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The boy in the scarlet blazer 

 

Timothy Hutchins is a young man with a wicked 

spanking fetish. There is little he can do about it 

until Billy, the boss of the burger bar where he 

works, takes him under his wing. Or more truthfully 

across his knee 

Timothy enters the world of the boy for hire and 

soon becomes a spanking-movie star. Everybody 

wants a piece of his backside. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

The characters depicted in this story are over the 

age of 18 years old. 

  

  

This story is intended for adults over the age of 18 

years old.  
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1 

 

IF I DON’T leave right now, I’ll be late. I have to 

report at Mr. Gardner’s study at four. I grab my 

scarlet school blazer from the hook and head 

through the door. 

My bicycle is waiting and I hop on. It’s only a 

couple of miles to Mr. Gardner’s house and the 

traffic is light. 

I turn into the drive of a large detached house. 

Made it with a minute to spare. The front door has 

been left open for me so I go in. 

Hi, I’m Timothy Hutchins. It’s not my real 

name, but I don’t think Mr. Gardner is really Mr. 

Gardner either. I’m eighteen years old and a student 

at the local university. I’ve been Mr. Gardner’s 

pupil since just before Christmas. I’ve visited every 

two weeks since then. It’s better than working in the 

burger bar. 

He will be waiting for me in his study. I know 

the drill. Knock on the wooden panel, wait for his 

call to ‘enter’, take a deep breath, turn the handle, 

open the door, enter and be prepared to get a sore 

arse. 

Until I am standing on the carpet in front of Mr. 

Gardner’s desk I never know why I have been 
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summoned, what my misdemeanour is and exactly 

what will happen. We do what actors call 

‘improvise’. We make it up as we go along. 

So what’s it to be this time? 

 

…. 

 

So what’s keeping that boy? I heard him arrive 

outside my study door ages ago. I am sweating a 

little and my breath is coming in short pants. I have 

been waiting for about fifteen minutes. I like to 

arrive early to prepare. I sit at my desk surveying 

the room. The study is a decent size but there aren’t 

many furnishing. There’s my desk of course. It’s 

quite small and functional, but I don’t use it for 

punishing the boys. I have an armless black vinyl 

chair that’s perfect for the job. A boy goes over its 

back and grabs the seat at the front. He makes a 

perfect target. 

I’ve already selected two canes from my 

extensive collection. I’m not sure which one I’ll 

use. They’re both a little longer than three feet. 

They have curved handles of course; they wouldn’t 

be school canes without the curved handles. Both 

are made of authentic rattan. Very supple. Very 

swishy. I have placed them on a small table close to 
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my desk. I’ll make my final choice at the last 

minute. 

My final preparations are always when I tug on 

my academic gown over my tweed suit. This always 

does it for me. I get a definite thrill.  

I am ready. And, now I wait. 

There’s a timid knock at the door. I can hardly 

hear it.  

‘Enter.’ Spoken, not shouted. 

The door opens slowly and in comes Hutchins. 

He stands in the doorframe, unsure what to do. 

‘Close the door boy. Stand in front of my desk.’ 

He is perfect. His scarlet blazer with white 

trimmed braiding is immaculate. He stands in front 

of me, not quite to attention, hands slightly behind 

his back. His knees bent. I take in the view. His 

crisply-ironed white shirt. The scarlet and silver 

striped tie, knotted tightly at his neck. His charcoal 

grey trousers have a crease so sharp you could cut 

your finger. His black shoes gleam. 

‘Hutchins, you again. This is the fourth time 

you have been summoned to my study since 

Christmas.’ 

‘Yes, Sir,’ meekly said. 

‘And, now we have drinking alcohol. You are a 

sixth-form boy. You know very well, drinking 

alcohol is against the rules.’ 
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‘Yes, Sir,’ his upper class English accent 

always sets my pulse racing. 

‘Then, why did you do it?’ 

‘I don’t know Sir.’ 

‘Don’t know Sir. That really isn’t good enough 

is it Hutchins?’ 

‘Yes Sir, I mean no Sir.’ 

‘Not good enough. In the past weeks you have 

been before me for smoking and for being out of 

bounds.’ 

‘Yes Sir.’ 

‘This is not good enough. You are a senior boy; 

you should be setting an example.’ 

‘Sorry Sir.’ 

‘You will be. Now face the wall.’ 

Arms still behind his back, Hutchins walks to 

the wall. Without being instructed, he puts his 

hands on his head. 

I stay seated. Let him stew a while. A full 

minute passes and by now Hutchins, unsure what is 

happening, turns to look over at me. 

‘Face the wall boy. I shall tell you when you 

may move.’ 

‘Sorry Sir.’ 

I take this as a cue to prepare myself for the 

beating I am to administer to the boy. 
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I pick up the two canes and bring them to my 

desk. I test one after the other for their whippiness 

by swishing them through the air. A good cane 

should bite into a boy's bottom and curl around as it 

does so. A good stripe is one that fully covers both 

the boy’s cheeks, so causing maximum sting. 

Hutchins hears me moving about and I can see 

he desperately wants to turn again to see what is 

going on. But he resists the temptation. 

Another minute passes. ‘Right Hutchins, let’s 

have you out the front here.’ 

The boy positions himself once again in front 

of my desk. Apprehensively, he eyes the two canes 

lying across the desk. 

‘Now, boy I want to make a clear example of 

you. Drinking alcohol and absconding from the 

school will not be tolerated. I shall deal with you 

severely. Do you understand?’ 

‘Yes Sir.’ 

‘That will mean six on your trousers and six 

with them down. Do you understand?’ 

He swallows hard. ‘Yes Sir.’ 

‘Right boy. Take your blazer off and put it on 

the table.’ 

He does as he was told, revealing his sparkling 

white shirt. The creases down the long sleeves are 

as sharp as those in his trousers.  
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I point to the black vinyl chair. ‘Now, bend over 

that chair.’ 

Hutchins is a wonderful sight. In one athletic 

movement his hips slide over the back of the chair 

and he grasps the front of the seat, a hand on the 

each of the corners. Blood rushes to his face, 

making his cheeks rosy pink. His other cheeks will 

be a darker pink by the time I’ve finished. 

I pick up the dark yellow rattan cane and give it 

a few practice swishes. Hutchins turns his head to 

see. 

‘Face the front boy. You’ll find out soon 

enough what’s going on back here.’ The 

Headmaster had made a little joke. 

I am nearly ready. 

‘Legs further apart boy. Up over more. Head 

down, bottom high.’ 

He pushes himself a little higher over the back 

of the chair, raising his backside a couple of inches 

more. Perfect. His grey trousers are stretched so 

tightly across the buttocks I can see the outline of 

his underpants. 

I stand a cane’s length to Hutchins’ left side and 

lay the cane across the centre of his buttocks. Gently 

I tap the cotton trousers. Hutchins holds his breath 

as I raise the rattan cane until it is behind me, pause, 
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and then bring it down with as much strength as I 

can muster across the vulnerable buttocks. 

WHOOOP!!! A stinger. His eyes pop and he 

puffs out both cheeks. 

I don’t believe in half measures. When I beat a 

boy, I do it properly. I make sure it hurts. There is 

no point in giving a boy a beating if it doesn’t. The 

rod shouldn’t just skim the top of the skin it should 

bite deep into the flesh. I cover the whole area, from 

the crown of the bum cheeks to the middle. 

I wait about fifteen seconds before applying cut 

number two, so he feels the full effect of each stroke 

before the next arrives.  I watch, fascinated, as the 

buttocks jerk in a paroxysm of pain. This stroke 

seems to hurt much more than the first and I can see 

sweat forming at the boy’s temples. 

His thigh muscles and bottom are tense but 

Hutchins is stoical. That’s the way I like it. My 

schoolboys should take it like men. I don’t want 

them screaming and shouting and jumping up and 

down. Stay perfectly still. At least as still as is 

possible under the circumstances and let me get on 

with my business. 

As cut number four bites home, Hutchins’ face 

screws up with agony and he lets out a yelp. His 

knuckles are turning white as he grips the chair ever 

more tightly. Four thin lines are clearly visible in 
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the dark grey trousers, each in parallel with the 

others and no more than a half an inch apart. I am 

an expert caner, let nobody deny that. 

By stroke six he is openly weeping.  

I pause for breath. Hutchins is finding breathing 

a little difficult too. 

‘Stand up boy.’ 

Unsteadily he rises from the chair, still facing 

forward. 

‘Face me boy.’  

He turns around and stands in front of me, but 

he cannot look me in the eye. His gaze is firmly 

fixed at the red patterned rug beneath his feet. 

‘I said the punishment would be severe and I 

meant it. Now, take down your trousers.’ 

With his gaze still averted Hutchins reaches for 

the buckle of his belt. His hands are shaking and 

with some difficulty he unfastens the clasp. I watch 

intently as he undoes the button at the top of the 

trousers and then the four buttons on his fly. 

The trousers slip to his thighs revealing his tight 

underpants, as sparking white as his shirt. 

‘Right boy. Back over.’ 

Hutchins swivels to his right and flops over the 

chair offering up his bottom. Unbidden he spreads 

his legs and raises his backside high. 
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His shirt has a long tail and I take a moment to 

pull it up. Hutchins raises his body and I am able to 

get the shirt over the boy’s back as far as his 

shoulder blades.  

I tap the cane, finding my aim as Hutchins’ 

body visibly flexes. SWISHHHH! Number seven 

has him sobbing. Number nine crashes into the 

centre of his bottom. Though he stays over the 

chair, his feet start to beat a frenzied dance, as his 

hips twist and squirm. 

I can see blood staining his brilliant white 

underpants.  I never set out deliberately to wound a 

boy, but it is a hazard of the job. But, I never give 

more than a dozen at a session and never on the 

bare, so the boy is able to recover quite quickly. 

The final two strokes are exemplary. The 

objective is to cause as much pain as possible, but 

with the minimum of exertion on my part. My 

experience tells me if you are able to land the final 

two diagonally across the buttocks they will cross 

the existing welts and reignite the pain the boy is 

already suffering. 

So, that’s what I do. One diagonal cut from the 

left and the final slash from the right. 

Hutchins is howling. There is no other word to 

describe it. His feet are drumming on the floor, but, 
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Hutchins flops over the chair offering up his bottom in sparkling white underpants 
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to his credit, he stays in position, submissive to the 

end. 

