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“The terrible caning stops for a few seconds.

Looking under the cannon I can see Anna handing the cane to Rebecca and then Rebecca whispers something into Anna’s ear.

Anna replies loudly.

“Of course!”

Rebecca then steps forward and unceremoniously pulls my trousers down to my knees.

My burning ass really does feel vulnerable now as it is completely defenceless against the very upset woman who is standing behind me holding the cruel cane.

Rebecca takes a few practice swings through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

The cane is then resting across my bare cheeks, and a moment later.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhh! I realise two things.”
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A Secret Holiday

I open my eyes to find myself alone in bed. I am staying in a plush hotel in Benidorm for the week with my best mates Paul and Ben. We have splashed out on a large luxurious suite with three separate bedrooms. 

We have been planning this lad’s holiday for months and our three unsuspecting wives all think that we have gone to a boring works conference in Blackburn for the week.

I am surprised to find that the other side of my bed is empty as we all pulled last night and all three of the northern sluts that we chatted up came back to our hotel and spent the night with each of us in our rooms. 

Not a bad first night in Benidorm for us!

I seem to remember that my playmate for the night was called Paula, but I cannot remember the names of the others, just that they were all from the north of England somewhere and had accents that were almost impossible for us southerners to understand after a few too many pints of the local lager.

I am glad that Paula has gone home early as its saves me from making an excuse to get rid of her. Paul, Ben and I are all in our early thirties and it appears that we are all trapped in fairly mundane marriages, so we do not intend to stay with the same chick for more than a night. We are going to play the field as much as possible this week before returning home to our boring jobs and unexciting wives.

I glance into Paul’s room to find him still asleep with Paula and one of her friends sitting at the table drinking coffee. Paula certainly does not look half as attractive as she did last night when I was slightly inebriated from the strong lager. Her smudged makeup and bleached hair makes her look like a dirty little slut. But maybe that was what attracted me to her last night.

The two girls and I exchange a mumbled. 

“Morning”

And then there is a deadly silence.

I find it amusing that although we talked nonstop last night except for when we were having sex we cannot find anything to say to each other the next morning.

I decide to look in on Ben. 

As I enter Ben’s room I see that he is laying on the bed with the other bleached slut kneeling over him. Her head is bobbing up and down frantically as she gives him a blowjob. By the look of her she is desperately trying to get the job done as quickly as possible. She must not want to be too late for the coffee break with her slutty friends.

The blond looks at me and her head stops bobbing for a few seconds. She then carries on frantically again.

I return to my room and fall back asleep on the bed.

I am awoken by my name being called.

“Joe.”

I open my eyes to see Ben and Paul standing in my room. Ben sounds very enthusiastic this morning. I wonder why?

“Come on Joe get up! Let’s go and grab some breakfast down the beach.”

I ask.

“Why would we want to go out and pay for breakfast when we can have it for free in the hotel?”

“Because we can start eyeing up the sluts for tonight’s entertainment.”

“Good point. Let’s go!”

I then stop to ask.

“Where are our three slags?”

Paul replies proudly.

“I told them that we were going home today and had to leave soon for the airport. They left their numbers on a piece of paper. I threw it in the bin.”

“Well done Paul.”

I quickly put on a fresh top and shorts before heading to the lift with the other two.

Outside the hotel we all climb into the jeep that we have hired for the week and with the top down we head off to the harbour end of the beach.

As we drive I give a word of warning to the others.

“Make sure that you keep your sun hats on lads. We don’t want to go back home with too much of a suntan otherwise our wives will not believe that we have been in Blackburn for the week.”

Ben and Paul laugh before taking their hats from the glove box.

When we arrive at the harbour area we are surprised at how congested the area is. There is nowhere to park!

We cruise about for at least twenty minutes before noticing a car pulling out of a space. There is a Porsche looking like it is waiting to go into the space but as the car pulls out I quickly pull into the space, just beating the Porsche to it.

Result! It must be my lucky day.

The Porsche driver seems to be a little upset with me taking their space and blows the horn. We take no notice and climb out of the jeep.

The door of the Porsche opens and the driver steps out.

“Wow!”

She must be slightly older than me, probably in her late thirties, but she is stunning for her age. She is about 5ft 10 tall with a lovely firm looking body. She has tied back black hair with a white blouse and a tight black skirt. My eyes move downwards to study her black stockings and high heels. The woman looks very much overdressed for a holiday resort.

I decide that I want to shag her. I have always dreamt of giving a MILF a damn good seeing to. 

Unfortunately as she speaks I realise that this is not very likely to happen in the near future.

“What the hell are you doing? I was waiting for that space.”

Even though there is very little hope I still have one attempt at reeling her in.

“Sorry about that love. Let me buy you an English breakfast to make up for your bad luck.”

The woman is very angry.

“Get out of that space. I am late for work because of you.”

I give up trying to pull her and decide to have a bit of verbal fun with her instead.

“You can’t park there anyway.”

“What do you mean I can’t park there?”

“Well as you are a woman you will find it scientifically impossible to park a car anywhere.”

Ben and Paul both find this very funny. There is a small crowd of onlookers now and the males of the group also seem to find this amusing.

The woman is furious now.

“I will give you one last chance. Let me have my space.”

I shake my head.

“Sorry love no can do. Get the man who bought you that flash car to buy you your own parking place, and as you are a woman driver make sure that it is a big one”

We head off towards our waiting breakfast and the furious woman gives up and jumps back into her car.

As we walk across the road we hear a loud bang behind us. We look around to see that the woman in the Porsche has forgotten that there was a concrete bollard in front of her car and has run into it, badly smashing the front of the Porsche and bursting one of its tires. 

There is a big crowd of onlookers now.

The three of us walk back to survey the damage. The car is certainly not drivable and the woman is sat inside very red faced. 

I approach the woman.

“There you are I told you that women can’t drive. You should have listened to me.”

The woman does not reply and we head off to get our breakfasts. 

Game set and match to me I think.

This day is just getting better and better!

Pleasure Trip

Over breakfast the three of us compare notes about the sluts that we spent the night with. 

After watching the scantily clad people stroll past on the way to the beach I declare.

“I am going to do better for myself tonight. I am going to pull myself a Spanish slut.”

Paul interrupts.

“I hear that they are very hairy.”

“I don´t care if they are hairy or not. Look at the shape of them, and besides I already know some Spanish, hola and gracias.”

The other two laugh and Ben says.

“Yep that chat up line should have them all gagging for it.”

“You can both laugh, but I will do my best to pull one tonight. The way that my luck is going at the moment it would be a foolish man to bet against me.”

Paul then makes a suggestion.

“Why don´t we take a walk around the harbour to see if there are any posh birds around?”

Ben and I both agree that is a good idea, so we pay the bill and then take a leisurely walk to the harbour.

There are some truly outstanding boats in the harbour and we eventually come across an interesting looking old sailing boat. 

I take out the phone that the three of us share for uses that we do not want our wives to see. I am about to take a photo of Ben and Paul when a voice says.

“Do you want me to take a photo of the three of you?”

I look around to see six or seven very pretty and athletic looking ladies. They are all dressed the same in Purple T-Shirts and tight fitting matching skirts, they are all wearing trainers and look as if they all play for the same hockey team. I would guess that their ages are all in the mid to upper twenties or very early thirties age group.

I pass one of them the phone and she snaps away at the three of us as we pose in front of the old sailing boat.

Eventually she hands me the phone back and I thank her.

I notice that one of the group is then moving the rope that is across the gangplank to the boat and I ask.

“Are you lot something to do with this boat?”

