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CHAPTER ONE

Peter had been toying with the idea of buying a good camera for some time, and after reading many reviews, he had finally bought an expensive DSLR camera. The problem was, he didn't know how to use it. The only cameras he had used to date were automatic point and shoot and the camera in his mobile phone. When he began the read the instructions for his new DSLR he realised there was more to it than he had thought. To get the best out of it he needed to understand setting apertures, ISO values, white balance, histograms. The list went on and he realised he needed help.

While browsing through one his photography magazines, an advertisement caught  his eye:

PHILLIPA'S PHOTOGRAPHY COURSES

My DSLR Beginners Workshop has been developed for those with no prior knowledge of photography. Over the course of four Saturdays in my south coast classroom, I will cover every aspect of using your DSLR camera to enable you to capture stunning images. Individual help is always available as my class size is always a maximum of six students. You will need to bring your own DSLR camera. Bed and breakfast is available for an additional charge. Email for details:

phillipasphotos@ppmail.com

The location of Phillipa's Workshop was a pretty coastal village that Peter knew quite well, and about a fifty mile drive. The price of the course seemed reasonable, so he sent off an email, expressing an interest. After receiving a prompt reply from Phillipa, including comprehensive details of the course, he booked.

* * *

Being a fifty mile drive, Peter did consider booking the offer of bed and breakfast on the Friday night prior to his first workshop, but he decided to see what Phillipa and her accommodation were like first, so on the Saturday of his first lesson, he left early in the morning to make sure he arrived for the 9.00am start.

He arrived early to be greeted by Phillipa, and was immediately bowled over by her. She was a very attractive brunette, he guessed she was about the same age as him, so in her late thirties. She was quite tall and her tight, blue, faded denim jeans and white T shirt showed her to have a stunning figure.

“Have you travelled far, Peter,” she asked, when he had introduced himself.

“About fifty miles. I left quite early to make sure I wasn't late.”

“You do have the option of staying here over Friday night. Our rates in the winter are quite reasonable.”

“Yes, I read about that, but I thought I'd meet you first then have a look at one of the rooms today.”

“Well you've met me now, and I hope that hasn't scared you off. As you're early, I'll show you a room you might like,” she said, as she led him down the corridor of what had once been the village school.

“My sister and I bought the old school a few years ago to run as a bed and breakfast,” she continued, as he followed her with his eyes glued to her superb bottom, “But business in the winter months was quiet, so we decided we needed to broaden our activities to boost our income. The photography courses are just one venture amongst others, and business is now quite lively.”

She opened the door to a tastefully decorated bedroom, complete with en-suit bathroom.

“This room is available next Friday,” she said, turning to face him. “I'd be very pleased to reserve it for you.”

Peter thought the room was lovely, but Phillipa was divine. The prospect of just sharing the same roof as her for the night was irresistible.

“I'd like to take it,” he said.

“Good. I'll reserve it for you.”

A bell rang in the corridor.

“That will probably be one of your fellow students,” she said, looking at her watch.

* * *

“Good morning, gentlemen,” said Phillipa, when Peter and his fellow students had taken their seats in the classroom. “I'll be your tutor for this four week course. I'll start by telling you a little about myself and the old school. I used to be a professional photographer, working mainly in the areas of fashion and glamour. I've been running photography courses here, with the assistance of my sister, Maisie, for the past two years. We bought this old village school four years ago, then carried out renovation work to make it suitable to run as a bed and breakfast business. However, we were so enchanted by the old school hall, where we are now, that we left it as it was. We believe most of this hall is in its original Victorian splendour, including the wood block flooring and the beautiful green tiled walls. We even have many of the original Victorian school desks in the store room behind you, so we are able to recreate a period classroom for filming, for example. Now, perhaps, starting with the gentleman here,” she indicated the middle-aged gentleman to her left with her hand, “you could introduce yourselves and tell us what brings you to our class today.”

“My name's Jim. I'm a recently retired civil servant, and I live in London. I decided I needed an interest that would help keep me active, so I bought a DSLR camera, and plan to spend some time walking with my wife, and thought it would be nice to try my hand at landscape photography. I'm hoping this course will help me get the best out of my new camera.”  

Another two middle-aged gentlemen introduced themselves as Frank and Keith, both recently retired and looking to photography as a way to enjoy their new found leisure time.

The fourth student was closer to Peter's age.

“I'm Chris. I live locally and work at the local marina. I spend my days moving boats, that sort of thing. I'm often in the marina to see the sunrise and sunset, and have always thought it would be nice to capture some of the beautiful images on camera, so I've just bought one. Now I just need to learn how to use it.”

When Chris had introduced himself, Phillipa's eyes fell on Peter. It was his turn to introduce himself.

“I'm Peter. I'm new to photography, and I've just bought this.” He lifted his new DSLR. “I've no idea how to use it, but I'm here to learn. I've only used point and shoot cameras and my phone up until now, so I know almost nothing about cameras.”

“OK,” said Phillipa. “I'm going to assume you all know nothing. I'll start by explaining how the most simple camera works, then as the course progresses, I will add the features and controls that go to make up the modern digital camera. This represents the most basic camera.”

She picked up a cardboard box, about the size of a shoe box.

“This is a simple cardboard box, but one end has been replaced with tracing paper and the opposite end has a small hole in the centre. That is my lens. The tracing paper represents the film in the camera. Now watch what happens when I turn off the lights, then point the lens end of my camera at the window.”

Phillipa went on to explain how a lens works by refracting light, then went on to explain focussing, aperture and shutter speed, demonstrating how adjusting them affects the image produced by a camera. Phillipa, by making frequent use eye contact, had the gift of maintaining her students attention. By lunchtime every student had a basic knowledge of how a camera worked. They broke for an hour for lunch. The three retired students had brought sandwiches and elected to stay in the classroom, while Peter and Chris decided to walk into town, where Chris said he knew a pub that served good food.

“Phillipa's good, isn't she?” said Peter, as they sat down with drinks after ordering food. “I've learned a lot already.”

“Yes, she is,” agreed Chris. “I've been quite looking forward to meeting her. Phillipa and her twin sister, Maisie have been the talk of the town since they bought the old school.”

“Twin sister? So does Maisie look as fantastic as Phillipa?”

“Apparently, yes. I've been told that they are identical twins. Until now I've only caught glimpses of them in their car, but I've heard some interesting rumours about them.”

“Oh, really,” said Peter, now very interested, “Tell me more.”

“Are you broad minded?”

“Very.”

“Well don't quote me on this, and don't take this as necessarily true. The idle gossip that spreads around this little town is appalling, but the rumour is that they occasionally hold kinky weekend bed and breakfast parties.”

“I wouldn't mind getting kinky with Phillipa,” laughed Peter. “What sort of kinky things do they get up to, I wonder?”

“Well, again, I'm not suggesting there is any truth to this, and you didn't hear it from me, but the rumour is that they are into spanking, that sort of thing.”

“What giving it, or taking it?”

“I'm afraid I don't know any more than that they are just into spanking, but I have to confess I've been looking at Phillipa's fantastic bum all morning and imagining putting her over my knee for a bare bottom spanking.”

“I'm going to have difficulty concentrating on the photography part of the lesson this afternoon,” laughed Peter.

But Peter's prediction, although said jokingly, proved to be correct. While Phillipa explained why increasing the aperture of a camera lens caused the depth of field to narrow, Peter's eyes were feasting on her shapely bottom every time the opportunity presented itself. Each time she turned her back to the class he tried to imagine what it would be like to give her bare bottom a sound spanking, and what it would be like to have her over his lap, naked, gasping and writhing, as her wriggling bottom turned red and hot under his hand.

Peter was brought back to reality when, thirty minutes before the class was due to end for the day, Philippa announced that she would conclude by asking each of them questions on the content of the day's lesson. The first questions were about refraction and shutter speeds, which were asked of the middle-aged students, and were answered correctly. Chris was asked a question about aperture, which he also answered correctly. Peter felt uneasy as Phillipa's eyes fell on him.

“Tell me, Peter, what might be one desirable effect of using a large aperture when taking a portrait photograph?”

“Er...I’m afraid I don't know,” he replied, feeling his face beginning to flush red.

She looked at him curiously for some moments before asking if anyone else could answer. There was a clamour among them to supply the correct answer, which only served to make Peter feel even more uncomfortable.

“OK, gentlemen,” said Phillipa, “that's it for today. I hope you feel you've enjoyed our first lesson. I look forward to seeing you again next week.”

As they all rose from their seats to leave, Phillipa turned to Peter.

“Could you stay behind, Peter, I'd like a word.”

The last time he had been spoken to like this was when he had been at school and was about to be reprimanded, and his embarrassment was not helped by Chris raising his eyebrows at him as he left. Peter's face flushed red.

“Yes, of course,” he replied.

Phillipa waited until the last student had left before turning to him.

“You don't appear to have grasped everything that we ran through today, Peter,” she said.

“I know. I think I took in everything we went through this morning, but I have to confess that my concentration lapsed a bit this afternoon.”

“I wonder what could possibly have distracted you?” she said, smiling.

He felt his face flush a deeper red.

“Oh, just things,” he replied, awkwardly.

“It is rather important, Peter, that you understand the basics before we progress. I'm more than happy to run through anything you didn't quite grasp, but unfortunately I don't have time right now.”

“I'd really appreciate that,” he replied, “I was thinking of asking if you could reserve me a bed and breakfast room for next Friday evening. Perhaps you might have time then.”

“Yes. I think I could find an hour to spend with you. What time could you be here by?”

“I can be here by seven.”

“Good. I'll reserve a room for you, and I'll see you next Friday.”

CHAPTER TWO

Peter read up on the subject of lens apertures and depth of field during the week, although if the truth be known, he spent more time fantasising about putting Phillipa over his knee, then spanking her delightful bottom. However, by the time he arrived back at the old schoolhouse a week later, he was quite confident he had caught up on the photography course, but he was more than happy to participate on a private tutorial session with Phillipa.

Phillipa looked even more stunning than he remembered, and she seemed genuinely pleased to see him. She offered him tea, showed him to his room, then took him to the classroom, where it soon became clear that he had made up for his concentration lapse a week earlier.

“I think I can declare you fit for tuition tomorrow,” she said, fifteen minutes after they had sat down. “Now all we need to do is to make sure your concentration doesn't stray again tomorrow.”

Peter wasn't quite sure why she had made the last remark, but he sensed that she knew the effect she was having on him, and he had also noticed that she was again wearing a pair of faded blue jeans that seemed even tighter that those she had worn a week earlier. The contours of her glorious bottom were displayed to perfection. Was it his imagination, but was deliberately turning her back to him at every opportunity in order to afford him a glance of her perfect rear? Perhaps she was trying to tell him something. Perhaps she would like him to spank her. She certainly seemed to like him.

“Well, Peter,” she said, rising to her feet. “I think that concludes our business. Breakfast is from 7.30. You're the only guest tonight. If you haven't eaten this evening, there are a few decent restaurants in town.”

“Can you recommend any?”

“Yes, I'll write down a few for you,” she said, reaching for paper.

“Have you eaten yourself?” he asked, surprising himself at his boldness. “If not, I'd be very happy for you to join me.”

“As it happens,” she replied, smiling, “my sister is out with a friend this evening. I'd be delighted to join you. I know a lovely Spanish restaurant. It's a nice evening and it's within walking distance.”

* * *

“Tell me more about your hotel work, Peter,” she asked, fifteen minutes later, as she locked the old school, and they set of on foot for the restaurant.

“I'm the assistant manager of a hotel in London. The manager is nearing retirement, so I'm almost running the place most of the time. The money is quite reasonable, and I get free accommodation and food, so it's not bad at all.”

“Perhaps I should use you as a consultant for our bed and breakfast business.”

“I'm sure you're doing fine without me.”

During dinner, Phillipa told him how she and her sister had come to buy the school and about their plans to make it a profitable bed and breakfast business. It had proved to be difficult initially because although they were usually busy in the summer, business dropped away during the winter. They decided they needed to attract business by offering additional attractions, and the photography courses were one of them. She explained, vaguely, that she and her sister, Maisie, occasionally ran 'themed' weekends, and that the school hall was occasionally used as a film set. Peter was too shy to ask her to enlarge on what she meant by 'themed' but he did wonder if it involved spanking. Once again, the thought of spanking Phillipa's gorgeous bottom sprang into his mind, and he was unable to budge it. She certainly seemed very friendly, especially after they'd shared a bottle of wine, and when they'd walked back to the old school together, he was almost tempted to give her a kiss on the cheek. She showed him where breakfast would be served the following morning, and they agreed on a time of 7.30. 

Once in his room, Peter lay on the bed to watch the TV for an hour or so, before going to sleep, but again he was unable to get the thought of spanking Phillipa's bottom out of his mind. And what did she mean by 'themed' weekends? It had to be spanking.

