major was standing in the kitchen.
 
   ‘I don’t need to say anything to you, Kylie. You can imagine what your punishment will be. It will be like last time but harder.’
 
   He turned to Bronte.
 
   ‘You have two choices. I can send you home today with a note to your father about why you are in disgrace. Or, you can take the same punishment as Kylie from me.’
 
   Bronte couldn’t look Mr Major in the eye, but she managed to ask what that punishment will be.
 
   ‘A good spanking and the cane on your bottom.’
 
   Mr Major then added, looking at Kylie: ‘The first thing is that your sister will witness this as well as your mother. It’ll give her a lesson what she can expect if she’s silly enough to smoke.’
 
   Kylie’s sister Bev was 14. They sometimes let Bev join what they were doing but certainly not drinking or smoking. Not that they were trying to protect her, but Kylie said she couldn’t be trusted not to dob them in.
 
   Mrs Major was looking sad and disappointed, but Bev had a gleam of triumph in her eye as she anticipated watching the punishment. For some reason, Kylie told Bronte later, Bev always seemed to avoid getting beaten while Kylie was punished about once a month.
 
   Bronte had half suspected she might be offered a spanking instead of being sent home. She saw how Mr Major stared at her when she was caught naked. She certainly didn’t want to be sent home in disgrace, but a spanking! And at least six strokes of the cane! She didn’t know what to say or do.
 
   To be honest, she’d been looking at Mr Major too. He certainly wasn’t young, and being Kylie’s dad she supposed he couldn’t be that much different in age from her own dad, but he was pretty fit and not bad looking in a craggy kind of way.
 
   ‘I’ll take the spanking,’ she managed to stammer.
 
   She was pretty sure there was a gleam of triumph in Mr Major’s eyes as he heard her decision.
 
   ‘You know that you’ll get the same as Kylie? You might think it’s unfair because last time she just got six of the cane and this time it’ll be nine. It’s your first offence as far as I know but I told you you’d have to both be punished the same. You’ll take the same as Kylie?’
 
   ‘Yes Mr Major,’ she consented.
 
   ‘Very good. Now go upstairs and strip to your bra and pants and come down quickly,’ Mr Major ordered them.
 
   They went upstairs and Kylie just undressed as if she was simply getting changed, without any apparent emotion. Bronte supposed that she was whipped so often that she was unconcerned. Bronte herself was in a fever and could hardly undo buttons and laces.
 
   ‘Did he say he’ll spank us as well as cane us?’ she asked her friend.
 
   ‘Yes, a few minutes over his knee first,’ Kylie replied laconically, ‘he says it’s to warm my bottom for the cane. I suppose he’ll do the same to you.’
 
   ‘On our knickers?’
 
   Kylie laughed shortly. ‘I don’t think we’ll be keeping our knickers on very long.’
 
   ‘You mean he’ll take my panties down?’
 
   Kylie knew her friend had never been spanked before and took pity on her.
 
   ‘Look, if you want I’m sure my dad will let you change your mind. You can just go home instead of getting spanked. Even I don’t often get nine of the cane and it will be pretty hard to take.’
 
   Bronte only had to think for a minute. ‘No,’ she said, ‘If you can take it I can take it. Just give me a quick hug.’
 
   The girls embraced for a moment and Bronte had to blink back a tear. But then she felt strong again and finished undressing.
 
   When they came down, wearing nothing but underwear, a dining chair had been placed in front of the modular couch in the living room. Mrs Major and Bev were sitting on the couch and Mr Major was seated on the dining chair. He patted his knee.
 
   ‘You first, Kylie,’ he said, and as she came over he guided her over his knee and pulled her knickers down. Kylie was right, Bronte thought gloomily, I’m not going to keep my knickers on for long!
 
   ‘Set the timer, Maureen. Five minutes. Bronte, turn and face the wall and put your hands on your head.’
 
   His wife set the timer on her mobile and Bronte turned round to obey.
 
   ‘Smack’
 
   The first spank sound like a pistol shot to Bronte, and the tempo of spanks grew as the minutes dragged by. It seemed to Bronte like hours later when the alarm sounded and the spanking stopped. Kylie hadn’t exactly cried, but she was making little mewling noises.
 
   When Bronte turned round Kylie was getting to her feet. Her knickers were round her ankles and her bottom and thighs were bright red.
 
   ‘Pull your knickers up to your knees,’ Mr Major told Kylie.
 
   She did so and hobbled over to the corner next to Bronte.
 
   ‘Hands on your head and don’t touch that bottom,’ Mr Major added. He looked at Bronte who was still standing with her hands on her head, clad in just her underwear.
 
   ‘Your turn. Come here and get over my knee.’
 
   She did as she was told and bent over his knee. It felt very uncomfortable as he shifted her into a position he wanted.
 
   ‘Are you usually spanked on the bare?’ he asked as he pulled her knickers down.
 
   ‘I’ve never been spanked before.’
 
   ‘Never? Well, this will be a memorable day. Set the timer, Maureen. Five minutes.’
 
   She felt his hands ease her legs apart as her knickers fell to her ankles and dangled from her right foot. She felt herself growing damp and wondered what exactly he could see as he spread her legs.
 
   Then the first spank cracked down on her bottom. She yelped and couldn’t help her hands grabbing at her bottom to try to cover it. He smacked them away.
 
   ‘Don’t you dare move and don’t try to touch your bottom or I’ll tie your hands together. Maureen, set the timer again and add another 30 seconds.’
 
   He began a methodical spanking of her naked bottom, each smack applied to one cheek, sometimes alternating and sometimes raining three or four smacks on the same cheek before moving to the other. He frequently shifted her slightly to allow his hand to reach every part of her buttocks and the insides of her thighs. She managed to stop her hands moving by grasping the legs of the chair, but she couldn’t stop herself whimpering.
 
   At last it finished and she struggled to her feet. Her knickers were around her ankles and she bent to pull them up.
 
   ‘Just leave them,’ Mr Major ordered. ‘Actually step out of them and put them on the chair.’
 
   She stepped out of her knickers and put them on the chair where he pointed. She covered her pubes with her hands until he ordered her to put her hands on her head.
 
   ‘Now, both of you. Take off your bras and Kylie take off your knickers. I’m going to punish you just how you were when you were smoking. I don’t know why you were both naked, but you were.’
 
   ‘We were only trying to keep the smell of the cigarette off our clothes,’ Kylie explained.
 
   ‘I see. Well whatever the reason, you’ll get punished how you were.’
 
   As she took off her bra, Bronte was ashamed to realise her nipples were hard and erect. She covered them with her arm. Glancing at Kylie, she saw hers were the same. The wondered if Kylie’s pussy was juiced up too.
 
   ‘Hands on your heads,’ Mr Major ordered, and she knew he was looking directly at her pertly erect nipples. Then his gaze dropped to her pubes and she hoped the wetness she felt was not visible. But then she thought of how he had spread her legs apart when she was over his knee and realised he’d probably had a perfect view into her cunt.
 
   ‘You first, Kylie,’ her father said. ‘Bend over and put your hands on the chair seat.’
 
   She obeyed.
 
   ‘Now part your legs and stick that bottom out. Beverley, fetch the cane. Bronte, keep your hands on your head but you can watch her getting caned. No need to face the wall.’
 
   Bev came with the cane and handed it to her father, smiling broadly.
 
   ‘Here it is Daddy,’ she announced unnecessarily.
 
   He swished it a few times through the air and then tapped it lightly against Kylie’s bottom.
 
   ‘You got six last time and it obviously didn’t work. Nine strokes this time,’ he announced. ‘First four on your bottom.’
 
   ‘Oh no Daddy,’ Kylie pleaded.
 
   ‘I agree it should be 12, but I’m feeling generous.’
 
   Bronte watched as he raised the cane high and smashed it down on Kylie’s red buttocks. She quivered as she saw how Kylie’s naked body was thrust forward by the force of the blow and heard Kylie shriek in pain.
 
   After delivering four strokes on her bare bottom he whipped her another four times on her thighs, where if she was wearing a short dress it would be obvious she had been caned. He told Kylie to get up and stand beside her mother to watch Bronte get her beating. Kylie was sobbing and mewling, but received no comfort from her mother or sister.
 
   Mr Major turned to Bronte.
 
   ‘Your turn, Bronte. Bend over the chair like Kylie did with your legs apart and your bottom up.’
 
   Bronte obeyed as quickly as she could, although distracted by the whimpering still coming from Kylie.
 
   ‘I cane Kylie’s legs as well as her bottom, so her friends and relatives will see she has been disciplined. But for you, you will get seven strokes on your bottom and none on your legs where they would show below your dress.’
 
   Mr Major began to cane Bronte. She was bent over and humiliated by the bare bottom spanking and the awareness that her cunt and arsehole were on display to Mr Major’s gazing eyes. However, she forgot that humiliation instantly when the first cane stroke slammed into her buttocks. The pain from the spanking was nothing compared to the intense cutting of the cane. It was all she could do to hold on the chair, crying and wailing as each of the seven carefully delivered whacks cut into her already sore cheeks.
 
   After the seventh stroke, Mr Major passed his hand lightly over Bronte’s flogged arse. ‘For someone who’s never been spanked, you took that very well,’ he said.
 
   He looked at the girls one by one. ‘One left for you Kylie, and two more for Bronte. Where shall I deliver them?’
 
   ‘Do them on the front of their thighs,’ Bev pleaded, ‘Then they’ll see them every time they go for a wee.’
 
   Her father considered for a moment.
 
   ‘Perhaps I will,’ he mused.
 
   ‘Bronte, you first this time. You still have two strokes owing. You’ll get them both on your thighs at the front, just here.’
 
   He indicated the place by tapping her thigh with the cane just below her pubes.
 
   ‘Hands on your head and stand up straight.’
 
   She obeyed and watched as he positioned himself to her right, tapping her thighs as he prepared to strike. Then he raised the cane and smashed it into her thighs. She squealed and couldn’t help doubling over and grabbing her legs where he had hit her.’
 