One of the purple clothed ladies explains.

“Yes this boat is used for pleasure trips and we are the crew.”

Ben interrupts.

“Sounds like my kind of cruise. I love your uniforms. What is your name?”

“I am Karen.”

After a short pause Karen asks.

“Would you three like to come for a trip? We are going to be leaving shortly?”

As I suspected she was just being helpful trying to sell the trips. I ask.

“What’s the price?”

“Because you three lads are so handsome and I am feeling a bit lonely you can come for free.”

I ask

“Are you serious?”

“Of course! Come on, I promise you that it will be a trip to remember.”

We did not need asking again and the three of us quickly heads up the gangplank flanked by our seven beautiful hosts.

The boat is almost as stunning as its crew. It is obvious from its condition that it is quite a new boat but it is a very good reproduction of a traditional sailing ship, even with cannons on the deck. The boat must be at least seventy or eighty feet long. 

I ask one of the crew.

“How many crew are there altogether?”

“Just the seven of us and the captain who is down below at the moment.”

Wow! An all female crew, things are just getting better and better all the time. I have heard about these booze cruises and they seem to leave little to the imagination.

After a few minute I notice that we are moving away from the harbour and ask Karen.

“How many do you have on the cruise today?”

I am very pleasantly surprised by her answer.

“It is just you three lads today.”

I look at Paul and Ben. We all have beaming smiles on our faces. If this is a dream I never want to wake up.

One of the crewmembers then approaches us carrying some clothing.

“Hello I’m Rebecca. You all take active parts as crew members on these trips so put your uniforms on. You can change downstairs. Oh also the captain does not allow phones on board so can you give them to me for safe keeping”

We each give Rebecca our phones and then she hands us each some cloths and points to a door.

We head below to see that the boat is very basic below with some hammocks hanging. We all change into our uniforms and have a good laugh at each other when we see how we look.

We are dressed in white shirts and very tight thin black trousers. None of us has pants to put on because we were wearing shorts but I do not think that they would have fitted under these skin tight trousers anyway.

I just cannot believe the trouble that these people have gone to in making this trip authentic. The first thing that I am going to do when it is over is to give them some good reviews on the internet. Maybe that was what they were hoping for when they gave us a freebie.

We all struggle slightly up the steps in our skin tight trousers and I notice that the land is already a long way in the distance and although the boat has some sails up it is obvious that the main propulsion is coming from a much more modern iron sail that is thudding away down below.

I call to Karen.

“Karen can you tell us where the bar is please?”

Karen shakes her head.

“The captain does not permit alcohol aboard, but if you are thirsty you can get a drink anytime over there.”

She then points to a water tap on the wall.

No bar is a bit of a disappointment, but at least Paul has come prepared.

“Come with me downstairs lads, I have a hipflask with some single malt in it.”

We follow Paul below and he pulls out his hipflask.

I grab it and quickly undo the top, but just as I am about to put it to my lips Rebecca appears and says.

“What are you doing? We told you that the captain does not allow alcohol.”

All three of us freeze. We are not quite sure if she is being serious, but Karen then grabs the flask from us.

“I am going to take this to the captain.”

Karen then marches off with our whisky.

We laugh about the incident as we head back up onto the deck. 

We are surprise when we look around that we are now out of sight of land. We all have a drink of water from the tap before finding a shady place to sit, as always being careful not to return home with too good a suntan.

Rebecca appears and this time she has a very serious look on her face.

“The captain wants to see you three.”

Oh dear it must be about the drink. I hope that we are not going to get a telling off.

We follow Rebecca below and she leads us to a plush looking part of the ship. She knocks on one of the doors and then a few seconds later she opens the door and we follow her inside.

We enter a very big and beautifully fitted out cabin with the captain busily writing away behind a large desk. The three of us stand side by side in front of the desk.

When the captain looks up we all have the shock of our lives....

The captain is the woman who was driving the Porsche earlier!

She carefully looks us all up and down. She has a serious look on her face but is also looking a bit smug.

Maybe today is not going to be such a good day after all.

Eventually the woman from the Porsche speaks.

“I am Anna. I understand that you deliberately disobeyed my rules and were caught red handed attempting to consume alcohol on my vessel. Do you have anything to say for yourselves?”

The three of us look at each other but remain quiet hoping that she is not going to mention the parking incident from this morning.

After a deadly silence Anna speaks in a very serious voice.

“Ok this is quite a serious offence but as it is your first offence of the cruise I am going to be lenient with you.”

Oh I like the sound of the word lenient. I wonder what she has got planned for us? 

I laugh to myself as I think I hope she is not going to make us swab the decks.

The three of us are all suddenly mesmerised as we see Anna picking up a long cane from the floor. She bends the cane into a circle and then lets it spring quickly back into shape again. She then places the cane onto the desk in front of us. The scary looking thing must be at least four foot long.

Anna then continues in a very serious voice.

“I am going to give you six strokes each. Go onto the deck, I will be with you shortly.”

We obediently head up to the deck and as we walk Ben chats with Paul.

“This is a really sexy trip. I think that we are all going to be caned by sexy Anna.”

“Yes but what if she does it hard. That cane looks like a serious piece of kit and we all have thin trousers on.”

I join in.

“Don’t forget that I am the one that made her look like a fool this morning.”

Over the Cannon

When we arrive on the deck all of the crew are waiting for us and my heart starts racing when I see that one of them is holding some leather restraining straps.

Anna now appears holding her long cane. She keeps flexing the cane as if to demonstrate how whippy it is.

“Ok I want a volunteer to go first.”

She points the cane at me.

“Not you though, I want to keep you for last.”

She need not have worried I was not going to volunteer to go first anyway.

As there are no volunteers to go first Anna eventually points her cane at Paul.

“Right then you go first. Stretch yourself across that cannon and try to reach the deck on the opposite side.”

Paul being quite sure that this is going to be just a bit of sexy fun obediently stretches across the cannon. The cannon is just above waist height so as Paul tries to reach the deck with his hands on the opposite side he ends up with both his feet and hands clear of the ground. 

Two of the sexy crew members instantly step forward and use the leather straps to securely tie his ankles and wrists together. They then secure the straps to a sturdy metal ring that is attached to the deck beneath the cannon.

Paul’s backside is now right on top of the cannon with his thin trousers stretched very tight. I can see him trying to move but the crew members have fastened him very well.

If I were Paul now I think that I would be more than a little scared.

Everyone is looking on intently as Anna takes up her position behind Paul. There is then a terrifying sound as Anna swishes the long cane through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

She is swishing the cane as hard as she can. I cannot believe how much the thing flexes at the top of the stroke, and the sound that it makes as it cuts through the air is absolutely terrifying.

Surely she is not planning on whacking him that hard?

Anna then says calmly.

“Six strokes.”

She rests her long cane across Paul’s backside and then moments later all hell is let loose.

She raises the cane high above her shoulder and brings it down with her full force onto Paul’s poor backside. This time the terrifying sound of the long cane cutting through the air is followed by a sickening whacking sound as it fiercely impacts across Paul’s backside.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Paul lets out a scream and tugs frantically at his restraints, but unfortunately for him he finds that he cannot get himself out of the way of Anna’s cruel strokes.

Anna continues with venom.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Paul lets out a yelp from each stroke but Anna shows him no mercy whatsoever as she mercilessly continues to cane him.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Paul is desperately trying to move his backside out of the firing line but it is no use he is secured well.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

There is a slight pause after the sixth stroke to let Paul finish his wriggle dance and then Anna tells one of the crew members to untie him.

