
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                               

 
 

 

 

CHARLES HAMILTON II’s 

The Swish of the Rattan 

Male-on-Male Caning Stories 



1 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The characters depicted in these stories are over the age 

of 18 years. 

  

  

These stories are intended for adults over the age of 18 

years.  

 

 

 

Text copyright © 2017 Charles Hamilton II  

All Rights Reserved 

 

 

 

Distributed free of charge via 

Male on Male Spanking Stories 

www.charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com 

 

 

 

  

 

  

http://www.charleshamiltonthesecond.wordpress.com/


2 

 

Contents 

 

  

1 By order of the court 3 

2 Memories of Uncle Edgar             15 

3 Housemate pays the rent 20 

4 The sneak thief 26 

5 The housebreaker 33 

6 In the chill of the night 41 

7 The senior tutor 57 

8 Performance review 66 

9 The TV repairman 75 

10 Unfinished business 88 

11 The pub visit 99 

12 Caning for England 107 

13 Foreign language student 113 

14 My belligerent nephew 122 

15 The vicar delivers 131 

   



3 

 

1. By order of the court 

 

MR. CRESWELL PACED the length of his front room; it 

wasn’t a big room and it didn’t take him more than five steps 

to get from one side to the other. Anxiously he looked at his 

watch: it was nearly time, they should arrive any minute 

now. 

Upstairs in his bedroom his eighteen-year-old son 

waited, even more anxiously. He knew he was in the most 

serious trouble possible and within minutes he would be 

paying for it with his backside. 

Mr. Creswell stood in front of the bay window, he kept 

himself hidden from his neighbours behind lace curtains, but 

he still had a clear view of the street. 

Right at the appointed hour a small car pulled up 

outside the house. You didn’t see many cars in this street and 

Mr. Creswell felt sure his neighbours would all know who 

his visitors were. 

It had been in the local newspaper; in fact, it made quite 

a big story; it was a most unusual case. Two eighteen-year-

old youths including Albie his son had been stealing from a 

local shop: there was no doubt about it, they were caught 

red-handed. A few days later the boys appeared at the town’s 

juvenile court. Mr. Creswell expected the worst; a fine or 

even the short, sharp shock of a spell in juvie jail. 

The boys were to get a shock all right, but not the one 

Mr. Creswell dreaded. The magistrate, a pompous ass if ever 

there was one, Mr. Creswell thought, delivered a stern 

sermon, invoked Jesus Christ and the Bible before finishing 

his oration with a rousing speech on the quality of mercy. 
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The magistrate’s idea of “quality of mercy” might not 

be everybody’s notion. He gave the boys’ parents a most 

unusual choice. Either the fathers should deliver a sound 

thrashing to their sons – eight cuts of the cane on their 

backsides – or they could go to juvenile detention for six 

weeks. 

The boys had no say in the matter, and really the parents 

had no choice. Mr. Creswell was shocked: this was 1956 he 

complained later to his wife he thought things had changed 

for the better. 

And, that’s how Mr. Creswell and his son happened to 

be awaiting the arrival of the sheriff’s officer, a medical 

doctor and an independent witness. Any moment now, he 

expected a second car with local newspapermen to arrive. 

Unsurprisingly, the court case aroused a lot of interest 

in the local newspapers. The boys were not named in the 

reports, because of their age, but the town was so small Mr. 

Creswell was sure all his neighbours knew his son was 

involved.  

Albie’s partner in crime had been dealt with the 

previous day. Mr. Creswell had been reading about it in the 

local Advertiser. The account of the boy’s thrashing made 

his blood run cold: and he was expected to dish out the same 

treatment to his own son. 

The newspaper reported, “The instrument of 

punishment was a stout four-foot cane borrowed from the 

town’s police barracks, because, according to a police 

officer, all schools are closed for the holidays. 

“Police officer appointed by the magistrate to supervise 

the whippings, Det.-Sgt. Joe Wise, arrived in a police car at 
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7.20 p.m. outside the western suburbs home of the stepfather 

of one of the youths. 

“The youth, who has allegedly refused to live with his 

stepfather since his mother remarried, had arrived alone in a 

taxi at 7.10 p.m. 

“The youth, big shouldered and tall for his age, entered 

the home unsmiling and spoke briefly to his weeping mother 

and his stocky stepfather. 

“When Sgt. Wise told the youth to bend over a bed, the 

youth’s mother ran sobbing from the room. 

“Closely watched by the detective, the stepfather raised 

the cane then brought it down with a crack that could be 

heard in the street. 

“The youth winced with pain, but made no sound as the 

cane lashed across his buttocks eight times with a one 

second interval between each blow. 

“After the thrashing Dr. Anthony Pound examined the 

youth for injuries. 

“After the boy had been caned by his father, who, Sgt. 

Wise said, ‘knew his job’, he then told the detective: ‘This 

is the first and last time this will ever happen to me.’ 

“Sgt. Wise later told The Advertiser: ‘It will hurt the 

boy to sit down for a time, but I am really confident he will 

not come before the courts again.”’ 

The newspaper report said the boy’s father “knew his 

job”, well, Mr. Creswell thought, that’s more than he himself 

did. What on earth was he supposed to do? He had never 

raised a finger in anger to any of his children – he had three 

boys, and Albie was the youngest. It didn’t occur to him that 

if he had waved his belt about a bit, his son wouldn’t have 
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turned out to be a thief, but Mr. Creswell was too wound up 

in self-pity to think like that. 

Upstairs Albie had heard the car draw up outside the 

house. He knew that any moment now he would be called 

down by his father and within seconds he would be getting 

the most public thrashing of his life. At least he knew what 

to expect: not only had he read the newspaper account, he 

had spoken to James, his pal, and gotten his first-hand 

account. 

It wasn’t as bad as the canings he had suffered from Mr. 

West, the headmaster at their school. Now, there was a man 

who genuinely “knew his job” when it came to crashing a 

whippy cane into a boy’s upturned arse. He could make the 

stick lash down again and again on the same spot 

intensifying the pain beyond human endurance. More than 

once, James had hobbled out of the headmaster’s study with 

his underpants stuck to his bum by blood seeping from his 

wounds. 

Albie also had his share of visits to the headmaster; 

mostly for minor misdemeanours: smoking cigarettes, 

repeatedly arriving late for school, or once for truanting 

altogether. His father knew about none of this, he assumed 

his son’s backside was not acquainted with the rod, 

preferring to believe Albie was close to being an angel.  

He even, definitely mistakenly, believed he was an 

innocent party in the stealing; whereas in fact, his son was a 

well-known delinquent among the town’s shopkeepers and 

had they known he was one of the boys under the lash they 

read about in the newspaper, they would have thoroughly 

approved, and some of them would regret they were not 

permitted to witness the caning themselves. 
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Mr. Creswell was appalled to see the detective gather 

the cane from the back seat of the car and then brandish it 

before him quite openly. He rushed to open the door to let 

his visitors into the house. If he thought his speed of action 

meant his neighbours would not get wind of what was 

happened, he was to be mistaken. Already doors up and 

down the street were opening and before long a small crowd 

would gather: adults and children alike. One or two parents, 

perhaps, encouraged by the Advertiser’s description that the 

crack of the cane “could be heard in the street.” What an 

excellent way to teach their own children of the painful 

consequences of delinquency. 

The detective, doctor and witness introduced 

themselves to Mr. Creswell. He didn’t take much notice; he 

wanted this over as quickly as Albie probably did. 

Sgt. Wise took control. “Shall we go into the lounge 

room? Do you have a large chair or a couch? Something for 

the boy to stretch across while you do the necessary?” 

Meekly Mr. Creswell followed him into the room. 

“This will do nicely,” Sgt. Wise said eying a green 

upholstered armchair. “Just the right height.”  

Without seeking permission, he pulled the chair into the 

centre of the room and swivelled it one-hundred-and-eighty 

degrees so that its back pointed into the room. He took a 

couple of practice swishes to ensure there was sufficient 

room to swing the cane high and lash it down into an 

imaginary backside. The ceiling’s a bit low, he thought, but 

there was nothing he could do about that, all the rooms 

would be the same, he supposed.   
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He handed the cane to Mr. Creswell. “Do you know 

how to use one of these? No, here, let me demonstrate. 

Philips, if you would be so kind.” 

There must have been a prior agreement made between 

the two men, because with no further ado, the man Philips, 

the so-called independent witness, took two paces forward 

and dived, rather too eagerly perhaps, across the back of the 

chair. Within two seconds, he was in position, head low, 

bottom high, legs a yard or so apart. 

“Stand about a yard to his left, aim for this spot here on 

the furthest buttocks, that way you will ensure the cane 

swipes across both cheeks equally. Once you’ve got your 

spot, pull the cane back in an arc,” Sgt. Wise demonstrated 

with some proficiency, “and land it across the seat with 

force.” 

To Mr. Creswell’s astonishment, Sgt. Wise did exactly 

that, delivering an almighty swipe across Philips’ buttocks. 

“Oww Jerry! Steady on old man,” he said, but he didn’t 

seem to be too distressed by the turn of events. 

“Then repeat the stroke, rapidly, one stroke per second, 

until you’ve delivered all eight. Try to land the cane as close 

to the same spot each time as possible.” 

He offered the cane to Mr. Creswell, “Now, you try it.” 

With shaking hands, Mr. Creswell took the cane and found 

his position. 

“That’s right, look for your spot. Well, done. Now let 

fly, with maximum strength.” 

The cane flew, but somehow along the way, Mr. 

Creswell had lost his target and the cane thwacked down low 

on Philips’ buttocks, just where they met the thigh. 
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“Yowlll!” It was a genuine yelp and the guinea pig 

stomped his feet up and down. “Jesus H. Christ!” he gasped. 

Sgt. Wise could see a potential problem. “The boy 

should remain in position and take it like a man, but if he 

doesn’t there are two of us to hold him steady for you. 

“All right, that’s enough, let’s get the boy down here,” 

Sgt. Wise continued and to Phillips’ relief (or perhaps 

chagrin), the practical demonstration ended there.  

Sgt. Wise could tell Mr. Creswell was far from happy 

with this suggestion, but he didn’t want an argument. The 

boy was going to get eight strokes and the magistrate had 

ordered the father to deliver them. Why, the stupid old goat 

hadn’t just permitted himself to lay on the thrashing he 

didn’t know, but Sgt. Wise kept his criticism to himself. 

“Call Albert down, Mr. Creswell, let’s get this done.” 

Albie, buoyed by the newspaper description of his pal’s 

thrashing, “The youth winced with pain, but made no sound 

as the cane lashed across his buttocks eight times”, was 

determined to take his thrashing stoically. He wouldn’t let 

himself down. He hoped this evening’s newspapers would 

report the same about him. 

He entered the room and was disappointed that no 

newspaper reporters were present. Such is the world of 

news: the first boy’s thrashing gets extensive coverage, but 

when the news repeats itself, it is stale. 

The room lapsed into silence, Mr. Creswell suspected 

he was supposed to take the lead, but he didn’t know how. 

So Sgt. Wise took control. “Albert, you know why you 

are here.” He didn’t wait for a reply. “The magistrate had 

ordered your father to give you eight strokes of the cane. 
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Bend over that chair,” rather unnecessarily he pointed to the 

green chair. 

Albie was on familiar territory, the headmaster had a 

rather similar chair and the boy knew the drill from his past 

painful experiences. 

 

 

Almost as expertly as Philips had done previously, he 

presented his bottom for the lash of the cane. When he had 

spoken to James earlier his pal had confessed he was 

terrified at first, not knowing whether he was expected to 

take his whacking on the bare arse, but once it was clear he 
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was to keep his trousers on all fear evaporated: the 

experience would be rather like a routine headmaster’s 

caning, and although he was certain his bum would be 

throbbing like mad at the end, he knew he could endure it. 

Forearmed with the information, Albie also was 

convinced it would be agony but that he could take it. He 

waited patiently, head low bottom high, clutching the seat 

cushion: but nothing seemed to be happening. What was the 

delay? 

Mr. Creswell was seeing his son from a new angle: 

stretched across the back of Mr. Creswell’s favourite 

armchair, his trousers stretched so tight across his buttocks 

the outline of his underpants was easily visible. His son was 

a brat, he realised, he was a convicted thief (and God knows 

what else his father didn’t know about); he had brought 

disgrace on his family (even now his neighbours were 

gathered outside in the street, impatient for the whipping to 

begin); Albie deserved what he had coming, a very sound 

thrashing and he was going to give it to him 

“Oh, get on with it man!” Sgt. Wise had misunderstood 

the situation. 

Yes, I shall, Mr. Creswell thought to himself as he 

carefully took his aim, then raised the heavy cane high and 

brought it with an almighty swish and crack into the seat of 

Albie’s trousers. 

The boy let out a yell every bit as piercing as the one 

Phillips had yelped earlier. His head rose from the seat 

cushion and his grasp on the cushion intensified. Already his 

knuckles were turning white. 

There was a long pause, then a further swish followed 

by a loud firecracker explosion. Intense, blinding pain 



12 

 

overwhelmed Albie for a few seconds, and then he became 

aware of a deep and biting ache across his bottom. The 

stroke had landed full across both cheeks, high across the 

top of the bum. The stinging was amazing, but it faded 

quickly.  

Outside the satisfied neighbours could hear the 

unmistakable sound of the cane in action. 

Stroke three: Mr. Creswell was getting his aim now. 

This landed almost exactly on top of stroke number one: 

Albie had never felt pain like it and immediately he cried out 

and stamped his feet in a dance, as he crushed the cushion 

between his fists.  Sgt. Wise could not suppress a laugh: just 

what the brat deserved. 

Stroke four slashed down, creating the sorest, reddest 

line yet: Albie’s bum was scorching like a flamethrower. 

Albie was in too much agony to think about it, but if he 

could he would be pleased there were no newspaper 

reporters present: he was not taking his beating like James, 

“making no sound”. 

He let out the most unmanly squeal as the next stroke 

cut into his cheeks.  

Now there was no pretence at stoicism as each loud 

crack of the cane was met by a howl of anguish as Albie 

gave his vocal cords free rein. He could feel big red weals 

forming across his twin cheeks and he hollered out as each 

stroke landed. The caning was worse than anything he had 

experienced at his school.  

He gulped, holding onto the chair, knuckles whitening. 

And waited… waited…for the sixth… waited… waited… 

for the seventh, unbearable, as if it had cut straight through 
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him… waited…. waited… and then the final blow and the 

final crescendo of pain. 

His father had sliced the cane down hard again and 

again until the full sentence of eight strokes had been 

delivered. The painful payload left Albie slumped exhausted 

over the chair, tears and snot flowed down his face. 

Mr. Creswell breathing was hard with the exhilaration 

he felt in thrashing his youngest son. He had so much power 

over the boy and he had exerted it. Albie would never forget 

this day. 

“Stand up boy!” It was Sgt. Wise taking control again.  

Clearly in agony Albie lifted himself off the chair and 

unsteadily stood. For a moment he had to hold on to the chair 

to stop from stumbling. His arse was on fire and he 

suspected there was blood beneath his pants. The throbbing 

in his buttocks was intense, unlike anything the headmaster 

had inflicted on him. 

Albie’s tears of pain and humiliation were flowing 

uncontrollably as he stood unable to look his punisher in the 

eye.  

Now it was time for Mr. Creswell to take charge. “Go 

to your room, stay there for the rest of the day.” 

Albie did not need telling twice: in a heartbeat he was 

out of the room and running up the stairs two at a time to the 

sanctuary of his bedroom. 

Mr. Creswell supposed that the doctor would discreetly 

follow Albie from the room to go examine his injuries, but 

he did not. The doctor’s job was only to ensure that the 

victim didn’t actually die under the lash and he was certain 

that however much in agony he was at the moment, Albie 

would live. 
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No more was said as Sgt. Wise and his colleagues left 

the house. Only as the car was pulling away did Mr. 

Creswell wish he had asked the detective if he would leave 

the cane behind; he had a mind that he might find occasion 

to use it again before too long. 

Upstairs, Albie couldn’t wait to peel his trousers off and 

inspect the damage. He was shocked to see his buttocks 

covered in angry weals, some turning purple and eight fresh 

red lines, each as thick as his index finger.  

Exhausted, he laid face-down on his bed, letting the 

cool air caress his buttocks. He was too tired to think about 

whether the magistrate was right or wrong to order his 

thrashing; he didn’t have the energy to ponder what his 

friends and neighbours would think of his punishment.  

But as he sank into the bed and felt the pain begin to 

recede, Albie found that he was acutely aware of one thing: 

he was certain that the punishment had worked. Yes, 

whatever it would mean, the caning had worked. 

A few days later the Advertiser newspaper reported, 

“Two quiet and restrained youths appeared before the 

magistrate this morning with their hair well brushed and 

their ties as straight as the narrow path. 

“After he had listened to Sgt. Wise’s report of the 

thrashing in chambers, the magistrate emerged to tell the 

youths, one of whom was accompanied by his mother and 

the other by both parents, that as far as he was concerned he 

was satisfied with the police officer’s report. 

‘“It seems to me you have learned your lesson,” added 

the magistrate, to which both youths replied in unison: “Yes, 

Sir!” 
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“The magistrate then dismissed the case against both 

boys.” 

 

 

2. Memories of Uncle Edgar 

 

 

NOW THAT I’VE hurtled past my eightieth year I find my 

short-term memory is shot to pieces. I couldn’t tell you what 

I ate for breakfast this morning. I’m not even sure I had 

breakfast this morning. But, while I live in a constant fog my 

memories of days long ago remain crystal clear. I know this 

because of a photograph I found today. It was in an album I 



16 

 

had long forgotten, tucked away in a suitcase I hadn’t carried 

in three decades, collecting dust on the top of a wardrobe in 

a room I had not entered since before the Millennium.  

It was a picture of me and Cedric, my great chum of the 

time. I am the one in the armchair. What you cannot see is 

Uncle Edgar. Uncle Edgar was the one taking the 

photograph. He was not my real uncle. Rather, he was a 

middle-aged gentleman who rented out rooms in his large 

house to male students. He also took it upon himself to take 

an interest in what he termed our “moral welfare.” This was 

the early nineteen-sixties and what later became known as 

the “permissive society” was just about starting. Who knows 

what depths of depravity we might have sunk too without 

Uncle Edgar’s attentions.  

Uncle encouraged us to be energetic and sporting. You 

can see that Cedric was a keen badminton player. Myself, I 

preferred the rather more sedate game of snooker. I became 

rather proficient at it. This was much to Uncle’s chagrin. 

For, I spent rather more time than he liked in snooker halls, 

playing the game for money against many of the town’s 

more ruffian elements. 

I have to confess my snooker playing interfered 

somewhat with my studies at the university. Uncle Edgar 

was far from pleased and when I failed an important 

examination. I soon found myself bent across the back of the 

very armchair in which I am sitting in the picture. It was a 

rather large chair and I was (and still am) a rather short 

fellow. I was obliged to stand on my tip-toes in order to 

reach across the chair and clutch onto the front of its 

cushion. 
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You cannot see it in the photograph but on the opposite 

side of the room from the bookcase was another set of 

shelves, above two drawers. It was in the top one of these 

drawers that Uncle Edgar kept his array of punishment 

instruments. It was no surprise, since Uncle was a product 

of the English public school system, that chief among his 

treasures was an array of whippy curved-handled rattan 

canes. But, he had a variety of other disciplinary tools. I 

remember on one occasion Cedric, who was dressed rather 

as he is in the picture in only his underwear, was obliged to 

present himself across Uncle’s rather bony legs for a severe 

spanking with an American-style wooden paddle.  

I was not privileged to witness the spanking, but I did 

later see the deep crimson marks that Uncle left across 

Cedric’s buttocks and the back of his legs. The pain was 

incredible, as was the humiliation involved. In those days a 

chap expected to be instructed to present himself stoically 

for a thrashing. That meant bending over, perhaps touching 

one’s toes, or possibly draping oneself over a piece of 

furniture, such as that armchair or the desk in Uncle’s study. 

But being taken across the knees for a spanking? That kind 

of thing belonged in the nursery. 

I had never been caned before I lodged with Uncle 

Edgar. I went to a grammar school that had rather liberal 

attitudes to corporal punishment. I don’t believe the cane 

was actually banned, rather the headmaster, who I later 

learned had Quaker leanings, did not believe in using 

physical violence. Uncle Edgar was no pacifist. Indeed, he 

was of the school of thought who believed a sound caning 

should be used as a first resort to deal with wrongdoing. 

Thus, six-of-the-best across the backside could, in his eyes, 
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equally serve as a punishment or a deterrent to future bad 

behaviour. 

Although, I had not been beaten as a schoolboy, that 

could not be said of the other chums in the house. Cedric had 

been the school captain at St. Tom’s, a minor public school 

in the West Country. “Public” schools in England are in fact 

private fee-paying schools. They claim to offer a traditional 

education for the sons of the wealthy. At St. Tom’s one of 

those traditions was allowing the school captain the use of 

the cane. Thus, by the time he went up to the university, 

Cedric was well experienced in both receiving and in 

administering corporal punishment. 

My fellow tenants saw nothing unusual in Uncle 

Edgar’s methods and since I did not want to seem out of 

place, I went along with them too. At university I had 

something of an inferiority complex, due to having only 

attended a state grammar rather than an exclusive public 

school. 

I had no choice but to tell Uncle Edgar of my 

examination failure. He took a keen interest in our studies 

and we were obliged to inform him of our grades and he read 

through the comments our university dons made on our 

essays. 