I put the cane down on my desk and go round 

and stand behind Hutchins and briefly survey the 

twitching buttocks in front of me. Hutchins’ entire 

body is spasmodically jerking. 

‘It’s over. You can get up now. I think you have 

learned your lesson, haven’t you?’ 

Hutchins feels so sore that he doesn’t want to 

move.  

‘Hurry up! I haven't got all day.’ 

Hutchins stands up and begins rubbing his 

glowing backside, feeling the swelling of each 

weal. ‘Stop that this instance.’ Startled, he pulls his 

hands away. As he does this I can see a bulge in the 

front of his pants. 

Tears are flowing down his cheeks and a little 

snot trickles from his nose.  

‘Now get dressed. You are dismissed.’ 

 

…. 

 

I closed the door of the study behind me. I was 

more or less in control of my feelings now, and was 

massaging my injured rump as vigorously as I 

could, trying (I suppose) to rub away the pain. It 

doesn't work, I can tell you! 
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It was difficult to walk. My bottom throbbed 

like mad and I had an aching erection. I couldn’t 

wait to get home and rub away at the both of them. 

I picked up the envelope from the table in the hall 

and went to find my bicycle. I thought I was too sore 

to ride home so I’d have to wheel it. 

I felt very self-conscious in my scarlet school 

blazer as I walked the streets near Mr. Gardner’s 

house. Were lace curtains twitching? Could people 

guess what I am? In a saner moment, I’d accept that 

probably nobody even noticed that I was there. 

And, if they did, they’d just think I was some sixth-

form kid coming home from school. The kids round 

here probably went to the type of schools where 

they wore posh scarlet blazers. 

After a couple of minutes the pain in my 

buttocks had eased a little, but not my throbbing 

erection. I decided to risk it, mounted my bicycle 

and in considerable discomfort rode home. 

Back in my room I peeled off my bloodied 

underpants and examined the damage in the mirror. 

My scalded bum was corrugated with twelve 

distinct welts. Blood was clotting at the intersection 

where the two diagonal cuts had crossed the other 

ten. There were bruises around the edges of my 

buttocks where the tips of the rattan cane landed and 
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they would probably get worse before they got 

better. 

I was a right mess. That’s the big problem with 

a caning, it leaves marks and if the beating had been 

severe they could stay for a very long time. 

Spankings are best, even ones with a slipper or a 

hairbrush. They left bruises, but not welts or cuts, 

and cleared up pretty quickly. 

I had a problem. I had a date to see one of my 

other gentlemen next Wednesday and he would not 

be happy if I turned up with a pre-bruised bum. 

They liked it to be lily-white, as it were; it was their 

prerogative to whack it red, black and blue. After 

all, that’s what they were paying for.  

 

 

2 

 

IT HAD ALL started that day when I met Billy at 

the burger bar. I remember it as if it were yesterday. 

I had a part time job there: mostly I worked 

Saturdays because I was still in my final year at 

school.  

Billy was the new duty manager. He was much 

older than the rest of us. We were mostly kids, still 

at school or at college, earning spare cash. Or no-
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hopers who couldn’t get a proper job and in those 

days you would have welfare benefits stopped if 

you didn’t take a job if there was one offered. 

The burger bar was always busy on Saturdays, 

packed with shoppers and families having ‘special 

time’ together. That suited me, because otherwise 

the job could be really boring. 

I was working in the kitchen preparing the 

burgers and it was bedlam. Everyone was rushing 

around trying to serve the crowd of customers. I 

bent down to get a pan from the bottom shelf and as 

I was bending over I felt a dull thud on the seat of 

my trousers. Startled, I stood and turned round to 

see Billy standing behind me with a rolled up 

newspaper in his hand. He was grinning from ear to 

ear. 

His bright blue eyes sparkled and he gave me 

ever such a slight wink. I smiled shyly back. But, 

the kitchen was busy, people were all around. We 

said nothing. We had our work to do. 

And that was that. Nothing more happened.   

Until the next Saturday: everything that could 

go wrong did go wrong. I overslept (wet dreams 

again) so got to work twenty minutes late. That 

earned me a telling off from Billy. Then I couldn’t 

get the burger grill to work properly and that upset 

the customers and earned me another earful from 
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the boss. The final straw came mid-afternoon when 

I sent a full tray of burger buns clattering to the 

floor. It wouldn’t have been such a problem, except 

this was in full view of the customers so we couldn’t 

just pick them up and use them anyway. 

Billy was standing behind me as I stooped 

down to retrieve the buns. 

‘That’s it’, he said, ‘I’ll see you in my office at 

the end of the shift.’ I rose and as I did so our eyes 

met. I knew what he meant and he knew that I knew. 

My heart beat faster and my face was bright red. 

‘Later,’ he said.  

‘Oh, yes please,’ I thought, but daren’t say it out 

loud. 

At the end of the shift Billy called me into the 

office. It wasn’t very big, just enough space for a 

couple of filing cabinets, a desk and a couple of 

chairs. 

‘Stand there.’ It was a command. He pointed to 

a spot in front of the desk and I obediently took up 

position.  Submissively, I bowed my head and 

stared at the threadbare carpet, my hands clasped 

tightly behind my back. 

I don’t remember much of what he said. He 

listed of all my faults as if I had been a very naughty 

boy. Was today going to be my lucky day? 
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I had fantasied about getting spanked for just 

about the whole of my life. As a young boy when 

everyone was out of the house I would pile some 

cushions onto the seat of a dining room chair and 

bend over them like a naughty boy about to get his 

bottom smacked. I soon learned how to position 

mirrors in the right place to admire how I looked, 

my bottom high as if over Dad’s knee.  

Sometimes I would have my trousers around 

my knees and occasionally I’d be bare. My 

favourite position was stripped down to my tight 

white pants. 

Often at night in bed I would make myself 

dream about school. Me or one of my classmates, 

one of the boys with pert bums, would be bent over 

a desk getting a dose of the cane from a teacher. I 

especially liked to fantasise we were all dressed in 

short trousers. 

But now, aged eighteen, I had never been 

spanked in my life, but the fantasies were as real as 

ever, perhaps even more intense. 

Sadly, I had no way of knowing how to turn 

these desires into reality. I was too naïve to realise 

that many people out there shared my interests and 

given the opportunity would gladly put me across 

their knee. 
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I had once dared to go to a dirty book store in 

London and bought some magazines with pictures 

of women spanking men. They weren’t quite my 

thing but there was one image in particular that did 

push my buttons. It was a stern looking boss type 

who had a young office boy across her knees. He 

was dressed in a white shirt and business trousers. 

She was raising a thick wooden paddle to crash it 

into his bum. He held his head low and his buttocks 

high ready for his punishment. 

Many nights I soiled the sheets recalling the 

scene, but in my dreams the woman had 

transformed into a middle-aged man. 

I loved that picture and dreamt of being that 

office boy. Where could I find a job like that? 

Who would have thought it would be at a burger 

bar? 

Finished with his lecture, Billy rose from his 

seat and made his way to the front of the desk. He 

picked up one of the chairs and placed it in the 

middle of the carpet and sat down. 

I knew what was going to happen next: I had 

visualised it often enough. There was no more talk. 

Instead Billy grabbed my arm and pulled me across 

his lap. Of course, I gave no resistance. I held my 

head low and my bum high for my spanking. 
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I especially liked the fantasies where we were dressed in short trousers 
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It was that simple. He raised his hand high and 

brought it hard down on the seat of my trousers. 

Again and again and again. With my trousers and 

pants on I hardly felt a thing. Probably, his hand was 

stinging much more than my bottom. 

‘Oh, this is no good. Stand up.’ He helped my 

off his lap and unsteadily at first I stood up. 

‘Take down those trousers.’ I wanted to comply 

with his command. I wanted to so much, but I 

hesitated. I could feel a bulge growing in the front 

of my pants and was too embarrassed to let Billy 

see. 

‘Doh!’ Bill exhaled air and reached out for my 

trousers. I wasn’t wearing a belt and it took barely 

five seconds before he had them at my ankles. He 

must have seen my soldier standing erect, but 

professed not to. 

In one swift movement I was back across his 

knees: bum high and head so low I was almost 

kissing the carpet. I had assumed a satisfactory 

position for my bottom to be spanked. 

Billy moved the tail of my shirt clear of the 

target area and reached around me with his left arm 

and held me firmly around the waist. 

This time, through my thin tight cotton 

underpants, I felt each and every slap as they heated 

up my bum. I was sweating profusely, and my 
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breathing was heavy, fast, gasping. My face and 

neck were red and strained, as my first-ever 

spanking continued. 

Billy, of course, was an expert spanker. His 

hand danced and popped, bounced and bit, stinging 

all over my buttocks, upper thighs, and sensitive sit 

spots.  

Spank! Spank! Spank! Spank! Spank! Spank! 

Spank! On and on it went. The slaps were hard, 

steady, and fast paced.  

I lay there submissively. The pain wasn’t bad. 

It was simply warm and vigorous as my buttocks 

raised and quivered under the rain of blows.  

As the spanking continued, I realized with 

shock that I was fully erect.  

I didn’t know it but Billy was as red faced and 

sweaty as me. He must have felt my bone digging 

into his legs, and maybe that’s why suddenly he 

stopped spanking. 

I lay across his lap gasping, my bottom glowing 

pleasantly. Yes, it was sore, but it was good sore, if 

you know what I mean. 

Billy released his grip from my waist and 

ordered me to rise. Once on my feet I turned my 

back on my punisher and quickly pulled up my 

trousers hoping he wouldn’t see the tent in my 

pants. 
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‘That’s it,’ Billy said. 

‘That’s it,’ I thought. No, it couldn’t be ‘it’. I 

wanted more: harder; on the bare; with a belt; a 

hairbrush; a cane. 

My look must have betrayed my thoughts. 

‘Until the next time. . . ’ 

But, there was no ‘next time’. Not at the burger 

bar anyway. 

Billy and I became friends. He lived in what the 

local council called a ‘hard-to-let’ property. That 

meant no one in their right mind wanted to live 

there. But, it suited Billy. It was on the top floor of 

a thirty-storey tower block. He had hardly any 

neighbours and those he had were not the kind of 

people who would be interested in what he got up 

to. And, as I say, that suited Billy just fine. 