Paul stands up and shakes his head to Ben and me.

Anna now points the cane at Ben.

“OK you next, over you go.”

Ben replies with a very firm.

“NO!”

Anna is taken aback by this.

“What do you mean, No?”

“What I mean is that there is no way that you are going to cane me like that.”

Anna replies calmly.

“I am going to give you one final chance. Bend over the cannon. NOW!”

Ben replies firmly

“No fucking way.”

Anna as calm as ever replies.

“OK then have it the hard way.”

She then nods to her crew.

Four of the crew members then grab Ben. He tries to struggle but one of them gets him in an arm lock. It is obvious from the ease at which they take control of Ben that at least some of them must practice martial arts.

Within a very short time Ben is very securely stretched across the cannon. He tugs at his restraints but finds that he cannot move. He too is now at the mercy of Anna and her cane.

Anna swishes the cane through the air again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

We are now all shocked as Anna speaks.

“Ok then I am about to give you six strokes for the alcohol and another six strokes for disobeying my instructions. That makes twelve strokes. It looks like you are about to learn the hard way to take up your position quickly the next time I tell you.”

In a panic Ben protests.

“No fucking way!”

Anna replies calmly.

“Thirteen strokes now!”

Ben is desperate now.

“No. OK I will take six then.”

Anna replies again.

“Fourteen strokes now, and another every time that you speak.”

Ben at last remains silent.

Anna confirms his fate.

“Right then fourteen strokes.”

Anna rests the long cane across Ben’s backside and a few seconds later all hell breaks loose again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna brings the first stroke down as hard as ever. Ben tugs at his restraints to no avail.

Anna continues mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Ben is already wriggling about like crazy but Anna keeps all of the cane strokes coming with a very loud and sickening sounding whack.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna speaks to Ben after the sixth stroke.

“If you had done as I told you then that would have been your last stroke. I will continue now.”

She then continues caning Ben as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Ben is letting out a squeal every time that the whippy looking cane wraps around his cheeks, but Anna just keeps the cruel strokes coming as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

At long last the cane falls silent and Ben is left to wriggle about for a minute or two before the crew members release him. Without looking at anyone he walks over to the side of the boat and stands alone.

My heart now starts to pump hard and my breathing deepens as I know it is very soon going to be my turn. I have already planned what I am going to do when Anna calls me forward.

Anna paces around the deck for a few minutes making sure that she prolongs my agony. I cannot help myself from being transfixed by the long cane in her hand.

Eventually a smug smile spreads across Anna’s face. She points the cane at me and says firmly.

“Over the cannon. NOW!

I instantly hurry to the cannon and stretch myself across it.

I am not in a very enviable position about to be caned severely by the woman that I belittled earlier in the day, but whatever happens I do not want to give her any excuse to give me more than six strokes. 

I have stretched across the cannon in record time, and now I just need to keep quiet until the merciless bitch has finished caning me.

I feel a couple of the crew tying my wrists and ankles very tightly beneath the cannon. My very thin trousers are stretched very tightly across my poor exposed backside; I do not think that they will give me much protection from the cruel bitch’s cane.

I hear Anna’s heels clicking on the deck as she comes closer to me and then all goes quiet as she stands behind me. 

Suddenly I hear the terrifying sound of the cane cutting through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

Thankfully there was no loud whacking sound after any of the strokes but I know that there will be very soon. I will just have to grit my teeth and keep quiet for the six cruel strokes.

Anna now sounding very smug speaks to me.

“Ok then, if you are comfortable I will begin caning you. I am going to give you six hard strokes..............for the alcohol and twelve more for belittling me in public.”

I can hear most of the people on deck let out a sigh as she speaks.

I feel like protesting but I know that I will get even more strokes added if I do.

Anna continues.

“You are going to get eighteen strokes in total and after this morning I do not need to tell you how much I am going to enjoy this.”

How the hell did I ever get in this position? A few hours ago I thought that I was having one of the best days of my life and now I am stretched across a cannon about to be viciously caned by the woman who I made a fool out of in public this morning. I cannot bear the thought of six strokes of her cane at that force let alone eighteen.

I feel the cane sliding across my buttocks as Anna adjusts her stance and from the feeling I can tell that these tight thin trousers are going to give me no protection whatsoever from the cruel cane. I now feel in such a vulnerable position.

I feel the cane leave my cheeks and immediately here the terrifying sound of the cane cutting through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

The sound is followed by an even louder sound as the cane slams down across my cheeks.

“WHAAAAAAACK”

I can feel the cane wrapping itself around the contours of my cheeks and immediately I let out a loud.

“AHHHHH”

As the terrible line of burning and stinging spreads across the full with of both my cheeks.

I hear Anna giggle when she hears my scream but then she brings another stroke down with the same ferocity.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

This really is too much for me to bear now. I tug at my restraints to no avail. I am absolutely desperate to get my burning backside out of the way of her cruel strokes, but I am a sitting duck as she continues to thrash me mercilessly.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I wriggle about as I try to dodge the cruel cane but the strokes all keep coming accurately and with full force.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Why can’t the fucking bitch miss with one or give me a break. The stinging is now beyond belief and the strokes keep coming.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna speaks after the seventh stroke.

“I hope that you enjoyed belittling me in the street as much as I am enjoying caning you.”

She is obviously loving every second of this.

The terrible strokes keep coming mercilessly.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

She has now made my entire ass burn to hell and the strokes are all now landing on the tops of previous ones, but the cruel bitch shows me no mercy whatsoever and keeps the strokes coming as hard as ever.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I have now lost count but surely that must be it now?

No I hear the terrible sound again.

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Along last the cane falls silent and I do my best to gather my composure. I do not want to let the bitch see how much she has hurt me.

After a couple of minutes Rebecca unties me and I walk back over to join Ben and Paul.

I notice that Anna has already gone below and we are left on deck with just a few purple dressed crew members.

Rebecca turns to us and says.

“You three had better go below now, it is time for you to prepare the evening meal. I will show you where everything is.”

Domestic Duties

Rebecca leads us into the large galley which is very well stocked. She shows us where everything is and tells us that we are to prepare an evening meal for eleven people. I suddenly start to worry how much longer this cruise from hell is going to last so I ask Rebecca.

“What time are we going back?”

“This cruise is for about six days.”

“What! I thought it was just a day trip.”

“We did not tell you how long it was. We just asked if you would like to come along.”

Ben, Paul and I all look at each other in amazement.

Rebecca then hands us all a sheet of paper.

Each sheet contains a work rota and it has become clear that we are expected to work our passage, scrubbing decks, cooking, washing cloths and even ironing.

Things then go from bad to worse as Rebecca speaks.

“Let me give you all a bit of advice. There is no early exit for anyone from this cruise, I suggest that you all work hard and try your utmost to keep your noses clean. You will all be caned very severely many times before the trip has finished but by keeping your noses clean you can keep the extra strokes to a minimum. The main thing to remember is that when Anna calls you up for a caning respond immediately and keep quiet.”

If we were not all terrified before we certainly are now.

We compare work rota’s and I see that they are all the same, so I screw mine up and then throw it to the waste bin in the corner of the galley. 

My shot just misses the bin.

Rebecca seeing this calls out loudly.

“UNLUCKY!” 

We all smile until Rebecca continues.

“Dropping litter is an offence on this vessel. As it is a minor offence you have a choice. I can report the offence to Anna or you can accept my punishment now.”

There is a pause as I think. 

Rebecca starts to get impatient and asks.

“Well what will it be?”

I suppose that it is a no brainer, I do not want to be caned by that cruel bitch again today.