   ‘She moved, Daddy. That one shouldn’t count.’ It was Bev, crowing with excitement.
 
   ‘You’re right Bev,’ her father agreed. ‘Bronte, put your hands on your head and don’t move. Still two to go.’
 
   Slowly, Bronte managed to put her hands on her head and stand upright, glaring at Bev. Mr Major took his time over the last two strokes, tapping her over her pubes to encourage her to open her legs wider, then crashing the cane into her legs to raise stripes and purpling marks.
 
   She managed to hold her position for the last two strokes. After delivering them, he stood close in front of her so the others couldn’t see what he was doing. He traced the three cane marks which crossed her thighs just below her pubes with a finger, as he bent his head close to hers.
 
   ‘Lovely cunt you have,’ he murmured so no-one else could hear. Aloud he said ‘Bravely taken, Bronte, for a girl who’s never been spanked.’
 
   He touched her side to move her to where Mrs Major was sitting and told her to keep her hands on her head while she watched Kylie get her last cane stroke.
 
   ‘Unless she moves too,’ Bev called out merrily.
 
   ‘I think she knows better than to move,’ he father responded.
 
   Then he delivered the final cut of the cane to Kylie across the front of her thighs. Bev clapped her hands with glee when she saw that stroke.
 
   ‘Oh daddy, I think that was your best shot yet. Look at how it’s cut into her.’
 
   That last stroke did seem to have been delivered with unusual force. Bronte had the fleeting thought that perhaps it was the sight of her glistening cunt next to her whipped thighs which had encouraged Mr Major to lash Kylie harder. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought his trousers were unusually tight at the front as if his cock was trying to tear through the fabric.
 
   At last, the punishment was over. They were made to stand naked in the corner, hands on heads, for ten minutes before being allowed upstairs to cry and rub cold cream on each other’s wounds. They weren’t allowed to rub their sore bottoms and for the first few minutes had to endure Bev standing next to them and commenting on the marks.
 
   ‘Dad’s got your thighs really well this time,’ she announced gleefully, looking at Kylie. ‘You’ll have to wear a dress because it’ll be too painful to have jeans over your beating, and everyone will see how you’ve been thrashed.’
 
   Then to Bronte: ‘Sorry about getting you an extra smack! And you got an extra 30 seconds of spanking too! No wonder your arse looks like it’s on fire!’
 
   Mrs Major had had enough. ‘Leave them alone, Beverley, or I’ll ask your father to attend to you too.’
 
   She shut up then but made sure she sat where they could see her grinning like a Cheshire Cat. After ten minutes Mr Major looked up from his paper and told them they could pick up their underwear and go to their room. They would stay there until told they could come down.
 
   Bev came up about an hour later to tell them they could come down for dinner. ‘That was the best beating I’ve ever seen,’ she told them happily. ‘Amazing how many thrashings you get, Kylie, when I can’t remember last time I got one.’
 
   ‘I’ll find a way to see you get thrashed I hope,’ Kylie growled at her.
 
   Kylie and Bronte checked each other’s bruises and marks over the next few days and Bronte was actually surprised how quickly they went away. Within three or four days you couldn’t see any sign they’d been so thoroughly punished.
 
   Mr Major left home early the following morning and was away for the next four days, which Bev said was a shame. ‘I like how he makes you bare yourself before dinner every night until the bruises have gone,’ she said to the Kylie. ‘I wanted to know if he’d make Bronte bare herself as well. Sometimes I think he’ll whip you again if the marks fade too quick, but he hasn’t done it yet. Here’s hoping!’
 
   Five days after her caning, it was time for Bronte to go home. Mr Major had come home that morning from his business trip. Just before they were due to get in the car, Mr Major told Bronte he wanted to see her in his study. Kylie started to come as well but her father told her he wanted to speak to Bronte on her own.
 
   When she came into the study he closed the door immediately. She looked at him for a moment wondering what he wanted to say.
 
   He sat down and beckoned her towards him. ‘Take your jeans down.’ She obeyed. ‘And your pants.’ She pulled them down so they were half way down her thighs. ‘Turn around.’ She turned, shuffling because her jeans and knickers were pulled down, so her bottom was in front of him.
 
   He leaned forward so his face was just inches from her bare buttocks. Then she felt his fingers smoothing over her naked cheeks. ‘Just checking the marks and lines are all gone,’ he said.
 
   ‘Turn around again, let me see your thighs.’ This time as she faced him he could see how close his face was to her naked vagina, partly masked by her blond pubes. Again his fingers came over her bare legs and this time she felt them slip between her legs and up to the lips of her cunt.
 
   ‘I saw you were wet with excitement when I caned you. And now I can see you are wet again.’ As he spoke his fingers touched the edge of her cunt and she found herself pushing slightly forward so his finger entered her. She gasped and he pushed his finger harder into her.
 
   ‘I told you when I caned you that you have a lovely cunt. Do you masturbate?’ he asked her as his finger rubbed inside her wet pussy.
 
   She couldn’t speak but she nodded.
 
   ‘Have you ever masturbated while someone was watching?’
 
   She suspected that her brother tried to spy on her but she didn’t think he’d ever caught her.
 
   She shook her head.
 
   ‘I want to watch you. I will get you to show me soon. Have you ever seen a man’s cock?’
 
   She shook her head again. Of course, she’d seen her brother’s but he wasn’t a man, was he?
 
   ‘One of the great attributes a girl can have is to give good head,’ he said, ‘and as you took the punishment so well I will reward you with some education about how to do a blowjob. Do you want to do that?’
 
   She was very much taken aback. Mr Major was a fit man, but not much younger than her father. How could she imagine sucking his cock? But as she looked from his eager face to the bulge in his trousers that demonstrated what he was thinking, she suddenly thought that she really did want to see that cock and damn the consequences.
 
   She managed to speak: ‘Yes I think so.’
 
   ‘Show me how you masturbate first. Sit on the sofa here and open your legs so I can see your wet cunt.’
 
   He stood up and as he did so, pulled his finger from her cunt and helped her into the leather sofa. He adjusted her position so he had a good view of her cunt and told her to masturbate. As she obeyed, he took his cock from his trousers and began stroking it to hardness, watching her as her fingers slipped inside her pussy and played with her clit. She wasn’t wearing a bra today and he slid a hand inside her t-shirt to cup her breast and squeeze her erect nipple.
 
   She was intensely aroused by everything that was happening but especially the sight of Mr Major’s cock. She’d seen her brother’s cock often enough, and even watched him wanking when he didn’t know she could see him, but that was nothing compared to Mr Major’s rock hard organ.
 
   After just a few minutes she came, and tried to stifle her moans in case they could hear outside the study. Mr Major let go of her tit and with one hand pulled her off the sofa and pushed her to her knees. Her jeans and knickers were still pulled down so he had a good view of her pubes. He pushed his cock into her mouth and in a few thrusts spurted cum into her. She felt hot sperm pumping into her mouth and thought she might gag.
 
   ‘Swallow or I’ll whip you,’ he gasped, realising she was going to spit it out. She managed to choke it down and started to get to her feet.
 
   Mr Major helped her up by grasping one breast and one bare buttock. He slapped her lightly on the bottom.
 
   ‘Fuck,’ he smiled, ‘I just couldn’t hang on. I was going to teach you how to give good head, but that was just a massive turn on watching you wank that I couldn’t hold on. You’ll have to wait for your proper cock-sucking lesson. Next time you come I’ll tell the others I’ll give you a driving lesson and we’ll have a nice session in a hotel or somewhere.’
 
   Bronte couldn’t decide just then if that would be wonderful or a nightmare. But then Mr Major dropped a bombshell, even while she could taste his cum in her mouth and feel his hands still on her tits.
 
   ‘I decided that I couldn’t leave your parents in ignorance about your smoking. I wrote and told them two days ago. But I made it very clear that you have been punished and deserve no further punishment, so I’m sure it’ll be all right. I didn’t say what the punishment was and now the marks are all gone there’s no reason they need to suspect. I think a little white lie may be in order if they should ask – maybe along the lines of grounding and no internet?’
 
   ‘But you promised,’ she wailed, ‘and you spanked me and caned me and now you stuck your fingers up me and fucked me in the mouth.’
 
   ‘Oh well,’ he said, smiling again as he took his hands off her and let her pull up her knickers and jeans.
 
   ‘Oh well,’ he said again, ‘A valuable life lesson for you. Life’s a bitch and then you die.’
 
   When she came out of the study she could see Kylie was surprised and concerned that she’d been so long alone with Mr Major. Bronte was on the verge of tears but Mr Major put a stop to any speculation by announcing that he’d been obliged to tell Bronte that her parents had been informed about the smoking.
 
   Kylie immediately assumed that was all that had happened in the study.
 
   ‘Oh Daddy, that’s so unfair. She’s been punished once and now she might get it again.’
 
   ‘Bronte doesn’t get spanked at home so she has nothing to worry about,’ Mr Major insisted.
 
   When she arrived home she was expecting trouble after Mr Major’s disgraceful disclosure. There was silence when she came into the living room. Her parents were sitting down and neither got up to kiss and hug her as they usually would. Her brother Isaac, who was nearly 15, looked as if he knew there was something exciting happening but not sure what.
 
   After a few moments her father broke the silence with a single word. ‘Smoking!’ he snarled.
 
   ‘Just a puff,’ she whimpered, as she’d never seen them look so forbidding.
 
   ‘And so Mr Major says he’s punished you both. You don’t need to tell me what that punishment was. I can guess. Couple of days of no pay TV and maybe you weren’t allowed the computer for a bit. Am I right?’
 
   ‘I guess that’s pretty much right Daddy, but he was very cross.’
 
   ‘Well not as cross as me. You know we’ve never spanked you and maybe that’s been a mistake. Well it’s not a mistake I’m going to make again. Jenny, fetch it please.’
 
   Bronte’s Mum got up and left the room, returning a moment later carrying a wooden paddle about 18 inches long. Bronte gasped as she saw it.
 