Unable to sleep, and unable to concentrate on the TV, he switched it off, then made a cup of tea. As the tea was brewing he drew back the curtains of his bedroom. His bedroom overlooked what had probably been the school playground. After trying to imagine what it would have looked like a hundred years earlier, he drew the curtains shut. As he did so, a few of the curtain rail hooks became unattached, so he pulled a chair over to the window, then stepped onto it to allow him to re-hang the curtain. He was about to step off the chair, when he noticed something on top of the wardrobe. It was a spanking magazine. He'd seen them before, but now, with Phillipa on his mind, he was soon engrossed in it.

Without exception, every photograph in the magazine featured a beautiful girl getting her bare bottom spanked, or about to get it spanked. To Peter, this was one more piece of evidence that Phillipa and her sister liked to be spanked. The magazine contained a few saucy spanking stories about girls getting their bottoms soundly spanked, which he read with growing interest, and it also contained reader's letters. One of which, he found fascinating:

I thought your readers might be interested in a spanking experience of mine. A few years ago I signed up for an adult education class to learn French. There were about twenty of us in the class and the tutor was a beautiful lady who, as the lessons progressed, I became besotted with. She always wore tight skirts and I could see that she had the most spankable bottom imaginable. I couldn’t take my eyes of her bottom, and I soon realised that she knew exactly the effect she was having on me. Unnoticed by the rest of the class, she was flirting with me.

I'm usually a shy person, but my desire to spank her bottom became an obsession. One evening, when the class had finished, I purposely took a long time to clear my desk, making sure I would be the last to leave. As I walked to the door, I had to pass my lovely tutor, and as I did so, she reached across her desk with her back to me, presenting me with her wonderful bottom. I simply couldn't resist giving her bottom a playful slap. As soon as I'd done it I felt panic rise up inside me. What had I done? To my surprise, she barely reacted at first. I expected her to rear up in surprise and anger, but she didn't. She rose slowly, then turned to face me, with a mischievous smile on her face. I didn't know what to say. I felt my face flush red.

“Why did you do that, William?” she asked, still smiling.

“I'm so sorry,” I replied. “I couldn't resist. It was wrong of me.”

“Some ladies like to have their bottoms spanked, even so, it was a very naughty thing for you to do, especially without asking first.”

She was still smiling, but I felt my face flush even redder. I didn't know what to say.

“Why don't you ask me, William?”

It was difficult for me to say the words, but I said, “Would you mind if I smacked your bottom, Miss?”

“I think I'd like that very much, William, but I'd prefer if it were done properly, and not here. But also, you do really think a lady should expect to be spanked without being offered the opportunity to get her revenge.”

To cut a long story short, she took me back to her house and I spanked her, then she spanked me. She insisted on bare bottoms and we ended up in her bed for a night of passion with glowing red bottoms.

I now speak fluent French.

Peter read the letter several times, each time imagining what might happen if he were to land a playful slap on Phillipa's delightful derrière. He fell asleep with the delicious thought still in his head.

* * *

The same subject was still very much on his mind as he made his way down to breakfast the following morning. He had now convinced himself that Phillipa fancied him and that she also enjoyed having her bottom spanked. He also guessed that she had deliberately left the spanking magazine in his room for him to find. As he walked into the breakfast room, Phillipa was bending over one of the tables with her back to him, as she arranged some wild flowers in a small vase.

“Good morning,” she said, without looking around. “I'll have your breakfast ready in a few moments.”

She remained bent over the table, toying with the flowers. Her lovely bottom, in skin tight faded blue jeans was crying out to be spanked. He simply couldn't resist it.

SLAP!

The slap was far harder than he had intended and the reaction was not what he expected. She rose sharply and gasped in surprise, knocking the vase off the table to smash on the floor. When she turned to face him, with shock and fury in her eyes, he realised that he was face to face with Phillipa's twin sister, Maisie.

“How dare you!” she hissed at him through gritted teeth.

“I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to, I mean, I thought you were Phillipa.”

He fumbled for the right words, but there were none that could save the situation.

There were a few, long, dreadful seconds of silence, as she glared at him in disbelief.

“Let me tell you what's going to happen now,” she said, as she rubbed her bottom slowly with her left hand, while her cold eyes looked into his. “You are going to go back to your room, pack your bags, then you will leave. I want you off the premises within one minute. Is that quite clear?”

“Please, Maisie,” he pleaded. “This has been a terrible mistake.”

“Please leave! Now!”

Her tone left no room for discussion. Feeling absolutely dreadful, he went back to his room, packed his case, left his room keys on the bedside, then left. He was almost in tears as he arrived back at his apartment. He had never felt so wretched in his life. He sat down with his head in his hands for several minutes trying to clear his thoughts.

When he checked his emails he found he had one from Phillipa.

“All fees have been refunded as you will not be completing the course.”

CHAPTER THREE  

By mid-morning, Peter was still distraught, but he was thinking rationally. He would simply have to put the unfortunate incident behind him and move on. In time, he reasoned, he would forget all about Phillipa and the fantasy of spanking her. On the positive side, they lived many miles apart, so the possibility of a chance meeting was remote. In time he would forget about it.

The following day he felt even worse. He just couldn’t bear to think of the awful way his acquaintance with Phillipa had ended. At the very least, he reasoned, he owed her and her sister an explanation. He decided that nothing would be lost if he sent them an email, attempting to explain why he had behaved as he did.

Dear Phillipa and Maisie,

I'm writing to apologise for my disgraceful behaviour. I also feel I owe you an explanation, although I am in no way suggesting that my motives were justification for what I did.

I have become very attracted to Phillipa during the photography tuition, and just after signing up for the course, I heard a rumour that you indulged in spanking activities at your old school house. I didn't learn any other details, but I have to confess that the idea certainly stirred my imagination.

Later, when I stayed as a bed and breakfast guest, I had occasion to fix the curtain hooks back on the curtain rail, and it was while standing on a chair doing this that I saw there was a spanking magazine on top of the wardrobe (it might be still there). I read some of the stories and readers letters. One letter, in particular, described how a student gave his tutor's bottom a slap, and that the tutor had 'enjoyed' it so much that it had led to other erotic things taking place. I'm afraid I read too much that night and became infatuated with the idea. I also fooled myself that the magazine had been left deliberately for me to find, perhaps to encourage me to take the first step.

When I came down to breakfast my head was still filled with the fantasy, and when I saw Maisie bending down, I thought it was Phillipa. The slap was a bit harder than I had intended.

I don't expect to be forgiven, but I wanted you to have my explanation for my deplorable behaviour.

I'm very sorry to have caused the distress I have, and I'm very sorry that I am not able to complete the photography course, but I understand why.

Yours Sincerely,

Peter.

He didn't expect a reply, but an email from Phillipa arrived two days later. He noticed his hand was shaking as he clicked on the mouse to open it:

Dear Peter,

Thank you for your email and explanation. While Maisie and I now understand how events unfolded as they did, we both agree that the explanation does NOT justify your conduct. You have not been forgiven.

However, after consulting with my sister, we have decided that it may be possible for you to continue with the photography course. In view of your previous conduct, there will be conditions attached to any agreement. If you wish to be considered for completion of the course I suggest you phone me this evening at 7.00pm.

Yours sincerely,

Phillipa

Peter was excited and nervous to receive the reply. He felt compelled to phone Phillipa that evening. His hands were shaking as he punched in her phone number at the appointed time.

“Hello, Phillipa. It's Peter”

“Good evening, Peter.”

“I can't put into words how sorry I am for what I did, but I would very much like to continue the photography course.”

“There are things you need to understand, Peter, about how we operate our bed and breakfast, and, as I mentioned, there will be conditions attached to any tuition you receive from me. Do you want to know more?”

“Yes, please.”

“You were partially right about the interest Maisie and I have regarding spanking, but we do not accept spankings, we administer them, or more accurately, we have an interest in administering all manner of corporal punishment. This is what I was referring to when I mentioned the 'themed' bed and breakfast weekends we offer. Perhaps you now have some idea of the 'conditions' that will be attached to any agreement from me to resume your photography tuition. Do you want me to continue?”

“Yes please, Miss.”

“Very well. I want you to think very carefully about what I am going to tell you before you agree to anything. If you wish to be accepted back as a student of mine you will first be required to accept punishment from Maisie and myself for your conduct. The punishment will a caning. Furthermore, you will be required to attend a private tuition period with me to enable you to catch up with the rest of the class and corporal punishment may well be used to aid your concentration. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Each time you attend tuition with me I will expect you to book a 'themed' bed and breakfast, and for that we charge double the standard bed and breakfast rate. You will also be required to pay for your tuition. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. I don't want your decision now. I want you to think very carefully about what I have said first. Once your decision is made I will consider it set in stone. We do not tolerate time wasters. You will need to phone me at this time tomorrow if you wish to resume tuition on the terms I have outlined. If I don't hear from you I will assume you do not wish to continue. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“In the meantime, if you have any questions, you may email me and I will attempt to answer them, but before I leave you to think about what I've said, I have a question for you. Have you ever been caned before, Peter?”

“No, Miss.”

“Good. Perhaps I'll hear from you tomorrow.”

Click

She hung up before he had a chance to say another word. He sat with the phone in his hand for several seconds as he tried to digest the amazing conversation that had just taken place. Phillipa had sounded cold and calculating throughout, and he had been left in no doubt that she was sincere. But right at the end of the conversation, when he had told her that he hadn't been caned before, he was sure he had heard a smile in her voice as she had said 'Good'. To say that he was excited at the prospect of being punished by these two beautiful ladies would be an understatement, but it was also frightening. How painful would the cane be? How hard would they cane him? Would he be required to remove any clothing?

In a state of nervous excitement he toyed with the idea of asking Philippa exactly what the caning would entail, perhaps getting some reassurance that it wouldn't be too severe. Eventually, with a shaking hand, he composed, then sent her an email:

Dear Phillipa,

I feel that I should report to you and Maisie for punishment, but I would be grateful if you could confirm that I won't be subject to anything too severe. Also, will I be able to keep my clothes on?

Kind Regards,

Peter.

He checked his emails every few minutes for the next hour, as he impatiently waited for a reply. Eventually an email that chilled him arrived:

Dear Peter,

You will address me as 'Miss' in correspondence such as this.

To answer your questions, we always cane hard and always on the bare bottom. You can be quite sure that it will be very painful. You deserve no less. I trust this clarifies things for you and I hope to hear from you tomorrow.

Yours very sincerely,

Phillipa

A sleepless night awaited Peter. He was hopelessly drawn to accept the caning, but also scared. He made the mistake of researching how painful a bare bottom caning would be on the internet and the general consensus was that it could be agonising.

There was no doubt that he would phone her, and at the appointed time the following day, his trembling hand reached for the telephone.

“Hello Miss. It's Peter,” he said, weakly, when she answered the phone.

“I'm very pleased to hear from you, Peter. I assume you have decided to accept the punishment you so richly deserve?”

“Yes, Miss,” he whimpered.

“You will need to take a day off work before Saturday. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Miss. I can take Friday off.”

“In that case, you will report to my sister and myself on Thursday evening for your caning, then I will bring you up to date on your tuition on Friday so you are ready to join the normal class on Saturday. What time can you be here on Thursday evening?”

“Seven, Miss,” he replied, quietly.

“Very well. You will report for punishment at seven. I shall make sure we are prepared for you. In the meantime I would like you to make a bank transfer for the course, plus two nights 'themed' bed and breakfast. That will be the confirmation I will need. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. I look forward to seeing you on Thursday evening at seven sharp.”

Click

CHAPTER FOUR

Peter drove to his fate as if in a trance. He couldn't believe he was willingly availing himself to what would without doubt be a very painful experience, but he felt compelled to do so. He would do whatever Phillipa instructed, and if that included punishment, then so be it. Although the fear was very real, the excitement seemed greater. He had concluded that it would be a painful, but erotic experience, but he didn't have any idea just how painful. He was in for a real. His heart rate rose notably as he pulled up in the old school car park. It was fifteen minutes before the appointed hour. He sat quietly in the car, contemplating his fate as he watched the minutes pass on his watch.

At one minute before seven he swallowed, then climbed from the car. This was it. His legs felt like jelly as he walked the few steps to the entrance door. He knocked weakly on the wooden door, then realised it probably wouldn't have been heard, so knocked again, harder. After what seemed an age, he heard the click of hard shoes on a wooden floor approaching from the other side of the door. It flashed through his mind that he still had one last chance to escape punishment, but the door was now being unlocked from the inside, then it began to open. It was too late to run. He was about to be caned for the first time.

Phillipa looked like he had never seen her. She was wearing a white blouse and a figure hugging black skirt. Her hair was pinned back in a tight bun, making her look very severe. She also seemed taller as her cool eyes looked down at him with a hint of amusement.

“Come with me,” she said, opening the door wider to admit him.