I left school that June and passed my A-levels 

and had a place at university lined up for the 

autumn. Billy said I could work full-time at the 

burger bar if I wanted to so I could make some cash 

for my time at university. 

I knew money would be tight. I had a 

government grant, but my parents were expected to 

make a financial contribution to my upkeep, but I 

knew in reality they wouldn’t be able to afford it, so 

I would be on my own. 
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That summer I discovered there were other 

ways to make good money than working at the 

burger bar. 

Billy introduced me to a whole new world I 

never knew existed. I don’t think we called it a 

‘scene’ in those days, but I did join a group of like-

minded individuals who were engaged in CP and 

were only too happy to introduce me to their 

lifestyle. 

One night he invited me to his home. Actually, 

I knew he lived in a very rough part of town so I 

wasn’t too keen at first, and very nearly turned him 

down. I am so glad I didn’t. 

He showed me a video film and it changed my 

life. Literally.  

The film was a revelation: I’d never known 

such things existed. There was this ‘schoolboy’, 

called Andrew (or was it Andrews? I’m not sure), 

dressed in grey short trousers and a grey jumper. He 

was in his Headmaster’s study; caught smoking 

(again).  The two actors were marvellous, they 

really looked their parts. The young man playing 

the boy must have been shorter than average, or the 

Headmaster taller than most (or maybe both of 

these things together) because Andrew really 

looked pint-sized against the Headmaster. 
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It seemed entirely realistic to me: in my town 

there’s a really pretentious grammar school called 

St Francis where they force the boys to wear grey 

flannel short trousers until they’re about fifteen. 

Many of the grammar school kids you see on the 

streets around town in their short trousers and fancy 

blazers are bigger than the lad in the film. I could 

easily imagine that I was watching one of the 

fourth-form boys at St Francis on the screen. 

There wasn’t much of a plot in the film, there 

didn’t need to be, this was a real action CP flick. 

The camerawork and editing were very 

professional. First we had a close up of Andrew, 

anxious about what was going to happen, then the 

Headmaster looking stern. Close up of a rack of 

curved handled canes. The Headmaster selects one, 

then the anxious schoolboy again close up. And so 

on. We saw what happened next from any number 

of angles: long shot, medium shot, close up. 

Andrew is ordered to approach the back of the 

armchair. He takes down his short trousers, letting 

them rest at his shoes. Then he takes down his white 

Y-front pants to his thighs and on the instruction 

‘Bend over that chair’ he stretches over and reaches 

for the far side of the seat cushion. The Headmaster 

pushes his jumper further up his back. 
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We get all sorts of close ups of face, cane, bare 

bum, cane, Headmaster. The ‘money shot’ as they 

call it is when we get the close up of the cane 

swishing into and biting Andrew’s bare bum. He 

grimaces, shudders a little, and we see a red mark 

slowly appear across the centre of his buttocks. This 

is for real. 

Andrew gets twelve of the best and by the end 

his bum is criss-crossed with red stripes and (in 

close up again) we see tears streaming down his 

face. The film is a masterpiece. 

I was amazed and tremendously excited. I 

wanted to know everything about it. I asked Billy if 

what I had seen was as real as it seemed. He flashed 

a smile. Yes and no, he said. What he meant was 

that the cane marks were real enough, but the 

director of the movie had some ‘tricks’ using 

camera angles, so not all the cuts were as severe as 

the ones we saw in close up.  But, no makeup was 

used, so what you saw really happened. 

Did it hurt? Of course, but just like in reality, a 

boy could get used to the sting of the cane, however 

hard it was laid on. He told me of some of the boys 

who when they first started with the studio couldn’t 

even take two strokes of the cane. Now, they were 

veterans, and could take dozens of whacks at a 

session. 
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He showed another two films and both were 

just as great as the first. One involved a ‘naughty 

nephew’ who had his pyjama trousers forcibly 

taken down by ‘uncle’ before going over the knee 

for a severe bare-bottomed hand spanking. The 

other took place at an office where the junior sales 

team had failed to reach their monthly target again 

and were given the choice between dismissal and a 

thorough caning. You know which they chose. 
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MY FATHER IS sitting on a straight-backed chair 

in the middle of the kitchen of our large detached 

house. In his hands he fondles his brown leather 

belt. It is thick and wide and doubled over, ready for 

use. 

He berates me about my shortcomings as I 

stand about three or four feet from his right side. He 

says I am recalcitrant (whatever that means), 

unreliable, disrespectful, untruthful, dishonest. I 

treat his house like a hotel and my mother like a 

servant. I never do my chores. 

I need to be taken down a peg or two. 
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I stand awkwardly, not quite still, moving 

slightly from one foot to another. My mouth is dry 

and my heart racing. 

I am eighteen years old and should start 

behaving like an adult. But, if I refuse to do that 

then he, my father, will do something about it. 

He reaches out and takes hold of the waist of 

my trousers, just below my belly button and pulls 

me forward a few inches. I do not resist and shuffle 

into the place where he wants me. 

He has stopped moaning at me, for now. He 

rests the belt on his lap and with both hands, 

unbuckles my own belt. I feel the blood rushing to 

my face, I am blushing bright red. My body stiffens 

a little, but I know I am powerless to resist my 

father. He has his duty to do and he will carry it out 

here. Now. 

My belt loosened, my father turns his attention 

to the buttons at the top of my trousers. I breathe 

deeply as they are unfastened and the top of my 

underwear is exposed. Then he undoes my zipper. I 

can feel cool air against my exposed body. I look 

down and see my bright lemon briefs fitting a little 

too snugly against my private parts. 

Taking hold of both sides of my trousers, my 

father pulls them down past my thighs, knees and 

shins and carefully arranges them at my feet. 
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He picks up the belt from his lap and orders me 

to bend across his knee. 

My breathing is difficult; blood is rushing 

through my ears. My eyes begin to well. 

I am obedient. I shuffle forward a little, lean 

down and, resting my hands on my father’s left leg 

I gently ease myself over. I put both my palms flat 

on the floor ahead of me. My legs are straight 

behind me and my bottom rests snugly over father’s 

right leg. 

I stare at the black and white tiled floor as I feel 

my father make his final preparations. He pushes 

my head down further and I see a layer of dust 

where the floor has not been swept. One of the 

chores I failed to do. 

Father takes hold of my light blue jumper and 

yanks it as far up my back as it will go, until it is 

bunched over my shoulder blades. Then, with 

deliberate care, he folds up my shirt until it is just 

below my jumper. The flesh on the small of my 

hairless back is now exposed. 

Father uses my back as a shelf and rests his belt 

while, slowly and with both hands, he peels down 

my yellow briefs. I give no resistance and raise my 

body an inch of so off his lap to allow him to slip 

them all the way down to my knees. 

I can hardly breathe. My mouth is drying out   
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I am bent across his knee. Father takes his belt and doubles it over 
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rapidly; saliva is collecting at my throat making me 

gag a little. 

Father collects his leather belt from off my back 

and doubles it over once again. He grips it in his 

right hand and taps it gently over the centre of my 

buttocks, he is finding his spot and testing his aim. 

I gulp in air, my buttocks clench. 

Father raises his arm as high as it will go; ready 

to lash the leather into my bared bum as hard as he 

possibly can. 

Then I wake up. My mum is shaking my 

shoulder and telling me I’ve overslept.  

I looked down and saw with horror my duvet 

was tented with a prominent erection. I hurriedly 

rolled to one side, blushing and hoping mum hadn’t 

seen. She left the room calling over her shoulder 

that I should get in the shower quick and hurry up 

or I’d be late for work. 

I waited a minute for the coast to clear, but my 

aching trooper was still standing to attention. I 

pulled a shirt from the bedroom floor and holding it 

in front of me made a dash to the shower. 

I soaped myself down and a fountain splashed 

across the shower cubicle.  

Minutes later I rushed into the tiny kitchen of 

our equally small council flat and grabbed a slice of 
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toast off mum and made a speedy exit for the burger 

bar. 

 

 

4 
 

I WAS A HORNY eighteen-year-old boy with a 

wicked fetish for spanking. I thought about it every 

moment of my day, awake or asleep. Whenever I 

walked down the street I’d ogle the bottoms of the 

boys and fantasise about how they would look 

across my knee or over the back of a chair. It 

wouldn’t matter if they were wearing long trousers, 

shorts, jeans, capri pants, sweats, swimming trunks: 

you name it I jerked off about it every time I could, 

day or night. 

That’s when I wasn’t masturbating while 

dreaming about being taken across a man’s knee for 

a spanking or ordered over the Headmaster’s desk 

for six-of-the-best.  

This was frustrating. I couldn’t go on like this. 

I knew Billy was a spanker and I thought that if I 

told him of my fantasies, he might give me another 

good seeing to. It wasn’t too difficult to confide in 

him, but his solution to my situation astounded me. 
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‘Go to see the people at Swish! and be paid for 

getting your arse spanked.’ Swish! Productions was 

the name of the company that made the videos I had 

seen at Billy’s home. And, would you believe it, 

Billy knew the producer. 

Although I desperately wanted to meet other 

people who were into spanking, I was dubious 

about Billy’s suggestion. Although I loved the 

videos Billy had shown me and had wanked off by 

replaying them in my head many times since, I 

thought the people who made them were probably 

a bit sleazy. The boys who offered up their bare 

arses for the camera were probably on drugs or 

something? I couldn’t conceive that they could be 

normal (well, relatively normal) like me. 

‘Come on,’ Billy said, when I told him of my 

concerns, ‘I’ll take you down there and you can 

meet them.’ 

So, with a little apprehension, I visited Swish! 

Productions. The first revelation was that they were 

a proper studio, with camera, sound equipment, 

editing desks and so on. I didn’t know much about 

film making, but even I could see this was a 

professional outfit. 

I met Alan, who with his partner Bob, owned 

the company. I recognised both of them 

immediately because they had starred in the video I 
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had seen. Alan played the Headmaster and the 

company boss and Bob had been the uncle who 

spanked the boy in the pyjamas. 

They were also the technical wizards who 

directed and edited the films. 

They were making videos that day so there 

were a few of the boys around also. They seemed 

ordinary enough to me. Alan and Bob let me meet 

the boys. I didn’t realise it at the time but the two 

men had taken a shine to me and had recognised me 

as a potential actor in their movies. 

I met four of the boys, who were aged from 

eighteen to twenty-one, I recognised two of them 

because they had played the office juniors in the 

movie and one, Trevor, had also been the boy caned 

on his bare bum by the Headmaster.  

