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Charles Hamilton II’s Picture Album 

 

BEFORE YOU CAN start to write a story, you must have 

an idea. Oftentimes, I get my ideas by looking at pictures I 

have found on the Internet. Where possible, I like to find an 

image that has no obvious connection with discipline and try 

to create a scene. This book is a collection of stories that 

started that way. I hope you enjoy reading them. 

 

 

Charles Hamilton II 
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1. Donald knows his place 
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DONALD KNOWS HIS place. Oftentimes, it’s across my 

knees stark naked with his nose close to the linoleum, his 

legs splayed and his bared buttocks resting against my thigh, 

with me hammering into his cheeks with my small wooden 

paddle. 

Donald is a lout. The Church sent him to stay with me. 

It is my civic duty to keep him straight and I use any means 

necessary. The magistrates gave him an ASBO. I’d never 

heard of it, but it means ‘Anti-Social Behaviour Order’. He 

and a gang of other louts had been hanging around bus stops, 

drinking, taking drugs and terrorising the general public. In 

the past they would have been fined or even sent to youth 

detention. The Church said in the good old days louts like 

Donald would have been lashed on their bared buttocks with 

birch rods. But, not today, more’s the pity. Now, they just 

get a slap on the wrist. Well, maybe not all of them, as 

Donald is finding out. 

I live on my own so there’s plenty of room for Donald. 

I was a bit uneasy taking him at first, but lots of the 

congregants have been doing this for years. There’s a 

healthy support network. I realised Donald was going to be 

tricky from Day One. The Church had found him a job at a 

big supermarket, one of those ungodly ones that stays open 

all day and only closes for a few hours on Sundays. Donald 

was on the early shift. I knew he was going to be late if he 

didn’t get a move on, so I went to his bedroom. I knocked 

first, of course, just in case he was … well, you know what. 

But he wasn’t: he wouldn’t dare. Not in my house. 

He was stretched out under the duvet. “Get up Donald, 

you don’t want to be late for work on your first day,” I said 

encouragingly. He had the perpetual sneer of the young. 

Sometimes I just want to slap his face. Hard. 
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“F… off, Mr. H.,” he snarled, “It’s too f…ing  early.” 

(You probably know he didn’t say “F”, he used the full 

words, but I cannot bring myself to write such filth.) 

Donald didn’t know what hit him. I did. I didn’t even 

think about it. I ripped the duvet from the bed, grabbed his 

arm and pulled him over so he was face down in the pillow. 

I tore his underpants down and walloped the palm of my 

hand into his bare bottom. Hard and quick. The cheeks 

quickly turned a delightful shade of pink and I could see the 

outline of my hand printed time and time all over his 

buttocks.  

I don’t suppose it gave him much pain, he is twenty 

years old after all. But, it had an effect. The moment I 

released him, he shot from the room and into the bathroom. 

He was showered and dressed in minutes. He didn’t even 

wait to eat the breakfast I had made. 

I told The Church about him. Nobody was surprised. “It 

is to be expected,” Mr. Sayers, who lives in the next street 

from me, said. “I’ve had the same treatment. Don’t forget 

they are louts. They don’t know how to behave,” he told me, 

then added almost under his breath, “Yet.” 

He gave me a small wooden paddle. I had never seen 

such a thing before. It is about the size of a DVD cover; the 

same thickness too. It has a handle with sticky tape wrapped 

around it so you can get a good grip. “It works a treat,” he 

said and Mr. Sayers should know. He has hosted many 

young men in the past. His great success was Alex. Alex was 

a drunk and a drug taker when he was sent by The Church. 

Now, Alex is a qualified plumber and doing very well for 

himself, apparently. But, he didn’t get there without a loving 

guiding hand. And, countless sessions across Mr. Sayers’ 

knee with the paddle. 
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“There are rules and guidelines,” Mr. Sayers told me, 

offering me a well-thumbed paperback book. “Read that,” 

he nodded at the scruffy pages, “Treat it like your Bible. 

Trust its every word.”  

It was all quite straightforward. Rules were to be 

applied. There was to be no alcohol or drugs. No dirty 

pictures. A curfew of ten o’clock on worknights and eleven 

at other times. He was to do all the household chores; 

vacuuming, the laundry and whatnot. He must do this all 

with good grace. The penalty for failure: corporal correction. 

“Corporal correction,” that’s what Mr. Sayers’ book called 

it. I was on chapter three before I realised it meant 

“spanking”. Why on earth couldn’t the writer call a spade a 

spade? 

At the insistence of The Church, Donald signed a piece 

of paper saying he agreed to the rules and the sanctions. It 

makes it legal, apparently. Perhaps, he genuinely believed 

he could abide by the new regime. He couldn’t of course. 

The first weekend at my house he missed the Friday curfew 

by nearly three hours and as soon as he lurched through the 

door, I could see he was drunk. A double-whammy, I think 

they call it: missed curfew and drinking alcohol. 

I let him go to his bed. Any punishment I chose to 

deliver would be more effective on a clear head. The next 

day I prepared myself. I reread the chapter on delivering 

corporal correction. It had to be on the bare flesh. Mr. Sayers 

had told me that he makes his present lout Jonathon work 

around the house in the nude. It is not sinful to be naked, he 

assured me. God’s work should be treasured, not hidden. 

I thought I would have my work cut out getting Donald 

to bare his bottom without demanding he do the Full Monty 

as well. I walked around my kitchen and my sitting room 

wondering how best a spanking could be delivered. The 
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back of the armchair is quite high and a boy of Donald’s 

shortness might not be able easily to bend across it. He 

would be too tall to go over the arm. One of the wooden 

dining chairs would be an ideal height as would the dining 

table itself. I considered going to his room and taking him 

by surprise as I had done the other day, but the book was 

clear on this: the boy must present himself submissively for 

chastisement. There were to be no unseemly wrestling 

matches. 

Donald was not surprised when I told him he was to be 

spanked. Such punishments were detailed in the rulebook 

and besides he had been talking to fellow louts who had been 

farmed out to good decent Christians like myself. I have to 

admit I was somewhat surprised that he followed my 

instructions without a murmur of dissent. He stood contrite 

staring down at the floor tiles beneath his feet while I 

catalogued his misdeeds. Satisfied, that he clearly knew why 

he was being punished, I got on with it. 

I turned a kitchen chair around so the back was level 

with the table. “Take down your jeans, kneel on the chair 

and stretch across.” I waved my paddle at the laminated top 

of the table so there could be no misunderstanding of my 

intent. He unbuckled the belt of his tight pale-blue jeans and 

tugged the zipper. They fitted so snugly that he had to roll 

them down his thighs and past his knees until they bunched 

at his shins. 

Then, he climbed onto the chair. What he did next 

astonished me. With no instruction from me, he rolled down 

his blue-and-white checkered briefs until his bottom was 

bared. He didn’t seem the least bit bothered that his private 

parts were hanging down or that his naked buttocks were 

displayed for my attention. Once prepared, he leaned 

forward resting his torso on the tabletop. He wriggled this 

way and that trying to find a comfortable place to put his 
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head. Eventually, he decided to rest his right cheek on the 

cool Formica. This meant he had a prefect view of myself as 

I administered his spanking. 

There was no practical need to do this, but I took hold 

of the end of his tee-shirt and pulled it halfway up his back. 

I might have blushed when I realized I now had a terrific 

view into the crack between his cheeks. My hand trembled 

as I gripped the small paddle. I stood close to Donald and 

pressed my left hand into the small of his back, pinning him 

against the table. I rose my right hand so that it was about 

three feet away from his fleshy bottom and whacked it into 

him with some force. A dark pink square formed 

immediately. Donald’s body shook, but I had him 

overpowered. He was going nowhere. 

Slowly, at ten or fifteen second intervals, I covered the 

whole of his bottom; from the top where it meets the spine, 

across his wobbly mounds and into the under cheeks where 

the buttocks meet the thighs. Donald twisted and turned. I 

think this was a natural reflex action. My paddle was burning 

the boy. I am sure had he chosen to he could have forced 

himself free. I have no doubt that if it ever came to such a 

thing, he would be able to knock me flat on my back with a 

single punch. 

I gave him twenty-four swats. The guidebook had 

emphasised that a spanking should be harsh. Love taps were 

not the order of the day. My small paddle proved to be a 

mighty effective punishment tool. Donald’s once smooth 

bottom was ridged with red welts. The surface of his 

buttocks had taken on the consistency of leather. I 

congratulated myself on a job well done. 

He whipped his briefs and jeans up at breakneck speed 

when I released him. His face was as scarlet as his bottom. 

His tee-shirt was soaked in sweat. I dismissed him and he 

raced up the stairs two at a time. I heard the bathroom door 

open and slam shut. 



10 
 

That was the first time I spanked Donald, but it wasn’t 

to be the last. I took advice from Mr. Sayers and now I make 

Donald work in the kitchen naked, except for an apron. It 

preserves his modesty at the front and the opening gives me 

easy access to his bare buttocks should I feel the need to 

deliver a summary spanking with a wooden spoon when his 

conduct fails to meet my expectations. Which, I have to 

report, is very often indeed. 
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2. The freshman class 
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PROFESSOR PATTERSON ENTERED the classroom and 

peered over the top of his rimless spectacles, dazzled by the 

array of brightly-coloured shirts before him. Another year at 

Popper State was about to start. Twenty-five open-faced 

boisterous Psy. students waited excitedly. All new to the 

university, eager to make friends. 

Prof. Patterson set his briefcase on the desk. He paused 

to survey the young men. If they took off their shirts, he 

thought, they would be identical. It was as if students came 

in in packs of one hundred. Just about everyone was fair 

haired or blond. Each had a tan from the hot summer that 

was just ending. Every eighteen-year-old sitting before him 

was slim and healthy. Everyone was a churchgoer. They all 

had prosperous fathers. Each of them would submit to his 

will. Without question. 

He cleared his throat. “Gentlemen.” 

The excited youngsters carried on talking. 

“Gentlemen.” Louder this time, but not shouting. The 

buzz of conversation subsided. Heads swivelled. Buttocks 

shifted on chairs. Soon he had their attention. 

“Thank you, gentlemen, and welcome to the 

Psychology Department. My name is Professor Patterson. 

Let me say right from the start that when I call you to order 

I expect immediate obedience.” He removed his spectacles, 

held them in his hand and leaned forward. “Do I make 

myself perfectly clear.” It wasn’t a question, it was a 

statement of intent. Twenty-five teenagers sat unnerved. 

“We should start as we mean to go on,” Prof. Patterson 

paced the room. “As well as being your instructor, I am also 

the faculty’s Dean of Discipline.” He stopped in front of a 

youngster wearing an exceptionally garish yellow-and-red-

patterned shirt and leaned forward menacingly. “Do you 

know what that means, young man?” Tony Cresswell 

flinched, he could feel his face burning. The professor’s 

breath stank.  
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“Eh ….” Tony stumbled. He didn’t know what a ‘dean 

of discipline’ was but he could make a pretty good guess. 

Prof. Patterson straightened up. “It means gentlemen 

that I am the one who maintains discipline.” He paused for 

dramatic effect. Then, certain that twenty-five pairs of eyes 

were on him he walked slowly to the desk. He shielded the 

briefcase from the students’ view while he opened it and 

delved inside. Then, rather like a magician producing a 

rabbit from a top hat, he turned in a flourish brandishing a 

stout wooden paddle. The silence in the room was intense. 

There wasn’t a young man in the room who hadn’t seen a 

“board of education” before. Many would have felt the sting 

of a paddle across the backside; paddles were in common 

use in schools across the county. Some of their fathers still 

kept paddles hanging on hooks in woodsheds or in their 

personal dens at home. 

Prof. Patterson gripped the handle tightly and tap-tap-

tapped the fourteen-inch blade into the palm of his left hand. 