   ‘Yes, I can see you know what this is and what it’s for. And where it’s going is on your backside. And when it’s going there is right now. Get up to your room and get undressed. Come down here in two minutes in your bra and pants and you’ll feel what the new discipline will be like in this house. You can watch as well, Isaac, so you know what’ll happen to you if you behave as badly as Bronte.’
 
   Bronte’s brother looked like the cat that got the cream. With a bit of luck, he thought, she’d have to take her knickers down and he’d get a good view of her pussy while she was getting whacked. He knew she watched him wanking but he’d never been able to see her naked. Till now, with luck!
 
   


 
   
  
 

Stella
 
   Stella was a competent, almost gifted musician, who learned the piano from an early age. By the time she was sixteen she had passed level 5 and was hoping to get to grade 7, maybe even make it to the Conservatorium.
 
   Her parents were supportive but unmusical themselves. They had a piano at home, but Sam went to a nearby teacher for lessons twice a week. He was the music teacher at her school, who tutored after school for extra money and possibly because he believed he may find a special talent in one of the pupils.
 
   Mr Harley’s special habit was swinging a ruler, which he used to beat time and also to slap down on the knuckles of a student who played a wrong note.
 
   Stella was diligent and competent but even so it was rare that the ruler didn’t crash over her hands once or twice during a lesson. The fear of the ruler was actually making her nervous and more likely to make a mistake, which she felt made the punishment inappropriate.
 
   Eventually she mustered the nerve to tell Mr Harley.
 
   ‘I get so worried you’re going to rap me over the knuckles I really can’t concentrate properly on my fingering,’ she told him.
 
   He thought for a while, swishing the ruler.
 
   ‘My teaching works on rewards and penalties,’ he said, although she couldn’t remember ever getting a reward.
 
   ‘Yes sir, but I am just in fear you’ll smack my hand and it makes my fingers stop working properly.’
 
   ‘Ok,’ he said, ‘How about this: you make a mistake, I’ll just make a mental note, then I’ll play it after so you can hear how I think it should have sounded.’
 
   ‘Oh thank you sir, that would be much better. And can you not swish the ruler please?’
 
   ‘No problem, but it’ll be up to you to keep time as well. I’ll be making a note of wrong time phasing as well as wrong notes.’
 
   ‘Of course sir.’
 
   ‘Just one more thing,’ he said slowly. ‘You will still have to get the reward and the punishment. If you get it right, there’ll be a chocolate bar. But if I find errors, you’ll have to be smacked.’
 
   ‘But you just said you won’t smack me.’
 
   ‘I won’t smack your hand. But instead you’ll have to be smacked on your bottom.’
 
   He told her that he still wanted her to have the tension of knowing there would be punishment for poor playing. He explained that in order to prepare her for that, she’d have to play with no knickers on, her bare bottom on the piano stool. If she arrived wearing a skirt or dress, she could keep that on but would have to remove her panties before she started the lesson. If she arrived wearing trousers or shorts, they would have to come off as well as the knickers before she played.
 
   Stella had never been spanked at home and only once at school, two smacks on her legs for talking in class. She was 16 years old, nearly 17 and she was sufficiently streetwise to be aware that she had a firm body with an attractive face. She knew that Mr Harley noticed her and realised that he stared at her breasts as well as up her skirt when she bent to pick up music or her bag.
 
   She suspected that he had more in mind than improving her playing. She couldn’t quite make up her mind whether it was a problem or not. Certainly a few words at home would fix it before it developed into a problem: ‘Mum, why do you think Mr Harley makes me take off my jeans and knickers before I play?’ She smiled to herself as she thought about what trouble that kind of question would provoke.
 
   On the other hand, it might be quite fun to see where this led to. She was quite certain she’d get spanked, but she knew plenty of girls who got spanked at home and they didn’t see it as a big problem.
 
   ‘It’s a bit embarrassing when my dad takes my knickers down for a walloping,’ one schoolfriend told her, ‘but at least it’s over and done with, better than a month’s grounding.’
 
   On the whole she decided she could cope with spanking and she’d decide what to do about any other issues if and when they arose.
 
   She told Mr Harley she accepted the new regime and next lesson turned up wearing her school skirt. Without being asked, she took off her panties and asked Mr Harley where she should put them.
 
   ‘Better put them in your school bag,’ he advised, ‘then you won’t forget them.’
 
   She did as she was told and sat demurely on the piano stool, with her skirt under her bottom.
 
   ‘No, no,’ Mr Harley said. ‘You have to sit on your bare tush.’
 
   The leather of the piano stool was cold to the touch but she did as she was told, lifting her skirt from under her bum and settling back on the stool.
 
   The lesson began and Stella played well. She played the First Movement of Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, which she played to her own ears quite delightfully. Even Mr Harley congratulated her. Then she played some scales for practice and went into the Second Movement of the Moonlight.
 
   This was less successful. She missed a key change and got some phrasing wrong. When she finished, although improving as she went through the piece, she knew she had not played it well. Mr Harley patiently reviewed the key change and demonstrated the phrasing where she had got slightly jumbled. She replayed the parts she had messed up until he was satisfied.
 
   Then he looked at his watch and said there were just five more minutes left in the lesson. ‘That will be just enough time for your punishment,’ he told her.
 
   She knew it was coming, but it didn’t make it much easier.
 
    ‘What do you mean sir?’ she asked ingenuously.
 
   ‘Don’t try to be funny. Get up from the stool.’
 
   She stood obediently and he took her place on the piano stool, but with his back to the piano.
 
   ‘I like how your bare bum has warmed the stool for me’ he remarked, ‘Now I’ll warm your bum in my turn.’
 
   He pulled her over his lap and lifted her skirt. Her bare bottom was well displayed for his viewing pleasure as well as his delight in administering a thorough spanking. He took his time in arranging her, and she thought that he was making sure she felt his tumescent cock against her tummy as he parted her legs and arranged her buttocks for the smacking.
 
   ‘Have you been spanked before?’ he asked as he ran his hands over her bottom and thighs.
 
   ‘I once got two smacks on my leg for talking in class sir,’ she replied in a small voice.
 
   He ran his hands down her bare legs, down below her knees. ‘Where were you smacked? Here?’
 
   ‘Yes sir, below the knees.’
 
   ‘So you’ve never been smacked on your bottom.’
 
   ‘No sir.’
 
   ‘If you get the paddle or the cane, I usually give you a set number of strokes, maybe six or 12. But when I smack your bottom by hand, like today, it’s not like that. I’ll just spank you until I think you’ve had enough.’
 
   ‘Oh sir, please don’t hurt me.’
 
   ‘The whole point is to hurt you, you silly girl. Hold onto the piano stool legs, because if you wriggle too much or try to cover your bottom with your hands I’ll get the cane out and you won’t like that.’
 
   As he spoke he had been smoothing his hand over her bottom and inside her thighs. He never quite touched her pussy but he was very close.
 
   Then he began spanking her bottom, one cheek at a time, four or five slaps to each buttock before moving to the next. She felt the smacks get harder and had to grip hard to hold her position as well as keep herself from reaching behind to try to cover her arse.
 
   He stopped after perhaps a minute to adjust her position. This time, with his hands between her legs, she felt his fingers brush against her cunt. She thought the lips of her slit were probably wet from love juice or sweat or both and couldn’t help pushing slightly against his wandering hand.
 
   She’d never been touched there by a boy or a girl and although she’d played around a little with her own fingers in her quim and around her clit, she’d never masturbated to orgasm.
 
   Mr Harley started spanking her again and she felt sure his cock was growing harder under her lithe body, vibrating with the force of the slaps and her squirming. She was moaning softly but not crying.
 
   After maybe another minute or two of methodical spanking her stopped and ran his hand over her bottom, thighs and between her legs.
 
   ‘Nicely red,’ he commented. ‘I’ve got another student due in a few minutes so I haven’t time to do more with you than this. But look how wet this spanking has made you.’ As he spoke his finger slipped into the slit of her cunt and he showed her the glistening juice dropping from his finger.
 
   ‘It’s a shame to waste that amount of excitement,’ he went on, ‘and next time I might frig you or maybe even fuck you. Or I might give you a harder beating with the paddle or the cane and see what that does to your cunt.’
 
   She said nothing, still dangling over his knee and feeling his cock under her. She didn’t know if she wanted more spanking, more sex or just to run away.
 
   He helped her up, but as he did so he took her hand and guided it down to touch his cock through his trousers. ‘Could you feel that under you?’ he asked.
 
   ‘Yes sir.’
 
   ‘Maybe next time I’ll let you feel it inside you,’ he mused, ‘but definitely I’ll get it out so you can hold it and I’ll let you make it spurt somewhere.’
 
   ‘Oh sir, do you think we should?’
 
   ‘You’re sixteen aren’t you?’
 
   ‘Yes sir.’
 
   ‘Well don’t worry about it then. Your next lesson is next Tuesday. Practice that Second Movement and you should be note-perfect. If you’re not, expect another spanking. But regardless of whether you get spanked or not I’ll want to check out your lovely little pussy and we’ll see where we go from there.’
 
   She pulled her knickers on over her smacked bottom. She didn’t know what to think as she left Mr Harley’s house. She got on her bike for the ride home, wincing a little as her red bum cheeks touched the bike seat.
 
   When she got home, she felt herself blush when she saw her mother, although she didn’t know why. Nothing ever got past her mother.
 
   ‘What have you been up to?’ she demanded.
 
   ‘Nothing,’ was the inevitable answer.
 
   ‘Is it some boy?’
 
   ‘No!’
 
   Just then the phone rang and her mum started talking long enough for Stella to escape to her room. In the mirror she examined her spanked buttocks, which didn’t hurt any more but still showed some red.
 
   It was Thursday. Five days to go until she was back at Mr Harley’s. She didn’t know if she was longing for it or terrified about it. Maybe in five days she wouldn’t be a virgin any more.
 
   But over the weekend, everything changed. There were a flurry of phone calls and on Sunday morning her parents went out to meet some people. When they came back, they called her in to see them.
 