It turned out that three of them knew each other 

from the housing estate where they lived. Ricky had 

been the first to discover Swish! and had done a 

couple of films. He wasn’t into spanking as a fetish, 

but the money was great, and he was more than 

prepared to do some more. So when Bob asked if he 

knew anyone who might also be interested in 

joining the band, he had no hesitation in roping in 

Trevor and Simon.  

I immediately liked all four of the boys and I 

was impressed that they showed no shame about 
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appearing in spanking vids. It was all in a day’s 

work for them. 

Later, when Alan asked if I wanted to make 

some movies with Swish! I nearly bit his hand off 

in my eagerness to say Yes! 

That’s how Timothy Hutchins was born. 

I first wore the now famous scarlet blazer with 

the white braiding in movies I did for Swish!  It was 

just an accident really, but it caught on with the fans 

and now the scarlet blazer is a kind of trade mark or 

brand for me. 

I had only recently left school myself when I 

did my first vids for Swish! They do a lot of school 

stories and have a huge wardrobe of black blazers, 

short and long trousers, shirts, socks and so on. But 

for some reason, they also had this one scarlet 

blazer. No one quite remembers where it came 

from, but the gossip was that it used to belong to a 

boyfriend of one of the film crew and it got left 

behind after a break-up. 

I don’t know and I’m really not bothered (and I 

don’t suppose you are either). But it turned out that 

it fitted me rather well. Actually, it was a little on 

the large side, but as every Mum tells their 

disbelieving children, school blazers are meant to 

be like that so you can grow in to them. 
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Someone at the studio thought it might make a 

change to have one of their boys turn out in 

something other than black and since no other 

‘schoolboys’ were going to be in the picture with 

me, it seemed a perfect time to get the scarlet blazer 

out of mothballs, so to speak. 

The first scene only lasted a couple of minutes. 

It was me and the schoolmaster. I’m in the scarlet 

blazer, short trousers, long socks, white shirt and 

school cap. 

The schoolmaster is in traditional academic 

gown and a mortar board.  We are in what appears 

to be a classroom. The director has us on a tight 

shot, so the viewer can’t see there is only one school 

desk in the corner of a large, mostly empty space. 

Empty that is, except for two cameras, a sound 

boom, a lot of wires and stuff and three other 

people.  

I have not done my homework, again. 

‘Bend over that desk Hutchins,’ the 

schoolmaster points with his cane. 

‘I’m sorry Sir, I’ll bring it tomorrow, Sir.’ 

‘Bend over that desk.’ 

‘It’s not my fault Sir.’ 

It goes on like that for a while with me trying to 

argue my way out of the caning. Looking back, this 

back-chat may have been part of the attraction and 
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why viewers warmed to me. In other vids there’s 

not much dialogue and where there is, it is very 

stilted or forced. 

Part of the reason for this is the lads who play 

the scenes aren’t very good performers. In films like 

this we get called ‘models’ rather than ‘actors’ and 

that’s fair enough. We don’t have to do much other 

than keep still while someone smacks our bums or 

whacks a cane into us. 

But in this movie, I could show some 

‘personality’. So, we argued back and forth and 

then we got to the action. 

I bend over the desk as instructed. I’m just the 

right size to go over comfortably, like a hairgrip 

that’s been pulled open. My arms stretch over the 

front of the desk and I grasp hold of its legs, my 

stomach rests on the wooden top and my legs are 

straight at the back at a forty-five degree angle. 

My job is to stay where I am and let the cameras 

do the rest. It’s not complicated: we get an 

establishing shot with me over the desk and the 

schoolmaster standing close by, flexing his cane. 

Then the camera moves behind the 

schoolmaster, so we can see the scene from his POV 

(point of view). That’s followed by a close up of my 

bum. 

Cut to cane swishing through the air and cont- 
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Bend over that desk. It's six of the best for you young man. A star is born 
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accting with the seat of my short trousers. 

And, it was pretty much like that for the six 

strokes I received. A second camera was pointed at 

my face. This is the tricky shot. Most models in 

these films are old hands and a caning isn’t going to 

have much effect on them. It’s the same in real life. 

Any boy who has been naughty often enough (or 

has pretended to be) gets used to the cane and 

doesn’t show much emotion and can take six-of-

the-best with no problem. 

It depends what the viewer wants. If they want 

‘realism’, the punished boy isn’t going to make 

much of a fuss. He’ll just take it. But, if you want 

‘reaction’ then it has to be faked (or ‘acted’ as the 

luvvies might have it). Since we are ‘models’ and 

not ‘actors’ these reaction scenes tend to get 

hammed up a lot. If you’ve seen enough spanking 

videos, you’ll know what I mean. 

But, I was still new to this and as each stroke 

was delivered I felt it. The first cut took me by 

surprise; it was so unexpectedly painful it showed 

on my face. The rest were equally as sharp and my 

reactions were very true. 

The audiences loved this. What they saw was a 

brat, who had not done his homework and deserved 

to be punished, arguing the matter with his 

schoolmaster before going over the desk for the six 
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strokes he so richly deserved: and feeling each and 

every one of them. 

So a star was born and I never looked back. All 

right I know this sounds a bit big headed, but I do 

have quite a fan following and vids with me in them 

sell better than most of the others. Don’t ask me 

why. Obviously, some of the viewers have taken a 

bit of a shine to me. But ‘hot’ is in the eye of the 

beholder and what one guy thinks is sexy, can be 

decidedly ‘cold’ to the man in the next seat. 

The posh upscale scarlet blazer may have 

something to do with it. And, the upper-class 

English accent I use. So many spanking vids feature 

boys from posh boarding schools, why is that?  In 

real life I’m not posh or upper-class. Quite the 

opposite actually, I’m from a poor, working-class 

inner city and was brought up in a council flat. True, 

I go to the university now, but it’s not one of the 

classy ones. It’s what some people call ‘bog 

standard.’ 

Anyhow, we did four scenes on that first day, 

all with me in the scarlet blazer. I can vividly 

remember that day, not because of the blazer but the 

excitement I felt, getting my backside whipped. Just 

about all of the boys who appear in the vids do it for 

the money. I do too, but I also love getting spanked 

by older men. Growing up it was just a fantasy, but 
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since I met Billy at the burger bar, I have been 

having the time of my life. Now, I am getting paid 

to be spanked: surely, the perfect job. 

Being turned on by being spanked has its 

drawbacks, especially in the movies. Swish! makes 

fetish films, not pornography as such. So, the 

producers do not want to see me with a boner. Well, 

not in the movie, at least. 

It was an embarrassment at first and my soldier 

would stand guard the moment I pulled on my short 

trousers and knee socks. What is it about short 

trousers and arousal? I never got hard when every 

day I put on my real school uniform (black blazer, 

long grey trousers). 

Some bright spark suggested I should pay a 

visit to the lavatory just before I was ready to go on 

set. If I polished one off, my todger would behave 

itself long enough for us to shoot the scene. 

It didn’t always work. I still colour up with 

embarrassment when I remember the time I was 

playing a boy with the poor school report, Bob who 

was playing ‘Dad’ had sat himself in the straight-

backed kitchen chair and instructed me to hang up 

my scarlet blazer and stand beside him. Then he 

gave the order to drop my short trousers and Y-

fronts. All was going well until Dad said those 

timeless words, ‘bend over my knee.’  
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I took one look at Dad’s strong thighs and my 

member throbbed, ready to burst. Clearly, it wanted 

to shoot off like an Exocet Missile. Dad gripped 

hold of it and used it to tug me across his lap into 

the spanking position. And, I shot a load all over his 

trousers. The film crew were in stiches, and to be 

fair, so was Dad. Me? I was mortified. 

The video was never sold, of course, that’s not 

what Swish! is about. The viewer has to provide his 

own orgasms. But, the video, along with other ‘out 

takes’, is brought out at party time and everyone 

enjoys themselves enormously. 

I did quite a few videos after that and met a lot 

of other models after Swish! started using a legit 

agency to supply the boys. Some of the lads I met 

did mainstream work, such as advertising (one went 

on to be a famous face in a clothing catalogue), or 

nude pictures or more hardcore pornographic work. 

Many of them did just one spanking movie, but 

others became regulars: nobody was forced to do 

anything they didn’t want to. 

One day Mr. Hennessey, the boss of the agency, 

was at the studios and asked me if I fancied doing 

some ‘private’ work. I thought he was talking about 

making proper porn movies, but it turned out he had 

customers who wanted to spank young men and 

needed a supplier. 
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I ran a mile the first time I was asked: could 

there be anything more dangerous than letting a 

stranger whip you? 

But, Hennessey knew his business. All his 

clients were vetted and there had never been any 

problems in the past. ‘It’s not like kids who sell 

their arses on street corners. This is high class 

work,’ he said. 

I thawed a little a week or so later when he 

invited me to take part in one of the regular private 

‘theme parties’ he organised in London. These were 

where a group of men hired boys who let 

themselves be spanked. There was a different theme 

to each party: at the last one they had all been 

football players; at the one before they were 

members of a street gang. 

At the next party they were going to be 

schoolboys. If I went in my scarlet blazer I would 

be a massive hit, Hennessey said. All the guys who 

went to these parties bought Swish! videos and they 

were big fans of mine and they’d pay a premium if 

I were to attend. I thought there would be safety in 

numbers, so I decided to risk it (and the money was 

brilliant!). I’m glad I did: it opened up a whole new 

world. The party was a great success and it gave me 

the confidence to trust Hennessey to find me 

gentlemen in future.  
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I GOT THE shock of my life one Sunday morning 

when I walked past the newsstand and saw the face 

of one of my gentlemen staring out at me from the 

front page of a tabloid. 

TV STAR SPANKS RENT BOYS, the 

headline screamed. 

If you live in England, you probably remember 

the case; it ran in the newspapers on-and-off for 

months. The story that set the whole scandal 

running said the boy, who they named, had been 

made to wear tight white sport shorts and report to 

the ‘star’ who was dressed as a Headmaster. Then, 

he received a caning on the backside. 

‘It hurt like Hell, but I needed the money,’ the 

rent boy reportedly said. And so it should, I thought, 

that’s what he paid you for. 