“Let me be quite clear, I will not hesitate to use this. None 

of you are adults until you reach the age of twenty-one. Until 

then think of me as a father,” he leered. “If you are late for 

class you will be paddled. If you are inattentive, you will be 

paddled.” He paused, staring at each teenager in turn; many 

had sweat glistening their brows. 

Satisfied with the reaction so far, he continued, “If you 

score less than seventy in our weekly tests you will be 

paddled.” His nostrils flared, “You boy!” he pointed to a 

youngster in a grey sweater, “What did I just say?” 

Al French blustered, “Er, if we get less than seventy, 

Sir,” he trembled and lapsed into silence. 

“What then? What happens then?” 

“The paddle, Sir,” Al couldn’t stop shaking, “We get 

the paddle, Sir.” 

“That’s correct.” Prof. Patterson hid his disappointment 

well. He had thought the wretched student had not been 

listening. He was determined that at least one of the freshers 
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seated before him would feel the sting of the paddle before 

the class was over. That would show them he meant 

business. 

“Now gentlemen, for our first class I have devised a 

test,” he reached once more into his briefcase and withdrew 

a sheaf of papers. “Here,” he instructed a boy in a bright 

yellow shirt, “distribute these.” 

He stared with delight at the young man’s buttocks 

encased in snug-fitting tan slacks as he leaned across chairs 

stretching to hand out the test papers. It was a backside 

crying out to be spanked. 

“Now, gentlemen,” the professor continued, “This test 

will show which of you did the required reading ahead of 

this course. You have thirty minutes,” he paused and glared 

across the room at the heavy wooden paddle, “and remember 

what I said.” 

Twenty-five heads went down, tops of pens were 

sucked. Some stared into open space, hoping to find 

answers. Prof. Patterson sat and watched. They really were 

a delightful bunch; so fresh and young. They positively 

glowed with health. What fun he would have this semester. 

Rich Rider sat at the back of the class. From there he 

could see every boy in the room. Each had his head down as 

he beavered away at the test. One hundred questions. True-

or-false? Multiple-choice. Short answers. He took a deep 

breath, gripped his fountain pen, closed his eyes, and 

scrawled his answers.  

The time passed quickly. “Pens down gentlemen. 

Please swop your paper with your neighbour. I shall read out 

the answers.” Professor Patterson sniffed the trepidation that 

hung over the room like musk. None of his new charges 

could look his fellows in the eye. 

“Question one. True. Question two. False,” his 

monotone might in other circumstances have sent a class of 

students to sleep. Not this afternoon. Their attention was 
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rapt. Each question ticked for correct, crossed for wrong. 

The penalty for failure was immense. 

“Thank you gentlemen,” Prof. Patterson’s heart raced. 

His palms were clammy. Surreptitiously, he rubbed them on 

his pants’ leg. How many of the beauties would he whack 

today? “Please indicate by a show of hands if the paper you 

have has scored less than seventy percent.” His face flushed 

in anticipation. No hand stirred. 

Prof. Patterson flared, “Gentlemen, please do not try to 

protect your neighbour by withholding information from 

me. If I discover deceit, I shall punish the perpetrator most 

severely. Now, a show of hands, please.” 

Vance Kearney whispered softly to Rich Rider, 

“Sorry.” He raised his hand. 

“What?” the professor’s beady eye surveyed the room. 

“Only one?” The previous year he had six pairs of buttocks 

to deal with. Maybe word had spread. His new crop of 

students had an incentive to do their preparatory reading. 

Next year he had better make the test harder. 

“Stand up the boy whose paper this is.” 

Rich Rider sucked in a lungful of air and slowly rose 

from his chair. 

“And your name is?” the professor growled, peering 

intently across the room. 

“Rider, Sir.” 

“Well, Rider, it would seem that we are to make an 

example of you. Please come to the front of the class.” 

Twenty-four heads swivelled as he made his way 

forward. The tension had lifted. The new students were in 

the clear. They would go unscathed. Now, they could sit 

back and enjoy the sport. 

“Stand there boy. Face the class.” 

Rich Rider slumped his shoulders and stared intently at 

his tennis shoes. 

“Stand up straight. Look at your fellow students.” 
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Rich Rider’s hazel eyes shone. Tears were on the way. 

Blood rushed through every artery. His heart beat so fast, 

quicker than when he ran on the athletics track.  

“Now face me.” 

Slowly Rich Rider turned one-hundred-and-eighty 

degrees. The paddle in the professor’s hand was awesome. 

Up close it looked an almighty weapon. In the right hands it 

could do terrific damage and Rich Rider had no doubt the 

professor was an expert paddler. 

Prof. Patterson sucked in breath of his own. The 

eighteen-year-old student before him was quite delightful. 

He was shorter than average; the professor towered at least 

a foot above him. A frown adorned the boy’s fresh open 

face. He looked so adorably sad. His multi-coloured short 

sleeved shirt was open at the neck showing his well-

developed chest. Prof. Patterson gulped down saliva; this 

boy was some athlete. 

Prof. Patterson gripped the paddle in his right hand. It 

shook a little. 

“Assume the position, Rider.” Rich Rider hesitated. 

What did that mean? Over the desk? A chair? He had 

presented himself so many different ways for a spanking. 

“Feet apart, grab your ankles, boy.” It was a cool 

command, quietly spoken. Prof. Patterson knew he would be 

obeyed. Students at Popper State were conformists. 

Twenty-four students and Prof. Patterson had a 

marvellous view of Rich Rider’s taut buttocks stretching 

against his snug-fitting pale grey slacks. Ty Spreader, a 

student in the front row, licked his lips in anticipation. 

Prof. Patterson stood to Rich Rider’s left side. He could 

trace the outline of the boy’s spine through the garish shirt. 

There was no practical need to do this, but the professor took 

hold of the tail of Rich Rider’s shirt and pulled it clear from 

the waistband of his slacks, exposing two inches of bare 

suntanned flesh. The top of the teenager’s underwear poked 

above his waistband. From this close juncture, Rich Rider’s 



17 
 

buttocks looked solid like two rubber balls. Each cheek was 

tiny, dwarfed in size by the stout wooden paddle as the 

professor rubbed it across the centre of the teenager’s 

backside.  

Rich Rider sucked in breath and gripped the folds of 

cotton on his pants’ legs tightly, bracing himself for familiar 

pain. He felt the wood moving away from his bottom, then 

there was a tremendous crack of wood connecting at force 

with buttock. One, two, three; that’s how many seconds it 

was before the full pain hit him. It was like someone had 

pressed his mother’s maid’s hot iron into his flesh. Rich 

Rider’s mouth opened and a sound like compressed air 

releasing filled the room. His body shuddered and he held 

on to his ankles for dear life. 

He waited. Then, he waited some more. Eventually, 

whack number two stuck. It connected on the underside of 

his cheeks and the force of the blow sent him rocking 

forward. His knees buckled. He stopped himself tumbling 

just in time. Behind him, Ty Spreader crossed his legs and 

leaned forward a little, shielding the front of his slacks from 

view. 

Rich Rider resumed his position. Prof. Patterson 

stepped back, keen to admire his charge. Those buttocks 

were tough. There wasn’t enough spare fat to sizzle a 

sausage. And so small, he could cup an entire cheek in the 

palm of one hand. The professor sucked in another lungful 

of air and raised the paddle high. Rich Rider braced himself 

before his punisher brought it crashing down right across the 

centre of his mounds. God that hurt. Rich Rider wheezed. 

His head shook from left to right, he neighed like a horse. 

His knees buckled. He feet shifted. The pain travelled from 

his rear end and up and down his legs before spreading east, 

west, north, south across his whole body. 

Professor Patterson wiped his brow with the back of his 

hand and placed the paddle on the top of the desk. “That will 

do. You may stand.” 
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Rich Rider hauled himself straight. His hands shot to 

the seat of his tight slacks and he rubbed furiously. Ty 

Spreader shot from his chair and was through the door 

before Professor Patterson had time to say, “Resume your 

seat Rider.” 

Gingerly, Rich Rider eased himself onto the hard chair. 

The pain was easing into a constant throbbing. He knew that 

soon it would become a warm glow. There would be bruises 

and they’d probably hang around for a day or two. He would 

feel the swat the professor landed low every time he sat 

down over the next few hours. That was OK, Rich Rider told 

himself, he could deal with that. 

He was less sure what he was going to do about the 

raging woody that ached against the front of his tight 

underpants. 
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3. Saving souls 
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KEN AND JOHN are always docile when the time comes 

for me to punish them. That’s just as well really because 

there are after all two of them. If they wanted to make things 

difficult they undoubtedly could. Actually, let’s face it, if 

there were only one of them and it came to a fight either of 

them could probably knock me flat with a single punch. 

They would never do that, they have been brought up 

too well. They have been members of my church all their 

lives, I think. I am the pastor and they know that I am doing 

God’s will. So, when they are lying face down and I am 

flogging the skin off their backsides they know it is not 

really me; it is God wielding the cane. 

I have to punish them often and there is a certain ritual 

about it. I always use a moderately thick whippy rattan cane. 

Spare the rod and all that. They are easy to come by on e-

Bay and I have quite the collection. After years of 

experience I should say that the best way to deliver an 

exemplary thrashing is with the miscreant face down and flat 

on his stomach. That might surprise you because when we 

think of a caning we probably recall the headmaster of old, 

who might require a boy to touch his toes or bend over a 

piece of furniture; a desk or a chair perhaps. 

What I find is that if a young man presents himself in 

that fashion, you have to aim the cane at an angle in order to 

connect with the stretched posterior and you don’t get such 

a harsh stroke. A terrific way to ensure maximum efficiency 

is to get the young man face down over a desk or table top, 

with their torso, arms and legs stretched out.  

If the punishment is to take place at the home the best 

thing is to have him lay face down on his bed. Some of my 

fellow pastors place a pillow under his belly to raise the 

bottom a little, but I am against this practice as in my view 

it is just as inefficient as bending over the back of a sofa. If 

the young man is as flat as he can be you are able to stand 

over him and raise the cane high above your head and flog 

it down into his backside with as much vim as you require.  
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Sometimes, but not in every case since it depends on 

the nature of the offence committed, I whip the swishy rattan 

cane down with such energy that I sink the rod deep into the 

meat of the buttocks. It is as if I am trying to get the cane to 

enter the young man’s body at the crown of his buttock and 

exit through the front of his body. Believe me the cane cuts 

deep into his flesh leaving a painful welt that will throb for 

days to come and be visible as a mark for two to three weeks. 

I fervently believe if a job is worth doing it is worth doing 

well. 

In my own case I require the young men I am to beat to 

strip off all of their clothes down to the underwear. I 

understand the view that making him strip entirely naked 

adds to the humiliation required of such punishment, but I 

must confess I am extremely uncomfortable around naked 

men. The thought, never mind the sight, of what a man has 

between his buttocks makes my whole being shiver. 

So, underpants remain on. I cannot believe, although I 

have no evidence to support this, that a thrashing on the 

completely bared buttocks is more painful than one across 

thin cotton briefs. That is my view anyway and since I am in 

control of these situations, my view prevails. 

I have been required to cane Ken and John collectively 

on a number of occasions of late. I am happy to report that 

each time I order them to present themselves for another 

lashing they do so without fuss or rancour. They clearly 

understand it is God’s will that they be punished, for God, 

through the good providence of my church, is trying to save 

their souls. 

Ken and John are homosexuals. My church believes 

that homosexuality is a deviant disorder and those that 

practice it are sinners of the highest order. It is not always 

clear to us why a person becomes tainted in this way, after 

all there are many other sins besides homosexuality. My 

church has a course of action whereby homosexuals may be 
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cured of their sin. It involves much prayer and self-control 

on the part of the unfortunate victims. 