“OK I will accept your punishment Rebecca.”

Rebecca looks delighted with my choice.

“Good decision. Wait there a minute I won’t keep you long.”

Rebecca leaves the galley and the three of us stand in total silence wondering what is about to happen next.

Rebecca returns a few minutes later carrying a paddle shaped implement that looks very flexible as if it is made out of some sort of rubber or leather. She shows me the cruel looking item.

“I am going to give you six strokes with this strap. If you move before I have finished I will start counting from the beginning again, and if you keep moving I will cancel the punishment and report the offence to Anna instead. Now is that clear?”

Too terrified to speak I just nod yes.

I look Rebecca up and down. There are probably men out there who would pay to be thrashed by a beautiful sexy blond dressed in a purple hockey kit and I must admit that she does look extremely sexy holding that whippy looking paddle, but I somehow think that I am not going to be enjoying these next few minutes.

Rebecca interrupts my thoughts.

“Bend over that table.”

I obediently do as she says not wanting to earn any extra strokes.

I now fee Rebecca’s fingers around the waistline of my trousers and I flinch as she yanks them unceremoniously down until they are around my knees. 

She then explains her action.

“I don’t know whether to call this a strap or a paddle but whatever its name it is always given onto the bare cheeks. I just love the sound that it makes and the sight of men’s bottoms turning bright red.”

It seems that they have everything planned on this cruise, very thin tight trousers with elasticised waists. Everything to make their jobs easier.

I feel the rubbery texture of the big paddle across my bare cheeks. It looks like each stroke is going to completely cover my poor ass. 

Rebecca speaks again.

“I am about to begin. Remember what I said earlier, so do your best to keep still.”

I feel that the rubbery implement has left my sensitive cheeks and a second or so later I jump as there is an almighty.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

As the cruel big paddle slaps down incredibly hard across my bare cheeks. 

If I had thought that Rebecca would be any less severe than her captain I was wrong. The stinging is severe over my entire backside but there is worst to come.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

The bitch has brought it down just as hard again but the difference is now my ass is stinging twice as much and I cannot bear to take anymore but.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

Everyone on board must be able to hear the incredible sound of the rubbery implement slapping down onto my bare cheeks.

This is now completely unbearable the burning and stinging sensation has quadrupled.

I quickly jump up out of the firing line.

I look to Rebecca who is standing with her arm outstretched ready to bring the ferocious whippy paddle down again.

She points to the table and says in a very firm voice.

“Back across the table NOW!”

I cannot bear to take any more onto my already red raw cheeks but I am going to have to somehow if I am to avoid being thrashed by Anna instead.

I stretch myself across the table and my heart sinks as I hear Rebecca Say.

“Number one.”

I notice that three of the crew members have heard the incredible smacking sound and have come to watch.

I jump again as I hear an almighty.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

I stamp on the floor as the immense stinging intensifies from every whack but as I expected the cruel bitch shows me no mercy whatsoever and keeps the whacks coming very hard.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAACK”

I twist back and forth trying to save my burning cheeks from further punishment but Rebecca keeps landing them all very loudly.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

I do not know how, but I somehow manage to keep my position.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

Rebecca says.

“That’s your lot. You can get up now.”

As I gather my composure and stand up I notice that Rebecca and the other crew members have gone just leaving just Me Ben and Paul who says.

“She has really set your ass on fire with that thing!”

I reply angrily.

“Do you think that I don´t know that?”

The three of us continue preparing the meal and then later we eat the curry that we made in the galley with the rest of the crew minus the captain Anna, who apparently always eats alone in her cabin. 

Ben and I choose to stay standing for the meal.

After the meal we all retire to our hammocks for the night.

Paddled Again

“GET UP!”

“GET UP NOW!”

I am awoken by somebody screaming in my ear. It is one the crew members. I notice that Ben and Paul are already out of their hammocks.

The sexy looking crew member tells us.

“You had better get up on deck and on with your choirs quickly or you will be kissing the cannon again.”

None of us needed telling twice and we were all quickly up on deck and then on our hands and knees scrubbing away. 

We soon notice the sun rising over the horizon. I never imagined that I would ever be getting up this early in the morning on holiday, but at least I don´t have a hangover today.

We double check our work rota to make sure that we do not miss anything and then as per the rota a couple of hours later we go to the galley to prepare the breakfast for everyone onboard. 

All three of us are determined to keep out of trouble for the rest of the cruise. None of us fancies the idea of being caned by Anna again.

After breakfast we are heading up on deck to carry on with our duties when one of the crew taps me on the shoulder.

“The captain wants to see you in her cabin.”

My heart suddenly starts racing. I quickly head to the captain’s cabin terrified of what could be in store for me. I desperately try to think of anything that I may have done wrong but thankfully I cannot think of anything whatsoever.

I knock on the cabin door and after a few seconds I hear Anna call out.

“Enter”

She is sat behind the desk on her computer and when she sees me her face lights up. 

She turns the computer screen around for me see and then presses a button on the keyboard.

“Watch this.”

I watch a short CCTV clip from the galley showing me missing the bin with my screwed up work rota.

She then looks at me and says smugly.

“You will learn the hard way not to drop litter on my vessel.”

I interrupt her.

“Don’t worry; Rebecca has already dealt with it.”

This seems to make Anna very angry.

“Do you think that I don’t know that? She should have come to me. You are a special guest I want to deal with all of your punishments personally. I was about to give you six strokes of my whippy paddle but being as you have chosen to interrupt me I will also give you six strokes of the cane.”

Damn! Why the hell did I not keep quiet, I know this cruel bitch is out to get her own back on me.

Anna places her long cane on the desk in front of me and then points to a gym vaulting horse at the other end of the cabin and says firmly.

“Get yourself stretched across my caning bench. NOW!”

Not wanting to give the bitch any excuse to give me even more strokes I quickly stretch myself across the gym horse. 

Anna comes over to me and says loudly.

“Get your ass up much higher. Right on top of the horse, I can get a much better swing then. I want you to feel the full effect of every stroke.”

I do as she says and wriggle so that my ass is right over the top of the vaulting horse with my hands and feet just off the ground either side.

Anna announces.

“I am going to secure you as you obviously will not be able to hold your position for this.”

Anna firmly secures my arms and legs to each of the four horse legs. I am now fully at the mercy of the cruel bitch again. I wish that I never had such thin trousers on.

Anna steps forward and firmly pulls my trousers down around my thighs.

Damn! I will be careful what I wish for in future.

I am now stretched tightly across the top of the vaulting horse with my bare cheeks presented in the perfect position for the cruel merciless bitch to thrash as severely as she pleases.

If only I could have foreseen this before I made such a fool out of her in public yesterday.

I can hear Anna looking around the cabin for a few minutes before announcing.

“Excuse me for a minute I have lost my paddle. Don’t go away I will be back to severely thrash your ass before you know it.”

I am now left alone in the cabin as Anna goes to search for her cruel paddle.

There is a knock on the door and one of the crew walks in. She is a little surprised to see me stretched across the horse but asks.

“Do you know where Anna is?”

“Yes she has gone to find her rubbery paddle.”

The crew member screws up her face and just replies.

“Ouch!”

She then leaves the cabin.

A couple of minutes later my breathing suddenly deepens as Anna returns holding the terrifying looking rubber paddle.

She says sarcastically.

“Sorry to keep you waiting. Don’t worry I will be warming your backside very soon now.”