   ‘That Mr Harley, your music teacher,’ her father began.
 
   ‘Yes, what about him?’
 
   ‘Is it true he smacks your hands if you do something wrong?’
 
   For a moment she didn’t know what to say. Then she stammered, ‘He did used to rap me on the knuckles with his ruler. But on Thursday I asked him to stop doing that and he said he would.’
 
   She decided not to say what alternative punishment had replaced the smacked hand.
 
   ‘But why on earth didn’t you tell us this man had been hitting you?’
 
   ‘I don’t know, he’s a grown up I suppose and I just thought you must think it’s all right.’
 
   He looked at her softly. ‘It’s never all right for someone to smack my daughter. I’ve got a good mind to call the police. It’s all over town that he’s been using that damn ruler to smack children. I hope it’s just their hands he’s been smacking as well. How often have you been smacked?’
 
   ‘I don’t know daddy. I guess most lessons I used to get a smack or two.’
 
   ‘Well it won’t happen again. You’re never going back there and I’m seriously thinking of getting the police onto him.’
 
   ‘He did tell me on Thursday he wouldn’t smack my hands anymore.’
 
   ‘He’s nothing but a child abuser,’ her father said.
 
   If only he knew the whole story, she mused, but she didn’t tell.
 
   On Monday at school the talk was all that Mr Harley had vanished. Stella never heard of him again. She found a new music teacher, her father insisting on a lady this time.
 
   And her virginity was preserved a little longer…
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chloe
 
   Chloe’s first job, while she was still at school, was working in a corner store for Mr and Mrs Danvers. They told her they trusted her completely, both in terms of honesty and competence, and quite often asked her to close up the shop at the end of the day, count the takings, write up the account book and put the money and till roll in the safe.
 
   She usually worked from 4.30pm until the shop closed at 8pm. The Danvers, who lived over the shop, were often at home while she was working but stayed upstairs and often didn’t come down even when she finished the lock up procedure and was going home.
 
   She would just call out that she had finished and they would call out ‘Goodnight’ as she let herself out.
 
   One day however, she was writing up the account book as she nibbled a chocolate bar she’d pinched from the counter, when Mr Danvers came downstairs and caught her. She did occasionally sneak a small chocolate bar and it didn’t occur to her for a moment that she’d done anything wrong.
 
   She didn’t look up from the account book and just mentioned that it had been a pretty good day, with takings well up on the previous day.
 
   It was only when Mr Danvers called out ‘Janet, please come down here’ that she looked up to see Mr Danvers’ reddened and apparently enraged face.
 
   ‘What’s wrong?’ she asked.
 
   He pointed with a shaking finger to the chocolate bar.
 
   ‘You thief’, he growled.
 
   She laughed. ‘Don’t be silly, it’s just a chocolate bar.’
 
   Mrs Danvers came in. He pointed at Chloe. ‘Janet, she has stolen a chocolate bar. I caught her in the act.’
 
   Mrs Danvers’ mouth dropped. ‘Should I call the police?’ she asked.
 
   Now Chloe was starting to get a bit worried.
 
   ‘It’s just a chocolate bar,’ she said again.
 
   ‘Stealing is stealing.’ Mr Danvers said sententiously. ‘It will be a shame if you get a criminal record at the age of 15, but it might stop you drifting into a life of crime. Yes, I think you should call the police, Janet.’
 
   ‘Oh no, please no,’ She pleaded.
 
   ‘Well, you have to be punished, and I think Janet and I believe only a prosecution will be sufficient punishment and deterrent.’
 
   ‘But it’s just a chocolate bar,’ she insisted desperately, ‘you can take the price of it out of my wages.’
 
   ‘You can’t get out of it like that! As far as we know, this may be the tip of the iceberg. You may have been systematically thieving stock from this shop ever since you started working here.’
 
   ‘You can’t call the police! There must be some other way!’ she begged.
 
   Mr Danvers appeared to think for a moment ant and then spoke in a whisper to his wife. Then he turned back to Chloe.
 
   ‘It’s your birthday soon isn’t it? Are you 15 or 16?’ Mr Danvers asked.
 
   ‘I’m 15,’ she replied, ‘It’s my 16th birthday tomorrow.’
 
   ‘Well well,’ he smiled, ‘Perhaps there may be a solution. Tomorrow you may agree to receive one of my special birthday spankings, and maybe another little specialty or two.’
 
   ‘What do you mean?’
 
   ‘Are you spanked at home for your birthday?’
 
   ‘No! I’ve never been spanked in my life!’
 
   ‘Well, we have always spanked our daughter. A good hiding whenever she was naughty, and a birthday paddling every birthday. One swat of the paddle for each year and one for luck.’
 
   ‘Well you’re not going to spank me!’
 
   ‘Very well, call the police, Janet.’
 
   ‘No!’
 
   ‘Well, those are the choices.’
 
   She was thinking furiously. She didn’t really know if the police would prosecute her for taking a bar of chocolate, but for sure she’d lose her job. She needed the money for everything from clothes to make-up, but as from tomorrow she’d be entitled to apply for a learner’s driving permit so she was trying to save for a car and driving lessons as well.
 
   ‘If I let you spank me, do I keep my job?’
 
   ‘It’s not you letting us spank you. We will let you ask us to give you your birthday spanking. And yes, if you get a birthday spanking from us, like our daughter gets, you’re like part of the family. Of course you’d keep your job then.’ Mr Danvers smiled as though it was all eminently reasonable.
 
   She thought again and decided she had to risk it. ‘All right, I’ll take the spanking.’
 
   ‘Well, you have to ask for it.’
 
   She looked from one to the other of them. They were both gazing at her with raised eyebrows and tilted heads, obviously expecting her to ask politely.
 
   ‘Please will you give me a spanking for my birthday tomorrow?’
 
   He smiled. ‘Good idea. Mrs Danvers and I will be delighted to celebrate your birthday with a special spanking. Be here straight after school and we’ll attend to that pretty bottom of yours.’
 
   All that night and next day she couldn’t help worrying. Her friends had planned a party for that night but she told them she’d have to put it off till the weekend, as she had to work in the shop.
 
   ‘Wouldn’t that miserable pig Danvers give you the day off for your birthday?’ a girl asked.
 
   ‘No, but he did say he’d have a birthday surprise for me,’ she managed a little private joke with herself.
 
   ‘Maybe a cake?’
 
   ‘You never know,’ she managed to smile.
 
   When she arrived at the shop, she was still wearing her school uniform. White blouse and pleated blue skirt, worn as short as the girls could get away with. White bra, blue cotton knickers, white socks and black shoes.
 
   Mr Danvers was alone in the shop. He wished her ‘Happy Birthday!’ as she came in, grinning broadly at her evident discomfort and nervousness. He had already written a note which said ‘Closed for Stocktaking’ which he stuck to the door, and then locked it. They both went into the back room.
 
   ‘I will be taking stock of your bottom,’ he observed humorously, ‘so it’s the truth after a fashion!’
 
   ‘That uniform is just right,’ Mr Danvers continued. ‘My daughter went to the same school as you and I always found it quite convenient to spank her while she was in uniform. The skirt flips up beautifully, not that it’s very long in the first place.’
 
   Her mouth felt dry and she said nothing. He held a hand out to her. ‘Let’s see about that bottom of yours.’
 
   She took his hand, feeling quite foolish and a little afraid, and he guided her over his lap. She felt her skirt ride up as she bent over, but in any case Mr Danvers wasted no time in lifting it clear from her panty-clad bottom.
 
   ‘Good old school knickers,’ he said, ‘I couldn’t begin to count how many times my hand has landed on a well-filled-out pair of good old blue school knickers.’
 
   He rubbed his hand over her bottom. ‘So you say you’ve never been spanked?’
 
   ‘Never!’
 
   ‘Well this is what it’s like!’ With that he began smacking her over her knickers, holding her two hands in the small of her back, over her lifted skirt, while he methodically spanked her bottom with his right hand. He paused a moment to put his knee between her legs to keep them open, and then carried on slapping her cheeks one after another.
 
   After a few minutes Chloe heard the door open and Mrs Danvers’ voice. ‘Well, here’s a fine sight!’
 
   ‘Couldn’t wait for you dear, just warming her up for the birthday spanking.’
 
   ‘Warming me up?’ Chloe thought with consternation. She was actually thinking the smacking wasn’t too bad. Now she wondered if she’d got it all wrong.
 
   Mr Danvers paused in the punishment as Mrs Danvers came close. ‘Let’s see how you’re doing,’ she said. Chloe felt her knickers being pulled down and wriggled to try to stop it happening. This just earned her a smack on the leg and her knickers came down anyway.
 
   Chloe felt Mrs Danvers rub her hands over her spanked bottom. ‘I think she’s warm enough,’ Mrs Danvers said.
 
   ‘You’re always a good judge,’ Mr Danvers replied. He stopped spanking and helped Chloe get up on her feet.
 
   ‘You know I’ve only been spanking over her knickers? You don’t think I should give her some more on the bare to warm her up a bit more?’ he asked his wife.
 
   ‘You probably are just saying that so you could have a good feel of her pussy,’ she replied. He shrugged and grinned, realising he’d have plenty of opportunity during the rest of the punishment.
 
   ‘Did you bring the paddle down?’ he asked her.
 
   ‘Yes of course,’ she said, pointing to the table. On it was a wooden paddle which must have been 20 inches long, with a spanking blade of more than 12 inches and four or five inches wide.
 
   ‘You’re not going to hit me with that!’ Chloe exclaimed.
 
   ‘Not hit, spank,’ Mrs Danvers said gently.
 
   ‘Sixteen good spanks, plus one for luck,’ Mr Danvers added. ‘Now, just get into your birthday suit.’
 
   She stared at him, hardly conscious that her skirt was still rucked up and her panties half down.
 
   ‘What do you mean? I haven’t got a birthday suit!’
 
   Mr and Mrs Danvers both laughed.
 