Ken and John have been undertaking this cure for some 

months. Alas, I have to report that the two young men at 

present lack the self-control needed to successfully return to 

a straight and narrow lifestyle. That is why once again I had 

to flog their backsides until they resembled raw hamburger 

meat. In this way, they will be encouraged back onto the path 

of righteousness. Ken and John live together – that is to say 

they share the same apartment – they do not live as man and 

wife. At least they are not supposed to. Because of this close 

proximity of living conditions, it was possible for me to 

punish the two twenty-three-year-olds together at the same 

time. 

They were stoical when I informed them of my 

intentions. They were both wearing almost identical outfits 

of ripped jeans and sparkling white tee-shirts. They quickly 

divested themselves of these as I unwrapped two crook-

handled rattan canes from a large Marks & Spencer plastic 

carrier bag that I use to transport my discipline implements. 

They had seen – and indeed felt – these canes before but I 

noticed that Ken’s eyes widened like saucers at their sight. 

John was more reserved, but I saw his large Adam’s apple 

throb at his throat. 

I lay the canes on a small armchair in the corner of the 

room and slipped my jacket from my back. Ken and John 

watched intently as then very slowly I unbuttoned the right 

sleeve of my grey shirt and turned it up one, two and three 

times until my arm was bare from above my elbow to the 

tips of my fingers. 

“I believe you know what is required of you,” I said 

softly and nodded at the bed. Indeed, they knew. It had been 

nearly three weeks since they were in a similar position. I 

did not feel it my place to ask, but I assumed that the marks 

from that session had now cleared. Their bottoms would be 

unmarked. For now, at least. 
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They lay side by side, their bottoms perfectly placed to 

receive a lashing. Sometimes I make them approach the bed 

from opposite sides, in that way they are face to face and 

can, if they so wish, see the desperate pitiful gleam in the 

eyes of their partner in crime at the moment the rattan bites 

deeply into the flesh. From my position behind, or to the side 

of the young men, this is a pleasure I am not afforded. 

Beating them side by side works equally well. There is 

enough room for me to swish my cane to my heart’s content 

before I lash it down. Both Ken and John have terrifically 

meaty backsides. They seem to prefer to wear pants that 

show this to the fullest effect. When they lay waiting for me 

to do my worse the smooth cotton invariably clings tightly 

to their round cheeks. If it doesn’t I tug at the waistband until 

the pants fit like a second skin and their buttocks are 

separated. Once they are in position I make my final 

arrangements. 

These are few. I first select which of the two canes I 

brought to use. They are both a little over three feet in length, 

not counting the crook handle. One is a little thicker and 

denser than the other, but each is supple and can bend 

between my hands should I decide to indulge in some 

amateur dramatics. Both are yellowy-brown in colour and 

have had the notches that appear every three or four inches 

along its length sanded down. 

Once I have my cane I pretty much get on with it. I stand 

by Ken who is the nearest of the two to me; I take my aim, I 

raise the cane towards the ceiling and bring it straight down 

with tremendous force into the centre of the young man’s 

bottom.  It is rather like beating a carpet. I have noticed that 

Ken and John react rather differently to a thrashing. Ken, 

who is wearing the dark blue underpants in the photograph, 

shuts his teeth and balls his hands into fists. This seems to 

help him to absorb the pain, although sometimes he will emit 

almost silent groans. 
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John on the other hand is far more energetic. As soon 

as the rattan bursts his flesh he will throw his head back and 

yelp like a little whipped puppy before pummelling his fists 

into the mattress around him. By the second or at least the 

third cut he is openly weeping. Ken, however, remains dry 

throughout. I don’t recall ever seeing a tear on his cheek 

during such punishment sessions. 

I deliver ten lashes and then I stop. By this time, John 

will be wriggling and writhing while sobbing 

uncontrollably. Ken will be taking deep breaths, gulping in 

draughts of air, rather like he was a beached whale. From 

my position above the two young men I can see through their 

skin-tight pants that thick welts have formed across their 

buttocks. When they peel down their pants they will be 

greeted by the sight of dark red lines that criss-cross like a 

railway junction. 

I take my leave quickly. My jacket is on and my canes 

are back in the plastic bag but Ken and John remain face 

down in shared agony. I see myself out of the apartment and 

make my way home. I don’t know what Ken and John do 

once I have left. I expect that they pray together and praise 

the Lord for His mercy. What else could they do at such a 

time? 
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4. The boy in the street 
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I CANNOT DENY it, every time I saw the boy my cock 

stiffened. It was like I was fifteen again. Fifteen. Jesus, I’ve 

got grandchildren older than fifteen. 

The first time was in the street near my house. He was 

walking toward me oblivious to the world around him. He 

had those things in his ears that all kids have. Did I gape 

open-mouthed? I rather think I might. He had an aura. I can’t 

explain it. His shock of uncombed hair, the regal nose. Thin 

lips that looked like he had been drinking raspberryade. The 

front of my underpants bulged. 

I stared intently at the pavement as we passed. I tried 

hard; honestly, I did. The urge to turn around to get a look at 

his bum consumed me. What if he caught me admiring his 

buttocks? How could I stand the humiliation? But I did look. 

What a disappointment. I shouldn’t have been surprised. He 

was a twenty-something boy. It’s what they are like. He 

wore those trousers that are so baggy you can’t see any shape 

inside. I don’t want lads to wear skin tight jeans or what-not; 

but I do enjoy seeing how round their buttocks are. 

It was when I saw him the second time, a few days later, 

that I started to fantasise. He is too tall to go across my knees 

comfortably, so I have him bent across the back of an 

armchair in my sitting room. It is just the right height to take 

a lanky lad. The trousers are at his knees, of course, and I 

am hammering away with my heavy bath brush. He is 

rocking and rolling his hips and legs but by and large he is 

taking it like a trooper. 

I came to spanking quite late in life. I’ve always been 

“gay”, but in my day we never knew much about it. We just 

got on with life. Where I came from if a girl was still 

unmarried at twenty-one, she was “on the shelf”; so, we all 

got hitched young. 

Doris was my wife for nearly forty years. She was 

undemanding after I gave her three girls. Is it a wicked thing 

to say that when she passed on I was relieved? It was as if a 
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huge weight had been taken from me. I pretty much lived in 

my head until then. 

I had a mild interest in corporal punishment of young 

men. I remember a scene from an old black-and-white film 

that played on TV quite often. Goodbye Mr Chips. The old 

doddery headmaster is in his study with a schoolboy. Ha! 

The actor playing the sixth-former must have been about 

thirty-five. Chips picks up a sturdy crook-handled cane. 

“Bend over that chair!” he thunders. The boy is 

understandably reluctant. “Bend over that chair!” he roars 

once more. The boy lowers himself over the arm of a large 

chair. The film goes to silhouette as Chips swipes six of the 

best across the boy’s stretched trousers. 

I would lay alone on my bed replaying that scene in my 

head; uncertain whether I wanted to be the headmaster 

whipping his cane into the boy’s bottom, or to be the one on 

the receiving end. 

After Doris left us the days seemed endless. My 

daughter Cathy urged me to get out and meet people. She 

signed me up for an evening class at the local school. 

Beginners DIY. Do-it-yourself home maintenance. Me? It 

showed how little she really knew about my interests.  

I didn’t show up at class. I went to the school, just to 

keep her quiet, but in the hallway I saw a poster for 

something that genuinely, truly, changed my life. The 

Internet for Beginners. A class aimed at fossils like myself 

who didn’t know their Web from their wi-fi. 

I don’t have to tell you what I found online. Jesus. If I 

were forty years younger! It took a while to pluck up the 

courage before I contacted a guy who gave corporal 

punishment services. For a fee, of course. He had a room at 

his house decked out like a headmaster’s study. It wasn’t as 

grand as Mr Chip’s, but it felt authentic enough. I dressed in 

pale-grey trousers, white shirt and striped tie. It made a very 

passable school uniform. There was a chair, not unlike the 

one in my own sitting room. 
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Swish! He swiped a thin curve-handled rattan cane 

through the air. “Bend over that chair!” he thundered. Had 

he developed his technique from watching Mr Chips? In 

time, I came to doubt it. He proved to be a very experienced 

“master”. 

I licked my tongue across my top lip. Saliva drained 

from my mouth. I stared down over the back of the chair at 

the faded blue cushion. Savouring every moment. I had 

never come close to being summoned to the headmaster’s 

study as a child. This was unchartered territory. 

“Bend over!” the headmaster tapped his cane on the 

apex of the chair. I drew in breath and lowered myself into 

position. I felt the fabric of my trousers stretch across my 

buttocks. I must have been an awesome target. My bum is 

round and meaty. I might be old, but I am not fat. I stared 

intently at the back of my hands as I gripped the seat cushion 

tightly. 

He tap-tap-tapped the cane across the centre of my 

buttocks, then withdrew it. I tensed. Crack! The cane landed 

squarely across my cheeks. Nothing happened for a second 

or two and then an intense shockwave roared across my 

bum. My first stroke of the cane. I was on my way. 

 

@ 

 

Back home, I took to skulking close to my sitting room 

window hoping to catch sight of the boy. I didn’t know if he 

lived in The Avenue. It is long and full of upscale houses, 

many of them hidden behind walls and fences, so it is not 

easy to know your neighbours. Several days passed and 

sadly I concluded he must have been a visitor. Somebody’s 

nephew, perhaps. Or a boyfriend. 

I had given up hope of ever seeing him again when one 

afternoon I was shuffling down the street in search of an 

evening newspaper and there he was. My cock flipped. He 

was wearing a military camouflage tee-shirt and this time his 
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chino trousers fitted snugly. He carried across his shoulder 

a bag that looked light and almost empty. He smiled 

nonchalantly as he passed and nodded a greeting. My heart 

skipped. He had noticed me. The boy knew I existed. I 

stopped dead and careless as to who might see, I turned to 

admire his buttocks as they sashayed down the street. 

All thoughts of evening papers abandoned, I let him get 

fifty or so yards ahead of me and I followed. He turned a 

bend in the road and crossed over and pushed open the gate 

of one of the smaller houses. I stood maybe ten yards away. 

I have no idea if there were others in the street, I only had 

eyes for the boy. He hopped from one foot to another as if 

he were desperate to go to the toilet. Suddenly the door flew 

open and a youngster about the same age as the boy stepped 

out. He wrapped his arm around the back of the boy’s head 

and pulled him toward him. They kissed unselfconsciously. 

It was real snogging. Then the youngster dragged him into 

the house, slamming the door shut. 

I put my head down and as far as a man in my condition 

could, I ran back towards my house. My fury could not be 

controlled. That boy; my boy. Even now, as I hurried home, 

I knew they would be having wild passionate sex. On the 

sitting room carpet quite likely. 

At home, I headed straight to the cocktail cabinet. Drat! 

I was out of tonic. My hands could not stop shaking as I 

splashed gin into a tumbler. Urggh! It tasted foul. Too 

strong. My head buzzed. My rage subsided. I stood by the 

window looking into the empty street. Then, I had an 

epiphany. It wasn’t rage I felt. It was envy. Envy that my 

boy was now enjoying unrestrained sex with an equally 

beautiful guy. And envy too, of all the boys their age and the 

freedom they enjoyed to be themselves. My own barren life, 

fifty-something wasted years, disgusted me. 

It might have been the gin. God knows it might have 

been hormones or something, I don’t know. I rushed from 

the house and trundled down the street. I had to see my boy 
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again. The house seemed quiet when I arrived. They were 

probably rolling around on the bed, I thought. Indifferent for 

who might see me, I crossed the small, neat lawn and tip-

toed toward the window of what I supposed to be a living 

room. The curtain was open. I could see inside, but equally 

anyone in the room would be able to see me. I would take 

the risk. 

Risk-takers are the ones who reap the rewards. My boy 

was completely naked, lying prone across the knees of the 

other boy. The other boy made small circular motions with 

the palm of his hand, patting each buttock in turn and 

caressing the backs of his thighs. Then, having taken his 

measure, he smacked the open palm of his hand again and 

again into the firm bum. From my vantage point and with 

my imperfect eyesight it seemed my boy was completely 

hairless. He would have had to shave to achieve such 

smoothness.  