Uncle was an imposing man. He must have stood at six-

feet-four and he towered over me. His shoulders were broad 

and his head seemed to squat on them. His arms were 

powerful as my backside would attest. He lectured me for 

some time about my snooker habits. He had hardly finished 

berating me before he strode across the room and opened the 

drawer. It was a bit stiff and he had to tug hard. I could hear 

the thin canes rattling. 
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He reached in and swiftly snatched up a cane. He peered 

at it intently as if seeing it for the first time and then swished 

it through the air. He appeared satisfied that the rod in his 

hand would perform the task he had for it. He wobbled the 

cane at the armchair.  

“Turn it round.” Uncle was a man of few words. But 

when he spoke he expected to be listened to. And, when he 

gave an instruction, he expected it to be obeyed. 

Disobedience was not an option. Meekly I gripped the arms 

of the chair and swivelled it so that now its back faced into 

the middle of the room. 

“Bend over.” He tapped the top of the chair with his 

cane in case there was any doubt what he meant. 

I sucked in a lungful of air. I knew Uncle’s reputation. 

I was not in the least surprised to find myself facing a 

whippy cane. With my heart pounding, I turned and faced 

the chair. It had a high back and I could not quite get my 

body across it, so I leaned into it. But, clearly in this position 

my bottom was not raised sufficiently for uncle’s 

satisfaction.  

“Right over,” he barked, “Raise your backside high.” 

I was rewarded with, “That’s right,” when I stood on 

tip-toe and stretched forward, wriggling my hips and 

buttocks. I was now staring at a large indenture in the seat. 

This chair had seen a lot of action in its time. 

It was the first time, but not the last, that I received what 

for my house chums had been the traditional schoolboy 

beating. The first swipe sank deep into my buttocks. It felt 

like he had placed a red hot wire across them. Uncle Edgar 

took my backside off. It was as if he were beating a carpet, 

he used so much force to connect his rattan cane with my 
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stretched bum. By the third stroke I was writhing across the 

chair. By number four, which he placed on the spot where 

the cheeks meet the thighs, my hips and buttocks were 

swaying. By the sixth, which he placed diagonally across my 

bum so it landed across the five welts that had already 

formed, I was stomping my feet up and down. 

Later, when I had been dismissed to my room, I 

observed purplish bruises had already formed. There were 

six distinct double-edged lines. Uncle Edgar had a perfect 

aim. He ought to, he had enough practice. I know it’s a 

cliché, but the marks really did resemble a five-bar gate. I 

pressed my fingers firmly into my scorched flesh to 

deliberately increase the pain in my throbbing bum and the 

sense of euphoria I felt. My head was exceptionally clear. 

It was the nineteen-sixties and all around me at 

university students were taking drugs to try to blow their 

own minds. They could keep their marijuana. This was my 

drug of choice. I couldn’t begin to count the number of 

canings or spankings I have received since that first time. 

Nor, the number that I have given. I may be an old man now 

with not many years left, but, the sheer joy of corporal 

punishment will never leave me. 

 

 

3. Housemate pays the rent 

 

ALEXANDER ALDRIDGE WAS dumbfounded. His 

mouth literally gaped open. Before him stood a figure 

menacingly flexing a school cane between his huge hairy 

hands. 
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“Y… you want to cane me?” It was question as much 

as a statement.  

The sun was quickly setting and the drawing room was 

gloomy. Soon they would need to turn on the electric light. 

“Yes. And I hope it will bring you to your senses.” 

William Beaver swished the cane through the air with 

some force. Alexander blanched. His housemate seemed to 

be entirely serious. 

William gently tapped the cane against his right leg. 

“You must pay the rent. You cannot expect to get away with 

it.” 

At that moment their other housemate George 

Templeton entered the room. “Don’t start without me,” he 

chortled. 

William began to berate Alexander. He had the self-

importance befitting a former School Captain at St. Tom’s.  

“We haven’t seen a penny from you in two months. 

George and I have had to pay your share. It can’t go on.” 

He swished the cane once more. He had beaten 

countless backsides while School Captain and he would not 

be averse to swiping Alexander’s right then. 

“You spend too much time on racecourses. You give 

your rent money to bookmakers.” 

Alexander blushed profusely, but remained silent. 

“We can’t carry you. If you don’t pay up, you’ll have 

to leave.” William had never particularly liked Alexander, 

not even at school. He would not mind in the least if the 

leech moved out. 

“Gerald Hawkins is looking for a place,” William 

intoned, “He could move in.” 
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Alexander screwed up his nose. “Hawkins. That 

Nancy- boy?” 

“At least he’d pay the rent,” George chimed in. 

“So that’s it,” William was anxious to get on with it. He 

swiped the cane through the air once more. Alexander’s eyes 

followed its flight apprehensively. “All right. All right. I’ll 

ask my father to loan me the money.” 

“Good,” William glared. “But don’t think that will 

spare you from this,” and he wobbled the crook-handled 

stick in his housemate’s face. 

“B… but,” Alexander stammered. 

“No buts chum, you know you deserve it,” George said. 

He was looking forward to a little sport. 

“Right,” William pointed the cane towards a worn 

armchair. “You know what to do.” 

Indeed, Alexander knew what to do. It had been six 

years previously at the age of eighteen that he had been last 

ordered to present his backside for the lash of the cane. It 

had been Williamson, his housemaster. “Slacking,” the old 

man had called it. It was a peculiarly old fashioned word for 

“lazy.” So, Aldridge went over the schoolmaster’s desk, his 

trousers and underpants at his feet for six of the hardest 

whops he had ever received. 

It took weeks for the cuts to heal completely. It worked 

though. The boy knuckled down and passed his school 

examinations.  

William’s patience was almost spent. “Bend over the 

chair. Quickly. I haven’t got all night.” 

Alexander stood his ground, uncertain what to do. His 

housemates had been correct. He had not paid the rent and 

he took the two fellows for granted. He could not deny that. 
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But, did it give them the right to thrash his backside with a 

school cane? 

“Come on Alex,” George whispered, “Get on with it. 

Take it like a man.” 

Yes, Alexander thought, a St. Tom’s chap should 

always do the honourable thing. 

Without further fuss the twenty-four-year-old shipping 

clerk stepped toward the chair. He hesitated momentarily to 

get his nerve and then slid his body over its back. He gripped 

the seat cushion tightly and held his head high so that he was 

looking frontwards.  

“Feet further apart. Bottom higher.” William had 

administered many beatings when School Captain and 

always demanded a posterior should be perfectly positioned. 

Alexander shuffled his body a little until his punisher 

was satisfied. 

William brushed his cane across the centre of the young 

man’s buttocks. They were broad and fleshy. His housemate 

needed to spend less time at the racecourse and more on the 

running track, he thought unkindly. 

Alexander stared impassively ahead, waiting patiently 

for the first cut to land. He had never received a caning that 

had not hurt considerably. This thrashing would be no 

different, but he would be stoic. He knew how to take six-

of-the-best. 

“Twelve strokes,” William barked. “Six for each 

missed payment.” 

Alexander only had time to think, “Crikey!” before the 

first slash sank deep into his wobbly buttocks. 

George watched in wonderment as one of his two 

housemates slashed his stout but springy cane across the 
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wide buttocks of the second. Dust rose from the seat of 

Alexander’s pin-striped trousers. William flogged with such 

force it was as if he were beating a carpet. 

 

 

Alexander’s mouth opened and closed like a goldfish. 

His eyes blazed, but he made no sound. The young man’s 

knuckles whitened as he squeezed the seat cushion. 

Sweat soaked William’s shirt although the room was 

cold, as the cane rose and slashed; rose and slashed. He 

paused after delivering the first six. His breathing was 

heavy, betraying the considerable physical effort he had 

been making.  

Alexander sucked huge gulps of air into his lungs. His 

face was scarlet and George supposed the poor man’s 

backside was by now the colour of a good Burgundy. 

William left the most severe cuts to the end. 

Alexander’s cries were muted. George watched mesmerised 
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as Alexander clenched his cheeks as the streak of pain 

injected by the cane fully penetrated his buttocks. He 

watched with an increasing sense of awe as he controlled his 

reactions to the vicious strokes. 

William aimed the final two diagonally across the 

proffered buttocks. The first went from bottom left to top 

right; the second from bottom right to top left, so that poor 

Alexander had a perfect “X” emblazoned across his bottom. 

The pain was searing and too much. Alexander’s body 

reacted instinctively. His shoulders heaved, his hips swung 

from left to right and his feet marched up and down on the 

carpet. 

Then, he steadied himself and repositioned his 

posterior, ready for the next cut. 

“That will do Aldridge,” William’s School Captain’s 

pomposity was once more in evidence. “You may stand.” 

Slowly, Alexander straighten. Unsteadily, he stood 

before his tormentor. His eyes stared blankly. 

“Thank you Beaver,” he whispered, remembering the 

etiquette from school. He offered his right hand and William 

shook it. 

William tucked the cane under his arm. “You had better 

go to your room for a while. Then you should visit your 

father and bring the rent money to me before bedtime.” 

Alexander nodded silently and shuffled from the room. 

An hour later Alexander stood by the side of the road 

waiting for the trolley-bus that would take him to his father’s 

home. Mechanically, he rubbed his thumbs across the seat 

of his trousers. The pain had turned to a warm glow and for 

that he was grateful.  



26 

 

He eased into a seat on the bus and tried to look out of 

the window at people on the pavements. He would do 

anything to take his mind off the impending flogging he was 

to receive from his father. 

 

 

4. The sneak thief 

 

I WAS A long way from home on the other side of the world, 

just travelling like a lot of young people did. I was exploring 

how other people, different from me, lived; seeing different 

cultures in the raw, experiencing new things. But I got a bit 

more than I bargained for the day I stole a Smart phone. 

I was in a crowded market, packed elbow to elbow with 

hundreds, thousands possibly, of people when I saw my 

chance. One stall completely open to the elements was 

stacked high with every conceivable gadget. There was the 

latest from Apple, Sony’s newest wizardry all within hand’s 

reach. Back home these things would be locked behind glass 

and security guards would be standing close by. 

Here, on a market stall in the back of beyond they were 

there for the picking. They were knock-off counterfeits, I 

guessed that, but even so who could resist having the very 

latest Smart phone? I wanted one, but I could not afford it, 

so I decided to steal it. 

I cased the joint, as criminals of the past probably never 

called it, and saw there were only two people attending the 

stall and they were constantly busy dealing with customers. 

It would be easy. I joined a crowd of customers pushing and 

shoving against the stall and bided my time. Then, when I 
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was sure the stallholders could not see me, I sneaked a phone 

into my pocket and casually walked away. 

I surprised myself. I was coolness itself. I had no nerves 

at all. A snatch theft, perfectly executed. Or so I thought. 

Moments later there were two policemen, one on each 

of my shoulders. The police station was only a couple of 

minutes away and I soon found myself seated on a long, 

hard, wooden bench outside an office with a faded sign: 

Inspector. 

I was not so cool now. A witness had seen me stealing 

the phone and now I would face the full force of the law. 

The police station was crowded; I was not the only thief they 

had captured that day. Soon the bench became quite 

crowded. There were two boys, young men really, dressed 

in school uniform, looking a bit odd in their khaki short 

trousers and a well-dressed man somewhere in his late 

twenties. 

The two schoolboys were engaged in animated 

conversation, they seemed quite agitated, but I could not 

speak their language so had no idea what they were saying. 

The man just stared at the dirty floor tiles beneath his feet.  

After what seemed like hours, but was probably only 

five minutes, the man was called into the Inspector’s office. 

After a few minutes, he came out, looking shocked, and a 

police constable led him away. 

Then it was the turn of the schoolboys. They were 

called in together (obviously partners in crime) and they too 

exited after some minutes and were led away. One of the 

boys appeared to be crying. 

Then, it was my turn. The Inspector’s office was small 

and dirty. He sat behind a small ramshackle wooden desk. 
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In front of it were two beaten up chairs, one had a ripped 

seat cover and dirty sponge poked out. 

The Inspector was exhausted; he looked like he had not 

shaved for a week, and I could smell he was in dire need of 

a shower. 

He waved to me to sit down and wearily he looked at 

me across the desk. He seemed surprised to see me there. He 

did not see many foreigners in his office, he told me. He 

spoke to me as if I was a half-wit, and only later did I 

discover that foreigners who were caught up to no good by 

the police generally slipped the arresting constable a couple 

of US dollars and they went away. 

If I had known the protocol I would never have had to 

face the ordeal that I would remember for the rest of my life. 

The Inspector was in no mood for small talk. He read 

the charge sheet: theft of a phone. I did not deny it. He did 

not ask why I did it. If he had all I could say was I stole it 

because I wanted it and I thought I could get away with it. It 

was a gadget; it was not as if I had been starving and had 

stolen food to eat. 

The Inspector looked one more time at the charge sheet 

and then stared me straight in the eye; I could smell his 

rancid breath. 

“I can give you a choice,” he said, “In this city offenders 

can be given an ‘off the record’ caning for minor offences 

such as these. No records of your crime will be kept. We like 

it because it reduces police paperwork and court time.” 

I must have looked dumbfounded and the Inspector 

must have felt he needed to sell the idea to me some more, 

“You could go to the Magistrate and possibly get a fine, or 

perhaps go to prison for a few days.” 
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I knew I could not pay a fine and the thought of prison 

horrified me; how would inmates treat a young foreigner like 

me? But, could I endure a caning as an alternative?  

Before I had a chance to respond, the Inspector was 

talking again. “Think yourself lucky,” he smiled, but he was 

not joking, “In some parts of this country they would cut off 

your hand for stealing.” 

I was silent, not knowing what to say. What would a 

caning be like? Corporal punishment back home had been 

confined to the dustbin of history. Would it be like in the 

olden days? Bend over touch your toes while the headmaster 

whacked a whippy cane into the seat of your trousers? 

The Inspector was getting impatient; he had many more 

‘customers’ to see before his shift would end. “You have no 

choice really do you?” he said, not unkindly.  

No, no choice, I agreed. 

A constable came and took me to another building on 

the police compound. He opened the door and bluntly told 

me to go inside. It was a big room and at the far end there 

was a door.  

Standing there was the well-dressed man I had seen 

earlier, but now he was completely naked. A policeman gave 

me a plastic bag and ordered me to take off all my clothes. 

I asked why I had to take my clothes off.  

The policeman said, “Cane is on bare bottom.” 

In all my imaginations, it had not occurred to me that 

the caning would be bare. I was wearing denim jeans cut off 

above the knee and I had supposed the thick material would 

have given me some protection against the cane and it would 

not hurt too much. 
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The policeman pushed the bag at me, forcing me to take 

it. “Get on with it. Do you want extra strokes?” 

I took the bag and undressed. I was very embarrassed. 

Nobody ever saw me naked; I only took my clothes off to 

have a shower.  

When I was naked, the outer door opened again and the 

two schoolboys were brought in. They also were forced to 

strip. Soon, there were four of us naked awaiting our 

punishment. 

 

 
After about five minutes the other door opened and a 

man wearing an Inspector’s uniform came in. We were told 

to go through the door. 
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It was a small open yard with brick walls. There was a 

sort of a narrow bench with a leather top in the shape of 

upside down V. Beside it there was another policeman 

holding a Malacca cane. From where I stood it looked 

awesome. It was probably a little more than three feet long 

and although it was about as thick as a pencil, it was 

extremely supple. I felt my legs wobble at the thought of that 

thing slashing into my naked buttocks. 

The Inspector called the man over to the bench. He had 

to lean right over it. It must have been very shameful for him 

as we could see all his privates. The Inspector nodded to the 

policeman who walked over to the bench, raised up the cane, 

then whipped it across the man’s bottom. 

He shrieked. The Inspector nodded and the policeman 

whipped him again. The man stayed quiet this time but I saw 

his body go tense. After the next stroke, he cried out a little 

bit more and he did the same for the next two strokes. He 

was then allowed to stand up. 

Then it was the turn of the first of the two schoolboys. 

He went over the bench affecting calmness. After the first 

stroke, he just gasped and on the second one he cried out. 

The third one brought tears to his eyes. The policeman 

waited a few seconds then gave the fourth stroke. The boy 

cried out something that I could not understand. He seemed 

to be pleading for the beating to stop. 

Then a fifth stroke lashed into his buttocks and he was 

allowed to get up trembling and sobbing.  

Then it was the turn of the other schoolboy, the smaller 

of the boys, the one I had seen crying earlier.  He bent over 

the bench but after first stroke he stood up again rubbing his 

bottom. The policeman ordered him to bend over again, but 
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he was crying and refusing. The Inspector and policeman 

grabbed him, put handcuffs on him behind his back then bent 

him over the bench again. The Inspector held his shoulders 

down while the strokes were given. The boy screamed every 

time, it was terrible noise. When he got up and had the 

handcuffs taken away he just walked about sobbing and 

rubbing his bottom. 

Then it was my turn. I think that going last was the 

worst. I bent over the bench and it felt so shameful as 

everybody could see my bottom and my private parts. I 

screwed my eyes up tight, every muscle a vice of tension 

awaiting the coming onslaught. The moment seemed to go 

on forever. 

‘Yeowww!’ I shrieked out in shock and pain. The 

policeman raised his right arm high and brought the cane 

down with tremendous power again in a mighty stroke. I was 

panting and could hardly breathe. I tried to stand up but the 

policeman just pushed me back over the bench. He whipped 

me again, any effort I was making to maintain some self-

control and dignity collapsed and I burst into floods of tears, 

yelling out my anguish uncontrollably, tears now pouring 

down my cheeks. 

The fourth one was not as hard as the others, then after 

that I heard the policeman whispering to the Inspector and I 

hoped it was over. I had started to relax, then the last lash 

came. I screamed out and then the policeman tapped my 

shoulder and told me to get up. 

We were sent back inside again. The schoolboys were 

still sobbing. We had to wait for about five minutes, still 

naked, before another policeman came back with our 

clothes. We were then allowed to get dressed and go home.  
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5. The housebreaker 

 

HE HAD SPIED on the large detached house for some time 

and was certain it was unoccupied; and rich for the pickings. 

Making sure he wasn’t seen by anyone in The Avenue 

he hurried across the road and dodged behind the hedge. 

Now, hidden from the view of passers-by, he made a beeline 

for the front door and knocked loudly. 

The man, let’s call him Salter, had a plan. If nobody 

answered it meant the house was empty and he could attempt 

a break-in. He waited two or three minutes: no answer, he 

reckoned the coast was clear. 

He was pretty certain that large as the house was there 

was only one man who lived there, and he was probably a 

wealthy old git, by the looks of the place. Salter hoped he’d 

be able to break in and steal something valuable; he didn’t 

want much, cash would be preferable, just enough to pay for 

some booze and drugs. If there was no cash, he’d steal an 

ornament (these kinds of people always had ornaments) and 

he’d sell it. 

Satisfied that no one was at home, Salter darted round 

the back of the house. A result: he lifted up the mat at the 

back door and picked up the key. Why are people so stupid? 

And, thank the Lord that they are. 

Stealthily, just in case there was someone at home, he 

opened the door and entered the kitchen. It was a bright 

room, far too modern for a house this old. Quickly his eyes 

scanned around; where’s the tea-caddy; old people always 

hid their money in the tea-caddy. He searched through the 

cupboards, trying not to leave too many traces, but found no 

caddy, only a box of tag-less tea bags.  
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He opened and closed all the drawers, no money and 

nothing of value. 

Adrenalin pumped through Salter’s veins. Out into the 

passageway.  Coats hanging on hooks. Search the pockets. 

Nothing. 

This might not be as easy as he thought. 

Four doors off the hallway; try this one. The lounge. 

There’s a huge flat-screen television; that’d be worth a few 

bob. No, far too conspicuous carrying it under his arm away 

down The Avenue. Bookshelves.  Drawers. He opened them 

all; just DVDs. What’s this? The Boys of St Marty’s. A 

picture of schoolboys on the front. They look a bit old to still 

be at school. The Boys of St Marty’s? Wasn’t that the one 

with Bing Crosby? Nobody would want to buy that. He put 

it back. 

Salter took a deep breath; he was calming down a little. 

He tried another room. What’s this? This is strange. The 

room was gloomy, heavy curtains were drawn keeping the 

light out so it was like dusk even in the middle of the 

afternoon. Oak panelling on the four walls absorbed much 

of the remaining light. There was a hat stand and dangling 

from it was Batman’s cape. 

A large old fashioned wooden desk dominated the 

room. Maybe this was an office or something. There must 

be something of value in one of the drawers. He sat in the 

capacious chair and opened the drawers one by one. He tried 

three and they were all totally empty; but not the fourth and 

last. Inside was a fountain pen and a hard-backed lined 

exercise book. Not worth a thing. Punishment Book? What’s 

a Punishment Book? Salter opened it and flicked through the 
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pages. Half the book was full; he read the last two entries, 

which were in immaculate handwriting: 

17 May. Keynes. 6. Smoking. 

20 May. Keynes. 12. Insubordination. 

 

 
 

Suddenly, he heard a faint sound. Oh, no. he knew 

immediately what it was. The front door was opening. There 

was no escape. He put the book back and closed the drawer. 

“Hello. Is somebody there? Is anyone there?” It must be 

the owner of the house. 

Salter shrank into the room, where could he hide? 

Nowhere; only under the desk or behind a large armchair, 

but that was no use. He was trapped. 

The door opened cautiously. “Who the Hell are you? 

What are you doing here? In my house?” 

Salter backed against a far wall. What choices did he 

have? Conceivably, he could have made a run for it. He was 

almost certainly quicker than the man, but he would have to 

get past him first. The only way out was to attack the man 

and leave him sprawling and then leg it. 
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The man, let’s call him Springer, did not seem the least 

bit nervous. Was he ex-military? He had a stature suggesting 

he would take no nonsense from anyone. Especially from 

Salter. 

Salter knew a fight was out of the question; Springer 

would probably beat him to a pulp. 

“I assume you are a burglar,” it seemed a stupid thing 

to say, but that’s all Springer could think of. 