   ‘That’s one thing we all have,’ Mr Danvers said, ‘so get into it now.’
 
   She still stared. ‘Do you mean you want me to strip?’
 
   ‘Undress,’ Mrs Danvers corrected her. ‘You have to have your birthday spanking in your birthday suit.’
 
   ‘Well I’m not going to strip.’
 
   ‘Very well, call the police, Janet.’
 
   ‘All right!’ Chloe squealed.
 
   She took off her blouse, then her shoes and socks, then her skirt. She pulled her knickers up and faced them in her underwear.
 
   ‘I told you I like the feel of school knickers under my spanking hand, but like Janet said, birthday spanks in birthday suit. Get those panties off!’ Mr Danvers ordered.
 
   Slowly she peeled her knickers down and dropped them with her other clothes. She covered her pubes with her hand.
 
   ‘Get that bra off as well,’ Mr Danvers demanded, ‘I want to see those firm young tits.’
 
   ‘Now, now,’ Mrs Danvers expostulated, ‘I haven’t said I’ll let you feel her up.’
 
   ‘Well I certainly won’t be able to feel her tits unless she gets them out, even if you do let me, so get that bra off, now!’
 
   Chloe looked at Mrs Danvers. ‘Take your bra off, my dear,’ she instructed, ‘our daughter is always fully nude for the birthday spanking.’
 
   Chloe was conscious that her nipples were sticking out and covered them with her two hands. Then she realised her pubes were on show so covered her cunt with her left hand while her right arm shielded her breasts.
 
   ‘No need to be shy,’ Mr Danvers said, leering evilly, ‘Let’s have a good look at you.’
 
   He snatched her hand away from her pubes and her other hand from her tits and held them behind her back in a vice-like one-handed grip. She thought he was about to touch her tits with his other hand, but he kept it just an inch away from her hard nipples. She was open-mouthed, incapable of rational thought.
 
   ‘Very fetching,’ he remarked. ‘Would you like to share the spanking, my dear, or shall I do them all?’
 
   ‘You do the first six,’ Mrs Danvers replied, ‘and I’ll think about it.’
 
   Mr Danvers led Chloe to a backless leather sofa.
 
   ‘Kneel on this,’ he instructed, ‘or rather, get on all fours. I like to see your tits wobble as the paddle strikes.’
 
   In real fear, Chloe somehow managed to get on the bench and knelt on all fours, trying to hold her head up for what dignity she could muster.
 
   Mr Danvers was behind her, commenting on her body. ‘I think Lucy has a delightful cunt,’ he said, and Chloe remembered Lucy was their daughter, ‘but I think Chloe’s is just as good. Look at these luscious lips.’
 
   Chloe actually felt Mr Danvers take hold of the lips of her cunt!
 
   ‘You’re right, Mrs Danvers agreed, ‘Most attractive. Has she creamed up with the spanking?’
 
   Now Chloe felt his finger penetrate her pussy.
 
   ‘Not as much as Lucy does,’ he sounded disappointed, ‘Maybe when I apply the paddle she might get wetter.’
 
   Mrs Danvers handed the paddle to her husband. ‘Give her the first six, and we’ll have another look.’
 
   Mr Danvers tapped Chloe’s bottom with the paddle. ‘You’re lucky,’ he told her conversationally, ‘if we’re punishing Lucy, we use the paddle with the holes, which is much harder. This birthday paddle is quite gentle.’
 
   With that, he pulled his arm back and whipped the paddle into her spread buttocks. The force made Chloe crumple onto the sofa and shriek with shock and pain.
 
   Unfeelingly, Mr Danvers pulled her onto all fours again.
 
   ‘I’m afraid that didn’t count,’ he informed her cheerfully, ‘So I’ll start at one again.’
 
   He smacked the timber slab into her rear once again, and this time she managed to stay on hands and knees. Five more times he lashed into her as she began to sob.
 
   He paused to see the effect, although evidently unmoved by her tears. He reached between her legs and fingered her cunt.
 
   ‘Ah, now she’s beginning to juice up,’ he told Janet.
 
   She added her hand to his and Chloe felt another finger penetrate her.
 
   ‘I’ll never get over how a thrashing makes a cunt juicy,’ Mrs Danvers said, sniffing her fingers. ‘It’s always the same with Lucy, and you remember how wet I used to get when you spanked me!’
 
   ‘It’s been a while since I spanked you, hasn’t it,’ he mused, ‘I’ll have to fix that soon. If you don’t let me have relief with this one,’ tapping Chloe’s whipped arse as he spoke, ‘I might have to give you a good hiding later today.’
 
   ‘I won’t let you fuck her just to get me out of a spanking,’ she said virtuously, ‘but we’ll see if you deserve any fun when the birthday girl’s punishment is finished with.’
 
   Mr Danvers handed the paddle to his wife. ‘Do four or five,’ he asked her, ‘and I’ll watch those tits wobble and the tears flow.’
 
   Chloe immediately sought to restrain her tears so as not to give him the satisfaction of seeing her distress. There was nothing she could do about the wobbling tits though, and after Janet had given her two more whacks of the paddle Mr Danvers asked her if he could hold Chloe’s tits for the next two smacks.
 
   ‘Oh very well,’ she said.
 
   He took a breast in each hand, grinning manically. ‘Judging by the fine standards of BSH, these are as good as perfect,’ he purred.
 
   ‘BSH?’ Janet queried.
 
   ‘British Standard Handfuls,’ he spluttered, laughing.
 
   ‘Silly man,’ Janet said, swinging the paddle back into Chloe’s aching arse twice more, while her husband continued to grip Chloe’s breasts.
 
   She paused, contemplating the bruised bum before her. ‘That’s ten,’ she said, ‘Do you want to give her the rest.’
 
   ‘With pleasure,’ he responded, letting go of Chloe’s dugs with a last squeeze of her firm nipples.
 
   Taking the paddle, he gave her three quick and hard smacks across both buttocks before pausing to admire both the canvas and the art.
 
   ‘It was a chocolate bar well spent to get the chance to beat a body like this,’ he exulted, once again dipping a finger into her soaked quim.
 
   He laid the paddle gently across her bum for a moment, just ready to raise it for another spank, when the door opened and Chloe saw Lucy walk in. Although Lucy was three years ahead of her at school, she recognised her at once. She’d left school last year and Chloe didn’t know what she did now.
 
   ‘What on earth is going on here?’ Lucy demanded.
 
   Her mother was quick to respond. ‘This is Chloe, who works in the shop,’ she said, ‘It’s her birthday today and she asked us to give her the birthday spanking.’
 
   Lucy looked speculatively at Clair’s tear-stained face and bruised rear.
 
   ‘She doesn’t look like she’s enjoying it much.’
 
   ‘Well my dear, you know that a birthday spanking hurts at the time but it’s a special thing, all the same. Her parents never give her a birthday spanking so she asked us.’
 
   Lucy looked more intently again at Chloe. ‘I know you, you were at my old school.’
 
   Stark naked, on all fours, with a welted arse and a choky teary throat, Chloe could do nothing but mumble incoherently.
 
   ‘I suppose given how many times I’ve been on that rack for a thrashing it’s surprising I haven’t found you spanking other people before,’ Lucy remarked.
 
   ‘Any time we spanked you, it was for your own good,’ her father said sententiously.
 
   She laughed scornfully.
 
   ‘Bullshit,’ she responded, ‘it was because you like doing it. Same as you like feeling my cunt and squeezing my tits. If you’d had the nerve, you’d probably have fucked me. Is that what you’re going to do to Chloe?’
 
   ‘Of course not,’ he mumbled weakly.
 
   ‘How many have you had?’ Lucy asked Chloe.
 
   ‘Fourteen,’ she managed to croak.
 
   ‘Thirteen,’ Mr Danvers said, ‘The first one didn’t count.’
 
   ‘How old are you?’
 
   ‘Sixteen.’
 
   ‘You see,’ Lucy told Chloe, ‘it was my nineteenth birthday last week and they’ve whipped my arse for the birthday spanking every year since I was five. But this year I told them I wouldn’t do it. They couldn’t make me but they threw me out of home instead. I suppose that’s why they were so keen to find a substitute. I’m sure they tricked you into it.’
 
   ‘I ate a chocolate bar and they said they’d call the police,’ Chloe explained in a small voice.
 
   Mr and Mrs Danvers were weakly expostulating but Lucy ignored them.
 
   ‘You’re an idiot, but you asked for it, so you’ll get it,’ she told Chloe, ‘let me have a look at you.’
 
   She too ran her hands over Chloe’s thrashed buttocks. ‘They seem to have done a fairly thorough job,’ she remarked, ‘so trickery or not, is it true you asked for a birthday spanking?’
 
   ‘Well yes, I did, but I didn’t know I’d be naked and paddled.’
 
   ‘How can you not know that? Don’t you get birthday spankings at home? Or anyway, your friends must get them.’
 
   ‘No,’ Chloe wailed, ‘I’ve never been spanked before! I didn’t know anything!’
 
   ‘Oh, well, I guess if you’ve never been spanked a big birthday spanking is a lot to take. Let me have a proper look at you.’
 
   Chloe was still on all fours on the spanking bench. Lucy slid her hands gently over her bottom and thighs. ‘Who spanked you?’ she asked.
 
   ‘Mr Danvers with his hand, then both of them with the paddle.’
 
   ‘Well, like I said, they seem to have done quite a decent job. They’ve always given me birthday spankings the same way. Warm my bottom with dad’s hand first then one whack of the paddle for every year and one for luck. You wouldn’t want a year of bad luck by leaving your birthday spanking half done.’ Lucy also slipped a finger into Chloe’s cunt and said that although the spanking had made her cry, it seemed to have created a different moisture down here.
 
   ‘One thing I agree with my parents about is you have to finish a birthday spanking,’ Lucy told Chloe, the to her father: ‘Give me the paddle.’
 
   She snatched the paddle from her father and told Chloe she would give her the last three strokes.
 
   ‘Four,’ Mr Danvers insisted, ‘The first one didn’t count because she moved.’
 