She quickly takes up her position behind me and then lightly slaps the rubbery paddle down onto my bare cheeks. Even though she was just putting the paddle onto my ass to set her stance and it was not a proper stroke it is surprising how much the thing still stings on impact. I can feel that the rubber is quite grippy on my skin.

The nasty bitch then takes great pleasure in reminding me.

“I am about to give you six full force whacks with my flexible paddle and another six with my whippy cane. Make sure that you are comfortable I am about to begin.”

I really can sense how much she is loving every moment of this.

Oh no! I have just noticed that the rubber paddle has left my cheeks.

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

The fucking cruel bitch has somehow stung me even more than Rebecca did. She is whacking me as hard as possible and also dragging the rubber paddle across my cheeks on impact. After just one stroke the whole of my backside is burning and stinging to hell.

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

The stinging has just doubled and the whole of my cheeks already feel read raw.

I now hate the fucking bitch and I am absolutely determined to not let her see how much she is stinging my ass.

I try my best to keep as still and quiet as possible but she keeps the whacks coming ferociously.

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

I really cannot bear the stinging but I grit my teeth and hold on.

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAAACK”

I am dancing about wildly from the six cruel whacks but I immediately hear.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

And then unfortunately I hear.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I jump from the vicious impact of the cane. I now have a severe burning line across my red raw cheeks.

The horrible cruel merciless bitch does not stop.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I try tugging at my restraints but it is no use I am fully at her mercy now.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The cane seems to be curling further and further around my cheeks with each stroke and the stinging sensation is quadrupled each time.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I do a manic break dance for a minute and then Anna releases me. 

Her face is bright red from the physical effort of thrashing my backside. 

She smiles as she says.

“Ok that’s it for the moment, go back to your duties, but expect to see me and my cane again soon.”

I hastily head back up to the deck.

An Unexpected Pleasure

All goes quietly for the rest of the day until Paul accidently knocks the bucket of cleaning agent over while cleaning the deck. As he is clearing up the mess I watch Karen disappear downstairs and then she returns a couple of minutes later carrying Anna’s long cane.

Karen then points to Paul and tells him.

“Kiss the Cannon.”

Paul frowns at me not sure what Karen was telling him. So I whisper to him.

“Get over the cannon to be caned.”

Paul thinks about it for a minute, but realising that there is no way out and not wanting to get extra strokes he obediently stretches himself across the cannon.

Karen then secures his ankles and wrists together firmly and then ties the leather straps to the metal ring below the cannon.

I watch intently as Karen rests the cane across Paul’s cheeks to adjust her stance and then without warning she delivers the first stroke.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Wow! She has delivered the stroke just as hard as Anna does.

I find it funny that Karen has not told Paul how many strokes he is getting. I guess it to be six but although I feel for Paul I am hoping that it will be more as Paul has only had six strokes so far and is lagging behind Ben and me.

Karen continues with the cruel strokes.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Wow! That was the seventh stroke. I bet Paul thought that he was just getting six again. I am really interested to see how many he gets now.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Even though Paul is wriggling and yelping from each stroke Karen does not hold back whatsoever and mercilessly keeps caning Paul with full force.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Karen stops at twelve strokes. 

Well caned! I am just glad that it was not me.

Thankfully there are no more canings for me for the rest of the day and after a hard day’s graft I climb into my hammock and fall straight to sleep....

I can feel someone rubbing my arm as I sleep. 

I open my eyes to see Rebecca standing over me. She is still dressed in her purple hockey player uniform. 

I go to speak but she puts her hand over my mouth and whispers.

“Follow me.”

Oh surely the bitches are not going to start caning me in the middle of the night now.

I do not bother changing into my uniform but instead I get out of my hammock and follow Rebecca dressed only in my football shorts. She leads me to the Galley that is deserted and unlit.

Rebecca reaches deep into the back of the fridge and pulls out two bottles of beer. She takes the tops off and hands one to me. 

Seeing that I look a little surprised she says.

“It’s my secret supply.”

As we drink the beer Rebecca opens her heart to me.

“It is a very interesting job on this boat but I do not have time to have any proper contact with men. I am feeling very lonely tonight. I need a young fit man. Do you want to help me?”

Bloody hell! This cruise from hell has just turned into the dream boat. I do like a woman that is not scared to say what she wants.

For once in my life I am speechless in front of a lady, so I just nod yes to Rebecca´s question.

Rebecca kisses me and at the same time runs her hand up and down the front of my shorts. I instantly go hard. She then gently pulls my shorts down and drops to her knees in front of me. I hold her head with both of my hands and guide her lips onto my very stiff cock.

Rebecca slowly works her lips up and down my cock and it feels as if she is sucking very hard at the same time. The pace is too slow so I hold her head again and then try my utmost to speed the pace up, but after a few minutes she pulls her lips off my cock with a loud.

“POP”

Rebecca then stands and walks over to the kitchen table, using a chair as a step she then sits herself down onto the table. She then smiles at me invitingly.

I hurry over and grab her ankles. I lift her ankles high and wide forcing her onto her back. 

I am pleased that there is enough light to see that firstly she is wearing no knickers under her skirt and secondly that her hairy pussy is already soaking wet.

I push her legs even higher and wider and then carefully push my stiff cock deep inside her.

Rebecca lets out a groan as I enter her and I then pump away making sure that I give her every millimetre of my cock with each stroke.

Very quickly Rebecca starts to get excited. She is obviously sex starved and is going to orgasm any second.

I do not want her to cum too soon so I turn her over on the table and then carefully guide her into the doggy position.

I enter her again but this position now drives her crazy and she moves herself up and down my cock faster and faster. 

After a few minutes she lets out a loud groan and her muscles tighten as the intense orgasm hits her. 

She relaxes again a few second later and I then continue to pump away.

After a few minutes of intense pumping Rebecca asks.

“Uh! What´s that on my back? Have you just cum?”

“No sorry I just spilt my beer.”

A minute later it’s my turn and I shoot my entire load inside her.

Rebecca’s response is to say.

“Oye! You dirty bastard.”

We both laugh. 

As I pull out of Rebecca my heart skips a beat as I notice that someone is standing in the doorway watching us.

Still on all fours on the table Rebecca turns her head to see the figure also.

Then the silhouette in the doorway speaks and to our horror it is Anna who simply says.

“I want to see both of you in my cabin at 11am tomorrow.”

Anna then disappears and Rebecca and I hardly say a word to each other before heading back to our rooms.

I do not sleep much that night and the following morning at breakfast I hardly touch a thing wondering what punishment Anna has in mind for us.

Eventually 11am arrives and I go below to find Rebecca waiting nervously outside Anna’s cabin.

What’s the Punishment?

I knock on the door to Anna’s cabin. Rebecca tries to stop me but is too late and she says timidly.

“Oh I just knocked already.”

After a few second we hear Anna call out.

“Enter.”

We both nervously enter the cabin.

Anna is sat at her desk and tells us to close the door.

She then tears into us both.

“I could not believe what I was seeing last night. Firstly you were both drinking alcohol and secondly.”

Anna now looks directly at me.

“You were fucking one of my crew.”

She now looks at Rebecca and continues.

“And you were fucking a married man.”

Just a minute! How do they know that I am married? She must just be guessing as she does not even know my name.

Anna then stares at me again.

“But the worst thing of all was that you were fucking Rebecca while drinking a bottle of beer. I hope that it was worth it for you both.”

Anna gets up and goes to the bathroom. She returns a minute later holding her fierce looking cane and a towel. The cane is dripping wet as if has been soaking in water. Rebecca and I look on intently as she slowly dries the cane with the towel and then places it on the desk. My heart rate goes into overdrive and my breathing deepens big time. I know that very shortly Rebecca and I are going to learn how many times that cruel cane is going to bite our backsides.