My boy’s face shone serenely. The other boy was just 

as calm. He smacked my boy a dozen or so times; you 

couldn’t call them “spanks”, there was no intent to cause 

harm. Then he stopped and fondled him some more. This 

time he stroked the naked back and shoulders before 

inserting his fingers under my boy’s body and twitching his 

nipples. I could hear the gasp of ecstasy. 

The other boy ruffled my boy’s hair some and then 

returned his attention to his cute, pert bum. I stood; back 

arched, hands on my knees and breathless for some time. 

They were so engrossed in their sex play they would never 

notice me. Who knows how much time elapsed? Eventually, 

the other boy whispered a love call. My boy pulled himself 

from the lap, at first resting on his knees and then stretching 

himself to his feet. His rock-solid uncut cock pointed 

towards his young lover.  

The other boy rose from his chair and sank to his knees. 

Inside a second he had the throbbing muscle between his 

lips. His tongue darted up and down along my boy’s shaft. I 
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thought my boy’s eyes would pop. Instead, he leaned 

forward and gripped the other boy’s dick. It was as rigid as 

my boy’s. A thick vein crossed the entire length of the cut 

member. The cock shuddered as soon as my boy’s fingers 

made contact. Any moment now, he would shoot a load. 

“May I help you?” The voice came from a million miles 

away. “I said, can I help you?” It had a dreamlike quality.  

I turned my head slightly. A man in a business suit, with 

a laptop bag across his back, approached me across the lawn. 

“I say are you alright?”  

I sank to my knees, rolled over onto my side and bawled 

like a baby. 
 

 



32 
 

5. Paying the rent 
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RIK HID BEHIND the curtain and gazed into the garden 

below. His neighbour Ste lifted his shirt over his head; he 

was about to lay in the sun. Rik’s cock stiffened at the sight. 

What a body, a six-pack to die for. Not a spare gram of fat 

anywhere. 

Ste was now nearly naked; only a tiny pair of shorts 

covered his manhood. Rik peered; were they shorts or were 

they Boxers, he wondered? Ste was probably the type to 

parade in public in his underwear. God only knew he had the 

body to carry it off. If they were Boxers, the floral pattern 

told Rik they hadn’t been bought in Tesco. 

Rik unzipped his own shorts and let them full to his 

ankles, his cock strained against his tight underpants. He 

tugged them down. His dick was long and hard, a deep blue 

vein throbbed along its entire length. He had already jerked 

himself dry once that morning, dreaming he had the 

gorgeous Ste in his arms. He pulled open the drawer to his 

dressing table. Damn. He had used the last of the lube. He 

gobbed spit into the palm of his hand and stretched out on 

the bed. 

Rik had moved into the room a week previously. It was 

a good set up. A large house converted into four self-

contained rooms and there were a couple of communal 

rooms too. It was like having a house share, but with more 

privacy. Ste had spotted an ad on the Internet. The landlord 

didn’t seem much older than Rik. A bit of a hunk too. He 

took care of himself. The rent was pretty cheap, especially 

for your own front door. Rik was sure he had landed on his 

feet, a great room and a sexy neighbour, who wasn’t afraid 

to let you know. 

Ste wasn’t gay, more’s the pity, Rik thought. In the 

week since he moved in Rik had seen Ste with two different 

women. A blonde girl with legs up to her chin on Monday 

morning, and a petite redhead with freckles on Wednesday. 

Ste could have anyone he wanted, Rik reckoned, and who 

could blame him? 
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Rik was no gargoyle. He had piercing blue eyes and fair 

hair. His boyish grin and tight bottom got him a long way at 

the clubs. But Rik was cute in a boy-next-door kind of way. 

Ste was sexy, as in hot-hot-hot, fuck-my-brains-out.  

Rik shot a load over his stomach and lay staring at the 

ceiling. Oh Ste, Ste, why couldn’t you be gay? 

Rik cleaned himself down. He should hurry, he was 

already more than an hour late for his shift at the 

supermarket. His boss was already on his case; he’d been 

told one more time and he would lose his job.  

 

@ 

 

“Why so glum, Rik?” It was Ste, naked except for those 

shorts, standing in the communal hallway. Rik paused, how 

he wanted to kiss those nipples and then run his tongue all 

over that hard chest and stomach. Then, he would rip down 

those shorts – they were Boxers; up close Rik could see the 

fly. He’d take his balls in his mouth before sucking Ste’s 

shaft and then … 

“Rik?” 

Rik woke with a start. “Sorry Ste, my mind was 

somewhere else.” 

“Why you so miserable?” 

I’ve been sacked.” 

“Hard luck. Where’d you work?” 

“Tesco.” 

“Oh, not much of a job then.” 

“No, but it paid the rent.” 

Ste’s dark brown eyes sparkled. He grinned, “There’s 

more than one way to pay the rent,” and he sashayed his 

delightfully tight little arse up the stairs to his room. 

Rik stared, his cock throbbing once more. Pay the rent. 

There was no way he could pay the rent. He had no savings, 

no job prospect. He couldn’t go home, his parents more or 
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less disowned him the moment they found he was gay. He’d 

be on the streets by the end of the month. Despondently, he 

trudged up the stairs, his hard-on still raging. 

It was four days later when they next met on the stairs. 

Rik’s mouth gaped, his cock roared, he had never seen 

anything like it before. Even the boys at the clubs never 

dressed like this. Ste’s cock and arse were barely covered by 

the shortest, tightest white cotton shorts imaginable. Rik 

tried not to stare. He failed. Now, he knew his neighbour had 

been circumcised. What a pity, he thought. Rik’s chest and 

torso glistened with lotion.  

Ste grinned, “Down boy,” and glanced down at the 

bulge, now tenting the front of Rik’s shorts. Rik’s mouth 

opened and closed. What was it he wanted to say. 

“Can’t stop to chat, the landlord’s here. I’ve got to pay 

the rent.” Ste flashed that cheeky grin again and eased past 

Rik, wriggling his buttocks in an exaggerated walk as he 

went. Rik watched him enter the communal sitting room. His 

cock throbbed, he needed a wank. He headed up the stairs 

but stopped before he reached the top. Masturbation must 

wait. Something mysterious was going on.  

He tiptoed down the stairs and through the hallway. The 

door to the sitting room was wide open. All was silent. Rik 

paused. It was an instinct. Something was happening in the 

room. He couldn’t hear a thing, but he was certain Ste and 

Mr Cresswell, the landlord, were there. Something immense 

was happening. Rik had two choices; to creep forward and 

spy on the pair or flee back to his room. If he left now he 

might regret never knowing the truth. 

Stealthily, he crept forward. He was three metres from 

the room but through the open door he had a clear view. Mr 

Cresswell sat on a heavy wooden straight-backed chair. He 

was a fit man in his early thirties, he had his legs wide apart, 

army boots planted firmly in the carpet. He wore military 

camouflaged trousers and a white sleeveless singlet that held 

in place his gym-honed muscles. His biceps bulged. Ste lay 
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entirely naked face-down across the wide platform that were 

Cresswell’s legs. The nineteen-year-old’s arms dangled in 

mid-air to the landlord’s left and his legs and feet to the right. 

Cresswell sucked his index finger making sure it was 

covered in spit and then gently he traced it along the length 

of Ste’s spine from the neck to his arse crack. Rik shivered 

and his trooper stood to attention once more. 

Ste lay motionless, staring blankly at the beige carpet in 

front of his face. His breathing was regular. His buttocks 

twitched slightly when Cresswell’s finger reached the top of 

his crack. Then the landlord cupped the palm of his right 

hand and make soft circular motions across the tiny hills that 

were Ste’s buttock cheeks. From his vantage point, Rik 

could not see his neighbour’s face nor his neighbour’s 

shining eyes.  

Cresswell caressed Ste’s arse for a minute or two before 

directing his palm down the teenager’s thighs. When he was 

satisfied with that he returned his attention to his tenant’s 

muscular back. Rik’s cock throbbed raw. Any moment now, 

without the least encouragement from his right fist it would 

explode in his pants. He should get away now to the 

bathroom while he still had a chance. 

His willpower was weak. He gaped, the saliva draining 

from his mouth as Cresswell raised his right palm about a 

metre from Ste’s naked bum and slapped it down with some 

force. It made little impact; Ste had buns of steel. Rik 

wouldn’t be surprised if Cresswell’s hand hurt much more 

than Ste’s bum. The landlord spanked again and again. They 

were unhurried spanks. It was no frenzied punishment 

session. It was an act of devotion. Ste stared down at the 

carpet, his body still and inviting, as his landlord spanked 

his bottom to the colour of a good claret wine. Creswell 

paused his spanking and once again cupped his palm and 

caressed the submissive buttocks bent across his knees and 

pointing at the ceiling. The flesh felt hot. Hand spankings 
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often do more damage and cause more pain than the 

uninitiated might suspect. 

He cracked three dozen hand swats at power and speed 

into the underside of Ste’s bum. The boy felt those alright, 

his body quivered and squirmed. It was a reflex action as 

much as anything. His body was being assaulted and this 

was its way of coping.  Then it was over. Creswell panted 

and wheezed. Ste opened and closed his mouth like a 

goldfish. Both needed to get their breath back. 

“Stand up.” It was a command. Cresswell expected to 

be obeyed. The only way Ste could get off his landlord’s lap 

was to roll sideways and fall onto the carpet. He lay face 

down for a moment and then dragged himself to a kneeling 

position. Cresswell rose from the chair. Rik stared 

transfixed. He saw his new landlord unbuckled the wide 

heavy leather belt from his trousers. Then he released the 

clasp of his fatigues and tugged the zipper. The weight of 

the military camouflages sent them slithering to his ankles.  

No words were spoken. Ste reached forward and gently 

took hold of the waist of Creswell’s navy-blue Boxers. It 

took three tugs to get them to rest on top of the trousers. 

Creswell’s cock was long thick, uncut and as hard as steel. 

Ste’s mouth soon got sore from keeping it wide open for so 

long. Rik watched as his own cock oozed cum into his pants. 

Ste held Creswell’s dick by the base and swirled his tongue 

around it.  

Creswell moaned, his eyes tightly closed. He was close 

to coming. “Slowly, slowly,” he commanded. Ste took the 

cock from his mouth and gasped for air. He took the 

throbbing muscle in his right hand and slowly massaged it, 

stroking along the full length from base to head, then letting 

go and returning to the base again. 

“That’s it. That’s it. Slowly,” Creswell panted. He 

opened his eyes. Two metres ahead of him stood Rik, 

blushing profusely, the front of his shorts covered in sticky 

goo. 
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“Hello young man,” the landlord gasped. “Have you 

come to pay your rent as well?” 
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6. A fine young man 
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LUKE WAS A fine young man, all the neighbours agreed. 

He was polite and respectful to his elders. He did as he was 

told without question. The wooden paddle his father kept 

hanging from a nail in the den saw to that. 

He was a regular at church. He read the Bible each day 

and believed every word of it. He didn’t hang around the 

new shopping mall with other youth. He didn’t wear jeans 

and tee-shirts, nor grease his hair. He didn’t listen to 

rock’n’roll records. He never spoke with negroes. 

He didn’t do too well at school, but he could write and 

count some and that was good enough for Mr. Kennedy. Mr. 

Kennedy and his wife had a “mom and pop” hardware store. 

It wasn’t big, but it did alright and they hired Luke as a store 

assistant. Kennedy admired Luke. His fair, almost blond 

hair. The eighteen-year-old’s sparkling grey eyes and clear 

skin. Luke’s snake hips and the way his grey pants clung to 

them. Yes, Mr. Kennedy agreed with his community; Luke 

was a fine young man indeed. 