Salter said nothing. 

“How did you get in?” 

“Key. Back door,” Salter was unable to speak in 

sentences, but it was enough. 

“So, I should phone for the police,” Springer put his 

hand in his jacket pocket to find his phone. 

“Please mister. No, not the police.” 

“Who are you calling ‘Mister?’” Springer’s tone put the 

burglar in his place. Unprompted, he said, “Sorry, Sir,” 

“That’s better. Why shouldn’t I call the police?” 

“I didn’t mean no harm.” 

“No harm? You broke into my house. What were you 

after?” 

Silence from Salter. 

“Are you a drug addict?” 

Silence from Salter for a while, and then, “Can we do 

this some other way?” 

Springer snorted, “Be careful what you wish for.” 

Salter was puzzled and he showed it. 

“Look around you. You’ve broken into the wrong 

house, don’t you know what this room is?” 

Rather theatrically, Salter slowly looked around: the 

oak panels, the desk, armchair, a tall thin cupboard in the 
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corner, the hat stand and the cape. He did not quite shrug his 

shoulders, but the effect was the same. 

Springer scowled, “It’s a headmaster’s study. And, do 

you know what takes place in headmasters’ studies?” 

Salter gulped, again rather melodramatically.  

“Come here,” and taking Salter by the arm, Springer led 

him to the cupboard. 

“Stay there, there is no escape for you.”  He opened the 

door to reveal an array of punishment canes. “Do you know 

what these are? Look at them boy.” 

Salter’s eyes widened. There were about a dozen rattan 

canes: some long, some short: some thick, others thin. Most 

had curved handles. 

Springer extracted one at random and flexed it 

intimidatingly between his hands, then, dramatically he 

swished it through the air. It had the desired effect and Salter 

stood back in horror. 

“Here’s what I am going to do. I am going to beat you 

with one of these canes, just as if you were a schoolboy. If 

you take your thrashing well, I will not involve the police.” 

Nodding at the cupboard, he continued, “Which one do 

you want me to whip you with?” 

Salter played dumbstruck. He didn’t know what to say. 

“Is it to be the cane?” Springer asked. 

“No, Sir.” 

“Then it is to be the police?” 

“No, Sir,” 

Springer was becoming impatient, “It is one or the other 

for you my lad.” 

Salter knew this without being told. He was being given 

a choice, but in truth, he had no choice. 
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“The cane, Sir.” 

“Good choice lad,” Springer was visibly excited now. 

“Come to the cupboard, chose one of the canes.” 

He walked to the hat stand and took down the 

headmaster’s gown and put it on while Salter took his time 

handling cane after cane. He could tell they were all subtly 

different; but without doubt they would all pack a punch. 

Now, suitably attired, the headmaster took hold of the 

armchair and swirled it round so that its back faced the room. 

“Have you decided?” 

Salter had. He picked out a crook-handled, medium 

strength ‘senior’ cane, more than three-foot long and as thick 

as a pencil. 

“Hand it here, lad.” 

Salter stared at the armchair. It was obvious why it had 

been positioned in such a way, but he still was unsure what 

he was supposed to do next. 

The headmaster was practising his swing with the cane, 

as if he were trying to get its measure. In reality though, he 

was very familiar with all his little toys. 

“Right lad. I want you to stand behind the chair.” 

Salter was rooted to the spot. 

“Now!” It was a command he could not refuse. 

Salter shuffled from one foot to another, showing his 

nerves. He seemed to be breathing heavily in anticipation of 

the pain that would soon consume him. 

The headmaster made sure he was in the lad’s eye line 

before delivering the crushing order, “Take down your 

trousers and underwear.” 

Had Salter expected this development? Who knows? 

But he acted as if he had not. 
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“Oh, Sir. Please, Sir. Not on the bare.” 

Swish! Swish! went the cane through the air. 

 

 

 “Is it to be the police then?” 

“But, Sir.” 

“Then you will do as I instructed,” The headmaster 

knew how to appear stern; he had been doing this long 

enough. 

Reluctantly, Salter unbuckled his belt, then he stopped, 

as if still considering his alternative. With a deep intake of 

breath, he undid the top button; pulled down the zip and let 

his jeans fall to his knees. 
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The headmaster was captivated by the sight the lad’s 

bright green briefs and the bulge within them, but silently 

professed not to be interested. 

Salter had made his mind up. Come what may, no 

matter how great the humiliation; or the agony he would 

suffer; he must go through with this. With a flick of the 

wrists, he sent his briefs southwards to rest on top of his 

Levis. 

The headmaster took a moment to admire the lad’s 

manhood before barking the order every schoolboy across 

history has dreaded, “Bend over that chair!” 

In one athletic movement, he stepped forward and 

dived across the chair. 

“Head low, bottom high, legs apart.” 

Salter positioned his bare bottom as high as he could, 

affording the headmaster the perfect opportunity to inflict 

maximum pain into his buttocks. 

The headmaster waited a full minute to let the lad stew 

a little. Then, Swish! he lashed down twelve hard cuts deep 

into Salter’s backside. 

It only took thirty seconds to turn the lad’s creamy-

smooth buttocks into raw meat. Springer was a master 

headmaster; he laid parallel stokes from the top of the 

backside near the spine, across the fleshy globes, into the sit-

spot where the bum meets the thighs and then into the thighs 

themselves. For good measure, he laid the final stroke 

diagonally across the others so it smashed through rapidly-

forming welts, making them bleed at the points of 

intersection. 

Salter took his twelve strokes impeccably; it was as if 

he had been doing this all his life. 
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The headmaster left the lad over the back of the chair; 

he was not yet ready to allow him to go. He admired his 

handiwork; the lad’s backside was clearly on fire; it was 

covered in welts as thick as his finger. The throbbing pain 

would be excruciating, the headmaster hoped. 

“You may get up, now.” 

Salter eased himself off the chair; his face was almost 

as red as his backside. 

“Get dressed,” the headmaster walked over to his desk, 

opened the drawer and extracted the pen and Punishment 

Book. While still standing, he wrote an entry in his 

immaculate handwriting: 

3 June. Keynes. 12. Attempted theft. 

He replaced the book and turned around to see Keynes, 

grinning wildly, bouncing up and down rubbing his buttocks 

exaggeratedly. 

“Wow! That was a humdinger! No a bum-stinger!” 

The headmaster beamed back as the lad fell to his 

knees, unzipped Springer’s trousers and plunged inside. 

 

 

6. In the chill of the night 

 

CLINT CHAPMAN WOKE up with a start and an aching 

bladder. If he did not get to a toilet very soon he would have 

an embarrassing accident. 

Geoff Dawson lay beside him; breathing heavily; in a 

deep sleep. This would be tricky, Clint was pinned against 

the wall; Geoff blocked his way. It was a single bed; no more 

than a child’s size really. There was no alternative; he would 

have to climb over the sleeping boy. 
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“War… war … what’s up,” Geoff woke with a start. 

“Sorry, I’ve got to have a whiz,” Clint was already 

climbing over the boy’s body. 

Geoff switched on the table lamp. It was three in the 

morning. 

Clint was out of the bed. “Where are my pants?” He 

was stark naked.  

Geoff ducked under the bedclothes to search for them. 

“Don’t worry. Too late, no time,” and without a stitch 

of clothing on his body, Clint dashed through the door to the 

bathroom. 

With his bladder emptied and his penis dutiful rinsed, 

Clint felt much calmer. Now, he could return to the eighteen-

year-old schoolboy tucked up in bed. Clint’s penis perked at 

the prospect of another round of hot sex with the blond boy 

who waited for him. 

He opened the bathroom door. 

“Who the hell are you? What are you doing in my 

house?” There was a commanding figure, tall, grim, stiff-

backed, wrapped in a woollen dressing gown, standing on 

the landing. 

Clint blinked in the poor light at the man who was now 

blocking his pathway. The man’s moustache bristled as his 

steely-grey eyes burned into Clint’s body. 

Clint’s face brightened to the colour of beetroot and he 

placed his hands strategically in front of his dangling 

privates. 

“Are you a burglar?” 

Clint’s grinned sardonically and shrugged his shoulders 

as if to say: “A burglar? Naked like this?” 
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“I’m a friend of Geoff’s, from school,” he said 

unconvincingly. He was no schoolboy. 

The man in the dressing gown, realising his own urgent 

need to answer a call of nature, pushed his way into the 

bathroom. 

Moments later, Clint back in the bedroom, recounted 

his chance meeting in the hallway. 

“Shit! That’s my father. What did you say?” 

“I told him I was a schoolfriend.” 

“Do you think he believed you?” 

Clint wanted to ask: “Would you?” but knew this would 

upset the boy. 

There was no chance of more sex that night; Clint was 

certain of that. He delved under the bedclothes, retrieved his 

mauve bikini briefs and wriggled into them. 

“It’s freezing!” He shuddered to emphasise the point, as 

if Geoff would not believe him. Then he climbed over the 

boy and resumed his place in the narrow bed, squashed up 

between the eighteen-year-old and the wall. 

The light was off and they were both snuggling under 

the blankets, when the door swung open. The man in the 

dressing table, his jaw set in a fierce scowl, thundered into 

the room. 

He switched on the light. “What’s going on?” he 

demanded. “Who the hell are you?” his purple face 

betraying the fury he felt. 

Clint smiled wanly and waved hello. 

“Who is this?” the furious father stormed across the 

small room to stand by the bed. It looked like at any moment 

he might drag Clint from beneath the blankets. 
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Geoff was breathlessly trying to remain calm. His 

whizzing heartbeat was sending blood coursing through his 

veins. He desperately hoped he did not look as guilty as he 

felt. 

“This is Clint, he’s a friend from school,” even as the 

words escaped his lips, he knew his lie would not be 

believed. 

Geoff’s father knew how to intimidate a boy. He had 

many years of practice as the headmaster of King Egbert’s 

Grammar School. If he chose to do so he could reduce the 

most unruly teenager to jelly. He leaned into the bed, “Get 

out now! You are going home!” 

Terrified by this imposing man, Clint pulled the 

blankets tight across his chest and tried to hide behind the 

slender body of his companion. 

“But father,” Geoff had never called him dad, “it’s the 

middle of the night, the buses have stopped running.” 

“Pah!” Mr. Dawson’s explosion sent shudders through 

both boys. 

“Get out of bed now. At once. This instance,” he 

directed his anger at Clint. 

Relieved that he was now wearing his underpants and 

his penis was once again soft, Clint rose from the bed, 

climbed across Geoff, and stood alongside Dawson. 

“Here put this on,” he scooped up a shirt discarded 

earlier in haste on the carpet and thrust it at Clint. “Come 

here!” 

Geoff was transfixed with terror. His father was a 

strong man and there was no telling what he might do. 

Taking Clint by the hair he marched him from the room 

on to the landing, and still holding a tight grip on the hapless 
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intruder, Mr. Dawson opened an airing cupboard and took 

out two blankets. 

Then he trudged Clint down the stairs to the lounge. 

“Here take these,” he stabbed the blankets into Clint’s 

chest. “You are sleeping on the sofa. And don’t you dare 

leave this house until I have dealt with you in the morning!” 

Clint, shivering with more than the cold of the early 

winter’s morning, watched eyes blazing as the man in the 

dressing gown, stormed from the room and ascended the 

stairs two at a time in his determination to sort out his son. 

Geoff, who had been standing on the top landing while 

his father berated his lover, dashed back into bed at the 

sound of his father’s furious footsteps. 

The door burst open once again. Geoff fully expected 

his father to be brandishing one of his school canes. 

“Now tell me what’s going on!” he thundered. 

Geoff, although relieved that his backside was spared 

imminent assault, sat terrified on the bed. 

“He … he … he’s a friend from school,” he could 

hardly get the words out. He was not a dishonest boy by 

nature and the deception he was playing was tearing him 

apart. 

“He missed his last bus, so he was staying the night,” 

he trailed off, before adding as an afterthought, “That’s all. 

Really.” 

Then, feeling an urgent need not to lapse into silence, 

he said, “We were sleeping top to tail.” 

His father exploded. “Don’t you dare lie to me! I know 

what’s going on.” Mr. Dawson was as terrified as his son, 

but for entirely different reasons.  



46 

 

“I’m not lying. Honestly, I’m not,” tears were welling 

up in Geoff’s eyes. 

His father’s eyes blazed. He was barely in control. 

“Do you want me to come over there and inspect the 

sheets for stains!” 

Even as the words left his lips, Mr. Dawson despised 

his own crudity. 

Geoff’s breathing hardened. That would be a 

humiliation too far. He manoeuvred his bottom slightly to 

move it away from a damp patch. 

Mr. Dawson, realising he was losing control, stormed 

towards the door, but he saw Clint’s jeans on the floor, so 

scooped them up: that would prevent any escape during the 

night, he thought. 

From the door he thundered back at Geoff. “It’s late; 

I’ll deal with you in the morning!” 

Tears flowed freely. “Deal with” him. His father was a 

headmaster; Geoff knew exactly what “deal with” him 

meant. King Egbert’s was a traditional school: traditional 

lessons, traditional sports and traditional discipline. 

The next morning Dawson’s anger had not lessened. He 

followed his usual morning routine and by seven o’clock, 

showered and shaved and unannounced, he burst through the 

lounge room door to confront Clint. 

The young man had not slept, his mind in turmoil 

imagining the ordeal that awaited him. He played out every 

possible scenario and before breakfast time was over he 

expected to be locked away in a police cell. 

“Tell me: who are you?” Dawson barked. 

“A friend of Geoff’s. From school.” 
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“Nonsense,” Dawson had expected the lie. “I saw your 

ID in your jeans.” 

Clint blanched. The truth was out. He could already feel 

the handcuffs on his wrists. 

“You are a civil servant. You’re twenty-six. Nearly 

twenty-seven,” Dawson’s eyes darkened. 

“My son is eighteen years old …” he let the sentence 

trail off, unable to finish it. But the meaning was clear 

enough. Clint the older man had seduced his child and had 

his wicked way with him. The age of consent for 

homosexuals was twenty-one and Clint was in deep trouble. 

The room fell silent. Clint knew it was useless to argue. 

Dawson would never believe that Geoff had been a more 

than willing partner. He would not want to know that Geoff 

had come on to him outside Barnaby’s, a well-known gay 

haunt in town. And, he certainly would not want to hear that 

his sweet innocent son Geoffrey was gaining a reputation 

around Brocklehurst as a great lay. He loved to suck cock 

and he was very good at it. 

All of this was left unsaid. Clint had no choice. When 

the police heard what had happened, he would be the 

perpetrator, the sex-fiend, the older man who had sexually 

assaulted a child. He vaguely knew it was statutory rape or 

something. He was on his way to jail and for a very long 

time. 

“I should call the police!” Dawson still found it 

impossible to speak at a normal volume. But he made no 

movement towards the telephone. 

Clint stared impassively from beneath his blankets. 

It was a bluff. Dawson had no intention of calling the 

police. He hated this handsome man who had slept with his 
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son, but if the police were involved the events of last night 

would become a public scandal. It would ruin Geoff’s life 

and the headmaster would become a laughing stock among 

the boys at school. 

Another course of action was required, and Dawson 

knew exactly what he wanted to do. 

“I should call the police, but I am not entirely sure that 

is the best solution,” Dawson was starting to sound like the 

headmaster that he was. 

Clint’s sense of relief was pictured in the young man’s 

bright open face. He was to be spared the law, but he knew 

this was not yet over. 

“Stand up!” It was a command. 

Without question, Clint pushed the blankets to one side 

and rose from the sofa. Dawson eyed the young man up and 

down. In his time he had seen many naughty boys stand 

before him, but none were dressed only in a yellow t-shirt 

and mauve bikini briefs. 

“Fold up those blankets. Neatly!” Clint had started to 

bunch them up but stopped and took care to fold them into 

four quarters of equal length. 

Satisfied at Clint’s obedience, Dawson was ready to 

move on. 

“Stand there, boy!” he pointed to a spot on the carpet in 

the middle of the room. 

Clint did as instructed. 

Dawson lectured the twenty-six-year-old. He was a 

headmaster of many years’ experience and he had many 

sermons prepared, suitable for any occasion. Clint stood 

motionless, like generations of naughty schoolboys before 
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him staring down at the floor, unwilling to meet the eye of 

his persecutor. 

On and on, Dawson preached. He talked about 

responsibility, cleanliness and manliness. He told Clint he 

was irresponsible. He needed to control himself. He needed 

to set an example. 

It was a new sensation for Clint, who sometimes 

believed he had been around the block a few times. He felt 

his cock stir as the dressing-down from the powerful, 

commanding, older man went on and on. 

Still staring at his feet, Clint swiftly moved his hands in 

front of his crotch, hoping the headmaster had not seen his 

stirrings. The bikini briefs fitted so snuggly nothing could be 

hidden. 

Dawson had not noticed. He did not have the slightest 

interest in this young man’s private parts; he had a different 

part of Clint’s anatomy in his sights. 

At last, the sermon was over. 

Clint had not been expecting what happened next. 

Dawson walked through the door and returned within 

seconds. In his hand was a large school cane. He swished it 

through the air to demonstrate its whippiness and then he 

wobbled it in front of Clint’s face. 

Clint had never seen a school cane before. This one was 

more than three feet in length and as thick as a pencil. Close 

up he could see how the yellow colour deepened at one end. 

If he had a mind to, he could have counted the ridges along 

the length of the rattan rod. For some reason that he could 

not understand, he was transfixed by the cane’s crook 

handle.  

The front of his bikini briefs tightened further. 
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Dawson had beaten many backsides over the years. He 

had his own rituals for such occasions. Usually, once he had 

completed the sermon, he went straight to the action. The 

boy was ordered to bend over and the thrashing commenced. 

That morning was to be no different. Dawson had the 

arrogance of all headmasters. It did not occur to him that 

there might be something unusual about the situation he had 

engineered. He had decided to beat the boy’s backside and 

the boy’s backside would be beaten. 

Clint’s heart was racing. It was obvious where this was 

leading. The headmaster was going to cane his bottom as if 

he were one of his thirteen-year-old grammar schoolboys: 

and Clint wanted him to. 

The young man had never been interested in corporal 

punishment. He knew it turned on some of his friends and 

he had heard that Geoff was not averse to taking money to 

go across the knees of an older man for a bare-bottomed 

spanking. But not Clint. Yet, now, at the point that this older, 

dominant man was wobbling a cane in his face, he could not 

wait to show him his arse. He was, quite literally, bursting 

for it to happen. 

Dawson knew none of this. In his world a boy about to 

be caned awaited his fate with trepidation. Even the boys 

who made regular trips across the back of his study armchair 

or desk feared the sting of the rod. No matter how stoical 

they tried to appear on the outside, inside they were in 

turmoil. 

That was how he imagined Clint was at the moment he 

barked his order, “Bend over that sofa boy!” 

Unnecessarily, since there was only one in the room, he 

swished the cane in the direction of the sofa. 
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Clint blushed deep red. Did this middle-aged man really 

intend to whip him with a school cane? 

“Quickly, I have other things to attend to this morning!” 

Yes, he did indeed intend to beat his backside, Clint 

concluded. And, as he walked forward and placed himself 

face down over the back of the sofa, he conceded, he wanted 

to let him do it. 

This was a new experience for the headmaster. Usually, 

his target was contained within smart grey flannels: short 

trousers for the younger boys and long ones for the seniors. 

Very occasionally the trousers would be bunched at the 

boy’s ankles and he was offered buttocks enclosed in tight 

white underpants. 

This was the first time Dawson had whipped his cane 

into mauve bikini briefs.  

“Legs further apart, boy. Keep your head low down in 

the cushion!” 

Dawson noticed for the first time that Clint’s body was 

muscular and gym-honed. Stretched as they were across the 

sofa, his buttocks appeared to be completely devoid of fat: 

they were buns of steel. The briefs hardly covered the young 

man’s cheeks and Dawson could see they were completely 

hairless, as were his legs. 

Dawson saw all this, but was not interested in the boy’s 

beauty. Dawson had a duty to perform and he was going to 

do it. 

A cane had never been close to Clint’s buttocks before 

and nor had any other instrument of corporal punishment. 

Now, his buttocks were offered up to this older, powerful 

man to do with as he wished. Clint had offered his arse up 

before, sometimes to a complete stranger, but Dawson had 
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no desire to part Clint’s cheeks and enter him. He wanted to 

rip them to shreds. And he did.  

He had never thrashed a boy so savagely in his entire 

career in school-mastering. The bikini briefs were useless. 

Within seconds twelve deep red lines criss-crossed his 

cheeks. Clint howled as the first cut bit deep into his 

muscular arse and he did not stop yelling and screaming 

until long after the headmaster laid down his cane. 

Upstairs, in his bedroom Geoff buried his head under 

the bedclothes, unsuccessfully trying to hide away from the 

events taking place in the lounge. Clint was being put 

through it. And in a few moments, it would be Geoff’s turn. 

At school, once a thrashing was over, another of the 

rituals took place. Ceremoniously, an entry would be written 

in the punishment book, the beaten boy would sign his name, 

and with that done, he would be dismissed, often still in great 

distress, from the study. 

There was no punishment book to be signed this time, 

but the headmaster wanted the boy out of his sight and out 

of his house quickly. 

Leaving Clint still jumping up and down on the spot 

trying fruitlessly to rub away the agony from his throbbing 

bottom, Dawson went to his own bedroom to fetch the man’s 

jeans. Then he burst into Geoff’s room (he was incapable 

ever of entering his son’s room quietly) and gathered up the 

rest of Clint’s clothes. 

“I want you dressed and in my study in five minutes,” 

it was a stern command. 

When Dawson reappeared downstairs, Clint had 

regained some of his composure. His face glistened with 

tears, but he had wiped most of the snot from his face. He 
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was breathing more evenly and his heart rate had reduced 

nearly to normal. 