   ‘Don’t be silly,’ Lucy said, and crashed the paddle into Chloe’s still perfectly presented rear end. Chloe yelped with pain, thinking that was harder even than Mr Danvers had lashed her.
 
   ‘Fifteen,’ Lucy said.
 
   She whacked Chloe again.
 
   ‘Sixteen,’ she continued.
 
   The last one was definitely as hard or harder as any delivered by Mr Danvers.
 
   ‘And one for luck,’ she ended, as Chloe’s tears began to flow again.
 
   Then she recollected herself and slashed Chloe’s backside with one more stroke. ‘And a last one to teach you not to be so silly.’
 
   Chloe was still sobbing as Lucy helped her off the table. Lucy helped her dress and hugged her. Then she drove her to the flat Lucy had lived in since leaving home.
 
   ‘Stay here as long as you want till you can face going home,’ she told Chloe as she massaged cold cream into her bottom cheeks.
 
   Even though Lucy had given her four hard whacks with the paddle, Chloe clung to her as a lifesaver. ‘I’d like to stay with you forever,’ she crooned.
 
   Meanwhile, behind the shop, Mr and Mrs Danvers smiled at each other.
 
   ‘I think that went quite well,’ Mr Danvers said. ‘It’s a funny way for Lucy to meet new girls but it certainly works. I have to admit I enjoy it too.’
 
   ‘So do I,’ Janet agreed. ‘Lucy was watching the whole show. I was surprised she held out so long but she must have been enjoying it too much to butt in. Maybe she didn’t think she could get away with doing more than three or four whacks herself.’
 
   ‘She’ll be comforting her now I guess. I like the way she gave her an extra smack at the end, I bet she’ll tell her again that it was to teach her to be more prudent in future and not let herself get spanked!’ Mr Danvers was in a high good humour.
 
   ‘I hope Lucy can keep this one a bit longer, maybe up to next birthday spanking?’ Mrs Danvers said. ‘Now since you didn’t get to do more than a little frigging of that girl’s cunt, maybe you’d better see if a bit of punishment of my arse will make me ready for your cock!’
 
   They laughed.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Mia
 
   Like many girls, Mia loved horses. They lived in a village and she was lucky that a local farmer, Mr Tovers, allowed her to ride his mare whenever she wanted, in exchange for her doing some chores about the farm.
 
   She looked after the horse with absolute precision, attending every day after school to ensure he was mucked out, fed, watered, brushed and had a walk around the farm even if a surfeit of homework meant she had no time to ride him that day.
 
   Her other farm work was much more slapdash. She would call in the hens, get them in the coop but forget to close the coop door properly. She would collect the eggs, but leave them outside instead of bringing them into the farmhouse.
 
   Mr Tovers always left her a note if he was out, listing the chores he needed doing as well as the few regular jobs like the horse and the hens. She would invariably lose it before she’d done the jobs and half of them would remain undone. Generally, it wasn’t anything too critical that got forgotten, just failing to bring in the kindling or forgetting to turn the heating on.
 
   One day however, the note asked her to fill up the water troughs in the duck enclosure as the automatic water delivery had failed and couldn’t be repaired until the following day. Provided the troughs were refilled around 4pm, there should be no problem as Mr Tovers could do it again before bed.
 
   However, she forgot. When Mr Tovers arrived home at 8pm, the troughs were empty and the ducks distressed, though fortunately alive. He was understandably furious.
 
   The next day he was waiting for her. She always arrived at 3.30, straight from school, still in school uniform. He was at the farm gate and raged at her as soon as she stepped into the farmyard.
 
   ‘You nearly killed my ducks,’ he fumed. ‘It’s the last straw. Go away. Get off my farm and don’t come back.’
 
   ‘I’m sorry,’ she wailed, ‘I didn’t mean it.’
 
   ‘You never mean it,’ he snarled, ‘but you keep doing it.’
 
   ‘Let me have another chance,’ she begged.
 
   ‘I told you last time it was your last chance,’ he told her stonily.
 
   ‘Can’t you just punish me?’
 
   ‘I am punishing you, I’m sending you away.’
 
   ‘Can’t you just punish me like I get at home?’
 
   ‘What’s that?’
 
   ‘Well, my dad just spanks me.’
 
   ‘He obviously hasn’t spanked you often enough or hard enough,’ Mr Tovers grumbled, ‘You clearly haven’t learned anything.’
 
   ‘He certainly smacks me often enough,’ she said meekly.
 
   Mr Tovers couldn’t help being interested. ‘How does he spank you?’
 
   ‘I usually have to go to my room and put my nightie on. Then he comes up and spanks me.’
 
   ‘Go on.’
 
   ‘What do you mean?’
 
   ‘Well, does he put you over his knee? Does he spank with his hand? Do you have to bare your behind?’
 
   Now she knew he was interested.  ‘It depends what I’ve done wrong. If it’s just a little thing, like getting up late and missing the school bus, he might sit on the bed, put me over his knee and spank me with his hand. If it’s something worse, then he might use his belt. He’s got a cane and a paddle too for when he really wants to whip my tush.’
 
   ‘Always over his knee?’
 
   ‘I always start over his knee because he says that’s the most humiliating position. But if he’s whipping me with the belt or the cane or the paddle I have to bend over the bed.’
 
   ‘On the bare?’
 
   ‘When I get ready for the punishment I am wearing a nightie and my knickers. Sometimes if it’s just a hand smacking I get to keep my knickers on but not very often. If it’s the cane or the paddle it’s always on the bare.’
 
   ‘Who else sees you get spanked?’
 
   ‘Well normally it’s just me and dad. Sometimes if I’ve done something which made Mum cross she’ll come and watch. Once when my cousin was here he spanked me in front of her.’
 
   ‘What had you done then?’
 
   ‘Nothing much, just being cheeky and he wanted to teach me a lesson in front of her, maybe to make sure she behaved as well during her visit. He told her he’d have no hesitation in giving her a good hiding too if she deserved it.’
 
   ‘How were you spanked that day?’
 
   ‘I had to get into my nightie and knickers but instead of waiting in my room I had to come downstairs. Then he put me over his knee, pulled my nightie up, pulled my knickers down and smacked my bottom with his hand.’
 
   Mr Tovers could feel his cock getting hard as he listened to this sexy young girl, still in her school uniform, talking in this matter-of-fact way about being bared and spanked. His imagination was undressing her and picturing his own hand on her tight arse, slapping and smacking it, while she wriggled around on his lap half naked.
 
   She looked at him slyly. She really wanted to be able to stay at the farm, where she loved the old horse. She thought a spanking would probably be a small price to pay.
 
   ‘If you send me home, I’ll get spanked anyway,’ she told him.
 
   ‘Why?’ he demanded.
 
   ‘I’ll have to tell him I lost my job, and what I did to lose it. I was stupid and lazy. Probably twelve strokes of the cane as well as a hard hand spanking.’
 
   ‘Well, good. You deserve it,’ he stated baldly.
 
   ‘I know, Mr Tovers. But if I lose my job and get a whipping as well, I get punished twice for the same crime. Don’t they call that double jeopardy or something?’
 
   He paused to think. Mia said nothing, just stood with her head down.
 
   ‘Well,’ he said, ‘If I let you stay this time it really is the last warning. And I’m happy to give you the thrashing that you really ought to get from your dad.’
 
   ‘Oh thank you.’
 
   ‘Don’t thank me yet. You’re going to get the biggest whipping of your life. And then whether you screw up again or not, I’ll give you the same next week once your bottom is back to normal.’
 
   She looked a little fearful. ‘How will you spank me?’
 
   ‘I’ll think about that, and so can you. Go and do your chores and when you’ve finished, put your school clothes back on and come into the house.’
 
   She kept old clothes in the stables and always changed into them for the chores, then back into uniform to go home.
 
   Mr Tovers did his own chores, thinking about the pleasure to come. He was single, only 28, and had never thought about Mia except as a useful girl about the farm who worked for free in exchange for being able to ride whenever she wanted.
 
   Now he realised she was probably 16 or 17, and quite a different girl to the one who first begged him for work two or three years ago. She was still quite small and slim, but he had never been keen on large women. He’d seen her in jodhpurs often enough to be keenly aware how tight and spankable her bottom was.
 
   He thought about how to punish her. He had no cane. Maybe his belt? Then he decided the only proper instrument for a pony girl was the riding crop. He had plenty of crops at the farm but he’d make her bring her own crop for him to use on her, for added piquancy.
 
   He considered the options for what she would wear and where she would be whipped, enjoying the thoughts as he completed his jobs and returned to the house.
 
   Mia completed her own work, double checking the henhouse and the duck enclosure before stripping off her old clothes. She took her bra and panties off too and had a wash under the cold tap.
 
   She didn’t know what to expect when she went into the farmhouse and somehow she felt she needed to be clean. Would he really spank her? She’d told him all about having to strip for punishment. Would he make her strip? She had to wear her uniform. Would she have to bend over his knee? She knew her school dress would ride up if she bent over so even if he did nothing else he’d have a perfect view of her knickers. She’d said how rarely she kept her knickers on for a spanking so it was a forlorn hope to imagine she’d keep them on today. Would he be able to see her cunt and her arsehole?
 
   She wriggled as she thought. Maybe he’d touch her? She was 17, so although she’d never had a serious boyfriend she’d fooled around enough to have touched the occasional cock and had a few boys’ fingers in her pussy. She was still a virgin though and wondered with a frisson of excitement and trepidation if Mr Tovers’ idea of punishment might go further than spanking.
 
   She put her underwear on, momentarily considering if she should simply not wear any panties. She decided the embarrassment of having to take them off was probably less than the embarrassment of him seeing her bare bum under her school dress. She put on her shirt, pulled on her dress, donned socks and shoes and headed for the house.
 
   When she entered the house, Mr Tovers was sitting in the kitchen. He stood up when she came in, smiling slightly.
 