As he stepped into the passage, she locked the door behind him, then set off for the school hall with Peter following meekly behind. For the first time he had a view of her shapely legs, and he noted that she was wearing black high heels. As they entered the school hall he saw that it had been transformed. All the modern furniture had gone and had been replaced with a just two antique desks with chairs. One desk, a large flat topped desk was positioned at the head of the hall, the other, a smaller desk with a sloping top, was positioned in the hall facing the larger desk. Also, next to the large desk was a blackboard on a trestle, and to the side of the room was an old, leather topped, padded vaulting horse. The colour drained from his face and his legs threatened to fail him, as he saw, next to the vaulting horse, an umbrella stand with numerous canes standing in it. They were the first canes he had ever seen, and the prospect of any of these terrifying implements being used on his bare bottom caused panic to rise up inside him.

The sound of a second set of hard heels on the wooden floor caused him to look around to see Maisie, dressed identically to her twin sister, enter the hall.

“You've met my sister, of course,” said Phillipa, “but you didn't introduce yourself in an appropriate manner.”

“No, you didn't,” said Maisie, “and now you are to pay the price.”

Peter shuddered as he looked into her cool eyes. He could tell that she was intent on making him suffer.

“As you have already been informed, Peter,” said Phillipa, “You are to be caned on your bare bottom. Take off your clothes. All of them.”

As the panic continued to rise up inside him, he felt unable to move. There were several long seconds of silence.

“We can do this the easy way,” said Phillipa. “The easy way is where you do as instructed promptly, in which case you will receive a caning of six of the best from each of us, or, if you prefer, we can do it the hard way. The hard way is where you fail to do as instructed promptly, in which case we will add strokes. Both my sister and I prefer the hard way.”

Feeling that his bladder might embarrass him, Peter began to undress under the eyes of the twins. He simply hadn't realised how humiliating it would be to undress in front of these ladies in order that they punish him. Eventually, he stood meekly before them naked. His clothes lay in a pile on the floor.

“That's rather slovenly, Peter,” said Maisie. “Fold your clothes, then place them on the large desk. Put your shoes underneath.”

Excruciatingly aware of his nakedness, he followed her instruction, as their eyes followed his every movement. When he had finished he stood before them with his head bowed and his hands clasped in front of his crotch.

“Hands by your sides and head up straight,” ordered Maisie.

He hesitantly complied.

“Now, Peter,” said Phillipa, “we are going to offer you two choices. The first is that you bend over the small desk in a position that we will guide you to. We will then each administer four strokes of the cane, during which we will expect you to stay exactly in position. Failure to do so will result in the caning starting again. Repeated failures will result in further escalations in the severity of your punishment. Choice two is that you elect to be tied down over the vaulting horse, so you are helpless and unable to move out of position. This choice, of course, requires no self discipline on your part, so carries a penalty of additional strokes from the outset. If you opt for choice two you will receive six strokes from each of us. I advise you to think very carefully before you make your choice. You have one minute to decide.”

She looked at her watch as Peter's mind descended into panicked turmoil. He was unable to think rationally. As he wrestled with the choices before him, Maisie stepped over to the umbrella stand and removed a cane. It was over a metre long and as she flexed it, then swished it through the air with a hiss, Peter realised that it was a very serious implement of discipline. What had he agreed to?

“There is, of course, a third choice,” said Phillipa, looking at her watch, “and that is that you fail to make a choice, in which case we will make it for you. We will strap you over the horse, then administer six strokes each, plus another six penalty strokes each. You have five seconds remaining.”

“Choice one, Miss,” he whimpered.

“Very well,” she replied. “You have chosen to put your self-discipline to the test. A very brave choice, Peter. I wonder if it will prove to be wise.”

As Maisie continued to flex the cane, and occasionally swish it menacingly through the air, obviously impatient to start the caning, Phillipa took hold of Peter's left arm, then led him to the front of the small desk.

“Bend right over,” she instructed, as she guided him over it.

He had never felt so frightened and humiliated in his life. As he lowered his torso over the sloping desk top, he dreaded to think how exposed his bare bottom would appear from behind. The desk top sloped down, so as it took his weight, his head dropped below the height of his perfectly presented bottom.

“Grasp the desk legs with both hands. Reach down as far as you can,” instructed Phillipa.

“Now, I want your legs slightly apart,” she continued, “then I want you to press your knees against the back of each desk leg.”

Feeling almost sick with fear, he complied. He could only imagine what a perfect target his bottom presented.

“Don't forget, Peter,” said Phillipa, as she began to select a cane. “You must maintain that position exactly until I give you permission to rise. The consequences for failing to do so will be harsh.”

Phillipa took her time choosing her cane, eventually picking one that was similar in size to Maisie's.

“Although we are almost identical twins,” said Phillipa, as she took her position to his left, and opposite her sister, “Maisie is left handed, whereas I am right handed. Very convenient for a caning duet.”

Peter physically flinched as Phillipa laid her cane gently across the centre of his bare bottom. She tapped a few times. Even the gentle taps stung. Peter was almost in tears, he was so scared. Maisie now laid her cane across his bottom, to join her sister's.

“Would you like to administer the first stroke?” asked Phillipa.

“Certainly,” replied Maisie.

Phillipa removed her cane from his bare flesh, but Maisie's remained. She tapped the target several times and a little more firmly with her cane as she adjusted her footing. Peter was horrified by the increasing sting of the tapping cane. He braced himself for his first ever stroke of the cane. Maisie's  beautiful and feminine face hardened as she raised her cane. Her bright eyes were locked onto his upturned presented bottom. She let out a quiet, feminine, grunt as she put effort into the graceful downward stroke of the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

For the briefest fraction of a second, Peter felt almost nothing. The cane bit deep into his unblemished bare bottom cheeks, with a resounding 'crack', then bounced out, leaving raised white tramlines on his flesh. Then a searing, agonising, line of fire erupted across his bottom. He hissed in a lungful of air, unable to comprehend the extreme level of pain. He had never felt anything as excruciating in his life. In the few seconds after the stroke, the sting actually seemed to intensify. He whimpered as he struggled to keep his knees pressed against the back of the desk legs.

SWISH – CRACK!

Phillipa's first stroke bit into his bare bottom just below her sister's, and with equal venom. As the cane bounced out, leaving another set of white raised tramlines across his bottom cheeks, Peter whimpered in shock and agony. He had expected the caning to be painful, but this was agony beyond belief.

SWISH – CRACK! 

He hadn't even began to get to grips with the enormity of the agony that was blossoming under the skin of his bottom cheeks, when Maisie's second stroke bit in deeper still, placing another searing white line of fire just above her first. He squealed and his knees came away from the desk legs as he failed to cope with the excruciating pain, and his bottom cheeks clenched involuntarily in a futile attempt to deal with the pain.

“You were instructed to remain in position for your punishment,” said Maisie, as Phillipa abandoned the stroke she was about to administer. “Resume the required position at once. The caning will start from the beginning.”

They waited impatiently as Peter, trembling and sobbing uncontrollably, hesitantly unclenched his bottom, then pushed his knees back against the desk legs. The white, raised tramlines were now maturing into varying degrees of red. Had he looked into the faces of his punishers, he would have seen no compassion. These sisters loved to thrash male bottoms, especially when it was the first time the recipient had ever felt the cane.

Maisie's and Phillipa's eyes met briefly. They both shared a smile as Peter sobbed in dread. They knew he would be unable to take the caning. They both knew it was inevitable that he would eventually end up being strapped down over the vaulting horse, but they would have enormous fun toying with him first.

“Perhaps you should start this time,” said Maisie.

Peter's sobbing intensified as he felt Phillipa's cane once again tapping his raging bottom.

SWISH – CRACK!

Peter shrieked in agony as the first stroke of the new set of eight bit in with even more severity than any of the previous three.  His body began to writhe as he fought to keep his knees pressed up against the desk legs.

SWISH – CRACK!

Maisie, not to be outdone by her sister, administered a spectacularly hard stroke, which bit deep into the crease where bottom meets thigh, a very sensitive spot. The resultant shriek of agony rose in pitch. His body trembled and shook. Once again, Maisie and Phillipa exchanged glances, smiling, as Phillipa raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

The hardest stroke so far bit into exactly the same place as the previous one, overlaying agony with even more agony. Peter howled, then leapt up from the desk grasping his bottom with both hands, before sinking to his knees, still clutching his burning bottom.

“Your caning will begin again,” said Phillipa, coolly, when his sobbing had quietened a little, “Plus we will now add another two strokes, making a total of ten strokes. Each time you move out of position we will start again AND add strokes. Resume your position at once.”

“Please, Miss,” he sobbed, remaining on his knees, still clutching his burning bottom. “I can't take any more.”

“We will add another six strokes if you do not resume your position at once,” warned Maisie, as she smiled at her sister.

Still sobbing and trembling, Peter slowly rose to his feet, then lowered his body back over the desk. Maisie's eyes hardened as she placed the cane across the centre of his bottom.

SWISH – CRACK!

As Peter squealed and writhed, the caning resumed with vigour. He actually managed to take six venomous strokes, before Maisie landed a blisteringly hard stroke across the angry weal that decorated the crease at the top of his thighs. Once again, he leapt up grasping his raging bottom, shrieking in agony, before dropping to his knees.

“This is becoming tiresome,” said Maisie as they watched him squirming on the floor.

“I do think it would be a kindness to strap him over the horse,” said Phillipa.

“Yes, I agree,” said Maisie.

They both put down their canes on the desk, then Phillipa pulled open a drawer in the large desk, removing four leather cuffs, fitted with buckles and shackles. While Maisie knelt down behind him to attach cuffs to his ankles, Phillipa prised his hands away from his bottom, then cuffed his wrists.

Peter, still sobbing, put up only a weak token resistance as they led him to the narrow topped vaulting horse. They coaxed him to bend well over the padded leather top, before locking his wrist and ankle cuffs to sturdy metal rings located at the bottom of each leg of the horse. He was now helpless, with his well decorated bottom pointing skyward, perfectly positioned for the cane. 

“Now perhaps we can administer the caning without interruption,” said Maisie, cheerfully, as she picked up the cane.

“Yes,” agreed Phillipa, as she too picked up her cane, “How many strokes shall we now give him?”

“A nice hard dozen?” suggested Maisie.

“That sounds quite reasonable,” agreed Phillipa.

SWISH – CRACK!

As the caning resumed with undisguised enthusiasm, the hall filled with a symphony of screams. This time there were no interruptions. Peter writhed and squealed as the canes whistled down, each time biting deep into his tortured bottom cheeks. His feet gyrated as he screamed in agony, and his head shook pointlessly, just like a dog shaking off water. But his bottom stayed stubbornly presented for the canes, and none of his futile writhing did anything to lessen the agony that seared across his bottom cheeks again and again.

The caning was brisk and hard. Peter lost all count after the first few strokes as his world descended into a blur of red and pain. It was over too soon for Maisie and Phillipa, but as they put down their canes, they deemed the punishment fit for his crime. Peter was now forgiven, and they were excited to have introduced him to the delights of the cane.

He remained lying limp over the horse after they had released him from his restraints, allowing the cool air to soothe the fire in his spectacularly wealed bottom.

“Tea?” offered Maisie.

“I think wine,” replied Phillipa.

Peter was still draped over the horse, covered in perspiration, as Maisie returned with a bottle of white wine and three glasses. She put them down on the desk, before they both peeled him off the horse, then helped him unsteadily to his feet. His hands were shaking as he clasped the wine glass he was handed.

Peter took a shower when he was allowed to retire to his room. He gasped as the hot water reignited the fire in his very sore bottom. The experience had been a complete shock and he hadn't previously believed that the feminine sex was capable of inflicting such pain. More of a surprise was just how much they seemed to enjoy it, and strangely, although he had found the cane unbearable, he also felt elated and excited by the sadistic attention of the beautiful twins. He attempted to sleep face down, with his bottom uncovered, allowing the cool air to soothe the fire that still smouldered.

CHAPTER FIVE

He certainly didn't intend slapping the bottom of either of his hosts as he stiffly made his way to breakfast the following morning. As he stepped into the breakfast room, Maisie appeared from the kitchen to great him. She was dressed in a conservative black skirt with a white blouse.

“Good morning, Peter. Did you sleep well?” she asked crisply.

“I'm very sore, Miss. It kept me awake,” he replied.

“I'm delighted to hear it. I trust it's given you time to reflect on the consequences of inappropriate behaviour in this school.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Take a seat. I've made you porridge.”

“But I don't like porridge,” he complained.

“You must eat your breakfast, Peter. You have a challenging day's tuition ahead of you and you need nutrition. If you don't eat your breakfast you will be soundly spanked. Now sit down. When you've finished your porridge, you will be given an apple.”

She hovered at the door to the kitchen, watching for any signs of defiance. When he hesitantly lowered his sore bottom onto a chair, she returned to the kitchen.

“I expect you to eat everything,” she said a few moments later, as she placed a bowl of porridge and an apple in front of him. “Phillipa is expecting you in the school hall at 9.30.”

He didn't actually dislike porridge. The truth was he had never actually tried it, but when he did he found that he actually did like it. Maisie was still in the kitchen, and she occasionally peered into the breakfast room to check on him. He suspected that she was hoping he wouldn’t finish it so she had reason to spank his sore bottom.