“Get dressed,” Dawson threw the clothes on the floor. 

“Get out of my house!” 

Clint did not need to be told a second time. He was 

through the front door inside a minute. The ache in his arse 

was intense as he hobbled down the street towards the bus 

stop. He was grateful the bus driver did not ask why he was 

standing when so many empty seats were available. 

Mr. Dawson’s study at home was nothing like the one 

at St Edgar’s Grammar School. That was wood panelled 

with a huge oak desk and padded armchairs. His study at 

home was more modest; it was a spare bedroom with a 

modern metal desk and a low-backed tub chair. It was a 

small room, but quite large enough for Mr. Dawson to swing 

his cane. 

Geoff was quick out of bed on his father’s order. He 

was in enough trouble over last night he did not want to 

compound that by disobeying his father. 

Although it was Saturday, Geoff still had to be at 

school. He did not attend the grammar school where his 

father was headmaster. He had won a scholarship to the 

much grander The Academy, a private school. He was a 

“day boy” although most of the pupils were boarders. Geoff 

resented that he had to return home to his parents at the end 

of each day: the opportunities for sex at night with the 

boarders must be awesome, he imagined. 

In readiness for the classes he would attend later, Geoff 

began to dress himself in his school uniform. He was 

slipping on his grey pullover when he was struck by an idea. 

Until two years previously when he entered the sixth-form 



54 

 

at The Academy he was obliged to wear short trousers. He 

still had them tucked away in a drawer. If he presented 

himself to his father dressed in them it might convince him 

that Geoff was a sweet innocent child who was led astray by 

an older man. 

He stepped into the grey flannel short trousers and 

pulled them up. He had to wriggle a little to get the 

waistband button to fasten, but they just about fitted him, if 

a little too snugly. He admired his reflection in the mirror: 

he saw a shortish, blond-haired boy with an arse to die for. 

He should wear these short trousers one night at The Village, 

the old queens would blow their fuses, he thought. 
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Minutes later he was stood contrite in his father’s study. 

The headmaster was well into his prepared sermon; but it 

was not the same one he had inflicted on Clint. 

“How long have you had these feelings?” he intoned. 

Geoff blushed and kept his eyes downcast at the carpet. 

“Dunno.” 

“There are some things you might not quite understand. 

This friendship you have with Clint,” he said. “It is not, it 

cannot be a good thing. Do you understand?” 

Geoff’s embarrassment was mounting. What was his 

father talking about? 

“Yes, father,” he mumbled, realising that the question 

had not been rhetorical. 

“Feelings such as these are often a by-product of 

growing up. That is not to say they are not wrong. You are 

going through a phase, but this is a serious matter and it must 

be nipped in the bud. Six strokes of the cane, I think should 

sort you out. You understand don’t you Geoffrey?” 

Geoff clenched his jaws tight to stop them gaping. His 

father’s naivety left him gasping. Did he really believe what 

he was saying? Perhaps his father was not after all the font 

of all knowledge, Geoff had supposed him to be. 

When instructed, Geoff bent himself over the low chair. 

He could feel the seat of his short trousers tighten further; 

his buttocks making the perfect target for his father’s cane. 

The eighteen-year-old scrunched his eyes shut, gritted 

his teeth and clenched his cheeks in anticipation of the 

terrible pain to come. 

His father was not quite ready. Many headmasters are 

drama queens and he was no exception. To heighten the 

tension, Dawson took the tail of the boy’s shirt and tugged 
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at it until it was clear of the trousers and part way up the 

boy’s back. It was a freezing morning and Geoff shuddered 

as cold air connected with his bare skin. 

He heard the swish, swish, of the cane as his father took 

up his position and found his aim. 

Six strokes of the cane fell, hard, one after another.  

Every one was a hefty lash; but no sound came from Geoff.  

He rose from the chair, his face pale, and his eyes glinting. 

His father pointed to the door. 

“You may go!” he said harshly. 

 And in silence, Geoff went. 

That evening Clint lay on his bed. Downstairs his 

mother and father were engrossed in a soap opera on the 

television. In his mind, Clint played out his own drama. He 

was in the headmaster’s study at St Edgars’s School. In front 

of him stood Mr. Dawson, dressed in a formal academic 

gown with a mortar-board cap on his head. In his hand he 

flexed a stout, but very supple, crook-handled cane. 

He has been caught wanking with other boys behind the 

bike sheds. The headmaster berates him for his wickedness. 

He is a dirty, dirty, little boy, Dawson scolds wobbling his 

cane in Clint’s face. 

And, we all know what happens to dirty little boys who 

cannot keep their hands to themselves, the headmaster 

preaches. 

Clint is wearing a distinctive green and yellow school 

blazer and his even more distinctive grey short trousers are 

in a puddle at his feet. On the headmaster’s command, Clint 

bends over and touches his toes. 

Swipe! Swipe! Swipe! Swipe! Swipe! Swipe!  
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The headmaster lays on the cane with all the strength of 

his arm, which is considerable. Six terrible swipes bring a 

succession of fearful yells from Clint. 

At about the same time Clint reached for a fistful of 

tissues, Geoff was also at home, on his own bed. 

Certain that the coast was clear and he would not be 

disturbed, he flicked with some melancholy through a porn 

magazine. He wanted to be in The Village, parading outside 

of Barnaby’s in his short trousers. For now, it would have to 

remain a fantasy. He needed to be careful for a while, now 

his father knew his secrets. 

He wriggled a little. The six deep welts across his 

buttocks were still tender to the touch. He made himself 

comfortable and unzipped the front of his jeans. 

Downstairs in the kitchen his father stared forlornly 

through the window into the darkened garden beyond. 

 

 

7. The senior tutor 

 

NINETEEN-YEAR-OLD Liam Thomas stood, hands 

clasped behind his back, feet shuffling slightly, in front of 

the desk. 

Behind it sat the Senior Tutor, a stern man, imperious, 

dressed in a black academic gown. 

The Senior Tutor, Professor Adams, was doing his best 

to ignore the student before him. The professor liked to let 

the boys stew. Leave them to wonder what might happen to 

them. What punishment they might expect. 

The Senior Tutor had seen it all before, but this was a 

new experience for Liam. This was his first time in Prof. 
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Adams’ study. Liam had time to take in the splendour of the 

room. This was an ancient university, one of the best in the 

country, no the world. It had high expectations of its students 

and had centuries of tradition to uphold. 

Liam was like a fish out of water at the university. 

Whereas most of his fellow students had parents in the 

professional classes and had attended expensive fee-paying 

schools, Liam’s father was a factory worker and his mother 

worked in a beauty parlour. He came from a very working 

class, poor area of South Wales. 

“Well, Thomas.” The Senior Tutor had deigned to 

recognise Liam’s presence at last. “What is this all about?” 

It was “all about” Liam being thrown off the philosophy 

course. He had been at the university for more than a year 

now. At first he worked hard, just as he had done to get into 

the university in the first place. But, things had gone 

downhill lately. Girls and beer were to blame mostly. So, 

Liam skipped a few tutorials, handed assignments in late and 

maybe worst of all, the last essay he had delivered was 

clearly plagiarised. 

So, Dr. Abramovich had thrown him off the course with 

the parting words, “Go see the Senior Tutor to discuss your 

options.” 

Soon, Liam would discover that really he had no other 

option but to submit himself to Prof. Adams, the Senior 

Tutor. 

Prof. Adams heard Liam’s story in silence. Liam was 

honest with the Senior Tutor. He admitted he had not worked 

at all this term and had let down himself and Dr. 

Abramovich. 
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Prof. Adams visibly mellowed as he heard this frank 

confession. It was always easier to deal with a boy who 

admitted he was at fault. 

“And what should happen now?” the professor asked. 

Liam stayed silent, shuffling his feet again, staring at 

the carpet. He wasn’t sure if this was a rhetorical question 

that he wasn’t really expected to answer. In any case, if it 

wasn’t rhetorical, he had no answer to give. 

“Well boy?” 

Liam mumbled something about being given another 

chance. He would work harder and so on. Even Liam wasn’t 

convinced by his answer. 

“Not good enough, Thomas.” The professor was not 

going to let him off so lightly. 

“Really, you should be sent down for the rest of the 

term and after your suspension is over we might discuss your 

future again.” 

This was the last thing Liam wanted. His parents had 

scrimped and saved to help him to get to university. Whereas 

most kids in his valley left school at sixteen and went to 

work to bring money into the house, his own parents had 

worked overtime to pay for him to stay on to do A-levels and 

go to university. It would break their hearts if he were sent 

down. 

“There might be an alternative, however,” the professor 

was speaking again. 

Liam’s face brightened, encouraging the Senior Tutor 

to continue. 

“You have worked hard to be at this university Thomas 

and I would not wish to see all that work wasted. But, you 
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need to be punished and the punishment must be 

exemplary.” 

Liam blushed, his face bright red, what was coming 

next? 

“You need a short, sharp shock. Something to pull you 

up sharp. Something to help you to mend your ways.” 

Liam’s heart was racing now. 

“I could administer a sound thrashing.” 

Liam’s jaw visibly dropped. 

“You will take twelve strokes of the cane on your 

underpants, bent over that sofa,” he nodded to a leather 

couch that was just behind Liam.  

Suspension or a beating: those were the options. Liam 

had never been caned in his life. Not even spanked. He 

couldn’t even remember being slapped as a very small child. 

What the hell would a “sound thrashing” with a cane on his 

pants be like? 

But suspension from the university was out of the 

question. He really had no option. 

“Well, what’s it to be Thomas?” 

All the saliva had drained from Liam’s mouth and he 

could barely get the words out, “The caning please.” 

“The caning please, SIR,” the professor snapped back. 

“The caning please, Sir.” 

The Senior Tutor rose from his chair and went to a 

second desk where he opened a long drawer. Liam couldn’t 

see exactly what the professor was doing, but he heard a 

rustle of canes as the professor chose the rod he would use 

to whip him. 

The professor extracted a rattan with a curved handle. 

He swished it in the air two or three times to get its measure. 



61 

 

Satisfied that it was the perfect implement to thrash Liam, 

the professor closed the drawer. 

Liam was transfixed. Not only had he never been caned, 

he had never even seen a cane before. This was an 

impressive instrument, dark yellow in colour and maybe 

three feet in length. The Senior Tutor swished it once again, 

deliberately trying to intimidate Liam. 

“Stand by the sofa.” It was a simple command made 

with authority.  

Liam must have been in a trance. Later, when he tried 

to recall his encounter with the professor, there were large 

parts that he simply could not remember. 

Professor Adams watched in silence as Liam walked to 

the couch and stood four feet from it. 

“Closer boy.” Of course, Liam realised, he couldn’t 

stretch across the back of the couch from this distance. He 

shuffled forward a little. 

The professor held the cane in his right hand, ready to 

do his duty. “Take down your trousers.” 

Blood was rushing through his veins and his temples 

were throbbing, but Liam obeyed. He fumbled with the 

buckle of his wide leather belt and snapped open the clasp. 

Then he undid the button at the waist. The weight of the belt 

helped his corduroy trousers slip down revealing his bright 

red underpants. Liam undid the zip fly and the trousers fell 

to his knees. 

“Bend over,” the professor touched the back of the 

couch with his cane. 

Liam hesitated. Was he really going to let this man 

thrash him with a cane?  
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“Quickly!” The professor snapped the cane against the 

couch again. 

Liam took a deep breath and lowered himself across the 

couch. It was the perfect size for a teenager to bend over. 

Liam stretched his arms in front of him, grasping the front 

edge of the couch tightly. 

 

 
 

Better by far to deal with the problem this way. 

Prof. Adams stood to Liam’s left, extended his cane and 

tap, tap, tapped it against the student’s right buttock. Then 
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with a swift movement he swung the cane back, beyond 

shoulder height and lashed it into his underpants. 

“Legs further apart boy.” Liam did as he was told. 

Prof. Adams stood cane in hand, observing the scene. 

He did not enjoy beating boys, he told himself.  

He watched as Liam, breathing heavily, clenched his 

buttocks together in anticipation of the next lash. 

The Senior Tutor believed it was his duty to deliver 

sound thrashings to his wayward students. It was for their 

benefit. A short, sharp shock would bring them to their 

senses. The alternative was to ruin their studies, their future 

careers and ultimately, perhaps, their entire lives. 

Liam shrieked as the cut hit home. It was involuntary; 

he hadn’t meant to do it. His body writhed in pain and he 

jumped up hopping from foot to foot, rubbing his backside 

vigorously. 

“Get back over!” there was real anger in the professor’s 

voice. “If you stand up again, we shall start the punishment 

all over again. This time on your bare backside.” 

Reluctantly, slowly, painfully, Liam positioned himself 

once again over the back of the couch. 

Slash!!! The second cut bit deep into Liam. A white line 

appeared across the student’s tight red underpants and the 

professor knew that beneath the cotton a deep welt had 

formed. 

Thwack!! Thwack!! Thwack!! Three cuts fell one after 

the other with no time for respite. Liam yelled each time the 

cane hit home. Tears were flowing down his cheeks. He did 

not know how to cope with this thrashing.  

His knuckles were white as he clutched the couch for 

dear life. 
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Prof. Adams saw Liam’s pain, but he felt no reason to 

let up. He had a duty to perform and he was going to do it. 

He had beaten many students over the years and he knew 

that once thrashed very few ever came back for more. This 

punishment, however harsh and unusual some people might 

see it, actually worked. He had the evidence.  

He lashed down cut number six. Liam’s howling did not 

let up. It was so intense it could probably be heard all over 

town, if the professor hadn’t had the foresight many years 

ago to have his study sound-proofed. 

The Senior Tutor paused as he reached half way in the 

punishment. He stepped forward and gently pulled at the 

elastic waistband of Liam’s underpants. For a split second 

the boy thought the professor was going to pull them down 

and deliver the final six on the bare. That wasn’t fair; he had 

kept his part of the bargain and had kept down across the 

back of the couch. 

But, the professor was only inspecting the damage. He 

could see six thick, deep welts in Liam’s buttocks. His aim 

had been perfect, even though the boy had been writhing 

most of the time. Blood was beginning to seep from the 

wounds. 

The professor snapped back the elastic and ran his hand 

across both buttocks, smoothing the cotton so it became a 

second skin. Liam winced in pain as the man’s hand 

connected with his wounds. 

Stepping back, the professor raised the cane and 

continued with the thrashing. Blows seven, eight and nine 

fell in quick succession. Poor Liam gagged as tears and snot 

cascaded down his chin. His whole body was wracked in 

pain. 
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Whack! Whack! Whack! Then it was over. The 

professor quietly laid his cane on his desk. Liam was 

sobbing uncontrollably into the cushion of the couch, his 

whole body heaving as he gasped for air. 

“Stand up Thomas.” It was a quiet instruction, devoid 

of anger. It was over. The boy had submitted to his 

punishment. Not well, but he had taken it. 

Liam raised himself from the couch unsteadily. He 

almost fell as he tried to stand in front of the professor. 

“Get dressed.”  

Liam was distraught. He couldn’t stop the sobs. His 

backside was raw. The red pants camouflaged the blood that 

was oozing from his wounds. His backside throbbed with a 

pain the like he had never experienced. Liam tried to rub at 

his bottom, but realised that the merest touch increased the 

pain, it didn’t relieve it. 

He bent down to retrieve his trousers from his ankles. 

Even that small effort stretched the skin across his buttocks 

and sent another shock wave of pain through him. With 

some difficulty Liam zipped and buckled himself up. 

The professor went to his desk drawer and retrieved a 

box of paper handkerchiefs. He offered the box to the boy. 

Liam grabbed a handful of tissues and wiped away the 

mucus from his face. He was beginning to regain some 

measure of control. 

“When you have composed yourself, please go to Dr. 

Abramovich and with my compliments tell her you have 

received a thrashing and ask her if she will kindly consider 

reinstating you on her philosophy course.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” Liam replied and turned to leave, his 

university career saved. 
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8. Performance review 

 

LUCAS HODGES STOOD rooted. He wanted to get his 

legs to move, but they would not obey the command from 

his brain. He knew he must submit to his boss; not to do so 

would be unthinkable. The wretched man had complete 

control over him. Lucas was powerless. He must do what 

Mr. Riley wanted; however perverted it might be. 

There was sweat beneath Lucas’s crisp white shirt; but 

the room was cold. Snow continued to fall and settle on the 

pavement five storeys below the spacious office where Mr. 

Riley and he stood. Lucas breathed deeply: in, out. In, out. 

He must regain the use of his legs. With tremendous effort 

he got the right foot to move; then with a willpower he never 

knew he possessed, the left foot followed it. 

Like a penguin, Lucas shuffled a few paces across the 

office. Slowly, he reached the spot indicated by Mr. Riley 

and he stood, knees slightly bent. He could not stomach to 

see his tormentor, the ugly, pot-bellied vile creature, so he 

cast his eyes down and studied the plush new deep-pile 

carpet beneath his feet. 

The sweat was oozing. The back of his neck was damp 

and his closely cut ginger hair was soaking, like he had just 

stepped out of the shower. A moustache of moisture smeared 

his upper lip. 

Mr. Riley said nothing; but he was not silent. Air 

escaped between his lips. That was the old man’s default 

position. He always wheezed; even at times like this when 

he was rested in a deeply-padded leather couch. Later, when 

he put Lucas through his paces, Mr. Riley’s breathing and 
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blood pressure would take off into orbit. But that was for the 

future. 

Lucas could not stop his hands from trembling. He 

bunched his palms into fists and held then rigidly beside the 

side of his body. Then he clenched the two hands together, 

interlocking his fingers and gripped them tightly behind his 

back. But, however he held them, the quaking would not 

stop. 

Mr. Riley ogled the twenty-two-year-old purchasing 

assistant. Lucas Hodges had never been summoned before 

him in this way before. According to the boy’s personnel 

record he had been with Asperton’s for four years; ever since 

he left school and just before the new government-inspired 

apprenticeship scheme came into force. Technically, Mr. 

Riley was not permitted to treat him as an apprentice. 

Technically, schmechnically, Mr. Riley did not give a hoot. 

The boy was in no position to complain. He would submit 

to Mr. Lucas’s authority; or he could take his chances with 

the millions of unemployed slowly starving to death in dark 

corners of the nation. 

Mr. Riley did not know Lucas, but he had seen him in 

the office canteen at lunchtimes and had admired the boy’s 

lithe figure when he stretched across the pool table to reach 

a difficult shot. The boy’s tailored suit trousers would hug 

the contours of his firm round buttocks, affording Mr. Riley 

a perfect view of his adorable arse. An arse, Mr. Riley 

fervently hoped, he would have the pleasure of enjoying at 

closer quarters one day in the privacy of his office. 

Mr. Riley shuffled through a file on his lap: Lucas 

Hodge’s monthly performance review. Tasks had not been 
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completed, deadlines had been missed and invoices had 

been left unprocessed for days. 

In the modern day, at Asperton’s such behaviour would 

be dealt with in only one way. No excuses; no mitigation. 

Events had to take their course. 

 

 
It was a large padded leather armchair. As Lucas 

swivelled it round so that its back pointed towards him, he 

saw the clear indentation in the chair’s crown. In the past 

few years, since the new employment laws had been in 

force, countless young men had contributed to its making; 

their heavy bodies pressing down into the soft leather. The 

channel was so well established that each new boy 

instinctively rested himself into the groove. The office 
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workers required to submit their rear ends to Mr. Riley found 

it was surprisingly comfortable, but of course what 

happened once they were ready was far from that. 

The chair now in place, Lucas stepped back, his 

quaking hands once again grasped behind his back as he 

awaited further instructions. 

Mr. Riley was not ready yet. He hauled his clammy 

bulk from the couch, leaving behind a patch of moisture 

where his flabby buttocks had seeped sweat into the seat 

cushion. Wheezing, he staggered across the huge office, and 

rested beside an enormous desk, which appeared to be made 

of metal and glass. Drawing great gulps of air into his lungs, 

Mr. Riley pulled at a wide drawer running the length of the 

desk. 

Lucas had never been in this office before, but 

instinctively he knew what was contained within the drawer. 

Mr. Riley delved his hand inside and a rattling sound from 

within confirmed the young man’s direst suspicions. Within 

seconds Mr. Riley had seized and withdrawn a long, thin, 

whippy cane. The old man’s face glowered puce as he held 

the instrument of punishment between his two hands and 

flexed it thoughtfully.  

Lucas had never seen a cane before and could not tell 

whether the specimen before him was an especially mild or 

a vicious example. When his boss, still gasping for breath, 

swished it three or four times through the empty air, 

however, Lucas knew it was a mightily effective rod that 

would take his arse off. 

For a moment, it seemed to Lucas, Mr. Riley was about 

to have a seizure. The ugly man’s heavy puce face was 

suffused with blood. The veins stood out on his forehead and 
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temples like purple roots. His noisy breathing calmed to 

almost nothing so that Lucas could not be sure that he was 

breathing at all. 

Then, as if suddenly awakening from a deep sleep, Mr. 

Riley spun on his heels to face Lucas. Then from half way 

across the office, he wobbled the cane at the petrified boy, 

and whispered, “Stand behind the chair.” 

All the while he had been in the office with Mr. Riley 

Lucas had tried to devise a plan. He had two choices. One 

was to tell the pervert to shove his cane where the sun 

doesn’t shine and to walk out of the office. That was no 

choice. Before the hour was over, Lucas would be dismissed 

from the company. Destitution would follow; for himself 

and his parents and younger sisters who were forced to 

survive on his salary. 

The second choice: the only choice really, was to 

submit to whatever Mr. Riley demanded. If Lucas could 

close off his brain in some way, to block out what the 

revolting man was doing to him, he could get through it. He 

faced a dreadful ordeal, but it would not kill him. 