Anna looks us both in the eyes in turn and then starts to speak very clearly and meticulously.

“You must both be aware that you have committed very serious breaches of my rules and you must know that you are now going to receive very serious punishments for doing so.”

Anna has made me breathe very deeply but I desperately try to control it so that she does not hear me.

There is now a long pause before Anna continues again.

“What I have decided to give you is twenty four strokes with my lovely well soaked whippy cane. The strokes are obviously going to be very severe and they are going to be shared between the two of you.”

Anna points to me.

“Being the gentleman you can decide how many of the twenty four strokes you take each.”

I watch as Rebecca´s face changes from horror to relief and she gives me a lovely smile.

I think for a minute what to do.

The gentlemanly thing to do would be for me to take all twenty four strokes and it probably makes sense for one person to take all as their ass will become less sensitive towards the end of the caning.

I look at the long whippy cane again and then think about what Anna just said about the strokes being very severe. I make my decision.

A few seconds later Anna looks at me and asks.

“Have you made up your mind yet?”

“Yes I have. Rebecca is to take all of the strokes.”

Anna and Rebecca look at each other and I can see that they were not expecting that answer.

Rebecca’s face turns to horror again and she gives me a really filthy stare.

Anna then says sarcastically.

“Ok then Rebecca the gentleman has made his decision. Bend over the caning bench for your twenty four strokes.”

Rebecca gives me another long stare before walking to the vaulting horse and stretching herself across it.

Anna tells me.

“Go and tie her and make sure that she is secure.”

Looking like she has been in this position before, Rebecca has positioned herself right over the top of the horse with her hands and feet clear of the ground. I secure her ankles and wrists to each of the horse legs.

As I am doing up her final wrist strap Rebecca whispers in my ear.

“You bastard!”

I do feel sorry for her about to take all twenty four strokes but I am also glad that it is her in this position and not me.

I notice that Rebecca’s thin tight purple skirt is stretched so tight that I can see every contour of her buttocks. I realise that it will not give her lovely ass much protection from Anna’s cruel cane strokes.

Anna does not prolong the wait and the long cane is soon resting across Rebecca’s cheeks.

I am shocked at what I witness next.

Anna raises the cane high above her shoulder and brings it down across Rebecca’s bottom with full force.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I can’t believe that she has whacked her so hard. The cruel bitch must cane everyone exactly the same no matter how many strokes she gives them.

Rebecca jumps a little from the shock but remains silent.

Anna does not hang about and continues caning Rebecca fast and furiously.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Rebecca is pulling at her restraints after three strokes.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I notice that Rebecca now has tears running down her cheeks but Anna continues with the cane strokes showing Rebecca no mercy whatsoever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The cruel fucking bitch does not let up. How glad I am that it is Rebecca and not I stretched over her stupid caning bench.

Rebecca keeps quiet for all of the strokes but she does what everyone does in this situation. She is trying to twist her burning bottom out of the way of the cane, but she has no hope as I have done a very good job of securing her.

The merciless bitch keep every cane stroke coming with the same force and sickening sound as it whacks Rebecca’s poor ass.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Rebecca’s skirt is now covered in white lines from the cane. I am surprise that the material does not give up and split open. Anna certainly does not give up.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna throws the cruel cane onto the desk and orders me.

“Untie her.”

I untie Rebecca and notice that she has tears streaming down her face. I do feel a little bad about making her take all of the strokes but at least it’s over now.

Anna gives Rebecca a couple of minutes to gather her composure and then tells us.

“Ok then back on deck and continue with your duties.”

I follow Rebecca up the steps to the deck. We do not speak a word to each other. As we get into the sunlight on the deck I cannot help but notice the vivid white lines from the cane across her skirt.

I look around for Paul and Ben but there is no sign of them. I then notice that Anna has followed us up onto the deck carrying her horrible cane.

It looks like we have more entertainment in store. I wonder who is going to get it now?”

My heart misses a beat as Anna suddenly looks at me and then my heart and breathing go into overdrive as she speaks to me.

“Did you really think that you were going to get away scott free?”

I am too terrified to answer.

“The time has come for your twenty four strokes. Go and kiss the big cannon.”

She points the cane towards a cannon that is higher than the others.

Having no other options I walk slowly to the cannon and stretch myself across it. As the cannon is just above waist height my hands and feet are clear of the deck.

After a few seconds I watch as Rebecca straps my wrists and ankles tightly to a metal ring below the cannon. I now cannot move an inch as I am stretched tightly across the cannon.

Damn! How I wish now that I had volunteered for the twenty four strokes. If I had have done it would have been all over by now.

Rebecca reaches down to double check my straps. She gives me a big smile and whispers.

“Enjoy!”

As if to rub it in Anna proudly says.

“Right then it’s going to be twenty four severe cane strokes for you.”

I know what’s coming next even before she does it.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

If she thinks that the sound of the cane cutting through the air still scares me, she is correct.

Now comes my least favourite moment as I feel the cane resting across my sensitive backside, but before she begins Anna speaks again.

“I have just decided that I am only going to give you twelve strokes.”

“Wow! Some good news at last. Maybe the merciless bitch is getting a little soft in her old age. Twelve of her strokes are still a terrible punishment but for sure it is better than twenty four.

Unfortunately after a short pause Anna continues to speak.

“I am going to give you twelve strokes and then Rebecca is going to give you twelve.”

I turn my head to look at Rebecca and see that she has a beaming smile on her face. I am glad that caning my ass can make some people so happy.

Damn! Now I am going to have two women that I have upset caning me. Could things ever get any worse than this?

Anna has been resting the cane across my ass for the whole time. Everything goes silent and I wait and wait and the cane is still resting across my ass.

Suddenly I realise that the cane has left my cheeks and then.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Ahhhh! The fucking thing now stings more than ever. I had forgotten that she has just been soaking it. The thing feels more like a whip than a cane now as it wraps itself right around my cheeks.

I do not expect the cruel bitch to show me any mercy and I am right. She keeps the terrible cane strokes coming with full force.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

This is terrible. What a difference soaking the cane has made. My poor ass is being whipped horribly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I wriggle and stamp as I try to cope with the terrible lines of burning and stinging travelling right across my ass, but the cruel cane strokes just keep coming relentlessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The terrible caning stops for a few seconds.

Looking under the cannon I can see Anna handing the cane to Rebecca and then Rebecca whispers something into Anna’s ear.

Anna replies loudly.

“Of course!”

Rebecca then steps forward and unceremoniously pulls my trousers down to my knees.

My burning ass really does feel vulnerable now as it is completely defenceless against the very upset woman who is standing behind me holding the cruel cane.

Rebecca takes a few practice swings through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

The cane is then resting across my bare cheeks, and a moment later.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhh! I realise two things. Firstly from the way that the cane curls around my cheeks that Rebecca is left handed and secondly although I would not have thought it possible the wet cane stings even more on bare skin.

Rebecca like her boss shows me no mercy whatsoever and she keeps the cruel cane strokes coming with full force.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The whole of my ass now feels completely red raw and I am sure that even resting the cane across it would now make me jump, but the horrible cruel bitch just keeps the strokes coming as hard as ever and they all land with the same sickening meaty sounding whack as the cane bites into my bare cheeks.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna offers some encouragement.

“Only four left Rebecca. Make sure that you give him what he deserves.”

The strokes don’t get any harder as I think she has done them all as hard as she can anyway.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Finally at long last the cane falls silent.