* * *

“Sit down,” instructed Phillipa, in a 'no nonsense' manner, as soon as he entered the school hall at 9.30.

She was dressed in the same formal style as she had been the night before, although the skirt was now grey and the blouse beige. Her hair was again tied back in a severe bun. Her face betrayed mild amusement as he sat down very carefully.

“Composition,” she began. “By now you know how the main settings of the camera work and the effect on the image produced. Today we will cover the art of composition. I will describe the basic rules and guidelines of picture composition this morning, then I will set you a short test to make sure you have understood everything I have covered. Then, this afternoon, you will be sent into our pretty seaside town with your camera for two hours. Your project will be to imagine that you are working for a tour guide company, and you are expected to return with four photographs that could be used in a brochure to make the public want to visit our town. You can take as many photographs as you wish, but you will present me with just four. I will then review your submission, awarding marks out of ten.”

As she finished her introduction, he noted that her bright eyes were studying him with interest. It was quite obvious that less then perfect results in any tests set by Phillipa would involve corporal punishment. It was then that he noticed an oval wooden hairbrush on her desk. She noticed his eyes had fallen on it.

“I see you've noticed my hairbrush, Peter,” she said, smiling. “No doubt you are wondering why it is here. Well I don't use it for brushing my hair. It's far more suitable for spanking bare bottoms, and this is the implement you will feel on your own bare bottom if the tests you are set today are in any way unsatisfactory. I've decided to give you a day off the cane today, but I warn you not to underestimate my hairbrush. Applied with enthusiasm, especially on an already sore, bare bottom, I think you will be quite surprised by its corrective properties.”

When she had made her point, and enjoyed watching Peter's reaction, she began her lecture. Peter tried his best to concentrate, but the sight of the hairbrush, and the almost certain prospect of him feeling it applied to his bare bottom, added to the fact that he hadn't slept at all well, made concentration difficult. By 11.30 the lecture was over. She allowed him to make himself tea in the kitchen, then, after a ten minute break, she placed a short test paper in front of him.

“You have fifteen minutes, Peter, so take your time and think carefully. I will be expecting one hundred percent correct answers. I expect your completed test on my desk when I return.”

As soon as he quickly scanned the paper her knew he was in serious trouble. His eyes darted to the hairbrush, then back at the test paper. Phillipa smiled again. She could see he was panicking. Her hairbrush would soon be put to use and she was relishing the prospect. She left him to it, alone at his desk, to seal his fate.  

It took him only ten minutes to answer the questions he could. There were four questions he couldn't answer and he couldn't decide whether to have a guess or just leave them blank. In the end he left them blank. With two minutes remaining he rose to his feet, then placed his test paper on her desk, next to the hairbrush he would shortly be feeling applied to his already very sore bottom. He nervously picked it up, and was unpleasantly surprised by how heavy it was. The thought of feeling it applied hard to his bare bottom made him shudder. He put it back down, then returned to his desk. Footsteps on the hard wooden floor in the corridor signalled that his appointment with the hairbrush was imminent.

Phillipa glanced at him as he sat nervously at his desk, then sat down at her own desk. She picked up a red pen, then began to mark his paper. Her face gave nothing away as she occasionally put pen to paper. After a few minutes, she put down her pen, then looked up at Peter as he cowed at his desk.

“Six out of ten,” she said. “I had expected better from you.”

“Sorry, Miss. I didn't sleep that well.”

She said nothing, but regarded him with just the hint of amusement on her face, then rose to her feet. She picked up her chair, placed it in front of her desk facing Peter, then sat down.

“Come here,” she ordered.

He hesitantly rose to his feet, then stepped towards her.

“Here.” She pointed at the floor in front of her.

He nervously complied.

“I warned you what would happen if you failed to get one hundred percent. I told you that I would spank your bare bottom with my hairbrush. You achieved only six out of ten. You will receive four strokes for each mark short of ten. That's sixteen strokes, and because I am so disappointed with your results, I intend to make sure you feel every one. Your spanking will be hard.”

She reached forward, then unbuckled his trouser belt, then unbuttoned his trousers, unzipped them, and pulled them down to his knees. These were followed by his underpants. She raised an eyebrow when she saw he was erect, but said nothing. She took hold of his left arm, firmly, then pulled him to stand at her right, before guiding him over her lap. He felt humiliated, frightened, but also very excited. His erection pressed hard against her thighs. It was a very erotic position to be in. She reached behind her for the hairbrush.

“If you interrupt the punishment,” she said, as he felt the smooth, hard wood of the back of the oval brush placed against the sore flesh of his right bottom cheek, “I will start the punishment again. Even if it is the last but one stroke, I will start again from the beginning. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” he whimpered.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!...

Peter's world turned to agony. As Phillipa set about spanking his right bottom cheek with undisguised enthusiasm, the built up of sting escalated to beyond unbearable rapidly. After just two strokes he was gasping, and after four he was writhing and squealing. But it got worse. Phillipa was getting into her stride. She simply adored feeling him wriggling in agony over her lap and hearing him squeal and sob. It encouraged her to spank harder still. All of the first four strokes concentrated on the centre of his right bottom cheek. The heat of the sting escalated to white hot before she switched her attention to his lower right bottom cheek. As the agony quickly rose to nightmare levels, Peter began to struggle in desperation as he shrieked, and managed to wrestle himself off her lap. He dropped down onto his knees, gasping, with his hands clutching his burning bottom. His red face was streaked with tears and his eyes were wide with shock.

Phillipa put down the hairbrush, then stood, hoisted up her skirt, before sitting again, with her thighs well apart. She grasped his arm firmly, then, as he weakly protested and resisted, manhandled him over her left thigh, before scissoring his thighs firmly before her own.

“You should be aware, Peter, that I always carry out my threats. Your spanking will begin again. Sixteen strokes.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!...

She was true to her word. The hairbrush reignited the agony that burned in his right bottom cheek with even more venom. Peter shrieked and gasped and sobbed and writhed for all he was worth, but it made no difference. Phillipa spanked with eye-watering vigour. She methodically spanked his right bottom cheek four times, before dropping to his right upper thigh for another four. Then she set about his left bottom cheeks, before concluding with four blisteringly hard strokes lower down. As she allowed him to drop back down onto his knees, sobbing and grasping his burning bottom, her eyes were bright with excitement. She also noted, with interest, that his erection was larger.

They were both quite breathless after their considerable exertions. Neither spoke for several seconds.

“If you would care to make yourself decent, Peter,” she said, managing to make her voice sound controlled, although she was still excited and also somewhat aroused, “I'll run through the questions you were unable to answer after lunch.”

* * *

Maisie served him a light, plain salad with bread and butter for lunch. It seemed to amuse her that he sat uncomfortably. His bottom was still throbbing and burning as he took his seat back in the school hall to resume his tuition. The prospect of another spanking with the hairbrush later that afternoon, he knew, was inevitable. It terrified him, but also excited and aroused him to such an extent that he realised, insanely, that he actually wanted it to happen. He managed to concentrate as she ran through the questions he had missed and explained how he should have answered them.

“You understand your project this afternoon, Peter,” she said, when he had assured her that he had grasped all she had said.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. Then I suggest you set off now. I expect you back here with four good photographs in two hours, and remember, I expect your photographs to make me want to visit this seaside town.”

As she spoke, she had a smile on her face and her hand gently tapped the hairbrush on her desk. Peter knew that no matter how good his offerings were, she would find fault. He would definitely be back over her knee for another bare bottom hairbrush spanking before the day was over. He felt an erection growing as he rose to his feet, then left with his camera.

Peter became engrossed in his project as he explored the town. He was determined to present Phillipa with some stunning images, but on the other hand, he craved to go back over her knee, so he hatched a plan to submit three excellent photographs plus one awful one. The message to Phillipa would hopefully be clear: Her teachings had been beneficial, but he still needed a sound spanking. He felt his erection growing again as he made his way back to the old school when his project was complete.

Phillipa was at her desk, waiting for him, as he arrived back in the school hall. She had a laptop computer on her desk, along with, of course, the hairbrush.

“I trust you have some interesting images for me,” she said.

“Yes, Miss. I think you'll like them.”

He removed the memory card from his camera, then handed it to her.

“I took over fifty photographs,” he explained, “but I've numbered the four best 1,2 3 and 4.”

“OK, why don't you bring your chair here so you can sit next to me while I pass judgement on your submissions.”

While she inserted the card into her laptop, Peter placed his chair to her left, then sat down. He was reminded how sore his bottom was as he did so, and fleetingly regretted his last minute choice of photograph 4. However, even sitting close to Phillipa was now arousing, and his erection was now hardening as his inevitable fate drew closer.

“This is a wonderful photograph,” said Phillipa, as they both looked at the image of a lovely, happily smiling girl, holding an ice-cream cone, with the town pier in the background. “You've almost earned yourself ten out of ten. The only criticism I will make is that the horizon isn't quite horizontal, but that can be corrected with photo editing software. We will be covering that tomorrow. However, you have earned a quite respectable nine out of ten.”

She noted the score on a note pad, then selected the next image to view.

“Another excellent photograph,” she said, as they both looked at fisherman sitting in his boat, repairing a net, while a sea gull watched him with interest, perched a few feet away, on the stern of the boat. “I can't really fault this at all. Ten out of ten.”

He could tell that, although she was pleased with his offerings, she was also disappointed.

“And yet another first class image,” she said, as the third photograph filled the screen. It was an image of a glass of white wine, and a small bowl of green olives, on table outside a restaurant, with the sun glistening on both the glass and the olive oil on the olives. In the background, deliberately out of focus, was a waiter, about to serve a customer holding a menu.

“You're not giving me much reason to use this,” she said, tapping the hairbrush. “Ten out of ten.”

“Oh yes,” she said, with undisguised delight, as the final image filled the screen. “This is very interesting.”

The photograph was of overflowing dustbins in a scruffy alleyway.

“This is actually a very good photograph, but is quite obviously a picture that makes me very much not want to visit this town. Your score for this photograph is nought out of ten. In fact I think I'll award it a negative score of minus ten.” She turned to face him with a sadistic smile on her face.

“I'm delighted with your afternoons work,” she said, as she rose to her feet, then lifting her chair, before putting it down again in front of her desk. “You have demonstrated outstanding ability with your camera, and you have also revealed a defiance that would make you an ideal pupil to attend one of my 'back to school' days. I'll tell you about that after I've spanked you.”

She hoisted her skirt, revealing her beautiful thighs, then sat down on the chair.

“Come here,” she said, pointing at the floor to her right.

As he nervously stepped to her side, she immediately unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his trousers, then pulled them sharply down. His underpants swiftly followed. Phillipa was confronted with a huge erection. She hesitated, smiling as she looked down at it, then parted her thighs to guide him over her left knee, before scissoring him between her thighs.

“I can't tell you how many strokes you are to receive,” she said, as she reached behind her for the hairbrush, “because I don't know myself. I shall just spank you until I feel you have received the punishment you are so obviously in need of.”

As she raised the hairbrush, her eyes hardened. Peter fleeting thought he might regret submitting the fourth photograph.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!..

A few seconds later, as the blisteringly hard spanking began, and the intense sting in his right bottom cheek bulldozed straight through his pain threshold, he bitterly regretted it.

His squealing and writhing, as the hairbrush relentlessly cracked down on his burning bottom, simply encouraged her to spank him harder. Within twenty seconds he was pleading for the spanking to stop. Her answer was to scissor him more firmly, then put even more venom into the spanking. As tears flowed from his eyes and as he writhed and squealed in agony, Phillipa seemed to get into her stride. She was clearly loving it.

Neither Phillipa, nor Peter, knew how many times the hairbrush cracked down across his bare bottom when she finally released him from the grip of her thighs, but it was a prolonged and very hard spanking. He sank down onto his knees, clutching his swollen, burning, and very red and purple bottom cheeks. Tears ran down his red face, but Phillipa noticed that he still had a hard erection.

“That was fun,” she said, cheerfully, as she lovingly put the hairbrush back on her desk, “And it was no less than you deserved for deliberately provoking me.”

“Yes, Miss,” he agreed. “I did provoke you, but that was far more painful than I expected.”

“I'm delighted to hear it. I really do think you will enjoy attending one of our 'back to school' days, Peter,” she said, as he rose to his feet, then pulled up his pants and trousers. “They're becoming increasingly popular, and everybody has fun, although every student can be fairly sure of leaving with a very sore bottom.”

* * * 

“How do your 'back to school' days work, exactly?” he asked, as he helped Phillipa move the old desks into the store room, before preparing the school hall for the following day's photography class.

“Maisie and I take it in turns to play alternate roles of a very strict school teacher and the Headmistress. We are firm believers in corporal punishment, as you have already discovered. We try to recreate a classroom of years gone by, which is another reason for keeping all these old school desks. Our pupils, all of whom we insist are over the age of eighteen, tend to be middle-aged professionals. If you were to attend you would most likely be the youngest in the class.”