I despised the boy, the rank amateur. What did 

he think he was up to? If you can’t stand the heat in 

your arse, stay out of the Headmaster’s study. And, 

then to run to the newspapers and get a fat cheque 

for his story: that gave us all a bad name. Who 

would trust us in the future if they thought we would 

expose them in this way and probably ruin their 

lives? 
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I was interested in the story because I knew the 

man, but I didn’t know he was a ‘TV star’. I knew 

him as Mr. Smedley. 

Mr. Hennessey put me on to him. I was at a 

loose end; one of my clients had ditched me for a 

newer model just on the scene. It happens, even to 

us eighteen year olds. So, I was ready for a new 

adventure. 

Hennessey didn’t tell me Smedley was an MP, 

why should he? It’s none of my business and, 

anyway, I prefer not to know. I like my work and 

most of the time I like my gentlemen, but I like them 

best when I’m alone in my flat with a tube of lube, 

vividly recalling one visit or another. 

Smedley had a flat in north London, I forget 

exactly where, but not so far from Angel Tube 

station. The newspaper called it a ‘luxury 

apartment’. I think only an estate agent with a vivid 

imagination would go that far. It wasn’t ‘luxury’, 

but nor was it a dumpster. 

Unlike the rent boy, who was clearly an 

amateur in the CP game, I wasn’t caned in sports 

shorts: I had my full school uniform, replete with 

the scarlet blazer. I was a professional: the real 

thing. My man briefed me ahead of time what was 

expected and I had to be ready to deliver the 

moment I walked through the door. 
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Smedley might be an MP, but he wasn’t an old 

man. The newspaper said he was thirty-eight, but he 

had a fleshy open face so looked a little younger to 

me. I remember he had soft hair that fell over his 

forehead towards one eye, reminding me a bit of 

Adolf Hitler. 

I don’t know what he was like in real life, but 

his role as the Headmaster brought out the Nazi 

qualities in him. 

From the moment I knocked on his front door, 

he was at me. Do this; do that; stand here; stand 

there. 

As instructed I had arrived already dressed in 

my school uniform. He wanted me to wear long 

trousers, so that wasn’t a problem, although I was 

getting self-conscious about being seen in public in 

the conspicuous scarlet blazer, so I carried it in a 

Marks & Spencer plastic bag. I only put it on when 

I was standing outside his flat in the hallway. 

‘You are late, boy,’ was his opening gambit. I 

wasn’t, but I just took this as the start of the role 

play. No preliminaries, let’s get straight down to the 

action. I wasn’t too happy about this; I think it is 

important the first time I meet a new gentleman to 

make sure we all agree the ground rules: what I am 

prepared to do and what I am not.  
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But, Hennessey had sent other boys to Smedley 

in the past (who knows, maybe he was to blame for 

the rent boy who caused all the trouble) and he 

assured me that I was in safe hands. 

So, star performer that I was, I improvised. I 

stayed silent. 

‘Stand outside the door to my study!’ He 

pointed to a white door at the end of the 

passageway. I did as instructed. 

‘Face the wall, Hutchins, hands on head!’ No 

problem, I had been in a similar situation many 

times before. 

He disappeared into another room and was gone 

for some minutes. I remained in position – and in 

character – while he was gone. Eventually, I heard 

the door open and turned to see Smedley emerge 

dressed resplendently in the full Headmaster’s garb: 

with flowing academic robes and a mortar board 

with tassel.  

‘I said face the wall, Hutchins!’ I turned on his 

command. 

He swished past me and stood outside the door 

to his study. ‘Wait there until I call for you to enter.’ 

With that, he turned the handle, opened the door and 

disappeared once again. 

He left me waiting for a full ten minutes. I know 

because I timed him. I was getting a bit bored. I was 
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meeting friends from university later and wanted to 

get back home to change before I went out again. 

What was he doing? Psyching himself up I 

suppose, getting into the part, relishing the prospect 

of whacking my arse with a cane. Jerking himself 

off? Who knows and I certainly never found out. 

Eventually, ‘Come in Hutchins.’ Good, we 

were under starters orders, ready for the off. 

I knocked on the door and entered. 

It was a small room, and I suppose you could 

call it a study. Perhaps it was more like an office. 

Smedley sat, still wearing his mortar board, behind 

a small wooden desk with his back to one of the 

walls. Alongside two of the walls was open 

shelving, filled with books. I remember they were 

nearly all hard-backed: now that was up-market. A 

faded armchair was resting against the other wall 

and standing against one of its arms was a thin 

crook-handled rattan cane, which I assumed, he was 

about to use on me. 

‘Stand there boy,’ He indicated a spot on a 

faded brown rug in front of his desk. I shuffled to 

the spot and stood with my hands in the pockets of 

my trousers. 

‘How dare you!’ His roar was so unexpected it took 
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          He instructed me to be in my school uniform and wear long trousers  
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me by surprise and I rocked backwards. 

‘How dare you stand in front of me with your 

hands in your pockets! Stand up straight.’ 

Every time he spoke it was as if he were barking 

out a command to a parade ground full of soldiers.  

I removed my hands, but this wasn’t good 

enough for Little Hitler. 

‘Straight, I said boy! Stand to attention!’ I did, 

but it was more difficult to stand like this than you 

might imagine. 

‘Back straight, thumbs in line with the seam of 

your trousers, you nasty little boy!’ 

Then he told me why I had been summoned to 

his study. It was the three detentions scenario. Put 

simply, three detention slips equals six stinging red 

welts (or however many) on the bum. 

I yes-sirred and no-sirred as he went through 

the list of the crimes that had resulted in my 

detentions. Smoking (an old chestnut that one), 

being out of bounds (ditto) and being caught 

masturbating in the charging room after gym class 

(a new one on me). 

‘I am going to give you six strokes for each 

detention, Hutchins. That is eighteen strokes in 

total!’ he barked. Thank you, I thought, but I can do 

the arithmetic myself. 
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‘This time you will receive all strokes on your 

clothed bottom. If I ever have to deal with you again 

for similar offences, you will not be so lucky!’ 

‘Yes Sir,’ I felt I had to say something but in 

these situations it can be hard to come up with 

anything original. 

‘Fetch me that cane, Hutchins!’ He pointed 

behind me to the armchair. I stepped back three or 

four paces and reached for the cane. It was about 

three-feet long and quite thin. With my growing 

experience of such matters, I knew that a rattan cane 

did not have to be thick and heavy to be effective; 

in the right hands this thin specimen could make a 

boy howl in agony leaving his bottom severely 

scarred. I was relieved that I wasn’t going to get 

thrashed on the bare bum with this one. 

I handed the cane to Smedley and he then 

instructed me to return to the chair and turn it 

around so its back was facing toward us. 

While I was doing this, Smedley stood up from 

behind his desk and came to stand beside me. 

He swished the cane once or twice to get its 

measure, although as I was about to discover, he 

was no stranger to this rod. He was an expert with 

the cane. 

‘Right Hutchins. Take off you blazer and hang 

it on the door!’ I did so and it was only then that I 
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noticed hanging on the door there were two more 

crook-handled canes, one thicker and one thinner, 

than the one I had handled. 

‘Stand up close to the chair, Hutchins!’ I did so. 

‘Now bend over, reach out and grip the front of 

the cushion! Spread your legs wide! Head right 

down and raise your bottom as high as it will go!’ 

I am a very supple young man, but it was still a 

struggle to comply with his orders and I had to go 

on tip-toe before he was satisfied. 

I felt him tug my crisp white shirt away from 

the waistband of my trousers, exposing bare flesh at 

the base of my spine. My heart began to race faster. 

Any moment now I would feel the lash of 

Smedley’s cane on my taut young arse and my 

buttocks would swell up to feel as if they were twice 

their normal size. Fortunately, since I was fully 

clothed the inevitable swelling in the front of my 

trousers wouldn’t be so readily noticed. 

He took his time before he lashed down cut 

number one. He was probably admiring the sight of 

my tight, gym-honed torso, stretched across that 

chair. In this elevated position my buttocks and legs 

would be positioned to perfection.   

SWISH! I heard the sound of the rattan before I 

felt it. It landed and there was a delay of a second 

or two before the searing pain spread from the 
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initial point of impact on my bottom and travelled 

all the way down both my legs.  

I let out a genuine yelp. Sometimes, with other 

gentlemen, I might play up a bit and give them a bit 

of show for their money, but I couldn’t do that with 

Smedley. After he had swished three or four cuts 

into my arse cheeks, I was in genuine agony. 

Smedey swished the rod against my buttocks 

twice more and then halted. I had so far received six 

of the very best cuts. Each of the strokes had fallen 

a millimetre below the other, getting lower and 

lower with number six landing right on the crease 

where the buttock meets the thigh. 

My backside was on fire and it felt like I had sat 

on a barbecue. I knew deep welts had formed and 

they were almost certainly already seeping blood. 

There was a bulge in the front of my trousers which 

was pressing into the back of the chair, giving me a 

very pleasant sensation. I was worried that Smedley 

might have changed his mind and decided to give 

me strokes with my trousers down. I wasn’t sure 

how he would react to seeing my huge erection. 

But I didn’t need to worry. He was only taking 

a breather. He laid the cane across my buttocks, 

rubbed it back and forth to get his aim and then 

thwacked stroke number seven into my bum. We 

were off again. 
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I jumped and only just managed to hold my 

position as the next stroke landed in the lower part 

of my buttocks. 

Then he started again at the top of my buttocks 

and worked his way down until the twelfth stroke 

landed right on the crease of my bottom and thighs. 

By now I was bucking and kicking. I held onto the 

chair cushion for dear life. I had never been 

thrashed so hard before in my whole life. 

My buttocks told me I wanted it to stop. The 

pain was so intense it was searing through my 

whole body. But, my cock told me to keep going. It 

was throbbing hard against the chair and I knew that 

I was close to orgasm. And, that’s what I wanted to 

happen, despite the humiliation I knew I would 

suffer if Smedley discovered I had ejaculated in my 

underpants. 

It didn’t matter what I wanted, Smedley was in 

complete control.  

Once again, he sliced the cane methodically 

across every part of my proffered buttocks from the 

top to the thighs. Each lash was carefully aimed, 

precisely timed and delivered with devastating 

force. They had me twisting and turning. I was out 

of control and my feet danced a jig in a fruitless 

effort to curb the torment. 
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I was racked with pain and my fingernails dug 

into the chair cushion. My knuckles were white as 

shafts of pain chewed up my buttocks. My torso 

humped the back of the chair and the inevitable 

happened: I shot my load, just as the eighteenth 

stroke landed diagonally across both my cheeks, 

igniting further agony as the cane cut across a dozen 

or so welts. 