So, Lucas shuffled back to the chair. 

Mr. Riley spoke in a whisper, as if each word had to be 

clutched from his throat. His mouth was full of saliva, “Take 

down your trousers and undergarments and bend over the 

chair.” 

Lucas tried to unbuckle his belt, but his fingers at first 

refused to comply with the instructions of his brain. After 

much fumbling, it was loose. It was easier to unfasten his 

smart city-style suit trousers and pull the zipper. The 

trousers slipped down his pale legs and settled at his shins. 
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Lucas was not a shy man; he played a lot of sports and 

was very comfortable undressing in the company of men. 

But this time, he felt a wave of embarrassment sweep 

through him. It was Mr. Riley’s google-eyed stare that did 

it. His piggy hazel eyes popped out on stalks at the sight of 

Lucas in his tight-fitting boxer briefs. The cotton clung to 

the boy’s buttocks and thighs and even from a distance it 

was evident that Lucas’s cock and balls were an exceptional 

size. 

“Wheeze, wheeze …. Undergarments down, wheeze, 

wheeze …” 

Looking back on this experience, Lucas supposed he 

had never despised anybody in his entire life as he did Mr. 

Riley at that moment. Would any right-minded person 

blame him if he took a paperknife from the desk and stabbed 

the revolting man through the throat? Alas, for Lucas, the 

law courts did not comprise reasonable people and he would 

soon find himself on death-row if he did. 

So, Lucas sent his boxer briefs to meet his trousers. Mr. 

Riley would have liked to see more of Lucas’s uncut penis 

and his dangling ball sack, but the young man took a deep 

breath, rubbed the palms of his hands together to steady his 

nerves and like dozens (possibly hundreds) of his fellow 

workers before him, he settled himself into the channel over 

the back of the chair. 

The armchair was the perfect height for young men to 

prostrate themselves across to offer up their arses. He fitted 

rather well with his stomach comfortably resting in the 

groove and his arms stretched out ahead of him clutching 

onto the cushion. In this position, his face rested close to seat 

back and he breathed in the heavy scent of Brut 33 splash-
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on lotion. Behind him his legs were parted and his knees 

held straight, offering a wonderful target to Mr. Riley and 

his whippy cane. 

Mr. Riley took hold of the tail of Lucas’s shirt and 

pushed it up his back, revealing an area of pale white skin. 

From this vantage the boss could see right into the boy’s 

crack. There was not a hair to be seen, it was as if Lucas’s 

entire body was hairless, virginal. 

Lucas’s bottom was slightly raised and nothing would 

impede the cane, shiny and whippy in Mr. Riley’s right 

hand. He tapped it, impatiently, against his own left hand 

and then placed it gently across the centre of the boy’s 

buttock cheeks. Lucas squirmed and instinctively turned his 

head. His bottom involuntarily twitched and Mr. Riley, his 

face now a deep purple, tapped the cheeks again as if to say, 

keep still and let my cane do its work.  

Then, the cane thwipped down across the centre of 

Lucas’s pale backside. It was not a vicious stroke: Mr. Riley 

liked to see a boy’s buttocks bounce under the impact of his 

cane leaving a vivid red line to slowly emerge across the 

surface of his skin. It hurt the boy, he sucked in his breath 

and closed his teeth tightly. He gripped the seat cushion 

firmly and waited for swipe number two. 

When it came, impacting the lower part of the cheeks 

close to where they meet with the thigh, Lucas gasped and 

lifted his left leg slightly as if to ease the pain but, other than 

that, there was no movement and there was no sound. Lucas 

had never been caned in his life and had no real idea how 

much it should hurt, but instinct told him that Mr. Riley was 

not delivering him a whipping. 
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The stroke had been clean and true, but not too hard, 

and as it echoed around the office another clear red line 

painted itself across the centre of the upturned cheeks. The 

pulsating soreness spread across Lucas’s shapely bottom. 

"Uh!" Another sharp cut, lower this time, thwacked 

across Lucas’s round buttocks making his entire body 

shudder. Lucas felt his eyes begin to moisten as another 

stroke cut into his bottom, higher than the others. 

From his place face down over the chair, Lucas could 

not see Mr. Riley reach into his own trouser pocket and take 

a large blue-and-white-spotted kerchief which he used to 

mop up copious amounts of perspiration from his face and 

neck.  

The delay set Lucas’s mind racing as he wondered was 

happening back there. Was Mr. Riley wavering; was his 

limited strength giving out on him? 

The cloth was sopping wet when Mr. Riley returned it 

to his pocket and took up his station to thwip another stroke 

across Lucas’s, by now, red and sore buttocks. 

"Eekk!" that one cut into the centre of Lucas’s tigh rear. 

He began to move a hand back towards his sore bottom then, 

because he knew some unwritten law would not allow this, 

he withdrew it and tucked the hand under his face. 

"Eeekk!!" Again, the slender rattan cane bounced into 

Lucas’s by-now very tender bottom sending a dose of pain 

shooting across his backside and down the backs of his legs. 

He clung to the chair for all he was worth.  Mr. Riley stared 

on, mesmerised by the luscious buttocks, which twitched, 

clenched and unclenched. 

The cane met Lucas’s bare backside with a thump that 

swiftly transformed into a singing bite. A thin line of pain 
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zipped across the apex of his buttocks, and the cane moved 

its attention to the lower section just above the top of the 

thighs. Another thwack hit with lightning speed. It was an 

even deeper, more painful bite, and its momentum pushed 

Lucas’s groin against the edge of the chair. The surface of 

the lush leather cushion clouded over with the hot breath 

propelled from the boy’s lungs. 

Lucas fought back cries and when, eventually, gasping, 

groaning, heaving and writhing, he began to realise that the 

caning was over, that twelve strokes had been cut on his bare 

flesh, and that Mr. Riley was admiring his work of art, he 

flopped over the chair and let the tears run down his face. 

Mr. Riley lowered his cane and rested it on his desk. 

The beating was over. Lucas Hodges slumped across the 

chair back, still gripping the cushion, trying to maintain his 

composure. His buttocks were streaked with livid red weals. 

There were not twelve distinct lines because the whole of his 

rear end was covered with marks the colour of deep 

burgundy. 

“You may get up.” Lucas almost missed the order Mr. 

Riley’s voice was so shallow. The boy dragged himself up 

from the chair. His buttocks were aflame, but already, less 

than a minute after the end of his caning the pain was 

subsiding. Some parts of his once-creamy white buttocks 

would be tender to the touch for some hours to come, but 

mostly the worst was now over. The pain was quickly 

turning to a throbbing and would very soon become a warm 

glow. 

Without waiting for permission, Lucas tugged first his 

boxer briefs and then his trousers over his savaged bottom. 

He was tightening and buckling his belt when with deep 
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shock he realised his ordeal was not yet over. The worst was 

yet to come. 

Mr. Riley was unbuttoning his own trousers revealing 

baggy canary yellow-coloured boxer shorts. A vast belly 

hung over the waistband and even from some yards away 

Lucas could see a red indentation around Mr. Riley’s middle 

where his waist should have been, caused by his tight 

underwear. 

No words were spoken as the boss hitched his fingers 

into his boxers and pulled them down to his shins. The 

physical effort this entailed set off the abhorrent old man’s 

wheezing. Still without speaking, Mr. Riley gestured to 

Lucas to step forward and take his semi-erect cock in his 

mouth.  

Twenty minutes later Lucas was in the office lavatory. 

He could not be sure how much water he had forced down 

inside of him. Gallons and gallons, probably. But still he 

could not get rid of the taste of the filthy old man. In 

desperation he put two fingers down his throat and retched 

and retched. 

 

 

9. The TV repairman 

 

DING, DONG! DING, dong! The front doorbell rang. 

Damn and blast! Sanderson, the aging bachelor, cursed 

silently in the kitchen. He was up to his elbows in flour and 

dough. It must be the television repairman. He’s late; he 

promised to be here hours ago. Workmen, damn them, 

they’re so unreliable. 
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His paying guests had been getting restless without the 

television to watch. He had three of them at present. It was 

a huge house with many spare bedrooms. Why not let them 

out to homeless teenagers? It was his civic duty, Sanderson 

told those who puzzled over the arrangement. 

Worried that the pie he was working on would spoil if 

left too long, he hurried to the door and opened it.  

“Good afternoon sir. I’m Gerald from Acme TV 

Repairs. I’ve come to fix your set.” 

Sanderson hoped he wasn’t gaping. It was an Adonis 

standing before him. He couldn’t be a TV repairman surely; 

he was no more than a boy. 

But he was. There in his hand was an ID card with 

photograph and emblazoned across the breast of the young 

man’s gleaming white shirt was the company name and 

logo. 

“Come in, come in,” Sanderson spluttered. He drank in 

the sight as the repairman brushed past him and entered the 

hallway. He wasn’t very tall, but he had the build of an 

athlete. Muscles bulged under the open-necked shirt and 

Sanderson could tell the boy was probably hairless 

underneath.  

His deep suntanned face emphasised his dazzling white 

teeth and ruby red lips. His light brown hair was closely-

cropped, rather like a US Marine’s, and his opal eyes shone 

when he spoke. 

“The television set is in the study, please come this 

way.” 

Gerald flushed. The “study;” what an evocative word 

that was to him. It conjured images of ancient boarding 

schools. And that meant headmasters’ studies; which meant 
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headmasters in flowing academic gowns, carrying crook-

handled canes. It was only a short step from there to think of 

schoolboys summoned to the study for six-of-the-best.  

As long as he could remember Gerald had fantasised 

about himself dressed as a schoolboy bending over and 

submissively offering up his bottom to be thrashed by a 

headmaster. He avidly read ancient storybooks with names 

like the Hotspur and Wizard that he had discovered on the 

Internet. They featured the adventures of boys in boarding 

schools which often led to a master swiping an ashplant cane 

into the stretched backsides of his naughty pupils. 

Sanderson opened a door and ushered Gerald inside. “If 

you don’t mind I’m in the middle of making a pie. If I don’t 

get back to it, it will spoil.” And, without waiting for a 

response he dashed back to the kitchen. 

Gerald stood just inside the study door. It was so unlike 

rooms in the houses he usually visited. The wall on the left 

side was lined with floor-to-ceiling shelving from the door 

right across to the window, though the last foot or so was 

appeared to be made of oak panels. The shelves were stacked 

with books; it was like being in a library. In the middle of 

the shelves was a tall thin cupboard with a locked door and 

a smoked glass panel. 

There was an unlit open fire and photographs around 

the room. A desk was straight ahead of him and filling up 

the rest of the room were two horsehair armchairs, a couple 

of straight-backed wooden chairs and a padded Chesterfield 

couch. 

Gerald’s eyes rested on the Chesterfield couch. It was 

large, solid and made of black leather. It was exactly like the 

one in a video he loved to watch. A sixth-form schoolboy 
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called Alan had been caught smoking in the lavatories and 

had been taken to the study. There he is ordered, “Take down 

your trousers and bend over the Chesterfield.” Without 

hesitation he pulls his trousers down and lowers himself 

across the arm of the couch. He is wearing tight white 

underpants. Unceremoniously, the schoolmaster takes a 

curve-handled rattan cane and swishes six strokes into the 

boy’s quivering buttocks. 

Gerald loved that scene so much that in bed he jerked 

himself off as he played it over and over again in his head. 

Only this time the boy bent over the Chesterfield, his 

trousers at his ankles and his bum held high, was not Alan it 

was Gerald himself. 

A clock on the bookshelf chimed four o’clock. Oh lor, 

was that the time? Gerald opened his tool box, extracted a 

screwdriver and began to take off the back of the television 

set. 

In the kitchen, Sanderson pounded the pastry with extra 

vigour. He could not get the sight of that young man out of 

his mind. Had he ever seen a boy so gorgeous? His shoulders 

and chest were broad and tapered down to an enviably slim 

waist; his long, athletic legs were crowned by a neat pair of 

buttocks. 

Then there was the uniform he wore. The pale-grey 

immaculately-pressed trousers and gleaming white open-

necked shirt made him look like a senior schoolboy. If he 

wore a striped tie and a blue blazer, he would look like one 

of the sixth-formers at the local school. 

The television set was easily repaired and Gerald was 

ready to go. But where had the old man disappeared to? He 

had no choice; he would have to wait for his return. 
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The Chesterfield was troubling him. He had never seen 

one in real life, let alone bent across it for a caning from a 

headmaster. Even as he stood simply staring at it, he could 

visualize that Alan, the boy in the video, was there with him 

in the room; first he takes down his trousers and then offers 

up his beefy bum for the cane.  

Gerald had fantasized often enough, but he had never 

had the chance to actually experience a caning. Corporal 

punishment had been abolished in schools before he was 

even born and, of course, parents no longer spanked their 

children at home. What he wondered, would it feel like to 

bend over a Chesterfield as if he were a naughty schoolboy? 

Slowly he walked over to the huge couch. His heart 

raced as he stood behind the Chesterfield and realized he 

was the perfect height to drape over its back. If he did that 

and stretched his arms out in front of him with his palms flat 

down on the heavy leather seat his bum would be in the 

perfect position for an imaginary headmaster or maybe a 

head boy to whip a cane across the seat of his trousers. 

He could feel his cock stiffen as he recounted the 

dream. He knew that tonight after this little experience he 

would probably have a humdinger of a wank, imagining 

what it might be like to be beaten in this study across this 

very couch. 

But, wouldn’t his orgasm be even more spectacular if 

he really had been across the couch, head low, bottom high, 

waiting for the punishment to begin? 

Do it Gerald, go ahead do it. He silently dared himself 

to bend over the couch just like he was a naughty boy; just 

as Alan the smoking sixth-former in the video had done. 
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His cock pressed hard against the front of his trousers. 

His penis definitely wanted him to do this. So like all other 

young men, he listened to his dick. Gerald took a deep 

breath, unbuckled his belt, popped the button at the top of 

his trousers, lowered the zipper and let them fall gently down 

to his knees. Then he rubbed his hands together and lowered 

himself across the arm of the couch just like Alan in the 

video. 

Gerald had no way of seeing what he looked like, but 

he knew he was not the picture of Alan because whereas that 

boy wore traditional Y-front underpants, Gerald had on a 

pair of loose-fitting lemon boxer shorts. He could smell the 

old leather of the couch and his erect penis pressed into the 

arm of the couch.  

Gerald closed his eyes and conjured up the image of the 

schoolmaster in the video; the one who gave Alan his six-

of-the-best. Swipe! Gerald visualized the first cut bouncing 

off his taut bottom. Swipe! Number two landed just below 

the first and the imagined pain in his bottom was rising. 

Swipe! The study door opened. “Sorry to have left you 

…” Sanderson breezed into the room full of apologies. He 

stopped dead. There bent across the arm of his Chesterfield 

with his trousers at his knees and his gorgeous arse held high 

was the Adonis. 

“Eh, oh, um, sorry,” Sanderson was speechless. For a 

second he thought he was still in the kitchen baking and this 

was the trial-run for a fantasy he might enjoy in bed later 

that night. 

Gerald sprang to his feet, his face as red as he hoped his 

arse might be after a real thrashing from a headmaster. “I, I, 

well, ermm…” He too was lost for words. 
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The two men stared at each other, both frantically trying 

to find something to say that was coherent. Sheepishly 

Gerald pulled up his trousers and zipped and buckled 

himself up. 

Sanderson once again appraised Gerald. He was one of 

the nicest boys he had ever seen outside of a magazine or 

video. The kid showed a good muscle definition. He checked 

out Gerald’s chest, first noticing the small nipples pointing 

out and then a delicately etched rib cage. Next he looked at 

the belly button; the stomach was flat, not an ounce of fat 

showed. He had already admired the pert buttocks, offered 

up to him only moments previously. It was an arse crying 

out to be spanked. 

Gerald stared back at him. Sanderson had a round face, 

with rather weak jaw line, and white receding hair. He had 

on a shabby cardigan and grey flannel trousers that were a 

bit thin at the knees. 

Sanderson was first to break the silence. He had a jolly 

good idea what was going on and Gerald knew that 

Sanderson knew.  

Sanderson was thinking about his own days as a 

younger man, when people never shared their feelings; and 

of all the opportunities that were lost because he could not 

find a companion with his interests. Only when well into his 

thirties after he had found a mentor did his life really open 

up. If he had learnt anything from those days it was to take 

a chance on life. A little plan was hatching inside his head. 

“Gerald,” he said gruffly, looking the young man 

intimidatingly in the eye. “You promised to visit me this 

morning to fix my television set but you were several hours 

late. What is your explanation?” 
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Gerald flushed uncertain how to respond. Dare he open 

up to the man? 

“Well,” Sanderson intoned. He had some experience 

playing the headmaster in these little games and he was well 

practiced in intimidating little boys. “I’m waiting for an 

explanation, boy.” 

Gerald wriggled a little and stared down at the carpet. 

He had no experience playing the role of a naughty little boy. 

What was happening here came naturally. 

“Speak up boy. Don’t try my patience. It will be the 

worst for you.” 

The truth was that Gerald had skipped off work in the 

middle of the morning to go shopping in town. He was 

looking for a special top to wear at a party at the coming 

weekend, but it had been difficult to find and took longer 

than expected. 

His heart thumped so hard he swore it would burst 

through his chest. Where was this questioning going to lead 

to? 

“I went into town,” he croaked. 

Ah! Now Sanderson had an angle. “You left work 

without permission. You know it is explicitly against the 

rules.” 

Gerald flushed scarlet. Oh Christ! Could this really be 

happening to him? 

“Why did you leave work without permission boy? 

Where did you go?” 

Gerald told him the truth. It had really happened. He 

had really broken the rules: he could get into serious trouble 

if his boss found out. 
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“And, do you think you should be punished for this?” 

Sanderson gave him his get-out-of-jail card. This was 

Gerald’s call; he would decide what should happen next. 

Gerald’s head was spinning wildly; but already he knew the 

answer. 

“Yes, Sir,” he could hardly believe he had plucked up 

the courage to say it. 

Sanderson grimaced. “Right boy, stand there,” he 

barked and pointed to a spot in the middle of the room. 

In a daze, but entirely sure this is what he wanted to 

happen, Gerald shuffled into position. He had a perfect view 

as the older man opened a drawer in his desk and rummaged 

about inside until he found what he as seeking. He emerged 

with a key which he took to the tall cupboard with the 

smoked glass front.  

Gerald’s eyes widened as the cupboard door opened 

revealing two old-fashioned curve-handled school canes, 

just like the ones in the pictures in the Hotspur. 

Sanderson selected one of the canes and swiped it 

through the air. Gerald stared wide-eyed as the swishing 

noise echoed around the study. Sanderson pretended not to 

notice and examined the cane thoughtfully, as if he had 

never before seen it. Feigning dissatisfaction, he returned it 

to the cupboard and removed the second cane and flexed it 

between his hands, as if measuring it up. In truth there was 

hardly any difference between the two. 

Then he  swished it through the air to show the boy what 

it could do. Gerald looked apprehensive, as well he might. 

“Stand by the desk,” he pointed with the cane. Gerald 

moved in the right direction, but stopped short by two or 

three feet. 
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“Right up to the desk, boy.” 

He moved forward a little more. 

Sanderson stood within his eye line, swished his cane 

through the air two or three more times, then tapped it 

against the desk. 

“Bend over.” 

Although he had no personal experience of the cane, 

Gerald knew how it ought to be done: he learnt it from the 

videos he loved so much. With his heart bounding so hard 

he was sure blood would soon pour out of his ears he leaned 

forward, resting his stomach on the desk top with his arms 

stretched to his front and overhanging the end of the desk.  

Two attractive, nicely formed buttocks became fully 

outlined at the top of long slim legs, encased in close fitting 

pale-grey trousers. The trousers had tightened significantly 

around his buttocks, and waves of anxiety mixed with 

excitement ebbed and flowed through him.  

“You are about to learn a very painful lesson young 

man.” Sanderson stood to his side a full cane length from 

him and after bending his knees a little he tapped the tip of 

the cane against the edge of his shapely-moulded left buttock 

cheek.  

Gerald’s cock was at full attention, pressing hard into 

the edge of the desk.  

Sanderson tapped away with his cane, took aim and 

then after drawing his arm back a little, he thwipped the cane 

across both buttocks. Gerald whelped and could feel a thin 

red line appear under his trousers. His blood pressure was 

soaring, rushing to all parts of his body, but especially to his 

groin which was throbbing much more than his backside. 
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Sanderson swished another cut across the very centre of 

Gerald’s finely-sculptured globes; this time a little harder 

than before. Gerald gasped and jerked his head. 

“Feeling that aren’t you boy?” 

“Yes, Sir,” he replied. He felt it and realised he enjoyed 

the sensation of the glowing pain very much. Never before 

in his life, not even when wanking to the most exciting 

corporal punishment videos, had he experienced such sexual 

pleasure. 

Sanderson landed the third and fourth cuts close to the 

previous two. Had Gerald been an experienced receiver of 

the cane, Sanderson would have landed them right on top of 

the first two; but he feared the agony of this might just put 
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the boy off CP for life. Even so, Gerald was jerking his body 

from side to side; a reflex action against the pain. 

Sanderson thwipped down strokes five and six. 

Gerald’s head rose from the desk and he brought his arms 

back so he could bury his face in them. It was over: six 

strokes of the cane. It was nowhere near “six-of-the-best;” 

that (Sanderson fervently hoped) could be reserved for the 

boy’s next visit. 

Gerald was still lying across the desk, unsure what to 

do next. His bottom was sore, but he was not in agony. He 

was a little disappointed; he had expected a caning to hurt 

much more. His cock still throbbed like mad, but he hadn’t 

been able to come. 

“Stand up Gerald.” 