“I'd heard about these sort of things going on,” said Peter, as the both carried one of the modern desks into the hall.

“It's more popular than you might imagine, but discretion is paramount. We have a class of five in two weeks time as it happens, they will arrive on Friday evening for a boarding school experience. Our pupils include a barrister, the CEO of a public company, an estate agent and a window cleaner. They all step out of their lives and responsibilities for a day to throw themselves at our mercy, and they don't receive any,” she laughed. “We all have enormous fun. There are childish pranks and some banter, but my sister and I take our roles very seriously, and the spankings and canings are real, and some are very severe. I do make a point of establishing the limits and pain thresholds of each pupil, so I do know how far to go to test and perhaps stretch their limits.”

“Sounds fascinating,” said Peter.

“I really do think you should come along. You could come just as an observer if you prefer. They'd be very happy to have another pupil join them, especially one who can take a good caning, as you can.”

“Do you really think so?”

“Yes, I do think so,” she said, as they stood either side of the desk they had just moved, looking at each other, “And I do have to confess, Peter, that you have the most spankable and caneable bottom I have ever had the pleasure to deal with.”

Peter blushed, feeling another erection rising.

CHAPTER SIX 

He dined alone in a local restaurant that evening. He'd invited Phillipa to join him, and she seemed genuinely sorry that she couldn't accept, but had a prior arrangements planned. But it gave Peter the chance to try to make sense of what was happening to his emotions, and his obvious growing appetite corporal punishment. He'd always found the idea of spanking erotic, but up until now it had been the fantasy of spanking a beautiful girl's bare bottom while over his knee. He'd had no idea, until now, that lurking in his subconscious, had been a powerful masochistic streak. Phillipa and her sister had released this desire into his conscious mind, and now he seemed to crave the attentions of these beautiful ladies. 

Breakfast the following morning, served by Maisie, was a proper full English breakfast of bacon, egg, tomato and toast, with tea. Although the food was a considerable improvement on the previous days offering, he did feel some disappointment that it probably signalled an end of the strict regime of the previous day.

He met up with his class mates of two weeks earlier, and Phillipa joined them shortly afterwards. She looked stunning, delicate and beautiful. Dressed casually, in faded jeans, with her hair down and a hint of make-up. He found it almost impossible to believe that this exquisite and feminine creature was capable of administering such severe punishment.

“Welcome back to our final class of the course,” she said, as she faced them. “Peter, unfortunately, missed out the last lecture, but I'm pleased to say that we've been in contact and he's managed to catch up. Today, we will cover the final module: photo-editing, and I'm pleased to see that you have all managed to bring along a laptop. Peter, I have one you can borrow. I intend, this morning, to cover just the basics of editing, such as cropping, contrast, straightening, darkening, lightening, colour enhancement and resizing. It would require a whole new course to cover this subject, today we will be just scratching the surface.”

“Will you be running a photo-editing course in the future?” asked Jim, the retired civil servant. “I noticed that you used to advertise them in the past.”

“Regrettably, no,” she replied, “I'm afraid that it's beginning to look as if I will be too busy on other projects for the foreseeable future, so this might be my last photography course. I will email you all details of alternative tutors that I know to be good later.”

“Back to today,” she continued, “After lunch I think we should review what we have covered over the weeks, during which I will try to answer any questions you have, then I will set you a short written test, so I can satisfy myself that you have acquired the knowledge you have paid for.”

* * *

The day went well and the class sat down to complete the written test later that afternoon. When he read the questions, Peter was quite confident that he could answer all of them correctly, but when it came to writing down the answers, he couldn't resist answering one of them provocatively. For the question:

Describe cropping.

He answered:

Bending a flippant young man over a desk, with his trousers and pants around his ankles, then thrashing his bare bottom, hard, with a riding crop.

He trusted that Phillipa would be discreet enough not to let the others see his submission, and so it  proved to be. When the answered papers were handed in, she scanned through them quickly, but paused and smiled at one paper in particular. She looked up at him briefly with a sparkle in her eye.

“It seems, from your answers,” she said, as she put down the papers, “That you have all grasped the basics of photography. Thank you for attending, gentlemen. Unless you have questions, that concludes the course.”

As the class packed away their laptops and notes, Peter took the laptop he had borrowed back to Phillipa.

“Don't rush off just yet, Peter,” she said, quietly, smiling.

* * *   

“I don't possess a riding crop,” she said, with a glint in her eye, when the last car, other than Peter's, had left the car park. “If I did I would take it to your bare bottom now. Perhaps I should get one.”

“I enjoyed the course, Miss,” said Peter.

“I know you did. You made it very obvious on occasions.”

Peter blushed. She must have been referring to his erections.

“Have you given some thought to the 'back to school' day?”

“Yes. I'm very interested, but I'm not sure about how I feel about sharing the experience with other men.”

“Why don't you come as a guest to observe, on the Saturday. You can just sit at the back of the class to watch what happens, and if you feel like getting involved, you can.”

“Perhaps I'll give it a try.”

“Good. The class starts at ten-thirty on the Saturday after next, so get here by ten. I will need to dress you in appropriate clothing, regulation shorts, that sort of thing. I have spare clothing that will fit you. The rest of the class will arrive the night before, and we usually find reason to spank them before they go to bed.”

“Oh,” he said, almost wishing he too was arriving the night before.

“Now, back to your flippant answer to the cropping question. As I said, I don't have a crop, so I will have to use a substitute on you. The cane, I think.”

He was still very sore from the hairbrush of the day before, and he suspected the cane would be even more painful than it had been last time. But he also felt incredible excitement, and his erection stirred.

“I will administer just six of the very best on the bare,” she said, calmly. “I'm very tempted to give you more, but it might be wise to give you a chance to recover for the back to school day. They will, however, be very hard, and you will not be restrained. If you move during punishment, you will receive extra strokes. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. I think I'll cane you in my office, over the vaulting horse. Come with me.”

She led him to her office. The vaulting horse was set against a wall. Phillipa pulled it out into the centre of the room.

“Clothes off,” she instructed, crisply. “I'd like you completely naked while I cane you today. Take them off while I fetch the cane.”

She turned to leave, then stopped at the door, turning to look back at him, smiling. He hadn't yet began to undress.

“You will need to be completely naked by the time I return with the cane,” she said, as her eyes looked down, briefly, to the bulge in his trousers, “Otherwise I will double your caning to a dozen strokes. Do you think that sounds reasonable, Peter?”

“Very reasonable, Miss” he agreed, as his erection stiffened under his clothes.

She glanced down again, then left. He could hear from her footsteps that she was making haste. She was letting him know that she really would prefer to administer a dozen. He stooped down to unlace his shoes at a leisurely pace. He was still unbuttoning his shirt when he saw her standing in the doorway, flexing the cane, and smiling.

“I'm delighted you agree with me that six really isn't enough. A dozen it is, then.”

“Yes, Miss”

She stepped into the room, then took a seat, putting the cane on her desk, to watch him undress.

He removed the remainder of his clothes. He was very frightened, but even more excited. The thought that she enjoyed caning him so much caused him to become hugely aroused, and as he self-consciously slipped down his underpants, his arousal was obvious. He stood before her with his hands clasped in front of his erection.

“Hands by your side, please, and stand up straight,” she ordered quietly.

He complied, revealing the extent of his arousal. His face flushed as she looked into his, then dropped her eyes to study the effect she was having on him.

“As I said, you will not be restrained for this caning,” she said, as she continued to look down, “And I'm going to make sure the strokes are very hard. It will be very painful, but I expect you to remain in position for every stroke. What do you think will happen if you fail to stay in position, Peter?”

“You'll add strokes, Miss,” he replied, as his erection hardened yet further.

“And I will be absolutely delighted to do so. You're learning very fast.”

She rose to her feet, picking up the cane, then stepped over to the vaulting horse.

“Time to begin,” she said, cheerfully, tapping the cane on the narrow padded leather top of the horse. “Bend over the top of the horse. Grasp the legs opposite with your hands.”

Peter felt a last second wave of panic, looked up into her cool eyes, then accepted that he was totally under her control. He stepped up to the horse, then tucking his erection under himself, mounted it, reaching down to grasp the opposite legs. As he did so, he felt the sore skin of his bottom cheeks tauten painfully.

“Further,” she ordered, “Reach down further.”

He strained to comply, feeling his bottom raised more prominently, offering a more exposed target.

He was expecting the caning to begin at once, but it didn't. She went back to her desk, then opened a drawer, removed something, then came back to stoop down in front of him. She looked him briefly in the eye, to savour his fear, then with a piece of chalk, marked a lines level with the lower part of his hands on the vaulting horse legs.

“If your hands drift away from these lines by so much as the width of a hair, I will add penalty strokes, so I suggest you hold on tight.”

He could tell that she was loving every minute of having him at her mercy. She wanted any excuse to cane him more severely. It was a delicious, but also terrifying prospect.

Moments later, he felt the cane gently tapping gently across his very sore, upturned bottom. Apart from his own breathing, and the gentle tap of the cane, there was silence. The suspense was almost unbearable. How painful would it be on an already sore bottom? Would he be able to withstand even one stroke? How many extra strokes would he be forced to endure if he constantly moved out of position?

Unsurprisingly, exactly the same questions were running through the mind of his disciplinarian, as her eyes locked on his perfectly presented, bare, already colourful, bottom cheeks. She was in no rush to have theses questions answered. She was savouring the moment of his dread of what was to come. She wanted that first stroke to be breathtakingly hard and to shock him. She wanted the agony to be so unbearable that he reared up, grasping his bottom. She wanted to see the terror in his eyes when she announced that he would now add another six strokes. She wanted to make the caning so painful that it was impossible to take. Then, when she had satisfied herself that he would never be able to stay in position, she would strap him down and then the entire caning, with all the extras, could be administered in full, without interruption. Then she would be able to immerse herself in his shrieking and writhing as he helplessly absorbed the strokes of her cane delivered with all the strength she could muster. There would be no mercy.

Peter was just beginning to wonder if she had changed her mind. She seemed to have frozen them both in time and suspense. The cane had been gently tapping his bare bottom for more than one minute. She had not said a word, then suddenly, he heard her draw in breath sharply.

SWISH – CRACK!

He heard a sharp crack of the cane biting into his flesh, then the agony erupted. A line of white hot fire seared across his upturned bottom cheeks. He gasped in a lungful of air as the fire seemed to intensify then sink deeper into his flesh. His grip on the legs of the vaulting horse tightened. He was determined to take it. She wanted him to fail. He wanted to prove that she would need to cane him harder if she was to win the battle.

“You'll have to do better than that,” he taunted her.

He couldn't believe the words had come from his own mouth. It had been almost involuntary. The thought had flashed through his mind as he fought to cope with the agony. Just for a second he had thought that he would be able to take the caning without moving, thus denying her the excuse to add strokes, then the words flowed from his mouth.

She hesitated. The second stroke didn't come. Instead she stepped around the horse, then stooped down to look him in the face. He raised his head to see her looking deep into his eyes. She had the hint of a smile on her face. She lifted her left hand, then very gently, and affectionately, stroked his cheek.

“I'll see what I can do,” she said, quietly, as she continued to read his face. “Yes, I'll see what I can do, but I'll need to fetch a different cane.”

She gently, and tenderly continued to stroke his cheek for a few more seconds, then rose to her feet. He remained, obediently, in position over the vaulting horse as she went to fetch a more severe cane. The suspense, that had withered when the first stroke had bitten in, was now refreshed and his erection had hardened. He was determined to take this caning.

His pulse rose, and panic began to well up, as he heard her footsteps approach. She entered the room, crouched down in front of him again, then lifted the new cane in front of his eyes. It looked very different and very sinister. She let him study it for several long seconds as she savoured his reaction. The cane was a little thicker than the one she had just used, and the colour was darker, but its most striking feature was that it was divided into many raised nodules. He glanced sideways to see that it had a crook handle and was about a metre in length. She smiled as she read the fear in his face.

“This is a very special cane,” she said, as she rose to her feet. “It's called a whangee cane, and it is heavier and more flexible than the cane I have just used. It's exactly the sort of cane that needs to be used on boys who say things like 'you'll have to do better than that'. “

She took her position to his left. As soon as he felt the weight of the cane tapping gently on his still burning bottom, he regretted his words bitterly, but he tightened his grip on the horse legs, determined to take the caning.

“I think we'll declare the first stroke inadequate,” she said, as her eyes fixed on his bare bottom, then hardened.

She sensed his determination to take the caning. She was determined to break his grip with agony beyond his belief. It was a battle, and she was determined to win. Although she really wanted him fit for punishment in two weeks, this moment now took priority. She would take him to a place he didn't know existed.