It got so Mr. Kennedy thought of Luke as the son he 

never had. Sure, he had daughters and they were the prettiest 

girls a father could wish for. But they weren’t sons. A man 

had to have a boy. Everyone at his church agreed with that. 

It darn near broke Mr. Kennedy’s heart (or so he told 

Luke) the day he was forced to act as a father. Fathers had 

duties. To their children. Their community. And, to God 

above. Mr. Kennedy knew that and Luke had learned it also 

at his father’s knee. There were small things. Mr. Kennedy 

noticed how Luke was tardy when he arrived at work and 

took too long getting into his brown store coat. He didn’t 

pounce from his chair with sufficient vigour the very 

moment a customer walked through the store door. Once, he 

gave someone the wrong change. It cost Mr. Kennedy a 

dollar. That was the final straw. 

“It breaks my heart to do this son,” he told Luke 

dolefully, “But I am going to have to spank you.” Then he 
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added hastily, “It is for your own good, you do understand 

that?” 

Luke didn’t really understand. Grown-ups confused 

him. He always obeyed them, no matter what. His father had 

taught him that. But sometimes, he just didn’t get it. Only 

two weeks previously he was in trouble with Mr. Andrews, 

a neighbour. Luke had taken to counting the knotholes on 

the trees in the street. He had done seven when Mr. Andrews 

strode out angrily to confront him. 

“What are you doing outside my house? Spying?” he 

berated the boy. Luke mumbled an apology, but he wasn’t 

sure what he had done wrong. 

“Get in here you!” Mr. Andrews grabbed the teenager 

by the ear and frogmarched him into the garage. The old man 

sat on a stool, pulled the boy towards him and without a 

word, unbuttoned Luke’s slacks and pulled them to his 

knees. His underwear swiftly followed. Then, Luke was face 

down over the neighbour’s knees, while Mr. Andrews 

warmed up his naked buttocks with the palm of his hand. 

Nope, Luke couldn’t figure out grown-ups. 

The shop was closed now. Mrs. Kennedy had gone to 

their home to make a start on supper. Kennedy would not be 

disturbed. His hardware shop sold many items, but among 

the biggest sellers were the wooden punishment paddles he 

displayed on the far wall. “Boards of Education” or 

“Attitude Adjusters”, came in various sizes. The smallest 

had blades no bigger than a paperback book. The largest was 

a monster, a feller would need both hands to swing it.  

The back room was small and airless. It was used to 

store goods before they went in the shop, but it was empty 

now, except for a couple of wooden crates waiting to be sent 

back to a supplier. Kennedy had thought about it. One of 

them would be high enough for the teenager to bend across. 

“Come along Luke,” he gripped a paddle in his fist. 

“Let’s have those pants down,” he motioned the blade up 

and down as if guiding the boy. The tan slacks fitted Luke 
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well and he had no need for a belt. Calmly, for this was how 

his own father did the business, he unbuttoned the waistband 

and the fly. A wriggle of his snake hips sent the pants 

slithering down his thighs.  

Luke hitched his thumbs under the elastic waist of his 

underwear and sent it south. His father always paddled him 

on the bare; he supposed it would be the same with Mr. 

Kennedy. He stood and waited. He couldn’t figure why Mr. 

Kennedy was sweating so much, while Luke himself was 

shivering. 

Kennedy wiped the back of his hand across his face and 

ran his fingers through his hair, then wiped them on the leg 

of his pants. “Bend over the chest,” he croaked. Luke’s dick 

flopped up and down as he took three steps towards the 

crate. He paused as if sizing up how best to do this. Then, he 

leaned forward, resting the palms of his hand on the stone 

floor. His toes rested on the ground behind him. He had 

snagged the end of his necktie under his body and it choked 

him, so he lifted himself up an inch and pulled it clear. 

All the while Kennedy stood gripping his paddle, 

watching. The skin on Luke’s buttocks and legs was as 

smooth as the teenager’s face. The blondness of his hair 

made him seem hairless. Only when Kennedy stood right up 

to the prone body could he see tiny hairs, standing erect. 

Luke rested patiently. He had been in similar situations 

before. The wood would sting. Horribly, possibly. He could 

not be sure. He had the measure of his father’s spankings, 

but this was to be his first from Mr. Kennedy. He was 

entering unknown territory. 

It served no practical purpose, but Mr. Kennedy took 

hold of the tail of Luke’s gleaming white shirt and folded it 

once and then twice until it rested against the eighteen-year-

old’s shoulders. The teenager was now naked from there to 

his ankles.  

Mr. Kennedy steadied his shaking hand and rested the 

foot-long blade across the centre of Luke’s buttocks, 



43 
 

noticing for the first time a wisp of hair in the boy’s crack. 

Mr. Kennedy breathed deeply, raised the paddle and brought 

it down with an almighty Crack!. He was rewarded with a 

dark pink rectangle. Luke sucked on his bottom lip and shut 

his eyes tightly. That one wasn’t so bad. 

Mr. Kennedy smelt the sweat under his own armpit 

when he raised the paddle a second time before whacking it 

just under the rectangle. Now, most of Luke’s rear end 

glowed. The boy screwed his face like a gargoyle. His heart 

raced so fast it made him cough. 

Luke’s buttocks were solid. The room echoed with a 

“thuncking” sound as the paddle connected again and again 

with naked meat. Luke’s tight bottom turned from hot 

pulsating pink to a brilliant shade of scarlet that excited and 

terrified Mr. Kennedy in equal measure.  

Luke’s legs shuddered and kicked. It was a reflex 

action; his body’s way of coping with the terrific attack 

being made on it. The buttocks throbbed and even though he 

was face-down with his eyes inches from the grey stone, 

Luke knew his raw bottom was covered in welts where the 

edge of the paddle connected again and again with his naked 

vulnerable flesh. 

He had not been counting, but he knew Mr. Kennedy 

had far exceeded the dozen licks his father usually delivered. 

On and on the paddle smacked into Luke’s upturned rear, 

punishing the smooth flesh until it gleamed like a red-hot 

ember in a dying fire.   

Mr. Kennedy’s gasps far exceeded anything that 

escaped the teenager’s lips. His heart pounded and his 

temples pulsated, possibly more than Luke’s backside 

throbbed. Suddenly, almost absurdly, Mr. Kennedy 

remembered the instructions of his doctor. “Take it easy. 

Don’t strain your heart.” 

It was over. Mr. Kennedy bent double resting his hands 

on his knees, the paddle at his feet. He wheezed like a steam 



44 
 

engine settling down. At last, he was able to speak. “Get up 

Luke. Get dressed.” 

The teenager pulled himself off the chest. Instinctively, 

his hands shot to his buttocks. He twisted his body and saw 

his round cheeks were deep crimson, with the plumpest, 

lower part of each globe a dark purplish-red. The skin had 

grown hard and crusty; places were cracked and blistering.  

He tugged up his underwear, wincing as the smooth 

cotton nuzzled against raw flesh. Soon, his slacks were in 

place. He tucked the tail of his shirt in. The agony in his rear 

end was easing into a hard throbbing. He knew, that soon it 

would be a warm glow. It would hurt to sit down. He hoped 

his father didn’t notice. If he heard Mr. Kennedy had had to 

spank him, he would get it again at home. 

“You should go now,” Mr. Kennedy nodded at the door 

and watched intently as Luke’s buttocks glided out the room. 

Slowly, Mr. Kennedy returned to the store and replaced 

the paddle on its hook with the others. Absent-mindedly, he 

picked up a larger, heavier “Attitude Adjuster” and tested it 

against the palm of his hand. This would do perfectly for 

next time, he told himself, before locking the store for the 

night. 
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7. Dad, please spank me 
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TERRY STOOD ASTRIDE his bicycle at the end of The 

Avenue. He winced a little, the narrow hard leather seat 

pressed into a tender spot on his backside. Halfway down 

the street he saw his great pal Davey outside his house 

washing the family car. He cycled a few yards further and 

stopped again.  

Davey hadn’t heard Terry’s approach. He splashed 

water and soap suds over the Cortina. It was a blistering hot 

day and he was dressed only in skimpy football shorts. Terry 

admired how the boy’s buttocks filled out the nylon when he 

stretched across the car and muscles in his suntanned back 

rippled. 

“Hi,” he called. Davey looked up from his work and 

grinned. They had been best friends since they were seven; 

often they didn’t need words to communicate. 

Eventually, Terry asked, “How did your dad take last 

night?” 

“I have to wash the car and I’m grounded for a week.” 

“A week! You’ll miss the match tomorrow and the gig 

on Friday.” 

“I know,” Davey replied and carried on washing. He 

was making a mess of it and water soaked the front of his 

shorts making them transparent. Terry could see his friend 

wasn’t wearing underpants.  

There was companionable silence for some moments 

before Davey asked, “What did your dad say?” 

Terry grinned. “Dad still thinks it’s the nineteen-

fifties.” 

Davey knew where this was going. “No.” It was a 

statement rather than a question. 

“Yes, he spanked me.” Involuntarily, he moved his bum 

away from the cycle saddle. Only an hour earlier he had been 

draped across his father’s knee with his jeans at his ankles 

while dad hammered a heavy wooden clothes brush into the 

seat of his underpants. 
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“But you’re nineteen!” Davey wasn’t really surprised at 

the news. But, nineteen, surely that was too old to spank a 

boy. 

“Well its better than missing the footie and the concert.” 

Davey wasn’t so sure. “But doesn’t it hurt?” 

Terry recalled the sight of his buttocks when he had 

examined them in the mirror. They were bright red from the 

top of the globes, across the mounds and into the under 

curves. Bruises were forming and they would probably stay 

for sometimes. Some spots, especially where the cheeks met 

the thighs were tender to touch. It made riding his bike a bit 

painful. 

“Yeah,” he grinned. He wasn’t embarrassed, he told his 

pal everything. (Well, perhaps not everything.) “But it’s not 

like he ripped my arse to shreds.” 

Terry had lost count, but dad must have laid the brush 

across his backside at least a hundred times. He always 

spanked on the underpants, never on the bare. Terry was 

grateful for that, it would be too humiliating to have to lay 

face down across dad’s lap and let him see his crack and 

hole. 

The teenagers lapsed into silence. Davey stood on 

tiptoes to stretch across the roof of the large car. His shorts 

rode up and Terry got a glimpse of his pal’s bare arse. Terry 

wriggled as his cock began to twitch. 

“You should ask your dad to spank you.” 

“Warr..?” 

“Seriously, ask him to whop you instead of grounding. 

Then you don’t have to stay home all week.” 

Davey stopped soaking the car and peered at his friend. 

“You’re serious.” 

“Of course.” 

“But isn’t it a bit weird? How many boys ask their dads 

to spank them? Isn’t it usually the other way round?” Then 

he affected the voice of a wailing child, “Please daddy don’t 

spank me I will be good. Boo. Hoo.” 
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Both lads roared with laughter. 

“Think about it,” Terry said, mounting his bicycle. 

“I’ve got to go; I’ll be late for lunch.” As he pedalled away, 

he turned and called over his shoulder. “You’ve got too 

many suds, you’ll never be able to clear them away, the car 

will be streaked all over.” 

Then, painfully, he cycled home. 

 

@ 

 

Terry had been right - about the car; it was covered in 

ugly streaks. Davey’s dad was not best pleased so Terry hid 

in his room for a while to keep out of the way. The heat was 

becoming unbearable. He stripped off his shorts and lay 

naked on the bed. He stared at his limp cock. He hadn’t 

masturbated since before breakfast, so he closed his eyes and 

imagined Terry bent across his dad’s knee. Terry was about 

six feet tall and he thought his pal would probably have to 

bend his knees a bit so that his bum was properly positioned 

against his dad’s thigh to receive whacks from the brush. 

Terry had a big bum. It was round and meaty and jutted 

out the back of his jeans. It was a backside that cried out to 

be spanked.  