As soon as I stop wriggling about from the terrible stinging sensation one of the crew unties me. I notice that all of the crew have been watching my humiliation but I least I do not see Paul or Ben watching.

Jumping Ship

There is a very loud splash and everyone runs to the side of the boat to see what it is.

We all look down at the water to see Paul and Ben in one of the ships open wooden lifeboats. They have lowered themselves down from the deck and it looks like they have decided to jump ship.

After a couple of minutes of fumbling about Paul and Ben manage to unfasten the lines that are attached to the bow and stern of the lifeboat so that they are free from the ship. 

We all watch as they pick up an oar each and paddle slowly away from us.

One of the crew members asks Anna.

“What shall we do?”

Anna replies calmly.

“Just follow them at a distance. It will be interesting to see how long it takes for them to get thirsty.”

I spend the rest of my day working hard on my duties desperately trying to keep my nose clean so as to avoid anymore fierce canings.

Every hour or so I have a look over the side to see where Ben and Paul are and I notice that we are always keeping them in our sights on the horizon.

A few hours later as the sun drops below the horizon I notice that we are moving towards the lifeboat which Ben and Paul are in. 

As we come along side them Anna comes up on deck and shouts down to the sunburnt duo.

“Are you ready to come back on board for your canings yet?”

Ben and Paul have a discussion for a couple of minutes and then Paul calls up reluctantly.

“OK”

The crew throws a couple of ropes down and tell Paul and Ben to attach them to the bow and stern of their boat. The crew then winches the lobster coloured duo back on deck. 

They immediately head for the tap and both have a long drink of water.

After Paul and Ben have finished drinking Anna tells them.

“You obviously know that you are going to be caned very severely for this, I am going to let you rest first tonight, but I want you on deck at 10am sharp for your canings.”

I know that Ben and Paul will not be sleeping much tonight.

I manage of keep out of trouble for the rest of the day and after the evening meal I fall straight asleep.

The next day I notice that Paul and Ben are very quiet and do not touch their breakfasts. I am glad that it is someone else about to get a thrashing and not me.

At just before 10am everyone is summoned on deck to witness the punishments. I am quite interested to see what they get.

Anna is already speaking to Paul and Ben when I arrive on deck. I walk over to see what she is saying.

“It is obvious that the cane is having no effect on you so I am going to try something a little more severe.”

Ben and Paul now look absolutely terrified and I am dying to find out what Anna has in store for them.

Anna then tells her crew.

“Put them both over the big cannons.”

Two of the crew members lead Paul and Ben to two of the chest high cannons and they then firmly secure them over the top with their hands and feet clear of the ground.

Anna then instructs the two crew members.

“Trousers down for this.”

The two crew members pull Paul and Ben’s trousers down to their knees.

They certainly have not caught the sun on their backsides, they are both completely white, but I know that their poor backsides will not be white for much longer.

I see Ben and Paul’s heads turn and their eyes are nearly popping out as they watch one of the crew members arrive on deck. She is carrying a vicious looking long birch containing a bundle of six very whippy looking canes and a cruel looking whip about 5ft long that looks like it is made of a kind of rubber.

If I were in Paul or Ben’s place at the moment I would be absolutely terrified.

Anna instructs her seven crew members to stand together and she then throws the whip and birch to the far end of the deck. 

She then declares.

“Whoever picks them up first gets to do the punishment.”

The crew members all take off like crazy towards the birch and whip. A scrum and a short catfight follow until two of the crew hold up an item each. They both walk back proudly to get their reward.

Anna then tells them what to do.

“Pick one each and then give them twelve good strokes.”

The crewmember with the birch takes up her position behind Paul and the crewmember with the rubber whip stands behind Ben. They carefully adjust their stances to create the most efficient impacts with their cruel instruments.

Anna speaks to her two floggers.

“When I say go you can both continue together. But I tell you what let’s make it eighteen instead of twelve. OK then ready. GO!”

The two crew members start thrashing Paul and Bens bare backsides mercilessly.

The birch and Whip both make a loud whoosh as they go through the air and a sickening whack as they impact onto Paul and Ben’s bare backsides. The sound is nonstop.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

After about four strokes each Paul’s backside is completely covered in thin red lines and Ben’s backside has four very thick red lines.

Being the same as every other female on this boat the two floggers show Ben and Paul no mercy whatsoever as they both viciously whip their already red raw asses.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I feel as if I am being hypnotised by the noise of two thrashings at once. The cruel bitches really are not holding back.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I am finding it a little difficult to watch now. I think that six strokes of the whip or birch would have been bad enough but eighteen must be beyond belief.

The two crew members whipping their asses do not seem to think so and they continue the strokes as hard as ever and they both seem to be really enjoying their work.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Wow! Are those cruel bitches ever going to stop?

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I have lost count because the two sets of strokes are coming together but I hope that the cruel bitches are keeping count because it just seems a lot of strokes to me and I am not even on the receiving end.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Finally the bitches stop, and then a few minutes later they release Paul and Ben.

I bet that they won’t try jumping ship again.

A Nasty Surprise

After all the canings the three of us have suddenly become experts at keeping out of trouble, for the remainder of the day none of us gets caned and we all survive the next day without being caned and then the day after that early in the morning we glimpse the sight of land in the distance.

Rebecca is on speaking terms with me again now, so when she walks past as I scrub the deck I ask.

“Do you know how much longer this pleasure cruise is going to last?”

“We sighted land a couple of hours ago so you should be ashore by this evening.”

Excellent I should be in a decent bed tonight without the fear of being caned.

Seeing the delight on my face Rebecca adds.

“We all look forward to the end of the cruises too; our favourite bit is when you all get your leaving presents.”

I do not know whether to look forward to or fear my leaving present, so I ask.

“What are our leaving presents going to be?”

“Oh! I think that I have said a little too much.”

Rebecca then hurries off.

As the land looms closer and closer the mood on the boat becomes happier and more relaxed. Then when we are a few miles away from the land Anna give the order to drop the anchor. Ben Paul and I are a little disappointed to see this as we hoped that we were going straight to the harbour.

About half an hour after dropping the anchor we see two of the crew members leave on the ships launch. I suppose that with such a big boat they have to make sure that the way is clear to the mooring first.

As we scrub away at the decks Anna comes over to us.

“You can all stop you duties now. We are going to be putting you ashore later.”

Paul, Ben and I all shake hands.

Anna then continues.

“Before you go I want to give you all a leaving present.”

There is then a long pause before Anna asks.

“Well don’t you want to know what it is?”

We all nod yes.

My heart then sinks as Anna continues.

“You are all going to kiss the cannon one final time.”

Anna sees the three of us all looking at the shore.

“Don’t even think of swimming. It is over three miles with an offshore wind blowing.”

Anna’s voice then becomes very firm.

“Get over those cannons NOW! Or I will take the boat out to sea for another couple of days.”

We all reluctantly let a crew member take us to the high cannons and within a few minutes we are all secured firmly over the top of the cannons.

We are all expecting to be caned as soon as we are secured but instead we are just left there for a long time. 

Eventually one of the crew members appears with three soaking wet canes. One at a time she places a cane in front of us.

Now I can hear the ships launch returning and a few minutes later I hear Anna call out.

“Welcome aboard ladies!”

I now see a woman in high heels picking up the cane in front of me and when I catch sight of her face I have the shock of my life.....

It’s my wife Jane!

How the hell did she know that I was here?

I look around and see that Paul and Ben’s wives are also on deck and all three of them are now holding a cane each. 

I keep my head down with the embarrassment.