It was over. I lay across the chair, exhausted and 

sobbing. I couldn’t be sure if the tears were of 

agony or of ecstasy: in truth it was probably a bit of 

both. 

‘Stand up, Hutchins!’ It was an order, once 

again barked. I regained a semblance of my 

composure and rose from the chair. My arse felt like 

Smedley had assaulted it with eighteen cuts of a 

red-hot poker, not a thin, swishy, rattan cane. The 

front of my trousers was full of spunk and I knew 

that the agony in my arse and the cold cum in my 

pants would make it extremely difficult for me to 

walk properly. 

I was ashamed for Smedley to see me like this. 

I didn’t mind that he saw he had reduced me to a 

trembling wreck with a thrashing: that’s what he 

paid me for, but I didn’t want him to know how 

much I had enjoyed it. 
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I stood up, holding my hands held in front of 

my crouch, hoping that Smedley would not see my 

stained trousers. I need not have worried. I looked 

across at Smedley just as he wrapped his academic 

gown tightly across his body: he too had a secret he 

didn’t want to share. 

 

 

6 
 

I CONTINUED MAKING videos with Swish! even 

though my private business was booming. I loved 

doing them and, to be honest, they were a great 

advert for me. You’d be surprised how many of my 

gentlemen had seen me on screen and wanted to 

meet me in person so we could re-enact a scene they 

had watched (and probably pleasured themselves 

to). One of the most popular scenes was also one of 

the simplest. It is the end of the school term and I 

arrive home (dressed in scarlet blazer and long or 

short trousers, according to preference) with my 

end-of-term report. It is not good. In the video there 

is a minimal amount of scolding from ‘Dad’ played 

by Bob, who sends me to my bedroom to change 

into my pyjamas. Once I have done this strip-tease, 

I return to the living room, ‘I told you if your school 
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report was bad I’d give you a spanking,’ says Dad, 

and we are off. 

Cut to me looking sorry for myself. 

‘Take down your pyjamas.’ 

Cut to me undoing the drawstring at the waist 

and the PJ bottoms falling to my feet. I step out of 

them. 

Dad sits on the couch and I lay flat across his 

knees. Then the way Swish! does, you see my pert 

bum, Dad’s hand rises, Dad’s hand falls and 

SPLATS! onto one bare cheek, then the other. The 

viewer gets to see my bum, Dad’s hand, my face 

grimacing, my bum again, Dad’s hand again from 

about four different angles, until my globes are 

glowing red. 

When the spanking is over there’s the close-up 

of me rubbing my sore bum. At this point the viewer 

should be reaching for the tissues. 

 

… 

 

Sometimes at Swish! I played the school 

prefect, and in these movie fantasies the prefects 

caned or spanked the younger pupils.  

Bruce was my ‘fag’ and in England that doesn’t 

mean what you think it does. A ‘fag’ is the 

youngster who is a servant for an older boy. So, 
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Bruce hadn’t cleaned my shoes properly, or had 

burnt the toast (the plotlines weren’t that important) 

and was to go over my knee for a bare-bottomed 

hand spanking. 

This was Bruce’s first video and he was a bit 

apprehensive about just how hard I’d smack his 

rear-end. The director had assured him that you 

can’t do much damage with the palm of the hand on 

a fleshy arse, so he shouldn’t worry. Anyhow, the 

rule always was if the boy who is being beaten 

wanted it to stop, he just had to holler. 

I was apprehensive too, but not for the same 

reason. I had never spanked anyone before, either 

in the movies or in real life and I wasn’t sure how 

to do it. That might sound daft; surely you just 

smack your hand into the boy’s bum; what more 

could there be to it? 

Bob had given me some instructions, using 

Phil, another of the Swish! lads, as his prop. There 

is an art to connecting the palm of the hand way 

round the circuit, from the top of the buttock near 

the spine, to the crease where they meet the thighs. 

The other consideration was how hard and how fast 

to deliver the smacks. 

In the film the boy would lay across my lap 

submissively, but in real life, the spanker might also 

have to contend with a boy fighting to be released 
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               I said if your school report was bad, I'd give you a spanking 
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from his punishment. That would mean you had to 

pin him down somehow. 

No such problem with Swish! In this video 

Bruce would take it lying down: or, more 

accurately, face down. 

I had one other concern: how would my trooper 

behave? 

I genuinely feared that I might have an accident 

when I took Bruce across my knee, so I made a pit 

stop at the bathroom just before going on set. There 

wasn’t enough toilet paper to clean up the mess 

properly and I went on smelling (I thought) of cum. 

The scene went well. First there were a few 

words between the prefect and the fag, establishing 

the scene. Close up of Bruce looking apprehensive. 

Then, me putting a wooden chair in the centre of the 

room. Bruce unbuckling his belt, pulling down his 

short trousers and dropping his pants. He had to 

bend across my knee several times, so it could be 

captured by the camera from different angles. 

Then, the spanking commenced. My hand, his 

bum, his face, his bum, my hand, my face, his bum, 

a long shot of me seated upright in the chair with 

Bruce across my knee, his face in agony, me putting 

effort into a downward stroke, my hand connecting 
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with his globes, his bum getting redder, my 

handprints on his bottom. 

I spanked on and on until the director said ‘cut’. 

Then, we had Bruce getting off my lap, three times 

over. Then close up of his sore bum, then bum shot 

of Bruce bending over to pull up his pants, pants 

snuggly against his buttocks, back over for the 

pulling up of the short trousers, tuck in shirt, 

followed, by close-up of Bruce in tears.  

Genuine tears. A star is born. 

Bruce looked across at me and grinned. 

‘Bloody Hell,’ was all he said, as Bob and Alan 

came on set to congratulate him on completing his 

first Swish! video. 

 

… 

 

Spanking videos are not documentaries: Bob 

and Alan said this often when people pointed out 

their more unrealistic plotlines. After all, how many 

Headmasters do you know who take their eighteen-

year-old sixth-form students across their knee and 

spank them on their bare bottoms? 

If that happened at my school we would have 

ended up in the Sunday papers. 

I starred in one of the more outlandish plots as 

a pizza delivery boy. A nearby take-away 
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advertised that if its delivery took longer than thirty 

minutes you got the pizza free. In our version if the 

pizza was late the delivery boy got a spanking. And 

reader, I was that boy. 

Filming was getting more sophisticated and for 

this one we went to Billy’s burger bar in the early 

hours of the morning, after it was closed, and filmed 

me and my boss packaging up the pizza. Then there 

were shots of me on my bike dressed in a uniform 

from the burger bar (the name was carefully 

disguised) and finally the real business was filmed 

at Bob’s flat. It felt like we were making a real 

movie. 

I arrive late. I am sorry, there was a delay and it 

wasn’t my fault. Not good enough. Mr. Ledger will 

hear no excuses, he knows his consumer 

entitlements. He opens a drawer in the kitchen and 

takes out a heavy wooden spoon. I am soon facing 

down across the kitchen table Mr. Ledger is 

whacking away at me with delight. With my 

polyester trousers and underpants on, I hardly feel a 

thing. 

So, down they come. First the trousers are 

lowered to my knees and I am pressed down once 

again over the table. Then, a few dozen smacks with 

the spoon later my pants follow for another fifty or 

so. 
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Surely, I have now fulfilled my obligation to the 

customer. Not yet. For no obvious reason that I can 

see, I am taken into the living room where, 

conveniently, there is a school-type cane. I am soon 

over the arm of a couch and Mr. Ledger proceeds to 

give me a dozen on the trousers, a dozen on the 

pants, and, you’ve guessed it, a dozen on the bare. 

I am crying buckets (anything Bruce can do, I 

can do better). Does Mr. Ledger have a heart and let 

me return to the pizza parlour?  

No, he does not. Now, I must take an over-the-

knee, bare-bottom hand spanking. My rump is raw: 

no make-up. 

After three minutes of hand spanking, I am at 

last allowed to stand and leave the house. 

The final shot is of me, gingerly mounting my 

bicycle and wincing as, unsteadily, I ride off. 

No, spanking videos are not documentaries.  

 

 

 

7 
 

MR WILKINS WAS probably the weirdest of my 

gentlemen, but also one of the nicest. He treated me 

like a son, almost literally. 
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I would visit him at his house, always at the 

same time: 3.45pm; just as the schools turned out. 

His thing was for me to come home from school and 

behave like his little boy. He liked the scarlet blazer 

and would have me dress in really short, short 

trousers. 

Then I would have to play with my toys for a 

while and then he would find an excuse to pick up 

a slipper and spank me. 

I have done a few ‘domestic’ scenes in both the 

videos and for my gentlemen; but mostly they 

aren’t father-and-son stories. People seem to prefer 

to play as ‘uncle and nephew’. Strange that: I don’t 

know why, it might be having me play their ‘son’ is 

a bit too close for comfort, especially if they have 

real-life sons of their own. 

Mr. Wilkins treated me like his son. I never 

asked him if he had any real sons, I thought that was 

too dangerous. But, he had lots of toys for me to 

play with, so where did they come from? 

Usually, as soon as I got home from school I 

would get the toy box out and find something to 

play with, or read comics, just like an ordinary boy 

might. One afternoon he fed me fish fingers and 

chips before play-time. That really freaked me out. 

He made me a bit nervous another time I 

visited. I was crawling round on the floor playing 
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with miniature ‘Matchbox’ toy cars. He had quite a 

collection from about fifteen years ago, with some 

models of cars that you never see on the roads 

today. I was on the carpet, going VROOOM! 

VROOOM! pretending to rev up a car’s engine 

when Mr. Wilkins got on the floor with me, took 

one of the cars, and whooshed it across the carpet. 

‘Come on let’s have a race.’ He wanted to play 

together just like we were eight-year-olds. So, we 

did. 

I didn’t want to think what the heck was going 

through his mind. Despite the number of hours we 

spent together me and Mr. Wilkins never had much 

of a conversation, so I couldn’t tell if he was a bit 

simple. 

We played like that for twenty minutes or so 

before he stopped suddenly, lifted his head 

theatrically, and said, ‘Oh, is that the telephone?’  