Peter's grip tightened as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

The line of pain that seared across his bottom made the previous stroke feel like a tickle. It was agonising beyond belief. The heavy implement, brought down by her with all the severity she could muster, buried itself sickeningly deep into the flesh of his bottom cheeks. The pain sank deeper, then seemed to erupt and blossom under his skin. The agony pulsed from unbearable to beyond in time with his heart beat. He cried out, but his grip tightened. He looked down at his white knuckles. He would not let her win.

SWISH – CRACK!

He drew in a lungful of air, as another line of unbearable agony seared across his bottom, just below the first. He exhaled in a steady, controlled flow of air, determined to take the remainder of the caning. Phillipa, sensing defeat, gritted her teeth. Her angelic face was masked with sadistic intent.

SWISH – CRACK!

The hardest stroke so far was the hardest she could manage. It bit deep into the crease where thighs meets buttocks. A most sensitive spot. Peter shrieked as the agony, unbelievably, escalated. But he held on.

The caning continued, mercilessly, until the end. Although his bottom weaved and writhed under the cane, and although he hissed, and squealed and gasped as each stroke added white hot fire to fire, he kept his grip on the horse legs for all twelve strokes. He remained in position, shuddering, covered in sweat and breathing heavily, maintaining his grip, as the agony slowly faded.

Phillipa , too was breathless and perspiring from her efforts. Her eyes were bright with excitement, and her face was flushed with arousal. She turned her back on him, then put the cane down on her desk, then tried to get control of her emotions and desires.

“Your punishment is over, Peter,” she said, as calmly as she could manage. “You took it very well.”

Peter's mind was in turmoil as he eased himself off the horse. His arousal was clear to be seen. He  had never dreamed that such agony was possible, and the thought that it had been the delight of the angelic lady who's eyes now met his, made it the most erotic experience of his life. It was an absolute contradiction. How could such a lovely lady be so cruel? He had been eager to prove to her that he could take her punishment, and he was immensely proud now to have done so. However, he was left desperately frustrated that the obvious very erotic element had been left unfulfilled sexually. He was left craving for her attention.  

Nothing was said, but all sorts of messages were being exchanged between them as she watched him slowly dress. Phillipa was proud of the very severe caning she had just administered and she was impressed by the way he had taken it. Peter interested and excited her, but it was not yet appropriate to reveal her own sexual arousal, despite her own frustration. She felt it needed to be suppressed, for the time being.

One thing they both sensed for certain was that this was just the beginning. Phillipa might have lost this battle, but they would battle again, and he would welcome the challenge. They parted, with Peter very excited by the prospect of attending her 'back to school' class in two weeks time. Phillipa, too, was more excited than she was prepared to admit. She told him that she would email more details of the class during the week.   

CHAPTER SEVEN

Two weeks later, at ten o'clock on Saturday morning, Peter parked his car in the school car park. There were more than half a dozen cars already there, some of which were expensive. He was greeted by Phillipa at the door. She was dressed formally, with a conservative dark skirt, white blouse and with her hair tied back in a severe bun. He was actually more nervous of meeting his fellow class mates than anything else.

“The rest of the class are already in the classroom,” she said, as she escorted him to the room he had stayed on his last visit. “You can change here, then make your way to the class. I'd better get back before they get out of control. When you are dressed, just make your way to the school hall, then I'll introduce you. As you know, you don't have to join in. You can just observe if you prefer, but you are more than welcome to participate, if your bottom has recovered enough from two weeks ago. Has it?”

“Yes, Miss. I've almost completely recovered,” he replied, as he looked down at the schoolboy uniform that had been left for him on the bed.

“That's good,” she said, smiling. “Pupils who recover quickly are particularly welcome at this school.”

“And don't forget,” she continued, “my name during school hours is Miss Welter.”

“No, Miss Welter.”

“We'll see you in a few minutes.”

She left him to change.

He felt ridiculous as he changed into short grey flannel trousers, grey woollen socks, white shirt with a red school tie and a navy blazer. Phillipa had detailed in a email how he would need to be dressed and had requested his clothes sizes. Also she had told him that she would be the class teacher and should be addressed as Miss Welter. Maisie would be the Headmistress. He would be joining the class of five, an assortment of middle-aged 'boys', listed in the register as Hunter, Bunter, Blunt, Smith and Jones. He would be required to decide on a name for himself. It was protocol that true identities were not discussed, in or out of class, as discretion was paramount.

When he looked at himself in the wardrobe mirror, dressed as a schoolboy, he felt even more ridiculous. He fleetingly considered changing back into his normal clothes, then leaving, but the draw of Phillipa prevailed. Feeling very self-conscious, he made his way to the school hall, took a deep breath, knocked on the door, then entered.

“Ah, this is the potential pupil who will be joining us today,” said Miss Welter, as he appeared in the doorway. “Perhaps you'd like to take a seat at the back of the class, then we can do the introductions.”

As Peter made his way to the back of the class, past the assortment of men dressed as he was, he felt some relief. They all seemed very welcoming. Miss Welter briefly gave him a reassuring smile, before resuming her formal air.

“This is Hunter, Bunter, Blunt, Smith and Jones,” she said, pointing to each pupil in turn. They all gave him a welcoming smile.

“What is you name, boy?” she asked.

“Hunt, Miss Welter.”

The rest of the class sniggered. Miss Welter didn't.

“Very well, Hunt,” she said, when the class had quietened. “As this is your first day, you may observe how we do things without getting involved, but do feel free to participate if you wish.”

“Yes, Miss Welter.”

“Now,” she said, addressing the class as a whole, “Before we begin today's lessons, we must address the matter of the forbidden items found during last night's spot check before lights out.”

The class was very quiet as her eyes scanned the room.

“Once again,” she continued, “every one of you, apart from Hunt, were found with forbidden items. Alcohol was found in every room. In addition, Blunt was found in possession of a pornographic magazine, depicting spanking scenes, and Bunter was found with a pipe and tobacco. All these items are banned. You have been warned on numerous occasions not to bring such items into the school, but it appears that the message has not yet gotten through to you. You were each given an on the spot spanking before bed, but were informed that more formal punishment would be administered today. I propose to deal with that now.”

While silence prevailed, she looked sternly at each pupil, before reaching into her desk drawer, then removing a two tailed, thick, dark, leather strap. It was a fearsome looking implement, about two feet long. The eyes of the entire class were fixed on the leather strap, as she flexed it.

“We tried the cane last time,” she continued, “but it obviously didn’t work. Perhaps this will. This is a Scottish, Lochgelly tawse, and I will be applying it to the bottoms of every pupil who was caught with forbidden items. Four strokes per forbidden item.”

The room remained silent as she stepped from behind her desk, then approached the nearest desk.

“Let's start with you, Smith.”

Smith was a lean, tanned, gentleman, with well groomed, short grey hair.

“You were caught drinking a glass of wine. Do you have anything to say?”

“Yes, Miss. It was a rather nice Chateau-neuf-du-Pape, kindly offered to me by Blunt. There were hints of blackberry, smoked oak and it was full bodied. If I remember correctly it was a 2013,” he replied in a refined, upper class accent.

“You may find it also results in the hint of a sore bottom, Smith,” she said, as the class sniggered. “Stand up and bend over the front of your desk.”

As Smith rose to his feet, Miss Welter glanced at the new boy, Hunt, and allowed a brief smile in his direction when she saw that he was enjoying the banter.

“Bend right over, Smith,” she ordered, her smile now gone. “Grasp the seat on the other side of the desk and stay in position until I give you permission to rise.”

“Yes, Miss.”

With her left hand, she lifted the tail of his navy blazer, then smoothed down the taut flannelling seat of his short trousers, before taking her position to his left.

“Four strokes, Smith,” she announced.

Peter could see his face, as he braced himself for the tawsing. He looked nervous, and apprehensive, but he was putting on a brave face and grinning for the benefit of the rest of the class.

“Have you ever felt a tawse applied to your bottom before, Smith?” she asked, as she stroked the implement.

“No, Miss.”

“Have any of you?” she asked the rest of the class.

“I have, Miss,” answered Bunter, a rather plump, red faced, gentleman with a balding head and a moustache.

“Perhaps you could tell Smith, and the rest of the class, what they have to look forward to, Bunter.”

“Stings like the devil,” he replied. “Especially if applied hard.”

“Did you hear that, Smith?” she asked, leaning down to look into his face.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, still managing to smile, in spite of his obviously increasing apprehension.

“As you know, I always administer punishment hard, so let's see if Bunter is right, shall we?”

She took her position to his left again.

“Why don't the rest of you see if I can wipe the smile off Smith's face,” she said, as she raised the tawse.

CRACK!

The smile had already disappeared by the time the tawse cracked down loudly across the seat of his taut trousers. His features quickly reflected the sting of the tawse tails.

CRACK!

His eyes opened wide with shock, and he gasped, as the second stroke added to the sting.

CRACK!

The third stroke was harder. Smith emitted a low groan. His eyes screwed tight shut as he tried to cope with the pain, and his left hand briefly released its grip on the chair, before he regained control to brace himself for the final stroke. He definitely wasn't smiling now. His face betrayed his dread as he waited.

CRACK!

He let out an involuntary squeal as the hardest stroke so far bit into his bottom. He remained in position with his face twisted in pain, waiting to be allowed to rise.

“Does he still have that stupid grin on his face, class?” she asked, her eyes roaming from pupil to pupil.

“No, Miss,” they mumbled, jointly.

“Thought he wouldn't,” she said, cheerfully. “You may sit down at your desk, Smith.”

“Thank you, Miss,” he replied, swiftly rising to rub his stinging bottom, before sitting down.

“Now, let's deal with you, Jones,” she said, as she approached a small, middle-aged man, who had been watching the tawsing with a nervous smile on his face. “You too were caught drinking wine. Was it also Chateau-neuf-du-Pape supplied by Blunt?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“It's beginning to look as if Blunt is going to need special attention,” she said, looking at Blunt, who sat with a cheeky grin on his face, under a mop of wavy blond hair.

“Bend over your desk, Jones,” she said, turning her attention back to him. “Same rules as Smith. Four strokes. If you move out of position, they will be repeated.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, rising nervously to his feet.

Jones bent over the desk, and he gasped and wriggled, as she swiftly administered four energetic strokes to his presented bottom. He quickly resumed his seat, when permitted to rise. He looked shocked. The tawse had been more painful than he had expected, it appeared.

“Now, Hunter,” she said, turning to a thick set man, with greying, short hair, and ruddy features. “You were caught drinking a can of beer.”

“Lager, Miss,” he corrected, with a cheeky and defiant grin on his face.

There was more nervous giggling.

“And how many strokes do you think drinking beer earns, Hunter?”

“Lager, Miss,” he corrected again.

There was more sniggering amongst the class. She waited until the room was quiet again.

“No, Hunter,” she said, toying with the tawse, “I asked you how many strokes you would receive if you had been drinking beer?”

“But I wasn't drinking beer, I was drinking lager,” he replied, to more laughter from the class.

“Just answer the question, Hunter.”

“Well, if I had been drinking beer, which I wasn't, I suppose I would deserve four strokes.”

“And what about if you were caught drinking lager, which you were?”

“Four strokes, of course,” he replied, brazenly.

“Wrong, Hunter,” she said, cheerfully, “Lager earns eight strokes.”

The whole class laughed.

“Why eight strokes, Miss?” he asked indignantly.

“Because I said so, Hunter, and because you are being flippant. Get yourself over the desk at once. If you want to make any more clever remarks I will increase it to twelve.”

Hunter, smiling, obediently took his position bent over his desk, then winced and gasped as she cheerfully administered eight hard, brisk strokes.

When he was back in his seat, she turned to Bunter.

“You were caught with a hip flask of brandy, and you had with you a pipe and tobacco, Bunter. That's two forbidden items, so you will receive eight strokes. Do you have anything to say?”

“No, Miss,” he said, with an excited, almost proud, smile on his face.

“You don't look particularly sorry, Bunter,” she said.

“No, Miss,” he beamed.

The class laughed again.

“Perhaps I can change that,” she said, confidently. “In position over the desk.”

Bunter smiled at the rest of the class as he lifted his large frame from the small chair, then lowered his ample body over the desk. She lifted his blazer tails, smoothed down the flannel material covering his plump buttocks.

Bunter received the hardest tawsing so far. The class fell very quiet as they witnessed just how hard Miss Welter could wield the tawse, when provoked. Bunter, hissed and gasped, but managed to maintain his smile throughout. When the tawsing was over, Miss Welter stood over Bunter, tawse still in her hand, looking at his bottom curiously.

“What have you got on underneath those shorts, Bunter? That didn't quite sound quite right.”

“Underpants, Miss,” he replied, nervously.

“Yes, Bunter, I'm sure you have, but how many pairs?”

“Three, Miss,” he replied, very nervously, after a long pause.

She reached down to slip a finger under the waist of his shorts, then pulled them down a little and began counting.

“Four pairs, Bunter,” she corrected. “You've done this before. I thought I'd convinced you not to do it again. Obviously I was too lenient.”

“Yes, Miss,” he agreed, a little more subdued.