I then listen as Anna talks with our wives. 

Firstly Jane speaks.

“Thank you so much for this service Anna. Did you get our payments OK?”

“Yes all three of your credit cards went through fine.”

Jane replies.

“Oh good, that was the best £800 that I have ever spent, or should I say the best £800 that Joe has ever spent.”

The other two wives laugh and agree with her.

Anna looks so happy now as she speaks.

“Right then ladies at this point in the cruise the cheating partners usually do not realise what is going on and I am sure that these three have not yet worked it out. So to save time can I have a volunteer to explain everything to them.”

I see Jane instantly putting her hand up.

“OK then Jane in your own time tell them what’s been going on.”

Jane then speaks to us in a very clear raised voice.

“OK then cheating husbands this is what has been going on behind the scenes.”

“All three of us knew a long time ago that there was no business conference and then we found out about your planned trip to Benidorm. While having my hair done one day, by chance I saw an article about Anna’s booming business, so I told the others and we booked you in for the cruise of a lifetime. It has cost you £800 each on your credit cards. The idea was for them to come to your hotel to entice you on the trip but apparently by chance you came to them instead.”

Anna asks.

“Does anyone have any questions?”

Ben’s wife asks.

“I just wondered how busy you are with the business.”

“We have been running for less than a year but we are booked up most weeks of the year already. Right then it is time for the cheated wives to give their husbands their leaving presents.”

I think that we can all guess what our presents are going to be.

Anna then continues.

“Firstly ladies have you all been practicing on cushions with the canes that I sent you.”

Every wife enthusiastically answers yes and then Anna continues.

“Good! Make sure that you keep the canes and use them regularly. Each of you in turn is going to give your husband twenty four strokes of the cane onto his bare backside and there is a prize of a day at a luxury spa for the wife who canes her husband the most enthusiastically.”

I do not know which is worse, the fear of being caned by my own wife or the embarrassment of it.

Anna gives further instructions.

“Right can we have their trousers down.”

Rebecca steps forward and pulls each of our trousers down around our knees.

Anna then tells our wives the order of play.

“Right when you are ready you can cane your husband as hard as you think they deserve and when the first wife has given her husband all twenty four stroke the next one will start. The order of caning is going to be Ben first Paul second and we will keep Joe’s backside white until the end.”

She must have known our names all week. I just knew that she would make me wait until the end.

Ben’s wife positions herself behind him and then viciously whacks away.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I can see that she has been practicing, she seems to be caning just as hard as Anna. 

It is clear that poor Ben is doing his best to keep quiet and still.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Wow! Ben’s wife is just as cruel as the other bitches on the boat. I’m glad that I’m not married to her.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I can see Ben really struggling now but his wife shows him no mercy.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna calls out.

“Ok that’s twenty four. Next please.”

Pauls wife takes her position behind him and

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

She whacks his bare cheeks incredibly hard, leaving a perfect red line across the center of his ass.

Paul lets out a loud.

“Ahhhhhh”

Just as the cane lands and he does the same after nearly every stroke.

““WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhhhh”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhhhh”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhhhh. Ouch”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ouch. Ouch”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ahhhhhh”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ouch”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ouch”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“Ouch. Ahhhhh”

I have got to hand it to Paul, he hardly made a sound when Anna caned him, but he must have thought that by making a lot of noise when his wife caned him would make her go lighter on him, but from where I am looking it seems that the sound is spurring her on even more, and she really does look very vicious with the cane now.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Paul seems to have now given up on the sound effects but his wife continues to make plenty of sound with the cane.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Every time that the cane lands onto Paul’s striped backside it seems to make a really meaty whacking sound. His wife has certainly been practicing for this moment.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Paul’s wife seems to have gone into a frenzy and the strokes get harder and faster. Paul is wriggling about like crazy now.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna yells out loudly as if she is worried that Paul’s wife has gone crazy and will not stop.

“THAT’S TWENTY FOUR. NEXT ONE PLEASE”

I suddenly start breathing very deeply. I have just watched my two friends being caned mercilessly and now it is my turn. After watching the others I think that I am in for one hell of a caning from Jane. 

All I can do is to try to keep as still and quiet as possible.

This is just so embarrassing, being caned on the bare ass by my own wife.

I hear Jane’s heels clicking on the floor as she walks around behind me and I then feel the cane resting across my bare cheeks.

Damn the cane is soaking wet. I had forgotten that, the fucking thing is going to sting like hell now.

Anna calls out.

“Jane don’t forget about the prize for the most severe caning. You have your work cut out to beat the other two.”

As soon as Anna finishes speaking all hell lets loose.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The sound of the cane cutting through the air is absolutely terrifying and then there is a real sickening meaty sound as it impacts onto my bare cheeks. I can feel the whippy cane wrapping right around my cheeks and I then jump as the terrible burning and stinging sensation takes over. I have a terrible burning line right across my ass. I am sure that the fucking bitch has hit me even harder than Anna did or maybe it is a different cane.

Before I have time to ponder on the severity of the stroke I hear the terrifying and sickening sound of the cane again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

No! No! This is too hard. After just two strokes the burning lines across my ass are unbearable but Jane just carries on.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I try my best to muffle my squeals, but I cannot stop myself from giving my wife a free dance show as I desperately try to twist my burning backside out of the way of her cruel cane strokes. I just wish the cane would land anywhere except onto my burning ass.

She must be able to see how much I am struggling but the bitch just carries on.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Please. Please let her miss my ass. I cannot take any more.

I am squealing quite loudly now every time that the cane bites my burning skin, but still the vicious stroke keep coming.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I try tugging at my restraints again but it is no use I am stuck here for the remainder. I could never have imagined that a caning could feel as severe as this and from my own wife.

Jane does not let up whatsoever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Although I am doing my best to muffle the sound she must be able to hear me squealing each time that the cane lands, and she can certainly see me wriggling about. 

How embarrassing!

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Anna calls out.

“That’s twenty four. Well done everyone.”

I wriggle about for another minute or so and then one of the crew unties me. I am so embarrassed by being caned by my wife that I can hardly look at her.

Anna makes an announcement.

“The winner of the day at the luxury Spar is...............Everyone! You are all going, I have three tickets but I just wanted to give you a little more incentive while caning your cheating partners. ”

She then hands each of our wives a voucher.

We all share an evening meal together in the galley as the boat heads for the harbour. During the meal we realise that we fly home tomorrow and we learn that our wives only arrived this morning and are staying for the week.

When we dock we say a hasty goodbye to our hosts and we then head back to the hotel and spend a quiet evening with our wives. Paul, Ben and I spend the entire evening standing at the bar.

When I arrive home I see that Jane has left me a nicely wrapped present. When I open the It I see that it is a long whippy cane with a bow tied around it. There is also a label tied to the cane which reads.

“See you soon!”

The End

Disclaimer: All of the people portrayed in this book and all of the events within it are fictitious. I do not condone any of the practices in this book and do not recommend that anyone tries out such practices or gets in any situation with another person without first seeking professional advice and researching all of the potential pitfalls and dangers beforehand, every person portrayed in this book was a fully consenting adult. 

**************************

I hope that you enjoyed the story. If you would like to help others to find this book can you please take a minute to leave some feedback. 

Thanks Sam

Please check out my author pagers where you can look inside all of my books and see new releases.

Samantha Jones UK Author Page  http://www.amazon.co.uk/l/B00F1BHJ0W

Samantha Jones USA Author Page  http://www.amazon.com/Samantha-Jones/e/B00F1BHJ0W/

Thanks again Sam
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