Davey’s cock stiffened. He reached into his bedside 

cabinet and found the Johnson’s Baby Lotion. He soaked his 

palm. It felt cold against his still soft cock. It twitched and 

the tips of Davey’s fingers lightly stroked along the length 

of his penis. The cock filled out as he imagined the hard 

wooden brush spanking into his pal’s backside as he lay 

submissively over his dad’s knee. 

His fingers enclosed the hardening shaft near the base 

and he glided his palm slowly up the length of his twitching 

dick. At the top, he tweaked the sensitive edges of his 

foreskin, giving himself a gasp of pleasure. It was a difficult 

admission to have to make, but he knew that he fancied 

Terry’s arse something rotten. 
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His grip tightened and he tensed up. Then his hand 

made several slow, firm strokes along the full length of his 

now fully erect cock. His other hand cupped his balls, gently 

kneading them between his fingers.  

Then, whoosh! His belly was soaked with cum. 

Davey’s heart raced and his eyes watered. He lay back 

breathing heavily, slightly disappointed. He always came 

too soon. 

He stared down at the sticky goo on his stomach. It was 

too hot to go to the bathroom to clean up. He would let it 

harden.  

What, he wondered, would it be like to be spanked? It 

would be painful, of course, but Terry had said it wasn’t too 

bad. Would it turn him on? What if his own dad took him 

across his knee and whacked him with a hairbrush, would he 

end up coming all over the old man’s leg? 

He smiled at the absurdity of it all. But deep down he 

knew he wanted to be spanked. He might never forgive 

himself if he didn’t experience it at least once. 

An hour later, once dressed now in football shorts and 

pants but no shirt, he padded into the lounge. Dad was 

pretending not to be watching wrestling on World of Sport.  

Davey had rehearsed a script. “Sorry about the car,” he 

started and immediately stalled. His dad grunted. 

“And, sorry about last night.” Another growl from dad. 

This wasn’t going quite to plan. 

“Do you know what Terry’s dad did?” 

His dad turned his gaze away from the television. 

Davey gulped. It was now or never. “He spanked him.” 

He stopped, he could feel his cheeks flaming. 

Dad knotted his brows and looked at his son 

quizzically. He knew that Mr. Tomlinson used corporal 

punishment on his sons. He had often discussed discipline 

with him. He didn’t use it himself - he was afraid Davey 

would resent it and hate him forever if he put a slipper across 

the boy’s backside. 
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“Look it’s the local derby tomorrow. City and United,” 

Davey spoke in a rush. “And, The Starbirds are playing on 

Friday. We’ve got tickets and I was thinking, wondering …” 

he trailed off. He had rehearsed this in his bedroom but now 

it was showtime he had forgotten his lines. 

Dad folded his arms and sat back in his armchair and 

struggled to suppress a smile. He let his son babble on some 

more. Eventually the nineteen-year-old got to the point and 

blurted, “Would you let me off the grounding and spank me 

instead.” Then he added a final plea, “Please.” 

Davey tried again, “I know I should be punished, but 

…” he had run out of words again. 

This was typical of Davey, his father thought. He was a 

good boy most of the time. He had done well at school and 

gone on to university, but he did get into scrapes. He always 

took responsibility for his actions. 

Mr. Tony Pilfold loved his son dearly. The boy had 

been a damn fool last night, drinking too much and allowing 

a drunk pal to drive him home. He could have been killed. 

He looked at his son, trying to read his mind. He was a 

football fanatic and The Starbirds were probably the top 

group in the whole world; it couldn’t have been easy to get 

tickets. The boy looked forlorn. His wide open brown eyes, 

eyes that usually sparkled with mischief, were dull. His 

sadness tugged at his dad’s heartstrings. 

Suddenly, he was transported back thirty years to his 

own youth. His father was a schoolmaster; he never once 

spanked him as a child. But there was one time when he was 

about Davey’s age when he and a friend took a car. They 

were caught of course. The police, who said they had better 

things to do than deal with two middle-class joyriders, 

handed them over to their parents.  

Next morning his dad brought home a long thick swishy 

rattan cane from his school. It was awesome, Tony 

remembered. Even now he could picture it. It had the 

traditional crooked handle and was a dark yellow colour. It 
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had notches every three or four inches along its length. 

When his dad flexed it between his hands and then swished 

it through the air, it sent a wave of terror through Tony’s 

body. 

His dad was an old-fashioned stubborn schoolmaster. 

He expected to be obeyed. He made his son change into his 

pyjamas and report to the sitting room. It was quite a large 

room, dominated by an old worn leather couch. It was a cold 

evening and the teenager could not stop shivering. It might 

not have been only the cold. Tony trembled with fear, 

waiting for the inevitable bluff command. 

It was not long coming. “Bend over the couch.” 

It was a new experience and Tony made sure it was 

never repeated. It was literally the thrashing of a lifetime. 

Dad put twelve stingers across the seat of his pyjamas. Tony 

would like to think he took his beating stoically, but in truth 

the nineteen-year-old howled the house down. His face was 

washed in tears and snot. His backside felt like he had been 

forced to sit on a barbecue. His buttocks were covered with 

welts; some took weeks to clear. 

It wasn’t a spanking; it was a savage whipping. Mr. 

Pilfold wriggled in his armchair at the recollection. It was as 

if the memories had reignited the pain in his buttocks. 

He continued looking at his son. He couldn’t subject his 

lovely son to that. But, Davey was so sad that he would miss 

the football and concert. Maybe he should back down, 

rescind the grounding. No, Mr. Pilfold was determined. 

There had to be punishment. 

He couldn’t believe that he asked the next question. 

“How did Mr. Tomlinson spank Terry?” 

Davey was startled. “With a hairbrush, I think.” His 

face reddened. 

A hairbrush? No that was no good. The only hairbrush 

in the house belonged to his wife. It was an expensive 

delicate thing. It would be smashed to pieces if he spanked 

Davey with that. 
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In his head he listed the possible implements that he 

might use instead. He didn’t have bedroom slippers, nor 

plimsolls. Obviously, there was no swishy rattan cane. What 

else did people use? Of course, a belt. He had several leather 

belts in all shapes and sizes. One in particular was thick and 

heavy, it would do the job admirably. 

Heck, he pulled himself up. Why was he thinking like 

this? Did he really intend to whack his son’s backside? Then 

in a heartbeat he made a decision that would change his 

darling son’s life. 

“If I do it, will you take your spanking without fuss?” 

Mr. Pilfold sounded calmer than he felt. 

Davey’s pulse raced. At once his mouth dried. “Yes,” 

he croaked. His hands were shaking. 

“Go to your room and wait for me.” It was a soft 

instruction. Mr. Pilfold had inherited none of his own 

father’s bluntness. 

Davey rushed from the room. 

Mr. Pilfold steadied himself. He needed to take deep 

breaths. What had he agreed to do? And why? It was a 

mystery to him, but instinctively he knew this was what his 

son wanted. No, it was what he needed. And he didn’t mean 

that in the way a father might say, “What you need young 

man is a jolly good spanking.” 

Slowly, he ascended the stairs. He was grateful that his 

wife and daughters were shopping in town. He and Davey 

had the house to themselves. Together they would share an 

intimate father and son moment. He entered his own 

bedroom and rummaged through the wardrobe. It had been 

a long time since he had worn the belt. Wide, heavy belts 

were no longer fashionable. 

He found it and felt its weight in his hand. Then, he 

doubled it up and tested its effectiveness by smacking it into 

his open palm. He flinched. Just a little smack hurt a lot. It 

would cause considerable pain if he whacked it hard across 

Davey’s backside. 
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He paused and looked at himself in the mirror. He 

looked old and grey, despite his suntan. His hair was 

thinning and his waist thickening. He thought of his slender 

son who was so full of youth and vitality. Had he been like 

that at the time his own dad had caned him? How quickly a 

body deteriorates with age. 

He took several deep breaths and exited the room. The 

door of his son’s room was open so he walked straight in. 

Davey sat apprehensively on the bed. He so wanted this 

spanking to happen. He knew that for certain. Buy why did 

he want it? He couldn’t quite convince himself that it was 

only so he could attend the footie and a concert. 

He eyed the heavy strap in his father’s hand. If his dad 

was serious and spanked him properly the belt could leave 

him severely battered.  

“Stand up. Let’s get on with this.” Mr. Pilfold picked 

up two pillows and placed them in the centre of the bed. 

Quietly, almost in a whisper, he instructed. “Lie face 

down across the pillows. Try to keep your bottom high.” 

Davey hesitated. He stood rooted. 

“Come on. You wanted this,” his father said softly, 

thinking his son was having a last-minute change of heart. 

“No,” his son replied emphatically. “Terry gets it on the 

pants.” Then in one continuous movement the teenager 

hooked his fingers into the waistband of his football shorts 

and pushed them to his knees. They slipped down his shins 

and landed in a puddle at his feet. He stepped out of them 

and knelt on the bed, before lowering himself across the 

pillows. He wasn’t sure where to put his arms so he spread 

them out, one on either side of his head. His legs were parted 

and it made him look like he was sky-diving. 

His dad had never seen his son like this before. He 

realised he had not looked closely at him for some time. He 

was a fit, athletic boy. There was hardly enough spare fat on 

his body to sizzle a sausage. His back was hairless, but there 

was a thin covering of down on his legs. His mustard-
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coloured briefs clung to taut buttocks. A tan line showed just 

below his bum. 

Mr. Pilfold doubled up the leather belt. He was no 

expert, but he knew a spanking was supposed to hurt. He 

must lash the strap across his son’s bum with some vigour. 

Somehow, he knew his son would want that. It needed to be 

a spanking that he could compare to Terry’s. 

He took a deep breath raised the strap high and slashed 

it into the seat of the briefs. Davey let a stream of air escape 

through his teeth. He scrunched up his face. It had hurt, but 

not too much. It was the shock of the sting that affected him 

most. 

Another smack quickly followed and then another. His 

bum hotted up with each successive whack and the pain 

mounted. He clasped his arms around his head to help him 

absorb the pain. It helped a little. 

Soon, his buttocks were bouncing up and down over the 

pillow. His hips swayed and his legs kicked. He wasn’t in 

control of his body. His twitchings and jerkings were reflex 

actions. They were his body’s way of coping with the 

onslaught. 

Whack, whack whack. Neither dad nor Davey were 

counting, but his father must have delivered fifty or sixty 

strokes. Sweat poured off Mr. Pilfold’s shirt. Davey, despite 

his near-nakedness, was perspiring heavily too. 

It was time to stop. Mr. Pilfold held the leather belt in 

his hand and allowed it to dangle down his leg. He looked 

intently at his son, still face down across the pillows. He was 

lost for words. How was a spanking supposed to end? 

Sheepishly, he left the room. 

Davey stayed in position, reliving the past minutes in 

his head. He tried to imagine how he looked, stretched 

submissively across the bed with his bum raised for the kiss 

of the leather. He realised his head was perfectly clear. It 

was a euphoria he had not experienced before. No drug 
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could compare with the high he had got from dad’s 

spanking. 

Slowly, he eased himself from the bed. A raging 

erection tented the front of his briefs. He tugged them down 

and then off to give his cock room to breathe. He saw his 

reflection in the mirror. His buttocks were adorned with 

dozens of thick sunset-red stripes. The pain had almost 

disappeared leaving behind a warm glow. Carefully, he 

traced his fingertips across the marks that criss-crossed his 

cheeks. Some were tender and it felt good to reignite the 

pain. 

Gingerly, he lay on the bed. He laid on his back and 

enjoyed the throbbing sensation as his buttocks sank into the 

hard mattress. He leaned over to the drawer for the baby 

lotion. He had experienced his first spanking and he knew 

without a shadow of a doubt that the next one could not 

come soon enough. 
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8. The hotel room 
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THE ROOM IS stale, airless, but we don’t open the window. 

Mr. Brown doesn’t want people in the street below to hear 

us. He has something special planned. 