He stood up and Sanderson was able to look him in the 

face. He read his thoughts. 

“Well boy, I hope you have learned your lesson, but if 

you are before me again for any offence, your punishment 

will be much more severe. We’ll see how much you like the 

cane with your trousers at your ankles.” 

Gerald did not reply; he wasn’t sure what he was 

expected to say. The beating had been a little disappointing, 

but next time, he felt sure, it would be awesome. 

“You should leave now Gerald, my paying guests will 

be returning any time now.” 

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.” 

No further words were exchanged that afternoon 

between the two men. Gerald retrieved his tools, returned to 

his van and drove away, passing a youngster on a bicycle at 

the end of the driveway.   
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Sanderson replaced the cane in the cupboard and was 

making his way back to the kitchen when the front door 

opened and James Phipps entered. James was the most 

recent of Sanderson’s lodgers to join the household. He was 

nearly six feet tall and well built. He had thick brown hair 

(overdue for a cut!) and probably had not shaved for a couple 

of days, even though he needed to. 

James was twenty years old and worked at a nearby 

supermarket. Even though his face was suntanned, he clearly 

blanched when he saw Sanderson waiting for him in the 

hallway. 

“Ah, James,” Sanderson beamed. “I was hoping to 

catch you. We have a little unfinished business regarding 

your missed curfew.” 

James thought of arguing, but experience, very painful 

experience, had taught him never to contradict his landlord. 

“Follow me, please,” Sanderson was deceptively 

cordial as he made his way back into his study. 

Miserably, James did as he was asked. As he entered 

the room, Sanderson was already placing one of the straight-

backed chairs into the very centre of the study. Glumly, 

James watched as his landlord strode across the room and 

picked up a bedroom slipper from in front of the open fire. 

Then, Sanderson sat himself down in the chair, spread 

his legs wide and called over to James. 

“Come now, James, you know what is expected.” 
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10. Unfinished business 

 

MR. PERCIVAL AUDREY the headmaster sipped 

thoughtfully on his coffee and nibbled at a Rich Tea biscuit. 

A small story in the local newspaper had caught his 

attention. 

Anthony Hastings, aged 27, had joined a firm of 

solicitors in Idlesea. He was returning to his home town. 

Hastings had been a pupil at King Elthred’s. He had left 

nine years ago and gone on to university. 

Headmasters and elephants never forget. Audrey had 

some unfinished business with Hastings. 

“Mrs. Green,” he called out to his secretary in the next 

room. She bustled into the study, eager as always to please. 

He showed her the newspaper. 

“Please make an appointment for Anthony Hastings to 

report to my study.” 

 

@ 

Anthony Hastings had hardly given King Eldred’s 

Independent Grammar School a second thought from the 

day he had left. Why should he? He had studied at a 

university at the other end of the country and started a new 

life. His parents had retired and moved to France and he had 

never expected to see Idlesea again. Now a qualified 

solicitor, he had been offered a tremendous job at Lloyd, 

Lloyd and Straightmeister, so here he was back in town.  

He walked through the main gate. Across the 

quadrangle was the entrance to the building. The 

headmaster’s study was above that. From this vantage point 
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the “beak” as he was known to generations of boys could 

survey his school. 

People who knew Anthony at school would have called 

him a rather timid child. He studied hard and was a member 

of both the chess and the stamp collecting clubs. He behaved 

himself and was never in trouble.  

This was the first time he had been summoned to the 

headmaster’s study. He was twenty-seven years old, a 

successful professional man, but the call from Audrey had 

not felt like an “invitation:” it was a “summons.” 

“Please arrive at five o’clock,” Mrs. Green had 

instructed. “The school will be finished for the day and Mr. 

Audrey will be able to deal with you then.” 

She had actually said, “Deal with you.” That puzzled 

Anthony. It was probably a slip of the tongue. She had meant 

to say, “Meet with you.”  

He had been so flummoxed by the unexpected call he 

had forgotten to ask the purpose of the meeting.  

He would soon find out. 

Anthony was not surprised that he felt no emotion as he 

walked through the school quadrangle and into the building. 

He had been reasonably happy at the school, but he had 

moved on with his life. Unlike some of his fellow pupils a 

revisit to the school did not ignite painful memories of visits 

to the headmaster’s study. In fact, Anthony supposed he had 

never once had cause to visit the headmaster during his 

whole school career. 

The school seemed deserted. Certainly, Mrs. Green had 

departed for the day. So Anthony tapped lightly on the door 

marked “Headmaster” and waited for the call from within. 

“Enter!” 
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Anthony opened the door. Mr. Audrey was sat at his 

desk, framed by the mullioned window. He wore a flowing 

academic gown over a light grey business suit. His steel grey 

hair was thinning. The headmaster scowled at the sight of 

the young solicitor. 

Anthony stood at the doorway, unsure how to proceed. 

Usually at the start of meetings the host would offer some 

form of greeting. Not so Mr. Audrey. He sat steely-eyed. 

Anthony took the initiative. He walked further into the 

room and sat down on the straight-backed chair in front of 

the desk that was clearly intended for guests. 

“How dare you! You insolent boy!” Mr. Audrey’ 

complexion turned purple as blood vessels across his face 

bulged. 

“Stand up This instance!”   

Anthony shot to his feet, his own face blushing bright 

red. 

“Stand there boy!” Audrey pointed to a spot ahead of 

him. Like all headmasters he was suffused with self-

importance. 

Anthony shuffled his feet. His hands were trembling so 

he clasped them behind his back. 

“You know why I have sent for you!” It was meant to 

be a question, but in the headmaster’s pomposity it sounded 

like a statement. 

Anthony truly did not know why; but he was so 

intimidated by Audrey, he could not reply. 

The headmaster mistook this as further insolence. 

“The tuck shop. Embezzlement.” He roared. “You are 

nothing but a thief!” 
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The tuck shop. Anthony gaped. He had genuinely 

forgotten. He hadn’t thought about the school in years. 

“You thought you had escaped detection!” Again a 

question was delivered as a statement. 

Ten years ago Anthony had been considered such a 

responsible young man he had been put in charge of the 

school’s tuck shop. It was his job to collect the money and 

keep accounts. 

“Twelve pounds, three shillings and six pence!” The 

headmaster roared. He seemed incapable of speaking in a 

normal tone. 

“You stole it. All of it!” The headmaster’s fury knew 

know bounds. 

It was true. Anthony had stolen the money. He took 

small amounts, now and again. It wasn’t a planned 

embezzlement.  It just happened. He did it once. He found 

he got away with it, so he did it again. And again. 

He hadn’t counted but twelve pounds and change 

seemed about the right amount. He hadn’t needed the 

money. He came from a wealthy family. There wasn’t a 

starving widowed mother at home. He wanted the money, so 

he took it. He bought football magazines and records and 

other teenager things. 

“Did you think we wouldn’t find out?” That time it was 

a clear question. It required an answer. But Anthony’s body 

was in turmoil. His heartbeat raced and his breathing was 

heavy. He couldn’t get his eyelids to stop blinking. Only by 

holding his hands together behind his back could he stop 

them from shaking. 

Mr. Audrey rose from behind his desk to confront the 

young solicitor head on. The headmaster was a tall angular 
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man. His hair was Brylcreemed across his head in a “comb-

over”. His lined face was partially obscured by a greying 

moustache and side whiskers. His hazel-green eyes stared 

into the young solicitor. 

“And, now!” he roared, his face inches from Anthony’s. 

“You return to this town as a respectable solicitor.” 

“My God!” Anthony thought as the dire consequences 

of his adolescent action sank home. He was a thief. If this 

knowledge became public his career would be over. 

Mr. Audrey paced the length of his study. “You realise 

boy that I could inform the police. Or your employers. Or 

the local newspaper, even …” He left the sentence half 

finished; silenced by the look of sheer horror on the face of 

the young man standing before him. 

Anthony mouthed silently, “Please, don’t …” His vocal 

chords had deserted him. 

“Pah!” Mr. Audrey might be a pompous headmaster, 

but he was neither cruel nor vindictive. He had a solution. 

“The crime was committed while you were a pupil at 

this school,” he intoned. “I can deal with it as if you were 

still a pupil.” 

Anthony made no response, he was only half listening, 

his critical faculties dulled by the seriousness of his 

situation. 

“Until this regrettable incident, you were an exemplary 

pupil. You deserve a second chance. But you must be 

punished.” 

Anthony’s pitiful look spurred the headmaster on. 

“Punished severely. Do you accept that?” 

“Punished?” Anthony whispered. He had regained 

some control of his voice. “How?” 
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“Twelve strokes of the cane,” the headmaster 

responded briskly. “Trousers lowered.” 

“Twelve …” Anthony mouthed the word silently. His 

head was whirling. His legal mind was working hard. 

Twelve strokes. Trousers down. Was that even legal? 

Weren’t there regulations? 

“It is entirely up to you, Hastings,” the headmaster 

paced the room. “It is entirely your choice.” 

Choice? What choice? Anthony had no choice. It had to 

be the beating. Much later that day at his rented flat as he 

rubbed antiseptic ointment into his wounds, the young 

solicitor realised for the first time what a generous offer the 

headmaster had made. 

Anthony was guilty as charged. He was a recidivist; he 

had stolen many times during his final year at school. He 

deserved to be punished. Anthony always thought of himself 

as an honourable man: and an honest one. His thieving had 

been a youthful indiscretion. It was the lapse of judgement 

of an eighteen-year-old boy. 

Undoubtedly, if he had been discovered at the time he 

would have been thrashed severely by the headmaster. He 

would have deserved it too. He would have been given the 

chance to atone for his sin. His bottom would have been 

blistered and his slate wiped clean. 

Now, nine years after the event, the headmaster had 

offered him the same chance. Take a punishment, apologise 

and move on.  

“Well, boy! Is it to be the cane?” It was getting late in 

the day and the headmaster wanted to go home. 

Pitifully, Anthony nodded his head. He assented. 
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Mr. Audrey was not one of those headmasters who had 

an array of canes of all lengths and thicknesses bundled 

together in a cupboard. He had only one rod. Headmaster’s 

canings were meant to be something special. Unlike his 

colleagues who punished backsides with standard rattans, 

Mr. Audrey possessed a single “dragon” cane. It was lighter 

and denser than the rattan and it packed considerably more 

punch. 

He took the cane from a cupboard and flexed it between 

his hands. “Please take off your jacket and hang it on the 

door.” 

Anthony was dressed in a smart dark-grey business suit 

with a gleaming white shirt and striped tie. When he 

removed the jacket, he looked exactly like a schoolboy; 

albeit an older version of those who usually visited the 

headmaster’s study. 

Mr. Audrey moved the straight-backed chair away from 

his desk. 

“Please lower your trousers and bend over my desk.” 

Although Anthony had “consented” to the beating, his 

body still refused cooperation. His hands continued to 

tremble and his eyes to blink ferociously. After much 

fumbling his belt was undone and his fly zipper lowered. 

The trousers slid down his legs aided only by gravity. 

It was a large desk. Anthony had never been required to 

prostrate himself like this before, nor had he seen anyone 

caned so he was unsure how to position himself. 

“Flat on your stomach. You might find it useful to fold 

your arms and bury your face in them.” Anthony found the 

headmaster’s words comforting. No longer was he barking 

at him. 
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He did as instructed. As he lay his head down he felt a 

cool breeze pass over him. The study window was open. 

Suddenly, he heard voices. At least two small boys had 

stopped in the quadrangle below the study window. He 

could hear their conversation.  

No! They would hear his beating. It was humiliating 

enough to be forced to lower his trousers, bend across the 

desk and offer up his bottom for a thrashing, but to also have 

strangers listening-in was too much. 

The headmaster was making his preparations. Up came 

the young man’s shirt and moved away from his underpants. 

Then the creases were smoothed from the pale-blue briefs. 

“Try to keep as still as you can,” the headmaster’s 

words were well meant. He knew that if the young man 

flashed about the cane might miss its target. Twelve strokes 

across the buttocks was the tariff; not across the backs of the 

legs. 

The headmaster found his spot. The buttocks were 

clenching and unclenching. They twitched uncontrollably. 

He raised the cane and thwacked it down, drawing a straight 

line across the cotton briefs. 

As headmaster’s canings went, it was not a severe cut. 

Mr. Audrey had delivered harder. Anthony did not know 

that. It felt like the head had placed a white hot wire across 

his flesh. He raised his head from his arms and yelped. 

The conversation beneath the window stopped 

abruptly. 

Anthony stamped his feet up and down in a futile 

attempt to ease the pain. 

“Keep still, Hastings.” Thwip number two landed close 

to the first cut. 



96 

 

 
 

Twenty-seven years is an unusual age at which to 

receive a first caning. The recipient is a full-grown adult and 

presumably has quite a high pain threshold. The headmaster 

rather admired Anthony’s resilience. Mr. Audrey 

administered what he considered an exemplary thrashing. 

His whippy dragon cane bounced up and down across 

Anthony’s buttocks. The young solicitor chewed down on 
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his own arms and managed to stifle most of the yells he 

desperately wanted to make. 

Headmaster Audrey thought this was Anthony’s 

stoicism, his determination to take his justified punishment. 

But, Anthony’s motivation lay outside the headmaster’s 

study, below the window in the quadrangle. The young man 

did not want to embarrass himself in front of the two 

strangers. 

Nothing Anthony had ever experienced prepared him 

for the pain of a caning. It was agony, especially as each 

successive stroke landed on his already swollen bottom. He 

muffled screams by chomping hard into the cloth of his 

shirtsleeves. He kicked his legs as Audrey administered 

swipe after swipe. The fire in his buttocks defied description. 

Nine strokes were delivered in carefully timed 

sequence. Anthony’s backside was blazing. Already, deep 

welts had formed under his briefs. He would discover later 

that several weeped blood. 

The headmaster adjusted his position. The final three 

strokes were going to be special. They were vicious strokes. 

He raised the cane high above shoulder height and with a 

swivel of his hips he brought it crashing down diagonally 

across both cheeks. 

Then he did the same again; from the opposite diagonal. 

Anthony’s bum now had a perfect “X” branded deep into the 

flesh. The young man’s shirt sleeve was drenched in saliva, 

but still he curbed the shriek he truly wanted to let loose. 

For the last swipe, Audrey positioned himself rather 

like a golfer about to tee-off. His whole body strength went 

into that shot. It landed across the centre of Anthony’s bum. 



98 

 

It was the final stroke and it was the one that destroyed his 

resolve. 

A banshee could not have wailed louder. Anthony’s 

whine echoed around the study, bouncing off the three walls 

and escaping through the partly opened window. 

Involuntary tears flowed down the twenty-seven-year-old’s 

face. He gulped great sobs as he lay across the desk. His 

long, slim, slightly hairy legs embraced each other. 

Audrey did not consider himself to be a brute. He had 

administered a sound thrashing to a young man who 

thoroughly deserved it. Anthony would be in severe pain. 

That was the point of a headmaster’s caning. There would 

be marks across his buttocks for a considerable time to 

come. That too was the point. They would be a reminder of 

the consequences of thieving. 

Anthony was regaining some composure. His breathing 

had eased and his heartrate was closer to normal. 

“Get up and get dressed.” It was a stern command. 

Anthony hauled himself to his feet. The agony in his 

backside was terrific. It set off shudders of more pain when 

he pulled up his trousers and fastened them up. He retrieved 

his jacket from the hook on the study door. 

He stood in front of the headmaster waiting to be 

dismissed. 

“I trust the lesson has been learned,” Audrey was back 

to being the aging, pompous headmaster. “We shall never 

speak of this again.” 

He held out his hand and Anthony shook it. 

“Thank you, Sir,” he gulped and left the study. 
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A few moments later he hobbled across the quadrangle, 

conscious of the stares of two incredulous eleven-year-old 

boys burning into the back of his neck. 

 

 

11. The pub visit 

 

IT WAS SIX O’CLOCK in the evening as Jim and his 

friends from work settled down for their second pint of beer 

in the pub. 

He glanced at the clock behind the bar; it was getting 

dangerously late. If Jim wasn’t careful his father would 

arrive home first and discover the young man was not at 

home. 

Although he was twenty years old, he still lived with 

his parents in the suburbs of a small industrial town. His 

father was a strict Methodist and never touched a drop of 

alcohol; many times he had warned Jim about the dangers of 

drink and the punishment he would receive if alcohol ever 

touched his lips. 

Jim regularly disobeyed his father. His co-workers at 

the bank usually went to the pub after work for “a quick one” 

as they liked to call it. Most only did have one pint and that 

suited Jim just fine. He could have his beer and get home 

before his father returned from his own job. 

But this night was different. Carol, a new cashier at the 

bank, joined the gang. Jim could not admit it, even to 

himself, but he had a mad crush on Carol. Her eyes, her 

smile, her smell, her physical bits: they were all capable of 

touching Jim’s buttons. 
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Not that Jim had any “buttons” to touch. His father’s 

strict religious views extended far from alcohol. Sex before 

marriage was a taboo and, reluctantly, at the age of twenty, 

Jim was still a virgin.  

The hands of the clock edged to 6.30 and glasses were 

drained. 

“Who’s for another?” Jim’s friend Bill asked. 

“Not me,” Carol reached for her bag, “I’ve got to go.” 

And, not expecting anyone to argue, she swept out of the 

pub, hurrying home to her boyfriend. 

Jim was crestfallen; he was so shy around women he 

hadn’t even had the chance to strike up a conversation. With 

Carol gone there was no point in staying. If he were lucky, 

he might still get home before his father. If he failed, his 

father would find out about his drinking and his 

disobedience and there could be only one consequence. 

Jim’s days dragged endlessly at the bank, where his job 

was inputting data into a computer. There was always plenty 

of time to think about other things. Often, he day-dreamed 

about quitting his job, leaving home, travelling to the city 

and starting a life on his own with new friends who knew 

how to enjoy themselves. 

But, it was always only that: a day-dream. Jim was 

stuck in a rut. His job paid badly so he could not afford to 

move out of his parents’ house. Even if he went, he had no 

friends away from the tiny miserable little town where he 

lived, and would probably find it hard to make new ones. 

Worse of all, Jim knew, he was a coward: he did not have 

the courage to strike out on his own. 

The truth was he had to carry on his life as always: 

following his father’s rules. 
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His father smelled the ale on his breath the moment his 

son arrived home.  

“Have you been drinking?” it was a statement rather 

than a question. 

Jim would not deny the obvious. “Yes father, sorry 

father. I’m sorry father, it won’t happen again.” He 

desperately wanted his father to know he felt remorse. He 

was ashamed of his actions. It really would not happen 

again. 

His father’s face went puce. “Go to your room. Don’t 

say you haven’t been warned. We shall discuss this later.” 

Jim knew that was the end of the matter for now. His father 

always got the last word. 

He also knew that there would be nothing to “discuss” 

later that day. His father had already decided on his course 

of action. 

Jim obediently trotted up the stairs, leaving his father to 

stride into the living room in search of his Bible. In his room 

he had hardly removed his tie when: “Jim!” It was the call 

from his father he had dreaded. 

He opened his bedroom door and shouted back, “In a 

moment father I’m changing.” 

“Good. Change into your pyjamas and get down here 

immediately.” 

Pyjamas? His father would not even give him the 

protection of his jeans. He must be in a fury. 

“Hurry up!”  

Jim was scared by the impatience of his father’s tone. 

Quickly, he stripped off his clothes and climbed into his 

pyjamas. He knew better than to keep his father waiting 

when he was angry: he didn’t want extra stokes. 
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Jim was still tying the drawstring to his pyjama bottoms 

as he reached the bottom step of the stairs and heard his 

father call, “Come to the living room.” He obeyed and found 

his father, dressed in black, like a funeral director, standing 

near the middle of the room with a new cane in his hand. 

Jim had never seen this cane before. His father already 

had quite a collection, but now he had a new rod of 

correction? It looked fearsome. Perhaps it was the way his 

father was slashing the cane through the air with malicious 

intent. He swished it a few times before slamming it down 

on the sofa next to the phone. It made a wicked and 

frightening crack as it made impact.  

His father was a man of few words. There was nothing 

to talk about now. Jim had disobeyed his father and the word 

of God. There was only one course of action. His father 

swished the cane one more time before pronouncing, “Bend 

over. Touch your toes.” 

It was the command Jim had been expecting with dread 

and he obeyed without protest, as if he were on auto-pilot.  

He was a grown adult of twenty, being treated like a 

ten-year-old. He didn’t know of any other man his age that 

had to submit himself to such humiliations. Surely most 

people would think it absurd that his father was about to cane 

him. 

But, it didn’t matter what other people thought. His 

father’s word was law in his own house and Jim accepted 

that.  

His father read Jim’s thoughts. “If you didn’t disobey 

me then you wouldn’t find yourself in this position young 

man.” 
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Jim knew that when his father commanded “touch toes” 

he meant exactly that: do not grasp the knees or the shins, 

toes meant toes. 

Jim was a supple young man, but even for him to touch 

toes was a struggle. He leaned forward from the waist, 

spread his legs wide, kept his knees straight and with the tips 

of his fingers managed to reach his toes. He could feel the 

pyjama bottoms tightening across his backside, presenting a 

magnificent target for his father. 

Perspiration formed under his pyjama jacket and soon 

a rivulet of sweat would be running down his back. His 

breathing was even but he knew once the first cut slashed 

into his stretched bottom his heart rate would soar and he 

would have to gasp for breath. 

His father continued his own preparations, lifting Jim’s 

jacket away from his backside to expose his hairless back. 

Then, by tugging at the waistband of the pyjama bottoms, he 

smoothed the cotton tight across Jim’s buttocks. He never 

beat his son on the bare buttocks; the pyjama bottoms or 

underpants preserved the necessary degree of modesty. 