It wasn’t of course. It was pretend. But it was a 

pretence that would bring us both back to the real 

purpose of my visit. 

He left the room for about five minutes, before 

returning with a stern look on his face. 

‘Well, Peter,’ he said. Who was Peter? That’s 

not my name, but he always called me Peter. 

‘Well, Peter that was Mr. Knight on the phone.’ 

I took my cue and gave him a suitably alarmed look. 
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‘Do you know what he wanted?’ 

No, actually, but I was sure Mr. Wilkins would 

soon get around to telling me. 

‘Well, Peter?’ 

I gave him my best abashed eight-year-old look  

  

 

Usually I would get the toy box out and find something to play with or read comics 
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as if to say, ‘I’ve been a very naughty little boy’ and 

let him get on with the story. 

‘You’ve been firing your catapult at his cat, 

again. What have I told you about that?’ 

So we went through the story. I was a bad boy 

who had been warned more than once about 

annoying the neighbours. What had I to say for 

myself? (Not much) And so on. 

Mr. Wilkins strung it out for quite some time. 

He always seemed to enjoy this part of the evening 

even more than what was to follow. 

Eventually, he said, ‘Peter, go fetch my 

slipper.’  

I picked up his bedroom slipper from next to the 

fireplace where it had been left to warm and handed 

it to him. 

‘You have been a very naughty boy, haven’t 

you, Peter?  

I agreed that I had. 

‘I am going to spank your bottom with my 

slipper, Peter.’ 

I tried to look suitably alarmed. 

‘Go and stand by the arm of the settee.’ 

I did as I was told, while he smacked the slipper 

into the palm of his hand. 

‘Peter, this is going to hurt me more than it does 

you.’ 
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Oh, per-lease… 

‘Take down your shorts and bend over the arm 

of the settee. 

They were down in a jiffy and I was in position. 

Mr. Wilkins came and moved my blazer away 

so that my white underpants were fully exposed. 

Then, he spanked me. Six whacks with the 

slipper. I hardly felt a thing. I never did when Mr. 

Wilkins did it. 

He made me lay across the settee for about 

twenty seconds, before he said, ‘I’m sorry to have 

to do that Peter, but you are a very naughty boy. 

You can stand up now.’ 

My face was red (from being over the arm of 

the settee) but I knew if I inspected it later my 

bottom would be unblemished. 

‘Sorry,’ I sniffed, although I was nowhere close 

to wanting to sob. 

‘Get dressed. It’s over now.’ 

And, it was. Mr. Wilkins looked genuinely 

upset that he had been forced to spank me. He 

ruffled my hair a little and with a weak smile, said, 

‘Go to your room now.’ 

I changed my clothes in the hallway and picked 

up the bag of Liquorice Allsorts he had left for me 

on the telephone stand. I didn’t need to check, I 
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knew there would be five used bank notes hidden 

among the sweets. 

I opened the front door and closed it gently 

behind me.  

Yes, Mr. Wilkins was very nice to me the few 

times I saw him. It was a pleasure to be his son 

Peter, if only for an hour at a time.  

 

 

8 
 

BACK IN THE real world, I was in trouble at 

university. I had spent so much time in my scarlet 

blazer and generally lazing around like students do; 

I was in danger of failing my courses. I was put on 

what’s called the Dean’s List. This is really a formal 

way of saying to a student if you don’t buck your 

ideas up you will fail and be chucked off the course. 

It also meant you had to go before the Dean of 

Faculty for an ‘interview.’ I had mine one Tuesday 

afternoon. 

I had never met Dean Madely in person before, 

nor could I remember actually having seen him 

ever. He was a remote person (at least he was to a 

first-year student) but I recognised him from a 
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photograph that hung in the entrance to the 

building.  

He was in his fifties and, as people that age are 

inclined to do, was running to seed a little bit.  

I knew that being summoned to the Dean’s 

office was in no way like going to the Headmaster’s 

study, but that didn’t stop me fantasying a little. In 

my dream I was bent across his desk, trousers down 

(of course) and he gave me six-of-the-best on my 

navy blue briefs. 

That was not going to happen in real life, but 

the reality was stranger. 

I had to wait outside the Dean’s office because 

he had someone with him. That gave me another 

opportunity to let my imagination flow. Could I 

hear the faint swish of a rattan cane descending on 

another student’s arse? Was the poor boy bawling 

his eyes out? 

The answers were No in both cases. A minute 

later a secretary emerged from his office and told 

me I could go in. 

It was a huge office and almost entirely empty. 

There were some filing cabinets, a couple of chairs 

and not much else. I thought this would be an 

excellent place to shoot a video; there was lots of 

room to get cameras and sound equipment in. 
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The Dean was seated behind a massive desk, 

the size of a football pitch. It was nothing like in my 

dream. 

Although there were two chairs my side of his 

desk, he did not invite me to sit down. I wasn’t 

bothered. From where I stood I had a perfect view 

of the Dean: his hair was receding on the top of his 

head and the rest of it needed cutting; he had a spare 

tyre around his waist and his thighs were chubby. I 

knew if he parted his legs just a little he it would 

create a platform perfect for an eighteen-year-old 

boy to prostrate himself across. In short: he made 

my pulse quicken, he was my kind of man. 

I suppose I wasn’t the only student on the 

Dean’s List, so he must have made his little speech 

many times before. I probably wasn’t even the first 

today. 

I stood ‘at ease’; knees slightly bent with my 

hands behind my back, gently caressing my 

buttocks with my thumbs, as if in readiness for a 

thrashing. From where I was standing I could see 

the chairs with their backs turned to me were an 

excellent height and shape for me to bend over. 

I paid attention. I was very worried about my 

future at the university and ashamed (really) at 

being in this predicament. I wanted to do well in my 

studies, get a good degree and maybe join a 
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profession. I wanted my mum and Dad to be proud 

of me. I was the first kid in our family to ever get to 

university: I had something to prove. 

I noticed Dean Madely had a distant look in his 

eyes, as if he couldn’t quite work out who I was.  He 

wasn’t senile; he knew I was a first-year student and 

he knew why I was here, but he was trying hard to 

remember where he had seen me before. 

Then, I could see that it clicked. I am no mind 

reader, but Oh My God! He’s Realised Who I Am! 

No, it can’t be! Not really! Yes, it is! I’m the boy in 

the scarlet blazer from those Swish! videos he loves 

so much. Only last evening he had pleasured 

himself as I, dressed as a schoolboy, went over the 

Headmaster’s knee for another bare-bottomed 

spanking. 

He missed a beat or two in his speech and I 

think he flushed a little, before recovering. 

He reached for a tea cup on his desk, took a 

gulp, and continued. He told me that failure was not 

an event, it was a process. You fail by not working 

consistently across the semester, not just at exam 

time.  

‘It’s up to the student to work. There’s very 

little we can do with students who do not work, 

except fail them. We can’t give you a spanking.’ 
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‘More’s the pity,’ I said it out loud. I didn’t 

mean to, but I did. 

He looked at me alarmed, his mouth gaping a 

little. I could see in his mind he was weighing up 

the consequences of his next words. I swear he was 

plucking up the nerve to tell me to bend across his 

knee.  

‘Say it. Say it,’ I urged. Tell me I’m a lazy boy 

and the only way I can get back on track is if I am 

given a jolly good hiding. Tell me bend over the 

chair. Better still, go to your filing cabinet and 

extract the paddle you keep hidden in the third 

drawer down. Or call to your secretary in the next 

office and ask to borrow her hairbrush. 

Do any of these things, but do it now. I will do 

anything you ask. 

He regained his composure, ‘Maybe at another 

time and another place.’ 

I gave him a weak smile. He knew that I knew, 

and I wanted him to know he had nothing to fear 

from me. I wanted to tell him everything would be 

alright; he could take me any way he chose. 

I didn’t get the chance to say anything: he 

couldn’t get me out of his office quickly enough. 

Later in bed, I replayed the meeting in my mind. 

He wanted to, he really wanted to; but how could 
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Tell me I'm a lazy boy, then tell me to bend over the chair 
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he, there in his office in the middle of a busy day, 

with his secretary sitting next door and another 

student on the Dean’s List due at three-thirty? 

Would he regret the missed opportunity? I 

know I did. 

 

 

9 
 

‘BOYS LIKE YOU need to be punished or you’ll 

never learn. Stand up Kennedy. This will be a 

lesson you’ll never forget.’ 

Mr. Higgins waved his cane threateningly at 

me, almost in my face. 

I scrapped back my chair and rose from my 

school desk and prepared for the order, ‘Bend over 

and touch your toes.’ 

I was in an actual classroom and Mr. Higgins 

was a genuine schoolmaster and I’m pretty darn 

certain ‘Kennedy’ was a real schoolboy too. 

Mr. Higgins had put me in the detention class at 

[name redacted] an actual boarding school. The real 

pupils were on holiday and we seemed to have the 

building to ourselves. Higgins was a schoolmaster 

at the school. Either that or this was the most 

spectacularly blatant guerrilla movement ever. A 
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stranger just moved into the classroom as if he had 

every legitimate right to be there. 

I think Higgins had a beef against three pupils 

in particular. Maybe they gave him a hard time in 

his classroom and he couldn’t do a thing about it: 

corporal punishment having been abolished. 

That evening I kicked off as ‘Turner’, found 

guilty of cheating in his history class test. 

‘Turner you will write out fifty times in your 

neatest handwriting, “I must not copy out the work 

of other boys in a test and then pass it off as my 

own.”’ 

It was incredibly tiring and by the end my wrist 

was as sore as it’s ever been; even after one of my 

marathon wanking sessions. 

The classroom was a mixture of the old and the 

new. The lighting and air conditioning was 

definitely of ‘today’, but the school desks were 

from a time long gone by; those individual ones 

they had that opened from the front and had a hinge. 

As I was soon to discover the slope from the back 

to the front made an ideal platform for a schoolboy 

to bend across and offer his bum up for the kiss of 

the cane. Kiss? Who am I kidding? The SWOOSH! 

TWACK! OUCH!! of the cane I mean. 

I wasn’t in my trademark scarlet blazer; instead 

I had an authentic jacket from the school, a rather 



77 

 

natty royal blue number with yellow braiding. I 

rather admired it to be honest. 