“Your punishment is void, Bunter. I want you to go back to your room, take off your shorts and all your protective underwear, put on your gym shorts, then come back here. Let's see if you can smile your way through eight strokes, eight nice, hard strokes, when you have just a very thin pair of gym shorts to protect your deserving bottom.”

Bunter rose to his feet, then walked slowly towards the door.

“If you're not back in two minutes, I will double it, Bunter,” she said, looking at her watch. “I mean it.”

He could be heard almost running along the corridor.

Nobody said a word while they waited for Bunter to return. The pupils fiddled with pencils and avoided eye contact with Miss Welter as she slowly paced back and forth, toying with the tawse. After just over a minute, Bunter appeared in the doorway. He was wearing tight, white shorts, that did indeed look thin, and he looked nervous. Miss Welter looked down at her watch.

“Get in position over your desk, Bunter,” she ordered.

As soon as he had lowered his heavy frame over the desk, Miss Welter stepped behind him, then flipped up his blazer tails. The obviously thin material was stretched taut over his large buttocks. They would offer little protection. Even so, Miss Welter checked that he wasn't wearing anything underneath by lifting the rear waist band of his shorts to peer underneath. Satisfied, she took her position to his left to begin the tawsing.

CRACK!

It was now quite obvious to everybody in the room why Miss Welter had suspected Bunter had been wearing so many pairs of underpants. The sharp crack of the leather tawse biting hard into the near naked flesh of Bunter's buttocks was far removed from the muffled impact it had made when protected by multiple layers of clothing. The reaction of Bunter, too, gave another clue. His cries and gasps of agony were now, without doubt, in no way contrived. Miss Welter applied the tawse with vigour. Bunter, to his credit, managed to stay in place, but he had tears in his eyes when she eventually allowed him to sit back down on his burning bottom, and Peter had another erection. He had been imagining it was his bottom feeling the kiss of her tawse. The craving to be thrashed severely again by Miss Welter was growing ever more intense.

With the tawsing over, and with Bunter sitting temporarily subdued at his desk, Miss Welter addressed the whole class:

“If anyone else has more than one pair of underpants on, then take this opportunity to own up now. Be warned, that there will be very serious consequences for any pupil I later discover to be up to the same tricks as Bunter.”

Feet fidgeted and pencils were toyed with as the class felt the cool eyes of Miss Welter study the body language of each pupil in turn.

“Right,” she said, as her eyes fixed on the pupil with a mop of wavy blond hair and a cheeky smile on his face. “Blunt, the wine merchant.”

“I must protest, Miss,” he retorted in fake indignation, to the delight of the class. “A merchant sells his wares. I give mine away.”

“Then I would suggest you are a very bad wine merchant, Blunt,” she replied, “Not only have you made no profit, but you have also earned yourself a sore bottom. Do you have anything else to say?”

“Would you like a glass yourself, Miss? I did bring a few extra bottles.”

“No, Blunt. I'd like you to bend over your desk and present your bottom for the tawse. I've got you marked down as the ringleader of the flippant alcoholic fraternity we seem to have here. You will receive twelve strokes.”

Blunt didn't argue. He cheerfully bent over to present Miss Welter with another plump bottom to punish. Miss Welter was smiling as she lifted his blazer tails, then smoothed down the taut fabric of his shorts. It appeared that Blunt was one of her favourites.

He took the tawsing very well. It was administered hard, but with a smile. Blunt gasped and wriggled as the tawse cracked down, but he stayed in place for all twelve.

“Have you learned you lesson, Blunt?” she asked, as he remained bent over his desk.

“Probably not,” he replied, cheekily.

CRACK!

“Probably not, MISS,” she corrected, as he yelped in surprise.

“Sorry. Probably not, Miss,” he replied, briskly.

“I'm quite sure you, haven't, Blunt,” she said, smiling. “Perhaps my duties here will never be completed.”

“I hope not, Miss,” he replied.

“So do I, Blunt,” she said, slapping him playfully on the bottom with her hand, and smiling with what appeared genuine affection. “You may take your seat.”

CHAPTER EIGHT 

“Now let's move on to the homework I set you,” she said, as she pinned a large, blank, map of the world on the wall. “Geography. You were required to learn where an assortment of towns and cities of the world were located. I set you a list twenty-five to learn and memorise. Now we shall discover who has done their homework, and who hasn't. You will not be surprised to learn that there will be consequences for any of you who have not completed your homework.” She tapped the tawse on her desk.

There was more nervous fidgeting as she scanned the class with the hint of a smile on her face. Peter wished that he too had been set the homework, and failed to do it.

“Bunter,” she said, “let's start with you. Come to the front of the class, please.”

As he stepped up to her desk, she placed a white card in front of him, on which were twenty-five  self-adhesive, red labels. On each was written the name of a town or city, ranging from well known to obscure.

“Pick any one you like, Bunter, then stick it on the map where it belongs.”

Bunter picked London, then stuck it on the map exactly where London should be.

“Correct, Bunter,” she said, “You may sit down.”

“Coward,” jeered, Smith.

“You'd have probably done the same if you were wearing these thin gym shorts,” laughed Bunter, as he took his seat.

“I think we'll have you place the next sticker on the map, Smith,” she said.

Smith rose cheerfully to his feet, perused the choices on Miss Welter's desk, then, much to the delight of the class, placed New York on the North Pole. He turned, smiling cheekily, to Miss Welter, who was also smiling.

“Something tells me that my tawse is going to be busy today,” she said, as she reached for the implement. “Bend over my desk, Smith, with your bottom facing the class.”

When Smith cheerfully complied, she lifted his blazer tails, smoothed down the fabric of his shorts, then the class had a perfect view as she administered one hard stroke of the tawse.

“Back to your seat, Smith. Let's see if you can do any better, Jones.”

As Jones stepped up to her desk to study the twenty-three remaining choices, Miss Welter removed New York from the North Pole, then placed it where it should be.

A few moments later, there was more laughter as Jones placed Moscow in Iceland.

“Over the desk, Jones,” ordered Miss Welter, slowly shaking her head with despair. “Two strokes this time.”

As Jones bent over the desk, Miss Welter turned to address the class. “Each consecutive incorrect placing will result in an increase of one stroke of the tawse. As soon as any of you place one correctly, we will go back to one stroke, then build up again. If you don't understand that, I'm quite sure you soon will.”

She picked up the tawse, then turned her attention to Jones. Two nice, hard strokes had him gasping. He returned to his desk, clutching his bottom.

Hunter was next. He stepped up to Miss Welter's desk looking very apprehensive. He chose Glasgow, and was about to place it where it should go, in Scotland, but the booing and chanting of 'coward' by his fellow students, made him hesitate. He stood, undecided for several noisy seconds, before placing it in the Galapagos Islands. He was greeted with cheering from the class, including the new boy, Hunt, and by Miss Welter picking up her tawse.

Hunter struggled to take the first two enthusiastic strokes she applied to his presented bottom. He just managed to stay down. But he leapt up clutching his bottom on the third.

“Back in position, Hunter,” demanded Miss Welter. “That last stroke doesn't count. It must be taken again.”

Hesitantly, with his face contorted with agony, Hunter obeyed. He knew that Miss Welter would never allow indiscipline to prevail. He also knew that she didn't practice compassion, as was proved by the devastatingly hard penalty stroke she then administered. Poor Hunter squealed as the tawse bit in deep. Using all the willpower he possessed, he clung on to the far side of the desk until she gave him permission to rise. He too, walked back to his desk, clutching hi bottom.

Blunt was next. He didn't hesitate. He walked up to the desk, quickly picked up Madrid, then placed it on an unpronounceable Pacific Island.

“Geography was my best subject at my earlier school, Miss,” he said, smiling cheekily.

“I dread to think what your worst subject was like, Blunt,” she said, also smiling, “Over the desk.”

Blunt made a show of not being at all frightened. Miss Welter knew Blunt could take it, so she laid the four strokes on really hard. He gasped and suppressed a squeal, and his plump bottom writhed about quite bizarrely, as he fought to cope with the pain, but he stayed in place.

Miss Welter didn't give him permission to rise. He twisted his head around to see what was happening, to see Miss Welter studying his bottom with interest. She put down the tawse, then stepped closer to Blunt, then tucked a finger under the waistband at the back of his shorts.

“Well, well, well,” said Miss Welter, in mock surprise. “You appear to be wearing three pairs of underpants, Blunt.”

Blunt said nothing. He was smiling, but he looked a bit scared. The class went quiet.

“Just think of all the energy I've wasted, Blunt, trying to get through to you with my tawse, when all the time you've been shielding yourself.”

“Sorry, Miss,” he offered, weakly.

“You will be, Blunt. Go back to your room, then change into your gym shorts, with nothing underneath, obviously, and while you're doing so, work out how many strokes you've received so far today. They will all need to be repeated. I want you back here, over my desk, in less than one minute. If you're late, I'll add six strokes for every ten seconds.”

Looking frightened, but excited, he scurried off.

While they waited, in silence, Miss Welter looked around the class with mild amusement on her face. She offered a quick smile of encouragement to Hunt. She looked at her watch, as Blunt hurried back in, wearing tight, white shorts, and an anxious look on his face. He bent over Miss Welter's desk at once.

“Just in time, Blunt,” she said. “Have you worked out how many strokes have you cheated on?”

“Sixteen, Miss,” he replied at once.

“Incorrect,” she answered. “You received an extra stroke earlier on when you failed to address me as Miss. The correct answer is seventeen, so I think I'll round it up to twenty. Does that seem reasonable to you, Blunt?”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, sounding most unsure.

“You do realise, Blunt,” she said, as she stroked his almost naked bottom, gently with her hand, “that I have to make an example of you. The strokes will be very hard indeed.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You also understand that you will receive extra strokes if you move out of position?”

“Yes, Miss.”

She looked thoughtful for a few moments, as Blunt contemplated his fate. The class was silent.

“I do have some doubts, Blunt, as to whether you will be able to take this without restraints. I'm going to be kind to you. I'm going to offer you the option of restraints. I recommend that you accept. Be quite clear, I'm going to administer the tawse with absolute maximum severity. It's your choice.”

Blunt hesitated for a few moments, then elected to take her advice.

“A wise decision,” as she walked away, then stepped into her office. She came back a few moments later with an assortment of leather cuffs, straps, metal clips, and some rope.

“I think we'll have you over the end of the desk, Blunt. The class won't have such a good view of the punishment, but you'll be easier to strap down.”

Blunt dutifully rose, then allowed her to lead him to the end of her desk, then to guide him back down, after which she set about securing him in position. His wrists and ankles were cuffed, then each were roped to a table leg. He was effectively spread-eagled, in the bent over position. She completed his restraints by passing a wide strap over the small of his back, then under the desk, before tightening it with a buckle.

“Don't want you bouncing up and down on my desk, do we, Blunt?” she said, as she tucked his blazer tails under the strap to make sure they didn't slip down to interrupt the punishment.

Blunt's smile had deserted him, as he briefly turned his head sideways to look at the class. They all looked on in fascination and with not a little nervousness. They all knew this was going to be a severe trashing.

Miss Welter smoothed down the very thin material covering Blunt's bottom, then lifted his waist band to make absolutely sure that he wasn't still trying his tricks.

“I wouldn't put anything past you, Blunt,” she said, as she reached for the tawse.

“Brace yourself,” she said, as her face hardened and she took up her position. “Twenty strokes, very hard, no pauses, and absolutely no mercy. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” he whimpered.

The tawse was raised high. Her face turned into a snarl as she brought it down.

CRACK!

Several members of the class winced involuntarily, as the tawse bit hard into Blunt's barely protected bottom. His bottom cheeks wobbled as the tawse tails bounced out. His head jerked up as the agony registered with his brain and he hissed in a lungful of air.

CRACK!

Another hard stroke snaked in. Blunt blew out the air in his lungs between pursed lips as he fought to cope with the intense pain. The class sat in silence, fascinated, frightened, shocked, excited. Peter, playing the part of the new boy, Hunt, was now very aroused. A part of him craved to be in Blunt's position.

CRACK!

Blunt whimpered, but maintained control as the tawsing continued. Never once did he cry out or plead for mercy, and he received none. As the punishment progressed, steadily, without pause, and always hard, Peter began to realise that Miss Welter was well acquainted with Blunt's ability and need to take severe punishment. He suspected that she had known all along that he had been wearing several pairs of underpants, and had gone along with it, allowing him to dig himself into a hole, because she knew that this was what he craved. This was why he was here. He could also see that she was thoroughly enjoying administering the tawsing.

The whole class seemed impressed that Blunt had been able to take such a thrashing with hardly a murmur. He was quiet as she released him, and she gave him an affectionate slap on the bottom with her hand before he rose stiffly to his feet. He sat down at his desk carefully, and seemed deep in thought. Miss Welter also seemed preoccupied with thoughts of her own as she put down the tawse.

“Now, where were we?” she asked herself, as she looked at the map. 

All eyes fell on Bunter. It was obvious that he was even more apprehensive than before.