He tapped Jim’s clenched buttocks with the tip of the 

cane, and the young man took a deep breath. Those damn 

taps with the cane: he almost feared them more than the 

strokes themselves. They were always so excruciatingly 

nerve-wracking. He never knew if the tap would 

immediately be followed by the swish, then the crack, then 

the searing stripe, or if it was just one of many slight taps 

while he measured his distance, readied himself, took aim.  

The way to survive a caning, Jim believed, was to think 

about something else. He concentrated on his bare feet; they 
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were really quite ugly, both of his little toes were deformed, 

probably caused by wearing ill-fitting shoes as a young boy.  

His toe nails definitely needed cutting. He was 

wondering where the clippers might be, when a searing pain 

flashed across his buttocks. Father was showing no mercy. 

No matter how much Jim wanted to think about 

something else, by the time the third cane stroke slashed into 

his taut buttocks, the agony was all-consuming. Pain shot 

from his cheeks through his thighs and down to his knees. 

His bum felt like a red-hot wire had been pressed deeply into 

the flesh. 

“I’m sorry father. I won’t do it again,” Jim meant it, but 

his father knew (as all fathers know) that a boy will make all 

kinds of promises if it he thinks it will stop the punishment 

early. 

“I very much hope you are. But, you will be a lot sorrier 

by the time this is over,” he lashed another stroke into Jim’s 

blue-and-white-striped pyjamas. 

Jim’s jacket stuck to his back as sweat poured off the 

young man. His temples throbbed almost as much as his 

backside as his blood pressure flew off the top of the scale.  

His legs were beginning to feel the strain of staying 

rigidly apart. His father tapped the cane across his bottom 

once more; then twice, and then there was a pause. A 

moment later the sound of the swish of the cane echoed 

around the room, followed almost instantly by another fierce 

burning pain as the whippy rod cut into Jim’s backside, 

making him cry out.  

“I’m sorry, really, really sorry,” Jim’s sobs were almost 

uncontrollable. He really was sorry. He so wanted to please 

his father. He was a good man; he provided for his family 
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and wanted his sons to follow in his footsteps. Jim wanted 

to be like his father, but deep down knew this was not 

possible. He had drifted away from the church and wanted a 

life full of energy and joy and his father could not provide 

this. 

 

 

Three more whacks crashed into his bottom, so hard, so 

unbelievably hard, they made Jim yell. His father had never 

beaten him like this before. Welts had formed under Jim’s 

pyjamas and he was sure blood was seeping from his 

wounds. 

He took eighteen strokes that night, each one delivered 

with force from a man who knew without a shadow of doubt 

that righteousness was on his side. 

Jim’s buttocks were sliced to ribbons, the thin cotton 

pyjama bottoms were no protection. The cheeks could be not 

be any more brutalized if he had taken the whipping on the 

bare flesh. 

He remained in position waiting for his father’s 

permission to stand. He just wanted to get up clutch at his 

burning bottom with both hands and rush to the bathroom to 

sit in a bath of cold water. 
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But, his father was not quite finished. While still staring 

at his ugly toes, Jim had to endure a sermon from his father. 

It took an age for him to read his chosen Bible passage. But 

it was wasted on Jim. All he could concentrate on was his 

throbbing buttocks and the welts he knew had formed under 

his thin PJs. When he was eventually allowed to inspect the 

damage he was certain he would find blood seeping from his 

weals. 

At last, satisfied by his own smugness, his father 

commanded Jim to rise. The tears had stopped flowing, but 

his face was stained. He bowed his head in remorse as his 

father once more lectured him about his behaviour and the 

consequences of disobedience.  

Jim desperately wanted to rub away at his blistered 

backside, but knew from experience this was not allowed by 

his father. Once, two years ago, after a caning, he had 

disobeyed his father and continued kneading his buttocks. In 

a heartbeat, he was dragged across the man’s knee for a 

couple of dozen hard slaps with his bedroom slipper. Jim 

remembered the agony of the slippering on top of the initial 

caning stayed with him for days, reigniting every time he sat 

down on a hard surface. Ever since Jim always waited until 

he was dismissed by his father before he began to take 

curative action. 

Eventually, he was allowed to leave and in the privacy 

of his own room he gently rubbed antiseptic ointment into 

his ripped backside. Face down on his bed, his pyjama 

bottoms discarded on the floor; he recounted in his mind the 

events of that day.  

He had been severely thrashed for disobeying his father 

and drinking in the pub. He deserved it, he knew. There had 
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been many times in the recent past that he had been in the 

King’s Head and not been discovered. Yes, he was long 

overdue a caning. 

He knew his father’s rules and he had deliberately 

broken them; he had no complaints. He vowed not to go to 

the pub ever again. 

But, then as he softly caressed the cuts that criss-

crossed his tender bottom, he saw in his imagination Carol 

sitting in the pub with her hair, her smell and most of all her 

pert breasts. Unbidden, his penis rose to attention. It ached 

even more than his poor backside. Maybe it would not be 

easy to avoid the pub tomorrow. 

 

 

12 Caning for England 

 

MR. HIGGINBOTTOM LIVED in a small coastal town in 

England. The year was 2017, but inside his head it was the 

1940s. 

Or, it was how he fondly imagined the 1940s to be, 

because Mr. Higginbottom had not himself experienced 

those times, having been born in 1975. 

He tried hard to ignore modern times. There were no 

computers, Internet, or television in Mr. Higginbottom’s 

terraced home. Mr. Higginbottom preferred the wireless. 

Not the horrible music stations, of course, and definitely not 

commercial channels. He was a BBC-man through and 

through. The Archers was his favourite programme, 

followed by some of the panel shows. Just A Minute was 

another favourite, but definitely not The News Quiz. 
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He did have a refrigerator and a washing machine; his 

wife had insisted, and for the sake of a bit of peace and quiet 

he had acquiesced to her demand. But, he was still master in 

his own house, she had to accept that. 

It was Friday and Mr. Higginbottom had arrived home 

from work: 6.05 p.m. on the dot; as he did every day. He 

worked with great resentment in the cleansing department of 

the local borough council. The country was going to the 

dogs. The council was full of immigrants and lay-abouts. 

Tea was at 6.30: good British fare, meat and two veg. 

None of that foreign muck they served you in the council 

canteen. Curry! Uggh! How he hated the smell. 

He had married young. It was what people used to do. 

Leave school, get a job, get married, have children, provide 

for your family. Once his first-born Albert arrived his wife 

gave up work. From that day forward she was a housewife. 

She stayed at home and looked after him and the family. 

That was her duty. 

He had three children. The first, Alice, married a coach 

driver and moved to a town three hundred miles away. The 

second, Albert, works on a building site in Germany. He said 

he could not get work in England because of all the 

immigrants taking jobs from local people. 

Mr. Higginbottom has not seen or heard from the pair 

of them since last Christmas. 

The third and last of his children was Ernie. Ernie had 

just turned eighteen and had worked as a general assistant at 

a supermarket since he left school two years ago. Most of 

his son’s fellow workers (it seemed to Mr. Higginbottom) 

were from Poland. Once when he shopped at the store he 

heard a staff announcement over the loudspeaker. He 
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couldn’t understand a word: it wasn’t in English. He 

couldn’t even tell which language it was. 

Ernie worked the middle shift in the day, so he was 

never at home when his father returned from his own work. 

In fact, they hardly ever saw one another. 

This vexed Mr. Higginbottom as he had important 

business to conduct with his son. From the comfort of his 

armchair – Dad’s Armchair: nobody else was allowed to sit 

in it – he pondered the course of action open to him. He had 

already decided what must be done. In preparation, Mr. 

Higginbottom had taken his three dragon canes from the 

sideboard drawer in the living room and hanged them by 

their curved handles from the hooks he had drilled into the 

wall many years ago, especially for this purpose. 

They were magnificent specimens. Each was a little 

over three feet in length but of differing thicknesses. Regular 

polishing meant they glistened in the sunlight that streamed 

through the half-closed curtains.  

He had bought them from a man in a pub. He often went 

to the Dog and Ferret to meet men who felt like himself. 

They were hard-working people, but they never had a 

chance. It was the immigrants, the trade unionists, the 

students and the Reds. They all conspired against decent 

people. 

Young people had no respect for their elders. No 

discipline: that was the reason. They abolished the cane in 

schools in 1986. Even the church schools, like St Bridgit’s, 

where his three had gone, was forced by the government –  

a Labour Government, of course – to give up corporal 

punishment in 1999. There had been one Christian school in 

Liverpool that took the government to court and said 
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abolishing the cane was religious discrimination, but it got 

nowhere. 

Teachers and headmasters might not be allowed to 

whack their children, but that did not stop the parents. All 

Mr. Higginbottom’s drinking pals were as one on this; even 

though the law forbade it. Mr. Higginbottom and his pals 

were only law-abiding citizens up to a point.  

Mr. Higginbottom was waiting for Ernie and his son 

knew he was waiting. But he couldn’t avoid his dad forever. 

Ernie had been caught stealing whisky from the 

supermarket. He and some pals often took a bottle and then 

headed off to some nearby bus shelter where they polished 

it off between them. As crimes went it was petty; but a crime 

was still a crime and the boy would pay for it with his arse. 

It was nearly 10 p.m. when Ernie arrived home from 

work. He couldn’t put off his meeting with the cane 

indefinitely. 

 

 



111 

 

Mr. Higginbottom was an imposing figure, fully in 

command. Few words were spoken. Ernie was guilty as 

charged and there was nothing more to say. Mr. 

Higginbottom dominated the room. He rolled up his shirt 

sleeves and the cane quivered in his right hand.  

Ernie had been here before. There was a certain ritual 

to be played out. First there was the accusation followed by 

pronouncement of the sentence.  

Then came dad’s command, “Trousers and pants down. 

Bend over the chair.” 

With a heavy heart, Ernie unbuckled his belt, popped 

the buttons of his jeans and let them fall. With his jeans now 

at his thighs, he pinched the sides of his maroon-and-yellow-

striped briefs and with the slightest twist of the wrists he sent 

them down to meet the jeans. 

The armchair which belonged in the 1950s had a wing 

back and was the perfect height for Ernie to lean across, grip 

the dusty seat cushion and hold on for dear life.  

The boy was no athlete and like the majority of his 

friends his waist bulged over the waistband of his trousers. 

His sagging buttock cheeks tightened a little as he stretched 

them high over the hard back of the chair, offering them to 

his father for much-deserved punishment. 

Mr. Higginbottom focused on the boy’s tremendous 

mounds, contemplating the best way possible to rip them to 

shreds. 

The smooth dragon cane, so innocuous in its 

appearance, unleashed a streak of pain which reverberated 

from one side of Ernie’s chubby backside to the other and 

back again. It sank deep into the mountainous flesh, left a 
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thick red mark and emerged leaving the buttocks quivering 

like jelly. 

 Mr. Higginbottom brought the cane back to shoulder 

level and whipped his arm down again. There was a 

swooshing sound as the cane sped through the air and it 

landed with a loud thwack! The chubby cheeks rippled at the 

impact and another red weal shone through the white flesh. 

From the very first stroke the boy was wobbling and 

kicking. One after the other the lashes made progress from 

the top of the buttocks down to the crease. Ernie’s arse 

convulsed and bucked and his crack opened and shut as his 

dad launched into a frenzy of strokes which demonstrated 

his determination to make his son regret every bit of his 

thieving. 

Mr. Higginbottom threw the entire weight of his body 

behind each stroke, spreading them over the full 

circumference of the teenager’s slack buttocks. Ernie’s 

entire body went into a succession of physical contortions as 

each lash cut deep into the existing welts. 

Mr. Higginbottom lashed the boy’s bottom past red. He 

howled in agony with every stroke. When Mr. 

Higginbottom’s right arm got tired he grabbed a thicker cane 

from the selection hanging from the wall and moved to 

Ernie’s other side and whipped his left buttock. Then, he 

deliberately placed a wicked welt on the right thigh, which 

wrapped around to his hip. 

Ernie’s scream echoed around the room. In the house 

next door, Mr. Ramsbottom turned up the volume of his 

television. 

Mr. Higginbottom landed the cane, time and time again, 

in a predetermined pattern of parallel stripes, which were 
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then cut across diagonally from top to bottom, from left to 

right. He persisted unrelentingly despite his son’s yells and 

pleadings. It was a father’s duty to punish his errant son. 

This unpleasant task had to be done. He was caning for 

England. 

 

 

13. Foreign language student 

 

“GO TO THE GARAGE, there you will find some canes, 

select one and fetch it back here.” 

I must have looked dumbfounded, or at least confused, 

because he repeated the instruction; but more slowly this 

time. 

“Go. Fetch. A. Cane.” 

Then he added, “I’m going to give you an old-fashioned 

English six-of-the-best.” 

My name’s Alain and I’m from France, near Paris. At 

the time I was a nineteen-year-old French student at one of 

the many language schools in a town on the English south 

coast.  

I was staying with the Martins while I was learning 

English at the school. The idea was that as well as studying 

at the school you stayed with a family and improved your 

conversational English. 

The school also said you would learn a lot about 

English ‘culture.’ But, I don’t think this was the kind of 

‘culture’ the school had in mind. 

Corporal punishment: wasn’t this what they called the 

“Vice Anglais”? Or was that homosexuality? 
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My English wasn’t so bad and I did understand what he 

had said. I mean I understood what the words meant. But, I 

didn’t understand entirely: surely he wasn’t going to beat me 

with a cane? 

I left the room and exited the house through a side door. 

It was a large house with many bedrooms, standing in its 

own grounds. The garage which was big enough to 

accommodate at least two large cars was about fifteen 

metres from the house. 

The Martin family seemed very wealthy, so I don’t 

know why they took in foreign students as lodgers; they 

certainly didn’t seem to need the money. 

I got to the garage. I looked around and spotted a stack 

of flowerpots. Right close to them were several cane sticks, 

the kind that you would use to support young plants as they 

grow. I picked one up in my hands. It was about a metre long 

and very rigid. I tried to bend it, but it was impossible. I tried 

one or two others, but they were all the same. 

Mr. Martin had instructed me to choose one, so I did 

and made my way back to the house. 

I went into the lounge room and handed the stick to Mr. 

Martin who had been waiting impatiently for my return. 

“What the Hell’s this?” he snatched the cane from me. 

“That’s not what I sent you for.” 

Now, I really was confused. Hadn’t he said “cane”? 

Yes, he had. He said a cane so he could give me six-of-the-

best. If he hadn’t said that what had he said?  

“You bloody idiot!” He was going a shade of purple 

now. I think he was losing his temper. 
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“Come here!” He reached out with his right hand and 

grabbed me by the left ear, pulling me out of the room and 

towards the garage. 

He moved at some pace and I was losing my footing as 

he dragged me across the gravel forecourt and into the 

garage. I protested all the way that I had done what he had 

instructed me: I’d fetched a cane. 

“There, you fool. I said fetch a cane.” He pointed to the 

far wall of the garage. 

Heck! How had I not noticed? You couldn’t miss them. 

There hanging on separate hooks were six canes. I knew 

right away there was only one purpose you could put these 

things to – and it had nothing to do with gardening. 

Each cane was hanging by its curved handle. In France 

they don’t use canes for punishing naughty boys, but I 

recognised what these were immediately. I’d seen pictures 

of them in dirty magazines you could buy in town. Some of 

the boys at school had bought some and we roared with 

laughter when we saw pictures of men dressed as 

‘headmasters’ thrashing the bare bottoms of young (and 

some not so young) women dressed as schoolgirls. 

Still holding me by my ear, Mr. Martin marched me 

through the garage to the wall. Close up I could see that each 

of the canes was slightly different from all of the others. 

Some were longer or thicker or slightly darker in colour to 

the others.  

Mr. Martin let go of my ear and reached out and took 

one of the canes from its hook. 

He swished it once or twice menacingly in front of me.  

“Is this the one you want?” 
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He put it back on the hook and selected another, also 

swishing that to test its flexibility. 

“Or this one?” 

I didn’t know what I was expected to say, so said 

nothing. 

“What’s the matter? The cat got your tongue?” 

I must have looked completely bemused. 

“That’s what we call an English idiom.” 

Mr. Martin was getting angrier by the second. 

“OK, let me choose.” He looked along the row of canes 

and took, what seemed to me, a medium-sized stick – neither 

too thick, not too thin. 

“Let’s try this.” Mr. Martin said, swishing it three 

times. 

My eyes were transfixed on the cane as he raised it way 

above his shoulder and swished it down with some force 

through the air. 

“Yes, this is a beauty. You’ll certainly remember this 

one for a long time to come.” 

With that he gripped my ear once again and we retraced 

our steps back to the lounge where I was to be caned like a 

naughty schoolboy. 

“Stand there and face me.” He pointed to a spot on a rug 

in front of the fireplace.  

I did as I was told. With my back to the fireplace I could 

see the whole room. It was huge; I’d seen whole apartments 

in France smaller than this one room.  At the far end was an 

expensive dining room table big enough to accommodate ten 

chairs. To my left were three massive padded armchairs and 

on the right a huge padded couch. 
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Mr. Martin stood in front on me gripping the cane just 

below the handle. I tried not to look at it. I couldn’t believe 

this was happening. 

I was completely overawed by Mr. Martin. He had what 

they call ‘presence.’ He was probably six feet tall and well 

built. He must have been close to 50 years old, but he was 

still strong and athletic. His hair was thinning and going grey 

and there was thickening around the waist. But when he was 

in a room you noticed him. 

I felt dominated by him. I’m not a tiny fellow myself. 

I’m probably a couple of inches shorter than Mr. Martin, but 

I’m solidly built. If you wanted to make fun of me you might 

say I was the shape of an oblong. My shoulders and hips are 

roughly the same size and my beefy buttocks added to the 

illusion that I my body had no curves. But, I’m not fat, it’s 

all meat. 

Add to that a round head and two sturdy legs and that’s 

me. 

Mr. Martin swished his cane idly as he spoke. “What 

have I told you about curfew?”  

To cut a long story short Mr. Martin was annoyed that 

I had been staying out late, sometimes not getting back until 

gone 2 a.m. 

The town had lots of language schools so during the 

summer months there were thousands of young people. That 

meant lots of bars and clubs were available to us. And, clubs 

and bars meant girls. 

Nobody (except perhaps Mr. Martin) was complaining 

about this. The English girls loved the foreign students and 

we were happy with that. Unfortunately I didn’t get much 
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action; they preferred the Latin types, with the snake-hips 

and the lovely little derrieres. 

Mr. Martin had complained to me at least three times 

before about getting home late. I couldn’t see what all the 

fuss was about. I had my own key and when I came in I was 

always quiet so as not to disturb anyone. 

But, Mr. Martin didn’t see it that way. He imposed a 

curfew: home by 11 p.m. on school nights and midnight on 

Fridays and Saturdays. 

I did try to stick to the rules, but I suppose the 

temptation of the bars and the girls was too much for me. 

Last night I had left the house at 8.30 p.m. and hadn’t 

returned until nearly three. 

And, Mr. Martin was having no more of it. 

He started lecturing me about the need for discipline, 

but I couldn’t take it in. I had no real idea what he was 

talking about. It was as if I wasn’t even there. 

He said something about self-discipline and if you 

couldn’t do that someone else would have to do it for you. 

It was then he swished that cane again and pointed to 

the couch. 

“I want you to stand by the couch.” I walked across the 

lounge and stood in front of the couch, just as you would if 

you were about to sit down. 

“No, Idiot! That’s not how you do it.” 

He grabbed me by the ear once again and dragged me 

to the side of the couch making me face one of the arms. 

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. I stood about 

two feet away from the arm looking across at the couch. It 

was so big four adults could probably have sat on it in 

complete comfort. 
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The top of the padded arm of the couch was about a 

metre high and maybe 75cm wide.  

“Bend over the chair,” Mr. Martin ordered. He was 

angry and I was scared. Nothing like this had ever happened 

to me before and I couldn’t figure out how the hell I was 

going to get out of this. 

Could I have made a break for it and ran out of the 

house? Looking back, maybe I could have. No, maybe I 

should have, but I promise you I was utterly unable to 

fathom what was going on. It could just have easily have 

been someone else there instead of me that afternoon 

Thwack!! He swished the cane bringing it down full 

force on the padded back of the couch. The noise was so 

loud surely Mr. Martin’s neighbours would have heard it and 

wondered what was going on. 

“I said bend over!” He put his hand on the back of my 

neck and pushed me and I fell forward across the arm of the 

chair. I could smell the leather as he pushed my face into the 

cushion and ordered me to stay still. 

I didn’t know it but Mr. Martin took some time to take 

in the view. What he saw was a beefy nineteen-year-old bent 

across the arm of the chair. My bottom was high over the 

arm and my knees were bent in slightly towards the couch, 

affording him a perfect target of my ample backside for the 

swing of his cane. 

I was wearing white sports shorts, which came to about 

10cm above the knee. As I bent across the arm the cotton 

stretched so tight Mr. Martin got a perfect view of the outline 

of my underpants beneath. I was wearing a red patterned tee-

shirt and Mr. Martin moved it half way towards my 
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shoulders. It was a hot day but I could feel a breeze across 

the small of my back. 

And, then he thrashed me. I heard the swish and heard 

the cane land moments before I felt the actual pain. How do 

I describe it? You could say it was like having a white-hot 

poker placed on your bum, but I’ve never had that happen 

so I don’t know. 

I do know that he put tremendous force into each stroke. 

After the second one hit I threw my head back to scream out, 

but Mr. Martin pushed my face back down into the cushion. 

I could taste the leather. 

“Do that again and I’ll take your shorts down and we’ll 

start all over again!” 

I believed him. Cut three hit me somewhere below the 

other two and I had no control: my body wriggled from left 

to right across the arm, but I stayed down. I could feel welts 

forming across my bum and the tightness of my shorts and 

pants across my stretched buttocks increased the sensation. 