He closes and then locks the door. His privacy is 

valuable to him. We are at The Three Fishers Hotel. It is easy 

to get the room. Nobody asks questions. We are regulars 

here. Once, twice a month usually. We first met at the park 

nearby where the boys hang out. It’s not much of a park, just 

open ground really. I knew from the moment I saw Mr. 

Brown I had scored a winner; it was the stench of 

desperation about him. 

He pulls a small bottle of whiskey from his jacket 

pocket, unscrews the top and raises it to his lips. I see his 

Adam’s apple rise and fall as he takes a great swig. He 

screws the top and puts the bottle back in his pocket. I wait 

patiently. I have all day. I’m on the clock. 

He snaps his fingers. This is my cue. He is ready. I 

stand, hands behind my back, head bowed. It is stuffy in the 

room and sweat is seeping through my white shirt. My 

striped tie is knotted too tightly. My pale grey trousers cling 

to the contours of my body. Mr. Brown likes to see the shape 

of my buttocks. The outline of my underpants is visible. 

I have to tell him all the bad things I have done since 

we last met. They’re not really bad bad, just naughty. I tell 

him I didn’t do my Latin prep and that I was caught smoking 

a cigarette behind the bike shed. He knows I am lying. I am 

nineteen years old and it’s five years since I set foot in a 

school. And, we never did Latin at Gumshoe Lane. 

Mr. Brown tells lies too, I think. What are the chances 

that his name really is Mr. Brown? He says he works in some 

office in the City. He offered me a job, but I already have a 

job. This is my job. 

Mr. Brown’s features are like granite. He isn’t 

impressed by my levels of naughtiness. So, I tell him I have 

stolen a Mars Bar from a corner shop near my home. His 

eyes shine. Bingo! Victory. 
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Mr. Brown pulls the only chair in the room away from 

the wall and rests it in a tiny space between the bed and the 

door. Then, carefully, he unbuttons his jacket and slips it off 

his shoulders. He folds it neatly in half down the spine and 

puts it on the bed. Then, he sits on the chair, spreads his legs 

and shuffles his buttocks until he is comfortable. He snaps 

his fingers once more. 

I slouch forward and stand a little to his right. His legs 

are strong and he has created a good platform for me. I avoid 

looking at his crotch. I take hold of my belt buckle and 

loosen it. The trousers fit snugly and I don’t need a belt to 

keep them up, but this is part of the ritual of preparation. I 

unbutton my waistband and then each of the four fly buttons. 

Mr. Brown’s stare burns my skin. The trousers slip to my 

hips and rest there. I take hold of the belt loops and help 

them on the way to my knees. Gravity takes over and they 

plop in a puddle at my feet. 

In my head, I slowly count to five. Then, I lower myself 

across Mr. Brown’s lap. I place my palms into the dirty lino. 

It had a pattern once, but after years of wear it is now dirty 

grey. Behind me, I bend my knees a little. The tips of my 

toes hover above the ground. My stomach presses against 

Mr. Brown’s solid cock and my bum is resting against his 

thigh at a forty-five-degree angle. I feel Mr. Brown grip the 

elastic in my pants and pull so that the cotton of my white 

Y-fronts digs into my crack. He cups the palm of his right 

hand and gently caresses first my left and then my right 

buttock. He is so gentle I hardly feel it.  

Then, the hand lifts away from my cheeks and a second 

later it smacks with terrific force into the underside of my 

bum. A dozen spanks land in quick succession. I gasp a little. 

Then, my gasps grow to groans and little yelps. He is not 

really hurting me. A hand spanking can’t do too much 

damage to a nineteen-year-old and not to a pro like myself. 

An Italian once gave me a difficult time when he was 

spanking me. I was quiet and took my punishment like the 
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Englishman I am. “Make show! Make Show!” he demanded 

and ever since then I’ve made sure to give my gentlemen a 

show. 

After some minutes of this, Mr. Brown pauses.  He 

grips the waist of my pants and starts to tug them over my 

buttocks. He can’t get them all the way down so I lift my 

body off his lap by an inch or so to let him pull the Y-fronts 

to my knees. Hs rigid penis sticks into me when I rest my 

body once more on his lap. 

He pats and preens my now naked buttocks, slipping his 

fingers into my crack. I tense, but he leaves my hole clear. 

He whacks his palm into my bum at rapid speed. Not one 

square inch of flesh is untouched. He goes from the top of 

the globe near the spine, over the mounds themselves and 

into the sensitive sit-spots under the buttocks. Then he turns 

his attention to the backs of my thighs. Then he does it all 

over again. 

After five minutes of this the palm of his hand must be 

as sore as my bum. He stops. “Stand up,” he commands. I 

slide off his knees and hop up and down rubbing my 

buttocks in the spanking dance. I make show. My soft cock 

bounces up and down. I give Mr. Brown a good look. What 

little colour he has in his face drains to pale. 

“Strip off.” Mr. Brown is in no mood for conversation 

this afternoon. I sit on the bed and remove my shoes and 

socks. Then, my trousers and pants join them on the floor. 

In moments, the shirt and tie are off. Mr. Brown’s eyes are 

on stalks. He has seen me naked many times, but he always 

gapes like it’s the first time. My body is deeply suntanned 

except for a white area around my arse and privates; the 

result of touting my wares in the park. 

Mr. Brown loosens and then removes his tie before 

slowing rolling up his right shit sleeve. He is preparing 

himself for round two. “Stealing from shops is a very serious 

crime. You could go to jail,” he tells me, almost absent-

mindedly. He is trying to make an excuse for the thrashing 
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he is about to deliver. I wonder what he has in store; it will 

certainly be more severe than the hand spanking. 

He bends down to retrieve my trousers and grips my 

belt buckle. In one expertly-crafted move he has the belt 

through all the loops and doubled up in his hand. He swishes 

it at me to add to the drama and tells me to put two pillows 

in the middle of the narrow bed.  

“Lay on the pillows. Bottom up.” 

I do as I am told. My stomach is on the crest of the 

pillows and my bottom is as high as I can get it. I spread my 

legs, separating the buttocks, giving Mr. Brown a terrific 

view of my crack and hole. We lads call this the “money 

shot.” It comes extra on the bill. 

In this position my nose is pressed into the blanket. I 

can taste the dust. Does anyone ever sleep at the Three 

Fishers, I wonder? I feel the cold, wide, thick leather belt 

kissing my buttocks. Mr. Brown is nearly ready. I interlock 

my fingers and place my hands on my head in classic 

naughty boy pose. My arse tenses into a hard leather ball. 

Crack! the sound of leather whipping into muscular buttocks 

echoes around the small room. I don’t feel a thing for a 

second or two and then Wham! A line of scorching pain 

spreads across the centre of my cheeks. It’s like he pressed 

a hot poker into my flesh. My yelp is genuine this time. As 

are the ones I reward Mr. Brown with as another three whip 

home in quick succession. My heart pounds and I can feel 

blood whooshing through my arteries from the seat of the 

pain, through my back and into my head. My temples are 

throbbing just as much as my bum. 

Mr. Brown pauses. I hear a rustle of movement and turn 

my head slightly to see him reach into his jacket pocket. He 

drains the last of the whiskey. Fortified, his fist grips the belt 

once more. His knuckles are turning white as he raises the 

leather as high as it will go and swipes it into my hard arse. 

He is trying to cut me in half. The leather strikes the top of 

my bum, but with such force that it then continues into the 
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flesh and the meat. Mr. Brown is trying to enter my body at 

the bum and exit through my front. I don’t like the strap. 

This one is big and heavy and every swipe leaves ugly welts 

across my skin. They’ll swell up, all puffy and tender.  

My head bounces up and down into the grey blanket. 

For the first time, I see a number of stains. The mattress 

beneath is old and lumpy. This bed has seen some action in 

its time.  

He gives me twenty-four slashes. My arse and my head 

ache in equal measure. Mr. Brown is bent double, hands on 

knees and wheezing. His face and neck are as scarlet as I 

suppose my own bum to be. He draws in great gasps of 

breath. Slowly, he regains his composure. We shall soon be 

finished. 

But, there is still one last act of this drama to perform. I 

am still face down on the bed. Mr. Brown’s fingers tremble 

as he unbuttons his trousers and lets them slip to his knees. 

I close my eyes tight; I know what is coming. I feel the 

mattress shift as Mr. Brown climbs on the bed beside me. I 

open my eyes and turn on my side. His eyes are now tightly 

shut. They always are at this point. 

His cock is small but stiff. A dark mauve vein throbs 

along its whole length. I spit into both of my hands. With 

one, I cup his stringy balls. The other works its way up the 

shaft. He sucks in breath and holds it there. After three 

strokes the tip of his cock glistens. With two more tugs, cum 

splodges down his shaft. We lay beside each other in silence. 

I have no idea what thoughts go through Mr. Brown’s head 

at these times. Me, I only want this to finish. People, don’t 

believe me when I say the worst part of my job isn’t the pain 

and humiliation, it’s the sadness you see in the gentlemen. 

After a while, Mr. Brown shuffles over to the sink in 

the corner of the room and cleans himself down. He sits by 

the bed watching me. He is fully dressed by now. I’m still 

stark naked, wearing only a cheeky smile. 
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I know we have to be careful. If we get caught it will be 

big trouble for him. It will be the end of his life. Complete 

ruin.  

“This has to be the last time,” he says with more 

confidence than he really feels. I might be half his age, but I 

can read him like a cheap novel. He’ll want more. It won’t 

be the last time. He stands to leave. He can’t bear to look at 

me. He takes a roll of banknotes from his pocket, peels off 

several and without looking at me he drops them on the 

mattress near my feet. 

Without a word, he unlocks and opens the door. He 

hesitates. “Wait at least half an hour before you leave.” 

Quietly, he closes the door and is gone. 

I roll onto my stomach and run my fingers across the 

red welts on my buttocks. The belt has ripped me. The pain 

has long gone, but the marks will stay for some time. Maybe 

even until we meet again. And meet again we will. He won’t 

be able to say no to me. I love having power over someone. 

It’s better than taking drugs. 
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9. The bully 
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BURLEY THE SIXTH-FORMER towered over the 

cowering junior, a cricket stump raised at shoulder height. 

“Lick ’em; lick ’em clean,” he sneered. The small, trembling 

boy knelt forward. Tears welled as he poked out his tongue 

and started to wash the bully’s shoes. 

 

@ 

 

“You have got to do something about Burley. The way 

he treats the fags is disgraceful.” Carstairs leaned forward in 

his chair, “You should take him to task.” 

Alsop sighed. His chum was right of course. But what 

could he do? 

“He is giving us all a bad name. He’s nothing short of a 

bully,” Carstairs was not about to let the School Captain off 

the hook. 

“And what do you propose I do?” Alsop’s face flushed.  

“Beat him. Six. That’ll soon put a stop to it.” 

Alsop stared across the study. His crook-handled 

ashplant cane hung from a hook on the far wall. “How can I 

do that, man? He’s a sixth-former. The Sixth can’t be 

caned.” 

“Nonsense,” Carstairs sneered. “The Sixth don’t get 

caned. It doesn’t mean they can’t.” He pulled himself out of 

his armchair and stood over the School Captain. “If it were 

a junior doing the bullying, you’d soon have him bent over 

that chair.” 

“Well …” Alsop seemed to be thinking about it. Burley 

certainly deserved a whopping. “But he’d never stand for it,” 

his face brightened. “Or should I say bend for it.” He 

laughed at his own poor joke. 

“I’d wager any number of the fags would hold him 

down while you laid the ashplant across his arse.” 

Carstairs was probably right, Alsop concede silently. 

But, it was pie in the sky. It would never happen. 
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@ 

 

Burley strode the passageway toward dormitory two. 

The juniors were preparing for bed. He could always catch 

someone out. He paused at the door and peered through the 

window. Good, he smiled to himself, one boy was out of 

bed. He’d soon cop it. 