   ‘I’m going into the study,’ he told her. ‘Go and fetch your riding crop and meet me in there as quick as you can.’
 
   ‘Is that what you’re going to use?’ she asked him.
 
   ‘I didn’t ask you to start a debate,’ he replied, ‘I told you to fetch the crop, quickly. If you keep me waiting I can promise your punishment will be worse.’
 
   She scuttled off to the stable and collected her riding crop which was hanging there. It was an elegant whip, brown leather a little over two feet long, with a gold boss and leather end flap which was two inches wide and four inches long. She had never struck her darling horse with it, and never would. It was just part of the paraphernalia of riding, like wearing the cutest and tightest jodhpurs.
 
   She tried to imagine what it would feel like across her buttocks as she hurried back to the farmhouse.
 
   She entered the study and found Mr Tovers sitting behind his desk. He rose when she entered and came over to her. He held out his hand for the crop and she handed it to him. He put it down on the desk after rubbing his hand down the shaft and the end flap and slapping it lightly into the palm of his left hand.
 
   He looked her up and down and walked behind her. He hadn’t spoken since she entered the room.
 
   Then he said ‘I haven’t really noticed you in your uniform much. I always see you in your mucking out clothes or riding clothes. I quite like this uniform. Do all the girls wear the dress so short?’
 
   ‘I suppose most do.’
 
   ‘Looks like you’d be showing your panties every time you sit or bend over a bit.’
 
   She didn’t say anything. He was still behind her.
 
   ‘Bend over, I want to see how exposed you are.’
 
   She bent over a little way, very embarrassed, knowing that her knickers were on show with even the smallest movement.
 
   She felt his hand on her bottom, circling it appraisingly.
 
   ‘Nice white knickers. Do you always wear cotton knickers with lacy waist?’
 
   ‘Usually,’ she mumbled, embarrassed.
 
   ‘You told me you get spanked at home. Do you have corporal punishment at school too?’
 
   ‘Not really.’
 
   ‘What do you mean?’
 
   ‘Well, I don’t think he’s supposed to, but the PE teacher uses the slipper. Well, a gym shoe really.’
 
   ‘So you get slippered here, do you?’ He patted her bottom.
 
   ‘Sometimes, yes.’
 
   ‘What for?’
 
   ‘Usually for not trying hard enough in games or in the gym.’
 
   ‘Clothed or bare?’
 
   ‘He always offers two or four. Four over your knickers or two on the bare.’
 
   ‘So you have to take your shorts down anyway?’
 
   ‘Yes, so I always take two and go bare.’
 
   ‘Does he pull them down or do you?’
 
   ‘He does. You have to bend over, then he pulls your shorts down if it’s four, or your knickers as well if it’s two.’
 
   ‘In front of everybody?’
 
   ‘Yes.’
 
   ‘Boys and girls?’
 
   ‘Yes.’
 
   ‘Do you like watching other kids getting the slipper?’
 
   ‘I suppose so.’
 
   ‘I think I would as well. Do the boys get the same?’
 
   ‘No, they get three or six.’
 
   ‘50% discount for being a girl,’ he laughed. ‘Do you prefer watching boys or girls getting whacked?’
 
   ‘Boys I think.’
 
   ‘Is that because you get a peek at their cocks when they have their pants pulled down?’
 
   ‘No!’ she spat, although of course that was the reason. If you were standing in the right place you could sometimes get a good view if the teacher was careless about pulling down a boy’s underpants. Once he pulled them so far down the boy’s prick came right out and everyone had hysterics. The boy got two extra whacks as well as the teacher claimed it was his fault for wriggling.
 
   ‘Well, I do like hearing about your punishments. It gives me the right guidance about how to punish you myself.’
 
   He gave her panty-clad bottom another light slap and went back to sit behind his desk. He looked at the riding whip on the desk and beckoned to her.
 
   ‘You told me your dad always starts with you over his knee, spanking your bottom with his hand. You said that’s most humiliating. I think we’ll start with that. Bend over.’
 
   So now the time had come. She bent over his knee, feeling her dress ride up. He lifted it further and rubbed her bum. ‘He always starts over your panties, you said.’
 
   As he spoke he moved her slim body to be positioned for his hand to slap down on her taut bum cheeks. He realised he’d never spanked anyone before and he decided he was going to enjoy this.
 
   He parted her legs, enjoying the sensation of her warm crotch, and started to spank.
 
   She started a kind of mewling noise with the first spank. He experimented with how to smack her, varying between soft flexible hands which slapped across her buttocks and hard cupped hands which thudded harder into her cheeks. He tried with open fingers and closed, enjoying each different sensation as she squirmed over his lap.
 
   He could feel his cock getting hard and wondered if she could feel it. He decided it was time to see what effect the spanking was having and he peeled her knickers slowly down. She was still squirming and he lifted her slightly to assist him in pulling the panties down.
 
   ‘Now this is nice,’ he enthused, revelling in the rosy arse cheeks which were revealed as the panties descended.
 
   Mia felt his hands smoothing over her cheeks and move between her legs. She knew she was blushing but with her head down he probably didn’t see.
 
   ‘I can’t believe how warm your bum is. A good smacking really brings the heat out!’
 
   Mia felt her knickers slipping down as she tried to close her legs. He had a hand between her legs and she instinctively was trying to close them and stop him touching her pussy. It was to no avail. He reached down and pulled her knickers down and off.
 
   ‘Now let’s have a look at you,’ he said with relish, pulling her up further so her legs were off the floor and held apart by one of his.
 
   He peered at her closely. ‘I must say, you’ve got a lovely bottom to spank and I can’t help notice that your pussy is dripping. Do you always cream up like this when you’re spanked?’
 
   She was now acutely embarrassed. ‘I don’t know sir,’ she managed to mumble.
 
   ‘Sir,’ Mr Tovers mused, ‘I rather like that. You can call me sir all the time. It’ll help you realise that what I say, goes.’
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she murmured.
 
   ‘Now some spanks for this nice bare bottom,’ he announced cheerfully, circling her cheeks with speculative fingers.
 
   ‘Whack!’
 
   He started smacking her again, this time without even the modicum of protection afforded by her knickers. She was emitting groans and moans but so far had managed not to start crying. He was still delivering a variety of spanks, sometimes hard full handed smacks with a follow through which rocked her slim body, sometimes soft slaps with the fingers which were almost caresses.
 
   After two or three more minutes, he paused again and examined her.
 
   ‘Your pussy is exquisite; I would like to feel it. Will you let me?’
 
   It was the moment she had longed for and feared. His hand was on her bottom just an inch or two from her cunt and she spoke before she could process any thoughts: ‘Oh yes sir, if you’d like to.’
 
   ‘I would indeed like to,’ he replied and on the instant she felt her cunt lips part as his fingers probed her wetness. She thrust back against his searching hand and moaned louder than when she was being spanked. She was sure she could feel his erection under her body and knew that he was as aroused as she was.
 
   As his right hand thrust into her cunt, she felt his left snake under her body and take hold of her left breast. She knew her nipples were hard erect and even though he was feeling her through the dress, shirt and bra, she knew that he realised it too.
 
   ‘I think your whole body is aroused,’ he confirmed, squeezing her left breast.
 
   ‘I think yours is too sir,’ she responded, wriggling a little to show she felt his erection under her.
 
   ‘I’m not forgetting that you’re here for punishment though,’ he managed to stammer, pulling his hands from her cunt and tit.
 
   ‘I’ve been punished,’ Mia said slyly, ‘maybe it’s reward time now?’
 
   She had overplayed her hand. A new resolve came into his voice and now when he grasped her body it was to help her back upright. ‘Oh, no,’ he said sternly, ‘My ducks nearly died and their distress is coming home to roost on this arse of yours.’
 
   Her panties were on the floor and her dress rucked up at the back, so her could see her red rear end. He knew he still had to deliver a thorough beating to atone for the girl’s delinquency and set her on the right path for the future.
 
   ‘You told me your father would give you 12 strokes of the cane. I don’t have a cane, but in any case I have decided that your time here is as a pony girl and the most appropriate instrument for your correction is the riding crop.’ He felt he was sounding pompous, but after almost being seduced by the girl’s luscious cunt and breast, he needed to reassert some dignity.
 
   Then he decided to deny some dignity to her, while improving his own enjoyment of the punishment.
 
   ‘You told me your father punishes you by making you wear just a nightie for the cane. I think that here, you will need to undress as well. You don’t have a nightie to put on, so you’ll have to stay naked. You can keep your socks and shoes on,’ he added, thinking it would be an added element of spice to see her with her proper school shoes and socks and stark naked otherwise.
 
   She wondered if she should protest. Then she mentally calculated that he’d had his hand in her cunt with her permission and there wasn’t much to protest about.
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she meekly acknowledged.
 
   ‘Get undressed then,’ he commanded, ‘I will give you six with the crop and see if that appears to be adequate punishment. It’s half what you told me your dad would give you so you should be grateful.’
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she repeated, as she drew down the zip on the front of her pinafore dress and stepped out of it. She took off her shirt so she was standing in front of him wearing just a bra, socks and shoes.
 
   ‘Do you wear a bra under your nightie?’ he enquired maliciously.
 
   ‘No sir,’ she confessed.
 
   ‘Take it off then.’
 
   She undid her bra and removed it, dropping it on the desk and allowing him to see for the first time her firm tits, slightly larger than one would expect for so slim a girl and now endowed with erect nipples which made him exhale an involuntary sigh of pleasure.
 
   ‘You said your father whips you while you stand with your hands on the bed,’ he remarked, so I think if you put your hands flat on the chair here.’ – he pointed to a straight-backed chair – ‘we’ll be able to achieve a similar position.’
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she said, moving the few steps across to the chair. She bent over and put her hands flat on the seat.
 
   He stood at her side, contemplating her, as he swished the whip through the air. ‘Legs apart,’ he ordered, rattling the cane between her thighs to reinforce obedience.
 
   He meditated for a while and then said: ‘I think you’re a little too upright. I want you more bent over, so I can get this whip lashing into here,’ as he tapped her bottom lasciviously with the crop. ‘Bend over further and put your elbows on the chair.’
 