Stroke number four was higher at the top of the buttocks 

and somehow didn’t seem to hurt quite so much. 

Five and six came immediately one after the other. I 

was howling, sweat ran down my back but it was my shirt 

front that was soaked. Then I realised I had been bawling my 

eyes out and tears were everywhere. 

My six-of-the-best were over, but my ordeal wasn’t. 

Mr. Martin threw his cane down to the floor and began 

raining hand spanks across my bottom. He was out of 

control, slapping at great speed and with so much force that 

each time his palm connected with my bum it set the thick 

welts on fire. I tried to get up, but Mr. Martin used his left 
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hand to hold me firmly over the arm of the couch, while with 

his right he continued to crash into my bottom. 

 

 
 

I don’t know how long he continued with the hand 

spanks. I didn’t pass out, but I did lose all sense of time and 

place. 

Eventually, he let me up and with no ceremony I rushed 

out of the room and taking the stairs two at a time dashed to 

my room and threw myself on my bed, sobbing out of 

control. 

A few weeks later, when I was making my statement to 

the police, I said I couldn’t explain why I had let him beat 

me. I was just very confused, I said. 

It seems Mr. Martin did this to all his lodgers. One of 

the students he spanked last year mentioned it to his dad 

when he got home (it just came out naturally in a 
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conversation, it wasn’t meant as a complaint) and the police 

were called in. 

Mr. Martin appears in court next week. They say he 

could do jail time. 

 

 

14. My belligerent nephew 

 

I DASHED UPSTAIRS to the bedroom and, having decided 

on the appropriate instrument of punishment, fought through 

the clothes hanging on the rail to find the old, slim, lighter 

junior cane with its traditional crook handle which had lain 

unused for several years. 

This would do the job very well, I knew and I flexed the 

rod between my hands. I have many canes, all of varying 

lengths and thicknesses. Some could inflict the severest 

damage to a naughty boy’s behind. This was not one of my 

fiercest: it would deliver a sting and would leave my nephew 

with a sore behind, which was my intention, but as this was 

to be his first-ever caning, it would not be right to rip his 

bum to shreds. 

Satisfied with my choice, I slowly descended the stairs 

and returned to the sitting room where I had left Stanley, my 

belligerent eighteen-year-old nephew. I half expected that he 

would have run from the house while I was on my errand 

fetching the cane, but he had not. Perhaps, he had resigned 

himself to his fate. 

Stanley was the son of my youngest brother Jack. Jack 

was working abroad for a year and had left him in my care. 

The boy only had a matter of months left at school before 
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his examinations and he agreed it was sensible that he did 

not travel with his family. 

I suspect that he might have regretted that choice. I am 

very different from Jack; where he is easy going with his 

children, I am not with mine. If you were to ask me I’d say 

his kids run wild, they are lazy, selfish and have no respect 

for others. My children are virtuous and kind, they respect 

authority and are hard working. In short, Jack’s children are 

ill disciplined and mine are not. And, the reason for that lay 

in my hands: the cane. 

Stanley got off to a bad start with me: he had no concept 

of curfew, nor did he consider it his job to do chores around 

the house. So, he came home at all hours of the night as he 

chose and the vacuum cleaner never left its moorings in the 

cupboard under the stairs. 

I tried to put a stop to this by imposing the exact rules 

that had worked so well with my own children. Homework 

completed by nine o’clock each night. He must be home no 

later than ten and all chores were to be done to a set 

timetable.  

Stanley seemed pathologically incapable of sticking to 

rules. I did wonder if he got some excitement from defying 

me. I knew all about teenage rebellion. I had seen it with my 

own boys, but a few strokes with one of my stoutest canes 

soon put a stop to that. 

I had ample evidence that caning boys worked. It had 

succeeded with my own children and it would work with 

Stanley. One night I sat him down and went through with 

him all the rules one more time. He knew them already, but 

I had devised a plan and I wanted to make certain he was in 

no doubt about what was expected from him. 
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“If you obey the rules, nothing will happen, but if you 

break any of them from now on I shall cane you on your bare 

bottom.” I wanted him to understand he had crossed an 

important line. The caning wasn’t only a means of delivering 

an especially severe spanking; it was a symbol of my anger 

and disappointment. 

Stanley who had deceptively cherubic looks rolled his 

eyes in distain when I announced this and shook his head 

making his thick curly (and too long) black hair lash about; 

but mostly he stayed silent. I saw immediately from his body 

language that he was unwilling to accept this news, but he 

did not argue the point with me.  

“Do you understand what I have just said,” I felt we 

were entering into a formal contract and I wanted to hear 

him at least acknowledge the fact. 

“Do you?” I asked again and received a sneered “Yeah” 

for my troubles. He left the room almost immediately and I 

thought I heard him say “Fuck you” under his breath. I knew 

I had not heard the last of this. 

I was not the least surprised when two days later – it 

was a Saturday evening – he failed to meet his 10 p.m. 

curfew. 

He rolled in at close to midnight and ‘rolled’ in this case 

is an appropriate word. He had obviously been drinking and 

seemed to me to be the worst for it. I admonished him for 

missing his curfew and sent him to bed with the words, “As 

I said I should, tomorrow I shall cane you on your bare 

bottom,” ringing in his ears. He now knew he could expect 

a severe beating for his disgraceful behaviour and could 

spend the rest of the night anticipating his first encounter 

with the cane. 
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And that was how he came to be standing in the sitting 

room that morning with me brandishing a thin ‘junior’ rattan 

cane. 

“Do you know what that is, young man?” 

“It’s a, it’s... a cane,” Stanley finally whispered. 

“What did I say would happen if you did not obey the 

rules?” It sounded like a rhetorical question, but it was not. 

I wanted the lout to acknowledge his wrong-doing. 

After much hesitation, he replied, “You said you’d cane 

me.” 

“I said I would cane you on your bare bottom and that 

is precisely what I shall do.” 

For the first time Stanley’s arrogance and self-

confidence crumpled. Ashen faced, he gazed plaintively at 

me, opened his mouth to protest, but was immediately 

silenced by my penetrating gaze of authority. 

I spoke to him plainly and recounted the many times he 

deliberately, wilfully, disobeyed the rules. He listened to my 

lecture with downcast eyes. He knew he’d done wrong, and 

he knew he was going to be punished for it. 

“I’ve always said there’s a direct link between a boy’s 

brain and his bottom and what won’t sink in through one end 

can be drummed through the other. I can see you father 

hasn’t been drumming you hard enough. I’m going to make 

up for that today.” 

He stood in front of me as I explained why he was to 

get a caning. Then I told him to turn around and drop his 

trousers and pants. I think that’s a critical step, because then 

a boy is effectively participating in his own beating, silently 

presenting his backside for punishment. 
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I’m sure like most boys, especially older ones, he would 

hate the cane, not only because of its searing pain but also 

because it breaks through his defences, makes him forget 

he’s a tough teenager and causes him to revert to being a 

little boy, heaving under an adult’s hand, wailing in remorse, 

letting the flood of tears wash over him. 

Stanley stood his ground. I had expected a fight, and 

was prepared if the need arose to force him over the dining 

room table and lash into his backside as best I could. 

I repeated, “Take down your trousers and underpants. 

Do it immediately or I shall do it for you myself. If you make 

me do that, believe me I shall thrash you to within an inch 

of your life.” 

He must have believed I could fulfil my threat as with 

fumbling hands he undid the belt to his jeans. Then he 

popped the rivet at his lean, bony waist, pulled his zipper 

and lowered them to his knees. Then, with what I thought 

was a defiant gesture, he placed this thumbs inside the 

waistband of his pants and with a swift flick sent them 

travelling across his slim hips towards his jeans. Modestly 

he placed his hands in front of him to shield his cock and 

balls from my sight. 

“Bend over that table,” I flicked my cane to emphasis 

my order. I understand how difficult it is for a strong-willed 

boy to submit to a caning rather than fight it, but I couldn’t 

afford to leave him any option other than to submit. The 

table was ideal for young men to position themselves across 

for a caning. Its surface was hard and cold and it offered 

none of the comfort of the back of the settee. Stanley would 

be required to take a firm grip on its hard edges to retain the 

correct position for a severe caning, and the teenager’s legs 
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would need to be kept very straight and well parted 

throughout the entire caning.  

Stanley stared at the table, unable to look at me, for 

what seemed an age. I could see he was steeling himself for 

the ordeal that was to come. Eventually he found the 

fortitude to lean forward across the table, his bottom 

pointing upwards towards me. His height and the small table 

made the position uncomfortable. He put his right ear on the 

table, then after a moment turned and put the left one on it. 

A little later he rested his chin on the top and sighed, while 

no doubt looking about as best he could. 

“Bend forward. Nose to the table.” He shuffled a little 

until his bottom was offered up sufficiently well for me to 

administer his thrashing. 

A rounded and vulnerable bottom was on display and 

waiting to be caned. I intended to teach this naughty boy and 

his backside a lesson they would remember. He really had a 

big ‘bubble butt,’ one that seemed to beg for a caning. 

As Stanley’s bum was exposed sufficiently, there was 

no need for me to step forward and fold back his shirt; but I 

did it anyway. His body was now naked from his shoulders 

to his ankles. 

He was now submissive, in position to allow me to 

thrash him any way I wished. I could not resist adding to his 

humiliation. “I don’t go easy on first timers. You will learn 

what a proper caning is like so that you won’t be tempted to 

break the rules again. You may howl as much as you like but 

if you stand up or move out of position, you will get two 

extra strokes each time.” 

I didn’t expect a reply and didn’t get one. I took up my 

position. I do not go in for flexing and swishing before a 
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punishment, for that is unnecessary mental torture. I silently 

took aim, without touching or tapping the target, then lifted 

high, and swung rather like a golfer, with a lot of waist 

movement, bringing the cane down across the middle of 

Stanley’s bottom. The rod drew a vivid stripe across the bare 

cheeks. I hoped the pain was hideous.  

 

 
 

Stanley cried out between gritted teeth. His back 

arched, his eyes closed and his face screwed up in agony as 

he felt the effect of that first blow. 
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I couldn’t help but give a sermon. “This is not, I’m sure 

I don’t have to remind you, supposed to be a pleasant 

experience. It is supposed to be horrible and unendurable, 

the kind of thing you would want to go out of your way to 

avoid in future.” 

I was delighted with the first stroke: a good stripe is one 

that fully covers both of the boy’s cheeks, so causing 

maximum sting and I felt I had achieved this and I intending 

to repeat the success. I took up position again to the boy’s 

left, lined up the cane, lifted it back high over my shoulder 

and then I let loose. God that crack, how did he manage to 

hold position? The line was white at first then quickly turned 

red. Now, he had two red lines in parallel. He moved 

slightly, his chest was heaving and he wriggled his bottom.  

I waited for perhaps thirty seconds to let the pain travel 

from my nephew’s buttocks through the entire length of his 

body. Then I tapped Stanley’s bottom this time just below 

the second stroke before methodically taking the cane right 

back and bringing it back down with great speed to strike 

exactly where I had wanted – half an inch below that second 

stripe. Stanley gasped as the third line of undiluted pain 

penetrated all the nerve ends in his trim bottom and his feet 

drummed against the floor. 

Soon the eighteen-year-old lout had six very prominent 

welts, turning blue/black. The agony must have been 

spreading throughout his body, blinding him to all else.  

I had not announced to Stanley how many strokes I had 

intended to deliver. It is, I suppose, traditional to inflict six-

of-the-best in such circumstances. I could clearly see that the 

six strokes I had lashed down into his bared buttocks so far 
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had a considerable effect on the boy. He was crying 

uncontrollably, sobbing, and shaking. 

However, his offences had been many and some grave. 

I could not be sure that six strokes would be sufficient to 

drive home to him the enormity of his crimes, and more to 

the point, to ensure perfect behaviour from this day forward. 

Since this was Stanley’s first-ever caning I supposed 

that he had never before in his life imagined such pain, but 

was this experience enough for him to resolve never to 

undergo it again? 

I could not be certain, so I resolved to carry on for the 

full dozen. I drew back and three strokes thumped low down 

into his bum in rapid succession. I knew that these low 

strokes would be felt every time the boy sat down for days 

serving as a constant reminder not to disobey me. 

I landed number ten higher up, before changing my 

stance and lashing number eleven across the full swell of his 

bottom, cutting across several earlier welts. Stanley roared 

and his bottom gyrated as he took this hardest stroke yet. 

Number twelve was delivered again in a diagonal stripe; this 

time from the opposite corner ensuring his buttocks 

resembled a hot cross bun pattern. 

“That will do, I hope you have learned your lesson,” I 

said, meaning that the thrashing had concluded. Stanley did 

not move. He was in great distress and I supposed he had not 

heard me, or perhaps had not fully understood the 

importance of my words.  

I tried again, “You can stand up when you are ready.” 

Still he made no effort to get up. He must have been so 

sore that he didn’t want to (or couldn’t) move.  
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“Hurry up! I haven’t got all day. Do you want me to 

cane you some more?” 

That last threat did the trick and Stanley, utterly 

defeated, hauled himself to his feet and began rubbing his 

glowing backside and the swelling of each weal. 

Once more I scolded him about his disobedience and 

attitude. He promised to be very, very good the way that 

most freshly caned boys will promise just about anything. 

Without asking my permission (but I let that go this time) he 

bent down and in obvious agony pulled up first his cotton 

briefs and then his denim jeans over his toasted bottom. He 

was still shaking from the force of his thrashing and I 

thought it best to dismiss him instantly. He didn’t need 

telling twice and he dashed from the room and hurtled up the 

stairs to his bedroom to inspect his tenderised rump. 

Thinking about it later, I thought the caning worked 

very well. My nephew had demonstrated self-control and 

submission to my authority by allowing me to thrash his 

naked bottom. I could see there was hope for him yet. He 

had promised to obey me in future, now we would see if he 

was able to keep that promise. 

 

 

15. The vicar delivers 

 

DARREN’S MOUTH GAPED open when the vicar strode 

to a cupboard and took from it a whippy school cane which 

he swished through the air a couple of times before intoning, 

“Bend over that chair.” 

“B.. b.. but,”  he stammered. 



132 

 

“Do it now, I don’t have all day,” the vicar swished the 

cane once more. 

Darren stood his ground, unsure what he should do. 

Swish! Swish! the cane flew through the air. The vicar 

was a powerful man, as befitted someone who once played 

prop forward at rugby. His steel grey searching eyes fixed 

on Darren, his jaw locked in a scowl. People said of the vicar 

that he had ‘presence,’ and when he fixed you with his glare, 

you were powerless to resist.  

The vicar was not about to take any nonsense from 

Darren. The vicar had complete authority and he would use 

it. At the moment his rattan crook-handled cane was the 

symbol of that authority. Darren would submit to it and to 

the vicar before he was set free. 

They were in the study at the vicar’s home. It was a 

large room in a huge house. The Church spared no expense 

on the comforts of its vicars. Book-laden shelves ran along 

three walls. There were hundreds, possibly thousands, of 

books, enough to stock a small-town library. The scholastic 

atmosphere they generated might impress visitors, but most 

had lain unread for many years. The only time they felt a 

human hand was when Mrs. Grey the cleaning woman 

wiped the dust from them. 

Cupboards and a large picture window took up the 

fourth wall. Darren looked beyond the vicar into the 

sumptuous garden as he ran over the vicar’s demand in his 

mind. 

The chair the vicar wanted him to lower himself across 

was made of expensive soft leather. It would be very 

comfortable to bend over, but once Darren had done this he 

knew what followed would be far from comfortable. 
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Swish! Swish! the vicar was growing impatient. 

The vicar was no stranger to corporal punishment. He 

was from God-fearing folk and genuinely believed in the 

Bible: all of it. He lived by the adage, “spare the rod and 

spoil the child” and he had not spared his own son Adam 

from the lash. 

His preferred method with his nineteen-year-old son 

was a heavy thick leather strap, applied with great vigour to 

Adam’s quivering naked buttocks. The vicar had a ritual. 

First he would list in the minutest detail the boy’s faults 

followed by admonishments. Then, on bended knees they 

would pray together for forgiveness. The prayers were 

always answered, but atonement had to come before 

forgiveness. 

The lashings were brutal. They always took place in the 

vicar’s bedroom. Without awaiting instruction, Adam would 

pile pillows four deep in the centre of the bed. Then he 

stripped completely naked. While he disrobed, his father 

took the razor strop from its moorings, a hook on the inside 

door of the wardrobe. 

The boy climbed on the pillows, his face buried in the 

eiderdown, his buttocks pointing at the ceiling. There was 

always a pause; it felt like hours to Adam, but it was only a 

minute. His father was praying to God again, this time to 

give him the extra strength to whip the boy good and hard. 

Adam clenched his teeth shut. No matter how hard his 

father flogged him, he never cried out. Over the years his 

ability to endure pain had reached truly remarkable levels. 

The strap rose and fell twenty-four times; his father 

swiped so ferociously he might have thought he was beating 

a carpet. No dust was raised on Adam’s buttocks, only ugly 
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red wheals as over and over the leather thundered into his 

cheeks. 

Then it was over. Adam’s eyes shone as he crawled off 

the bed and shakily stood beside his father, who was still 

holding the razor strop. His backside was blistered and the 

agony would be shooting through his body. Quite often by 

the end of these punishment sessions Adam was utterly 

disoriented, unsure of his whereabouts, and his father had to 

guide him back to his own bedroom. 

But before he was allowed to leave, there was one more 

prayer to be said: to thank God for his mercy. 

Swish! “You are wasting my time and your own!”  

Darren shuddered in terror. The vicar’s stare held him 

transfixed.  

“B.. b.. b.. but can’t we talk about this? Do we …” 

Darren trailed off. The position he found himself in was so 

utterly unexpected. How could he reason with the vicar? 

“I … I…,” but words would not come for Darren. His 

senses had deserted him. He wanted to say he was sorry, but 

his ‘crime’ did not merit a thrashing with a whippy cane. 

That is what he wanted to say, but he could not find the 

words. 

The vicar stalked him, cane in hand, his piercing grey 

eyes burning holes in Darren’s brain. 

“Over the chair!” he barked. Blood seemed to drain 

from Darren’s body and his face was ghostly pale. 

“NOW!” 

That was when Darren lost his mind. Thinking about it 

later he realised he should have pushed his way past the vicar 

and fled from the house. Nobody would have blamed him. 

It would have been the sensible thing to do. 
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 But, by now ‘sense’ had nothing to do with it. 

Instead of running to freedom, Darren took a huge deep 

breath filling his lungs with air. Then, he stepped forward 

and like a swimmer diving into an icy pool, he hurled 

himself over the back of the chair. 

The weight of his body sank into the plush padded 

chair. His face was so close to the seat cushion, the aroma of 

luxurious expensive leather made him gag. 

Darren closed his eyes in anticipation of the whacking 

he was about to receive, so he did not see, but he could hear, 
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the vicar in prayer. The huge man was muttering something 

about penitence and forgiveness.  

Moments later he felt the vicar tug at the elasticated 

waist of his trousers, pulling them and his underpants to his 

knees in one complete movement. Darren’s naked buttocks 

made a perfect target for the vicar’s cane. 

It was over in seconds. Swipe! Swipe! Swipe! The vicar 

flogged the cane into Darren’s cheeks. Never before had the 

vicar whipped a boy so hard. His entire heart and his soul 

went into the effort. 

Then a further three swipes followed one after another, 

rapidly like pistol shots. 

Darren howled as the first cut took his arse off and he 

did not stop screaming until long after the sixth and final 

whop! lashed into him. 

The yells echoed round the study and throughout the 

house. It was convenient that the study was at the back of 

the house, so Darren’s cries did not reach the ears of 

pedestrians in the street outside, for surely one of them 

would have phoned the police, believing a murder was 

taking place. 

Darren clung on to the soft seat cushion for his dear life 

and stamped his feet up and down, like a soldier on sentry 

duty. The six-of-the-best was delivered without pause and it 

was over before he could even think of hauling himself from 

the chair to run screaming from the room. 

His once pale face had turned a deadly puce colour. 

Tears and snot cascaded down his face and he gulped in air 

in an effort to fill his lungs and stop himself collapsing. 

Without waiting for permission he pulled himself to his 

feet. The agony in his buttocks was terrific and he could 
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hardly stay upright. Gingerly he touched his cheeks with the 

tips of his fingers, thinking it might relieve some of the pain, 

but just the slightest contact with his throbbing flesh sent 

new shockwaves of agony coursing through his body. 

The vicar sank to his knees to once again converse with 

God. Darren saw his chance and still wracked with pain, he 

pulled his trousers and pants up and staggered from the 

room. Then, bouncing once or twice off the walls in the 

hallway, he opened the front door and escaped. 

He breathed in deeply, filling his lungs with fresh air 

and this helped to calm him, but his escape was not yet 

complete. Standing where he had left it, only five minutes 

previously, was his motor scooter. Wincing with each step 

he walked to it and grabbed the handlebars.  

This was useless, he realised. There was no way he 

could ride it away. The ache in his arse was as bad as ever. 

He would find it difficult to walk for some considerable time 

to come, never mind sit down. 

He looked behind him, expecting at any moment to see 

the vicar dashing from the house to chase after him. He must 

act quickly. Having no choice, he released the foot stand and 

with some difficulty started to push the bike towards the 

road. 

He paused, unsure where he should go. He looked to 

the left and to the right. He really wanted to turn right, to go 

home, so he could explore and then treat his wounds. 

But he really needed to keep his job. So, instead of 

going home he tuned left and headed back to Stafford’s 

Pizza House. His buttocks blazed with every step he took: a 

reminder of what can happen if you deliver a customer’s 

order twenty minutes late. 
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