Mr. Higgins had a traditional academic gown 

and again I’m pretty certain that it was the authentic 

one he probably wore in his daily life. The whippy 

rattan cane he was brandishing was the real deal too 

(I can give personal testimony to that), but I suspect 

it had to be taken out of mothballs for that evening. 

He looked through my lines and was 

dissatisfied.  ‘Pah! You call this neat handwriting, 

Turner?’ 

‘Stand up and bring your chair with you.’ 

He took my straight backed wooden chair and 

put it against the back of another. 

I climbed on one chair and bent over the 

combined backs and placed my hands palms down 

on the seat of the other. I’d never seen this position 

before, but it turned out it was all the fashion eighty 

or more years ago. It certainly placed my bum at the 

perfect angle for him to slash his cane into the seat 

of my trousers. Which he then proceeded to do. 

They were six real stingers and I could feel the 

cane had made welts across my buttocks, but I’m 

pretty resilient and took it like a champion. 

‘Stand in the corner, Turner. Hands on head.’ 

That was end of part one. 

There was no commercial break; I was just left 
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     Mr Higgins had a traditional gown. The cane he wielded was authentic too 
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standing, until Mr. Higgins rearranged the furniture. 

‘Probert,’ he called to me. ‘Sit in that desk.’ 

He then gave me a stern lecture about my 

misbehaviour in the history lesson. I was always 

playing the class fool. 

‘Take fifty lines.  “I must always remember that 

nobody in the class is the least bit interested in my 

attempts at comedy.”’  

It took me nearly an hour and by the end I was 

ready to soak my wrist in a bowl of cold water. Soon 

I’d be happy to bathe my arse there as well. 

‘Probert, you think you can make a fool of me, 

but you can’t. I am going to demonstrate that now. 

I am going to beat you like you have never been 

beaten before.’ He said it with such conviction, I 

really felt sorry for the real Probert, whoever he 

was. 

‘Take down your trousers and bend over the 

desk.’ 

I hesitated. I figured that was expected of me. 

Trousers down? We were moving away from 

reality, here. 

‘Now, Probert. Do as you are told or I’ll double 

the number of strokes.’ 

I stood in front of the desk, let my trousers fall 

and leant across the desk. The sloping lid made a 

wonderful platform, presenting my bum as the 
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highest part of my body. Mr. Higgins pulled the 

waistband of my white underpants tight. I winced 

as the cotton rubbed against the raw welts left on 

my buttocks, courtesy of Turner. 

He laid six strokes into me, at intervals of thirty 

seconds. I couldn’t see his face, but I knew he was 

relishing every cut of it. It genuinely hurt and by 

slash number four I was groaning, but I kept in 

position. 

He left me hanging over the desk for what 

seemed like an age, while he admired my tight 

buttocks. I don’t know what was going through his 

mind; was he lusting after the genuine Probert, or 

me? To be honest, I’d rather not know; sometimes 

with the gentlemen it’s best not to. 

After a session in the corner, Probert morphed 

into Kennedy. I never had the opportunity to meet 

the boy, but I rather wish I had. He must have really 

pissed Higgins off. The lecture went on for ever; his 

rudeness, insolence, impudence and disrespect of 

authority. Yep, Kennedy did not like Mr. Higgins. I 

wonder what he would think about this crazy game 

being played out in his name? 

We didn’t do lines this time but went straight to 

the action. ‘Stand up Kennedy. This will be a lesson 

you’ll never forget.’ 
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I walked as instructed to the front of the room. 

‘Boys,’ Mr. Higgins intoned to an imaginary class, 

‘I want you all to witness this. I will not tolerate 

insolence and any one of you who has the audacity 

to take me on, will befall a similar fate.’ 

There was a glassy faraway look in his eye as 

he swished the cane through the air. I think he was 

beginning to lose it. 

‘Trousers and pants down, Kennedy. Bend over 

and touch your toes.’ 

As anyone who has ever heard that dreaded 

command knows, the bending over and touching 

toes isn’t the hard part. The hard part is staying 

down after the slash of the rattan has taken half your 

arse off. If you are bending over a chair or a desk, 

you have something to grab hold onto for dear life. 

But, when you are touching your toes, you are on 

your own. 

My bum was still throbbing and quite scarred 

from my previous two canings, so when Mr. 

Higgins flogged the first cut, and I do mean 

‘flogged’ it into my bare buttocks, I yelped like a 

dog and shot up to clutch at my roasting cheeks. 

‘Over Kennedy. Don’t be a coward. Take it like 

a man,’ he stressed the word ‘coward’ in a way that 

sent a shiver down my spine. This guy truly hated 

Kennedy and wanted the real boy to be there that 
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evening, but that was impossible, so I was to be his 

whipping boy instead. 

I bent down again, grabbing hold of the trousers 

that were crumbled at my ankles. Slash two 

whipped against my arse, it came with such force 

I’m sure he was trying to cut my body in two. 

Number three was worse. I was howling like a 

wolf. If there had been anyone else in the building 

surely they would be running to the classroom to 

see who had been killed. 

Was Mr. Higgins still in control of himself? 

How could I be sure? I had never called off a 

session mid-way, but that evening I came pretty 

close. 

I took the full six and was in some distress; so, 

it seemed, was Mr. Higgins. His breathing was 

erratic and his eyes were rolling in the back of his 

head. I’d never seen anything like it before or since. 

Was he in ecstasy? Like those religious fellers who 

speak in tongues? 

In extreme agony, I dressed myself and waited 

for him to come back to planet Earth, but he was in 

lunar orbit and wouldn’t be coming home for a long 

time yet. I felt the used bank notes in my pocket and 

realised there was nothing to keep me there. I 

collected my bag and left, still wearing the rather 

nice royal blue blazer. 
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My backside was twice its natural size and 

when I admired it in the mirror at home, there were 

eighteen very distinct welts; six of them were as 

thick as my finger. It wasn’t too bloody and after I 

gently massaged ointment into the wounds the 

agony slowly turned to a glowing throbbing. 

It is a cliché of spanking stories that the 

punished boy is in so much pain that he has to sleep 

on his stomach at night and he can’t bear being 

touched by his bed clothes. It isn’t like that in real 

life in my experience, but that night for me it came 

mighty close. 

That night I couldn’t sleep too well, not because 

of the pain in my buttocks, real though that was. I 

was tossing and turning trying to work out Mr. 

Higgins. I was certain he really was a schoolmaster 

at that boarding school and Turner, Probert and 

Kennedy were real boys, either his current pupils or 

from his past. Had his session with me been some 

kind of exorcism for him? 

I was intrigued by the man and I longed for him 

to contact me for another session. Months passed, 

the memory faded and I had to accept that I would 

never meet the man again. 

Then, one summer’s day I got a call from my 

agent Hennessy. Mr. Higgins asked did I mind 
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letting him teach a friend the art of caning using my 

backside as his prop.  

The man is bonkers, absolutely bonkers. I told 

Hennessey, Yes, and arranged to meet Mr. Higgins 

at his apartment. 

But that’s another story. 
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Illustrations and photographs 

 

IT IS BELIEVED that all illustrations and 

photographs used in this publication are not 

copyrighted. If this is not the case and you are a 

copyright holder and want an image removed please 

contact below 

 

Charleshamiltonthesecond@gmail.com  

  

mailto:Charleshamiltonthesecond@gmail.com
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Summer at Uncle’s 

 

PETER, AN EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD from a 

small town, stays with Uncle Barnabas in London 

for the summer. The country boy soon learns the 

wicked ways of the city as he is introduced into the 

world of corporal punishment by a cast of 

characters including his cousin Albert; “out-and-

proud” Nickie; and an old-fashioned schoolmaster 

by the unlikely name of Dr Cains. 

 

Available to download free-of charge here 

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/08/22/summer-at-uncles/
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The Private Tutor 

 

What can fathers do when their sons fail their 

school exams because they spend too much time 

out with girlfriends, clubbing and playing in a rock 

band? all for The Private Tutor. Using traditional 

educational approaches, he will soon lick them 

into shape. The whippy rattan cane, the taws, the 

paddle and the gym slipper are some of methods 

he uses as he guides them towards their A-levels. 

 

Available to download free-of-charge here 

 

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/09/05/the-private-tutor/
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Tales from the study 
1 St Francis Independent Grammar School 

 

 
 

St FIGS is a traditional school – traditional 

curriculum; traditional sports; traditional uniform 

and traditional discipline. Meet John Allison, 

eighteen years old and a new boy at school, as he 

discovers just what that means. The thwack of the 

cane against stretched buttocks echoes through the 

passageways. No naughty sixth-former is spared a 

throbbing backside. As John himself will soon find 

out. 

 

Available to download free-of-charge here 

  

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/09/12/the-st-francis-independent-grammar-school-stories/
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Paul and his landlord 
 

 
 

Young men who are away from the parental home, 

often for the first time, are apt to stray from the 

straight and narrow. How lucky that responsible 

adults in the shape of landlords are on hand to 

show them the error of their ways, even if it means 

delivering sound spankings and other corporal 

punishment. 

 

It might even be a life-changing experience for 

them – it certainly was for Paul. 

 

Available to download free-of-charge here 

  

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/09/19/paul-and-his-landlord-3/
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All in the Family  

 

 

“What that boy needs is a damn good spanking.” It 

was a policeman speaking about my drunken 

nephew. He was right, of course. But the police 

can’t use corporal punishment. So it is up to the 

family to instil discipline. These tales demonstrate 

that up and down the land fathers, uncles, 

granddad’s – and even older brothers – don’t shirk 

their duty. 

The cane, the brush and the paddle are much in 

evidence as young men learn the painful way how 

to behave. 

 

Available to download free-of-charge here 

  

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/09/26/all-in-the-family-tales-of-domestic-discipline/
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The Junior Salesman 
 

 
 

THE TWENTY-YEAR-old junior salesman slowly 

unclasped his belt and unbuttoned his trousers. He 

pushed them over his hips and let go. From there 

they slithered slowly down his legs. A breeze from 

the nearby open window brushed against his naked 

legs as he awaited the next command. 

Tyler looked over at his boss; in his hands was 

a wicked-looking school cane, around three feet in 

length and with a curved handle.  Mr. Davenport’s 

huge grin exposed his decaying teeth as he tapped a 

point on the floor in front of him with the cane, 

“Please bend over and touch your toes.” 

 

Available to download free-of-charge here 

https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/10/03/the-junior-salesman-book/
https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/10/03/the-junior-salesman-book/