   She did as instructed and he tapped her bottom again with the whip, mentally calculating how to rip the leather crop into her arse for the greatest impact.
 
   ‘Yes,’ he decided, ‘that will work just right. I’m sure I don’t have to tell you not to move during the beating or I will start again. Count every stroke and thank me after each one. Is that clear?’
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she managed to mutter, now starting to get quite afraid.
 
   He raised the crop and tapped her bottom a few times as he positioned his own body carefully. He had decided to deliver one stroke using the wide leather flap, which he presumed would be less painful, followed by one using the narrow body of the whip across both buttocks. He considered the latter would, if properly applied, produce quite a vicious impact. Depending on the result of the first two, he would then decide how to render the other four.
 
   He moved a little away and tapped her left buttock with the flap of the crop, measuring the distance. Then he drew it back and flung it hard into her bottom cheek. She squealed, but when he examined her arse there was only a faint red outline of where the lash had struck.
 
   ‘That was just the flap,’ he announced, ‘now we’ll try the whip!’
 
   ‘Oh sir, not too hard,’ she begged.
 
   ‘I told you already, you should be grateful you may only be getting six,’ he replied. ‘You didn’t count and thank me so that one shouldn’t count.’
 
   ‘Oh sir, one sir, thank you sir, sorry sir,’ she babbled.
 
   ‘Ok, I’ll let you off. Now this one might hurt.’
 
   As if the other spanks hadn’t hurt, she thought grimly.
 
   This time he lined the narrow leather body of the crop across both buttocks and prepared to strike. He mentally determined to use only part strength with this first one as he wasn’t sure just how vicious it might be. Accordingly, he drew it back just a foot or so before ramming it into her scarlet cheeks.
 
    He was delighted to see the way the flesh of her bottom was crushed by the impact of the whip and thought with regret that he should have videoed the whipping to review later. Then he realised that he’d promised her a return dose next week, where most definitely he would set up a video.
 
   ‘Two sir, thank you sir,’ Mia squawked.
 
   He paused to examine the effect of the whip across both buttocks and was pleased to see the kind of tram line ridges appear that he recalled being striped across his own arse when he was caned at school. So this crop, although shorter than a good school cane, could rip into an arse just as well, he thought with satisfaction.
 
   ‘Now one left handed,’ he announced, moving to the other side and lashing her right buttock with the flap of the crop. He enjoyed that with the lesser impact the wide flap had on her naked arse he could indulge himself by flogging with all his might.
 
   ‘Three sir, thank you sir,’ Mia managed, clenching her fists as she stayed on the chair.
 
   He noticed her legs were beginning to droop a little and commanded her to keep her legs straight and feet apart.
 
   He whipped the crop’s shaft across her rear again, this time with his left hand and raising it a bit further.
 
   ‘Four sir, thank you sir,’ Mia was close to crying but still holding on.
 
   Mr Tovers moved back to where he could use his right hand, and cannoned another smack of the flap into her left cheek with main force. He realised with a start that the effort of the stroke actually made him emit an involuntary grunt, like a tennis player.
 
   ‘Ow,’ yelped Mia, ‘Five sir, thank you sir.’
 
   He looked at her bottom carefully. Although it was pleasant to be able to lash her with the full force of his arm while using the flap of the crop, this meant that she would only be receiving three strokes of the equivalent of the cane, cuts which bit deep into her fleshy arse cheeks and produced the kind of ridged lines which started red, turned blue-black and lasted a few days. He remembered at school that a ‘proper’ punishment was always six of the best. Getting three or four might not mark her as well as she needed to ensure improved attitude and behaviour.
 
   Then he brightened as he thought of the repeat bout scheduled for next week, where if he wanted he could whack her with six full cuts if he so chose.
 
   Before delivering the last cut, he ran his fingers around and then into her cunt, appreciating how it had juiced up even more with this beating. He hadn’t touched her breasts until now, but used his left hand to caress each in turn, commenting how firm they were and how attractive her nipples when rock hard like this.
 
   Mia pushed her face into the chair, red with embarrassment but at a height of excitement too. She was not too distressed by the beating to be thinking of what his cock was looking like, and wishing she could feel it as she had when he was spanking her over his knee.
 
   Mr Tovers took his position again for another right-handed stroke. This last one would be the shaft again, across both cheeks. This time he drew the crop back rather further, determined to make the last slash a memorable one. He ripped it into her flanks and exulted in the cracking sound as it tore into her whipped arse.
 
   ‘Ow,’ she moaned, ‘six sir, thank you sir.’
 
   ‘Stay in position,’ he ordered. He wanted to check whether he was satisfied with the overall punishment before allowing her to move. He took his time looking at her bottom, then tracing the ridges with his fingers and finally sliding two fingers in and out of her juicy cunt.
 
   She was moaning, not sure if was from pleasure at the reaming her cunt was getting or pain from the thrashing. Then Mr Tovers slipped his fingers out of her cunt and came round to where she was bent over the chair. He helped her rise so they were standing close together. He caressed her face.
 
   ‘You took that very well,’ he said with affection, ‘I suppose it comes from having been thrashed so many times at home and school.’
 
   She didn’t speak but looked into his eyes and suddenly they were kissing. In a moment they were pressed together, but she was wrenching at his belt and zip to get his trousers down or at least get his cock out.
 
   His right hand was behind her neck, pulling her face into his, while his left squeezed her right breast. Then he moved his left hand down to her cunt, which gave her the freedom to use both hands to tear open his trousers and pull them and his underpants down enough to free his prick. Their mouths were still locked together and there seemed no need to speak.
 
   They slid to the floor, with him fully clothed but with a rampant cock exposed and gripped in her hand. She gave no thought to anything except how much she wanted that cock inside her. When she pulled her mouth away from his it was not to speak but just so she could straddle his body and guide his prick into her dripping but virgin cunt.
 
   As he slid inside her he began to thrust gently, until he realised the resistance of her maidenhead.
 
   ‘Fuck,’ he said, ‘you’re a virgin.’
 
   ‘Not now,’ she squealed, and screamed as she impaled herself on his cock, feeling the pain as her hymen ruptured then the exquisite pleasure as his cock reamed inside her.
 
   He tried to regain control of the fucking, but she was possessed. She thrust down on him, moaning ecstatically, while he squeezed her tits and stared into her face. Her eyes were wide open but he was sure she couldn’t see anything; she was immured in a mist of utter obsession of his cock inside her cunt.
 
   Her moans became more urgent until she started gasping ‘I’m cumming, I’m cumming!’ and she started to spasm. He had a fleeting moment where he thought he should pull out, but he realised he couldn’t stop. He let go of her tits and grasped her hips and arse, oblivious of her lashed rump, forcing her down on him as he rammed up into her. As she continued to spasm and moan, he reached his own climax and spurted globs of sperm into her freshly desecrated cunt, pulsing in time with her own movements.
 
   They seemed to sigh simultaneously and she slumped into his chest, his cock still inside her. She could feel it still throbbing occasionally as she lay in his arms, replete and happy.
 
   Neither spoke, or did anything except squish against each other a little and murmur wordlessly like a purring cat. Then after a few minutes, she raised herself a few inches and their eyes met for the first time since they had kissed.
 
   ‘Well, that was very nice,’ they both said together.
 
   They laughed and kissed again. She could feel his prick throbbing with a little more vigour inside her and wondered if he was already up for another bout. He was still fully dressed and she wanted to see him naked. But she couldn’t bear the thought of his prick coming out of her, so she thought about how to strip him while he stayed locked in her cunt.
 
   It could be done, she thought, and taking her mouth from his she rapidly unbuttoned his shirt, tore it away from him and pushed his trousers and underpants down. He managed to undo his shoes and pull them off, followed by his socks and she succeeded in removing his pants and underwear. The wriggling associated with this activity stimulated his cock as it still pulsed inside her cervix.
 
   Once he was naked she started kissing him again as she squirmed her body against his and felt his cock take on a more rhythmical thrusting. This time they took it long and slow, finishing together again in an ecstasy of sweat and wordless moans.
 
   She continued to lie on top of his after the second coupling of her life, as her whipped arse made it impossible for her to be otherwise. She looked deeply into his eyes.
 
   ‘You won’t tell my dad will you?’ she enquired sweetly.
 
   His mouth dropped open in astonishment. ‘I’m not likely to tell him what we’ve just done!’
 
   ‘No, I mean about spanking me.’
 
   ‘Well actually, I did think I might tell him that. If he ever finds out that you nearly let my ducks die he would know you deserve punishment. I would think he’d need to know you’d already been punished.’
 
   ‘Yes,’ she agreed, ‘but not by spanking. He totally doesn’t approve of spanking.’
 
   ‘You mean he won’t let anyone else spank you? Well, I understand that.’
 
   ‘No, I mean he doesn’t agree with spanking full stop.’
 
   ‘But how come he spanks you so much then?’
 
   ‘He doesn’t. I’ve never been spanked in my life!’
 
   He was open mouthed in astonishment. ‘But you told me he spanked and caned you all the time!’
 
   ‘Yes,’ she said serenely, ‘But I’d tried everything else to get your attention, so I thought I might have to play the spanking card. It worked, didn’t it!’
 
   He looked utterly bewildered. ‘But what about the PE teacher, slippering your bare bottom?’
 
   She giggled. ‘I could see you enjoying that picture! He really does slipper the boys and sometimes we can see into the changing rooms and watch. And one time we really did see one of the boys flop out his prick when his pants were pulled down. But he never slippers the girls!’
 
   He gazed at her, smiling slowly. ‘You naughty little liar,’ he said. ‘You’ll have to be punished for that! Your dad may not approve of corporal punishment, but I do! Your arse may be too sore for me to attend to it just now, but as soon as it’s lost its stripes I’ll be whacking you till you can’t sit down!’
 
   She sighed and wriggled against him contentedly.
 
   ‘Yes sir,’ she said.
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