Burley knew sixth-formers were not allowed to beat the 

juniors. The juniors knew it also. Only the prefects could. 

That didn’t stop Charles Alfred Burley. Every evening 

without fail he managed to get one poor boy or the other 

across his knee. Pyjamas down.  

 

@ 

 

“He’s spanking the juniors,” Carstairs was back in 

Alsop’s study. “Over his knee. Trousers down.” 

Alsop furrowed his brow. “His trousers?”  

Carstairs giggled, “No you ass. The poor junior.” He 

crinkled his nose as if suddenly a bad smell had wafted in 

the room. “It’s immoral. You know it is.” 

It turned Alsop’s stomach. A bully was bad enough, but 

a bully with a fetish was too much. 

He ran his hand through his thick wavy hair. “Would 

Burley take it? If I ordered him to take a punishment, would 

he?” 

Carstairs face lightened. At last, the bully would get his 

comeuppance. “He’d jolly well have to. Any boy who 

refuses a whopping from a prefect would have to go to the 

head. It’d be a public flogging, for sure. The sack, even. 

Even if he were a senior boy.” 

Alsop supposed it were true. No boy had ever refused a 

prefect’s caning, as far as he knew. But, then no eighteen-

year-old had been ordered to bend over for Six, either.  

 

@ 
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Burley lounged back in the armchair in the School 

Captain’s study while Alsop jawed him. He wasn’t about to 

stand on the carpet, hands behind back, head bowed, like 

some junior while Alsop berated him. Alsop gave it all to 

him. Both barrels. The bulley’s cold grey eyes bore into his 

accuser. Such hatred. 

At last the School Captain had finished. He ran his hand 

through his hair and waited. Waited for Burley to respond. 

He scowled, “What do you want to do? Cane me? You know 

you can’t cane a sixth-form man.” 

“Not so.” He interlocked his fingers. He looked down 

at the carpet, avoiding Burley’s stare. “The headmaster 

supports my actions.” It was a lie the Beak knew nothing 

about it. Burley’s grey eyes shone. He narrowed them, 

preparing to offer a retort. His smart mouth let him down. 

Silence engulfed the room. 

At last Alsop broke it. “I want you to stand up.” He 

stood and waited for Burley to do the same. He did not. His 

puzzlement was writ large on his round open face. 

Alsop was surprised his hands were shaking. He 

grasped them behind his back. He took a deep breath. “Stand 

up please,” he said with over-stressed politeness. “Or shall 

we visit the headmaster?” 

Burley blew out his cheeks and hauled himself to his 

feet. He thrust his hands deep into his pockets. He hoped it 

was a stance of defiance. He eyed the whippy ashplant 

dangling from its hook. 

“I rather thought not.” Alsop paced the study, but he did 

not reach for the cane. Instead, he gripped the handle of the 

door and opened it. “Follow me,” he ordered, looking back 

over his shoulder. 

“Where we going?” Burley growled. 

“You’ll find out soon enough.” 

The School Captain led the way down the dimly lit 

passageway. Burley shuffled two paces behind him. Where 

were they going? If Alsop was going to whop him, why 
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hadn’t he done so in the study? What was he going to do? 

He had left his cane behind. 

Alsop halted at the top of the large spiral staircase. It 

was the central thoroughfare of the school. Every boy and 

master passed through it several times during the day. It was 

as busy as any provincial railway station. 

“Wait here.” Alsop had a plan. He had discussed it with 

Carstairs. His chum thought it an excellent idea. It would be 

historic. Boys will talk about it for generations to come, he 

had said.  

Six junior boys heading off to the football pitch, halted. 

Something was up, they sensed it. But what, they didn’t yet 

know. 

Alsop pointed to a large wooden bench. “I want you to 

bend over.” 

“War …?” Burley took his hands from his pocket and 

stood to his full six-feet-one-inch. He pushed back his 

shoulders. He all but clenched his fist, ready to punch the 

School Captain on the nose. 

“I want you to place your hands on the seat and stick 

your backside out. I’m going to spank you.” 

“No you’re jolly well not!” Burley roared, his face 

colouring with anger. He turned his back and made to leave. 

“Or would you have me take you to the junior study and 

put you across my knee and spank you on your bare 

bottom?” He glared at the bully. “Just as you do each night 

in the dorms?” 

Burley felt his heart beat faster. He wasn’t usually a 

nervous boy. He was big and strong and always got his way. 

Not now.  

“Bend over, I said.” Alsop grabbed him by the shoulder 

and turned him so he faced the bench. Then, he pushed him 

forward. Taken by surprise, Burley slipped and fell so that 

his stomach rested on the wooden bench. Alsop took 

advantage of his position and pressed his hand into the boy’s 

back. For some moments he was pinned; helpless. 
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Alsop rained down slaps into the bully’s backside. 

Burley wriggled and cursed. In equal measure. A crowd of 

boys gathered on the stairs. What a lark. Burley the bully 

being spanked on his bottom by the School Captain. “What 

ho! Alsop!” they cried. 

Alsop couldn’t keep it up. Spanking with one hand and 

holding his victim still with the other was a near impossible 

feat. Burley broke free and red-faced with humiliation, he 

pushed his way through the throng. 

 

@ 

That evening Burley sat in a poorly-lit corner of the 

public bar at the Three Fishers Hotel. His companion 

fidgeted with the cuffs of his heavy woollen coat. 

“Tomorrow at midday, I’ll give you a signal. Then you 

do the deed,” Burley’s grey eyes burned into the man. 

“Yussir!” The man gulped down beer. 

Burley walked from the bar, leaving five shillings on 

the table. 

Next day at noon in the village Burley strode across the 

green in search of Alsop. 

“Alsop old man,” Burley held out his hand. “No hard 

feelings about yesterday, what-ho.” He shook the hand of 

the School Captain heartily and darted on his way, leaving 

Alsop both startled and puzzled. 

Five minutes later a sock full of stones crashed into 

Alsop’s face, breaking his nose and three teeth. 
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10. The debut 
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LARS CLUTCHED HIS savaged buttocks. The warm water 

of the shower turned crimson as it washed over his throbbing 

arse. He knew the other guys were watching him to see how 

he would react. He hopped from one foot to the other, 

rubbing his bum. He gave them a show. They couldn’t see 

his smile. He was happy. He was now one of the team. 

It had been a boyhood dream for the eighteen-year-old. 

A player for C___________ Soccer Club. The biggest and 

best in the whole country. And, now it had become reality. 

His first senior match was over. A victory. Not that Lars had 

much to do with that. Truth be told, he had been overcome 

with nerves. His game was off. An undistinguished debut. 

Except for what followed. 

The team sprinted off the field into the locker room. 

“Well, young Lars,” it was the Club Captain Sven speaking. 

A broad smile creased his face. Team members gathered 

around. Nobody wanted to miss out on the fun. 

Lars stood, waiting. At eighteen, he was the youngest 

in the team. His captain was not much older – just enough to 

be an elder brother. 

“Happy Debut Day.” The team had a special song. It 

was like Happy Birthday. Tradition. Lars grinned. He knew 

what was coming. They all went through it. 

Indridi, the kit man, arrived just then. A raucous cheer 

echoed through the locker room. The tubby man gave an 

audacious bow. “Thank you gentlemen; thank you.”  

“Get on with it Indridi!” someone in the back of the 

crowd shouted. The kit man smiled, enjoying his moment in 

the spotlight. 

“Patience gentlemen. Patience. These things cannot be 

hurried,” he grinned. He set his bag on a bench and with a 

flourish, like a magician producing a rabbit, he 

ostentatiously unzipped it. He paused. He knew all eyes 

were on him. In his head, he counted to five. The drama was 

intense. 



71 
 

“Voila!” he reached into the bag. “And, Hey Presto!” 

To wild cheering, he drew out a birch rod. He held it in both 

palms lovingly. High. Sven stepped forward. Referentially, 

as if it were a religious offering, Indridi bent one knee, 

bowed his head, and allowed the Club Captain to take it. 

Lars watched transfixed. The birch was maybe fourteen 

inches long. It was a tight bundle of twigs, held together at 

one end by gaffer tape. It looked pretty heavy from where he 

was standing. Sven clutched it in both hands and held it high 

above his head. Just as he had done last season with the 

national soccer championship trophy. His teammates 

cheered as loudly as they had done that day. 

Satisfied that they were ready, Sven sat on a bench. 

Unbidden, the team formed a semi-circle around him. 

Everyone would have a front row view. 

“Come young lad.” It was a pleasant command. Lars 

knew he was blushing. He desperately wanted to be part of 

the team. He would do anything to make that happen. 

“Take off your shorts. This has to be on the bare.” 

Another, kindly instruction. Lars had been naked in front of 

team mates many times in the past. Stripping held no terror 

for him. He was rather proud of his muscular body – he was 

an athlete after all. 

The rhythmic sound of clapping echoed around the 

locker room.  Lars hitched his thumbs into the waistband of 

his shorts. He stepped out of them. Then, his white briefs hit 

the floor. Thinking ahead of this day, Lars had imagined that 

he might take hold of the underwear and like one of the 

strippers in the “gentlemen’s club” across the street, he 

would provocatively twirl his pants around his head, before 

teasingly throwing them for a team mate to catch. 

In the event, he stood motionless. Waiting for events to 

take their course. 

“Bend over my knee.” The roof might have risen; the 

cheering was now so intense. 
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Lars stepped forward. He was a tall teenager, easily six 

feet and more. He paused for a moment, looking down at the 

bare knees of his Captain, wondering how this was done. 

Sven sat on a long bench; Lars supposed the best thing to do 

was to lower himself across the older man’s knees and lay 

his chest along the wooden slats. He could stretch his arms 

ahead of him. His legs would have to dangle in mid-air. 

Before he could decide, Sven gripped him by his left 

wrist and propelled him forward and face-down across his 

lap. Lars could not see it, but he was perfectly positioned, 

buttocks nicely angled, to receive the lashes of the birch rod. 

His Club Captain gripped the birch rod in his right hand 

and gently rubbed the tips of the twigs across the lower half 

of the eighteen-year-old’s bottom, just where the under-

curves met the thighs. 

“One. Two. Three!” the teammates counted. Sven took 

his cue and brought the birch down with tremendous force. 

He was rewarded by wild cheering and clapping from the 

team and a low sorrowful hissing from the boy across his 

knees. Lars’ eyes widened. His mouth opened and closed 

like a goldfish. But, he wouldn’t allow a sound to pass his 

lips.  

Swish! A second cut hit higher. Already, the whole of 

his smooth, white bum was criss-crossed with thin stripes. 

Lars heaved his bottom high, but Sven was an expert at this. 

He wrapped his left arm across the boy’s middle and pressed 

down hard. Lars was going nowhere. 

The boy’s face was now as scarlet as his backside. He 

shut his eyes, silently vowing he could take this. He must 

take this. Not to do so meant shame and ignominy. Slices 

three and four tore into him. Never in his whole life had he 

felt such pain. He had been injured many times on the 

playing field, but nothing before had prepared him for this. 

Six hard strokes ripped his arse to shreds and then it was 

over. Blood wept from dozens and dozens of small cuts. 

Lars’ buttocks resembled raw hamburger meat. The agony 
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had numbed his bum. To frantic clapping and cheering, the 

boy hauled himself to his feet. Teammates crowded him, 

each extended a hand for him to shake. Many clapped him 

on the shoulders. One or two went in for a full hug. 

His face glowed with pride. Teammates formed a guard 

of honour for him to walk through on his way to the shower. 

“He took it well,” Sven beamed with pride. “I wonder 

if Stig will be so stoical when it’s his turn next week?” 

 

 

 

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  

 

 

 

For information on more books by Charles Hamilton II 

available to download free-of-charge click here. 

mailto:Charleshamiltonthesecond@gmail.com
https://charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/2016/12/10/a-shelf-full-of-e-books/