“Bunter,” said Miss Welter. “It's your turn again.”

“Don't pick him, Miss,” complained Smith, “He'll get it right. He'll spoil the excitement.”

“Do you want to volunteer in his place, Smith?” asked Miss Welter.

“Well, I wouldn't go as far as that,” he backtracked, looking around for support.

“Then it looks like you, Bunter,” she said.

“I'll volunteer,” came the voice of the new boy, from the back of the class.

Miss Welter couldn't stop herself from smiling.

“You are most welcome to, Hunt,” she said, clearly delighted. “Can I assume that you have decided to join our class?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You do realise that failure to place a city in the right place now carries a penalty of five strokes with the tawse?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Then step forward and make your choice, Hunt.”

He stepped up to her desk, as the class and Miss Welter looked on with interest. He chose Berlin, then walked to the map. He hovered his hand holding the sticker over Germany to tease his audience, then stuck it down in the centre of Queensland, Australia. He looked round at Miss Welter with a nervous smile on his face. He could see she was very pleased.

“Oh, dear, Hunt,” she said, as her eyes sparkled, “You seem to have got off to a bad start. Bend over my desk.”

He was both nervous and excited, as he bent over the centre of her desk, feeling the fabric of his shorts tauten across his bottom. Miss Welten stepped up behind him, lifted his blazer tails, then he felt her hands gently roaming over the contours of his presented bottom.

“I need to make sure you aren't up to the same tricks as Bunter and Blunt, Hunt,” she said, as her hands explored. It was amazingly erotic, and he felt an erection growing.

The hands ceased their exploration. Miss Welter unconsciously licked her lips as she picked up the tawse, then took her position to his left. He braced himself as she raised the snaking implement.

CRACK!

He gasped as an intense sting seared across his bottom cheeks, concentrating in an extremely fierce sting where the tawse tips had bitten into his right bottom cheek. She had laid the tawse on hard. She knew that it was what he craved. He forced his body to press down harder on the desk, then, to the delight of Miss Welter, pushed his bottom out to present a more prominent target with tauter fabric covering to minimise the protection offered. She accepted the invitation by putting extra venom into the stroke.

CRACK!

He groaned as a fresh band of sting overlaid the previous. The agony was intoxicating, especially as it had been created by Miss Welter, with such passion.

“Permission to speak, Miss?” he asked, breathlessly.

“Yes, Hunt.”

“You don't need to be lenient with me just because I'm a new boy, Miss,” he replied.

He wasn't able to see her eyes sparkle with excitement as she digested his words.

“As you wish, Hunt,” she said, quietly.

She paused for a few moments' looking down at his bottom, in thought.

“Move to the end of the desk, Hunt,” she said. “I want you bending over the very end, here.” She was pointing at the desk end to his left.

Wondering why she needed to move him, he complied.

“Spread you legs apart and stick your bottom out,” she ordered.

He complied, willingly.

“Further,” she demanded.

He spread his legs further apart, then pushed his bottom out further. His bottom felt very exposed, even though covered by two thin layers of fabric. The class had fallen silent, as all pupils watched with growing excitement and fascination. Miss Welter shifted her position to stand close to his head.

“If you move out of position, Hunt,” she warned, “I will start again. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

She raised the tawse, then brought it down with venom.

CRACK!

There was a far sharper 'crack' as the tails of the tawse wrapped around his left bottom cheek, sending the tawse tips accelerating dramatically into his bottom cleft. The fabric of his taut clothing stretched across his bottom cleft saved him from much of the agony as the tawse tips sought to bite into the area between his bottom cheeks, but even so, the agony was unbelievable. The intent was clear. It was the stroke of a true sadist. He gasped, shuddered, then pushed his bottom out further. She licked her lips again.

CRACK!

The tawse tips found the same place. He squealed as the agony in his bottom cleft went off the scale. He reared up, clenching his bottom cheeks, but it was an involuntary action, caused by the shock of the pain. He resumed his position almost at once. If this was the agony that she could produce through clothing, his mind tried to digest, what would it be like on the bare? He couldn't get the thought out of his mind.

“One more, Hunt,” she said, quietly. “I'd like your bottom pushed out just a little more, please.”

As he strained to comply with her instruction, she raised the tawse again. Her face hardened as she gritted her teeth. She was determined to make him squeal.

CRACK!

She did! As the tawse tails sank into his bottom with the report of a pistol, the tawse tips sought out the tender and still burning flesh of his bottom cleft, where they bit in with venom. It was absolute agony, and it was impossible not to cry out, and rear up. He resumed his position at once.

“You may return to your seat, Hunt,” she said, trying to sound calm, but actually now aroused herself.

Hunt returned to his desk. With one hand, he clutched his burning bottom, with the other he attempted to hide his erection. As he made his way, he noticed that Blunt looked to be in serious thought, with his eyes on an elastic band he was fiddling with. The others in the class were looking into Hunt's eyes to gauge how he was coping with the pain.

As he took his seat, Miss Welter turned her back to the class to move Berlin from Australia to Germany. As she did so, he saw Blunt lift his left hand, with the elastic band over the end of his fore finger. As he pointed his finger at the rear of Miss Welter, then pulled the band back with the fingers of his right hand, before releasing it. The band flew across the room to snap against Miss Welter's bottom. The class giggled, as she jumped in surprise.

The class was nervous and excited as she slowly turned to look at them. After studying each one of them in turn, she stooped down to pick up the elastic band.

“Who is responsible?” she asked, calmly. “Which one of you is responsible for firing this at me?”

She help up the offending rubber band as she scanned the silent class. There were several long seconds of uncomfortable silence.

“Nobody leaves this room until I find out who fired this elastic band.”

Several more long seconds of silence passed.

“Very well,” she said, picking up the tawse. “We'll try it another way. I want every one of you to bend over the front of your desks with your bottoms presented for punishment. I will administer one stroke to each of your bottoms, then I will ask again. If there is still no progress, I will double it to two strokes, then four, then eight, then sixteen, but I think we'll probably have gotten to the bottom of it by then.”

She stepped to the side of Smith, then lifted the tails of his blazer.

“Do you know who fired the elastic band, Smith?”

“No, Miss.”

CRACK!

Smith gasped as the tawse cracked down hard across his bottom. She moved on to the next pupil to repeat the question, then administer the stroke.

When the whole class had received one stroke, she began the process again, this time administering two strokes each. It was accompanied by much gasping and wriggling. When she reached Hunt for the second time, asking him again if he knew who had shot the rubber band at her, he changed his answer:

“I do know who did it, Miss,” he admitted.

“Then perhaps you would care to tell me?” she asked.

“I'm not telling you, Miss,” he replied, flippantly. “I don't think I should snitch on my classmates.”

There was some muted giggling from the class.

“Very admirable of you, Hunt,” she replied, “but perhaps the more painful option available to you. Your cheek has earned you six strokes, and I think I'll add detention to that. You will remain behind after school today.”

She gave him six blisteringly hard strokes, that, again, had him gasping.

“Right class,” she said, as she approached Smith again. “You will each now receive four strokes, and I intend to lay them on very, very hard.  Of course, the real culprit can save his fellow students increasingly severe tawsings by owning up now.”

There was silence.

“Very well. If this is how it has to be, then so be it. You will each now receive four strokes, then eight, then sixteen, then thirty-two. Have no doubt, the tawsings will escalate until I have found out who assaulted me with that elastic band.”

She surveyed the classroom again, her eyes falling on each student in turn, as they remained bent over their respective desks, then she took her position beside Smith. He braced himself as her eyes locked onto his bottom, then she raised the tawse.

“It was me,” admitted Blunt, just in time to save Smith from what she had intended to be a blisteringly hard stroke.

CHAPTER NINE

“I knew it was you all along, Blunt,” she said, smiling, as she approached him. “Do you know how I knew?”

“No, Miss.”

“Because it's always you, Blunt. You have earned six hard strokes. You will remain in place for all six. If you fail to do so, they will be repeated. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“The remainder of the class may take their seats. Blunt, stay where you are.”

She waited until the other students had settled down at their desks before continuing.

“Before I administer your punishment, Blunt, let me tell the rest of the class, and you in particular, about discussions I've been having with the Headmistress about persistent misbehaviour in the classroom. We have decided that the recent increase in bad behaviour, which unsurprisingly coincides with your arrival at the school, Blunt, needs to be firmly addressed. We are developing a new form of corporal punishment, especially for persistent offenders.  We have decided to call it 'horsed and tawsed' and we have taken delivery of two extra heavy Lochgelly tawses. When a persistent offender crosses the line that you, Blunt, are so close to crossing, he will be taken to my office, stripped naked, then chained down very securely over the vaulting horse with his limbs spread-eagled and cuffed to the horse legs. This will render the miscreant totally helpless, with his gaping bare bottom staring skywards. I'm sorry for being so graphic, but I need you all to understand the consequences of persistent bad behaviour. The term 'horsed', for those of you who are interested in history, originates from a method of rendering a recipient helpless for a bare bottom birching by hoisting him, or her, over the back of another person, while a second person sometimes held the ankles of the recipient from the front, forcing his legs apart and rendering his bottom in a very exposed manner for the birch. The recipient, however, would usually be younger, and considerably lighter than you, Blunt, so we have opted for our nice sturdy vaulting horse.”

There was a little subdued laughter.

“I will be joined by the Headmistress, and we will stand at opposite sides of the recipient and will each be wielding one of our new extra heavy Lochgelly tawses. We will administer alternate strokes to the recipients gaping bare bottom from above, so the weight of the tawses will add to the energy that we put into each stroke. We will be quite happy to see the agonising tips of the tawse tails search out some of the more sensitive areas, such as between bottom cheeks and inner thighs. These will be virgin areas that have never been exposed for punishment in such a way in this establishment before, and the Headmistress and I are most interested in observing the results. You can be quite sure that no amount of pleading, begging for mercy, or shrieking, will make the slightest difference. The punishment will proceed mercilessly until the sentence has been completed. The minimum sentence has yet to be decided, and this will be done when we have had a chance to evaluate the effectiveness of our new tawses when used in this manner. We are keen to begin the evaluation process, and I suggest you think very carefully before placing yourself in a position where you might be considered as a suitable recipient during this process. Is that understood by you all?”

“Yes, Miss,” was mumbled by the otherwise silent room.

Hunt found himself developing an erection. As Miss Welter had seemingly enjoyed describing the proposed punishment in such frightening detail, he had been imagining himself being 'horsed and tawsed' by the beautiful twins. It was a terrifying prospect, but amazingly arousing.

“Very well. Blunt, prepare yourself for six strokes, and while you absorb and savour the pain of each one, remember that each is probably no more than a 'tickle' compared to what awaits the culprit if I am assaulted by another rubber band today.”    

“Yes, Miss.”

She looked into the eyes of each pupil to drive her message home, before fixing them on the taut fabric stretched across Blunt's ample presented bottom. There was total silence, and she had the total attention of everybody in the room as she raised the tawse.

CRACK!

Blunt gasped as the tawse tails curled around the contours of his plump bottom, biting in deeply with a resounding 'crack'. It was harder than any of the previous strokes, and the impact sent ripples of flesh through his posterior and sent a puff of dust into the air that must have hiding in the thin fabric of his gym shorts.

CRACK!

As the second stroke bit in, Blunt tried to suppress a sob, but everybody heard it. He was struggling to cope with the pain.

“Don't forget, Blunt,” she said, as she noticed his hands momentarily loosen their grip on the far side of the desk, “If you move out of position, the punishment will be repeated.”

“Yes, Miss,” he whimpered.

CRACK!

More dust escaped from his the fabric stretched taut over his wobbling bottom as the tawse resumed its duties with vigour.

The remainder of the class were totally silent as the tawsing continued. The only sounds to fill the air were the steady cracking of the tawse as it bit deep  into Blunt's offered bottom cheeks, the gasping and sobbing as the pain of each registered, and the occasional feminine grunt, as Miss Welter put her effort into making sure each stroke made contact with the target with maximum severity.

Somehow, Blunt managed to get through the tawsing without incurring the penalty of a repeat.

“You may resume your seat, Blunt,” she said, as she returned the tawse to her desk.

The class seemed to be in some shock. It seemed the tawsing had been more severe than they had been expecting. For the first time there was a lull in the banter. Miss Welter reached into her desk drawer, then took out a small box. From the box, she took a rubber band, then placed it on Bunter's desk, then proceeded to place one on the desk of every student, including Hunt. She then returned the small box to her desk drawer, the faced her somewhat subdued class.

“If any of you want to be the first to be 'horsed and tawsed' then please be my guest.”

There was silence.

“Right, now let's get back to work. We will continue the Geography lesson another time. Blunt's interruption has taken up valuable time, so we must move on. I want you each to write a short story entitled 'Tawsed for Being Naughty'. I want a story of not less than five hundred words, in your neatest handwriting, and with no spelling or grammatical errors. I'd prefer the story to be interesting. You have thirty minutes to get started, after which I will carry out a preliminary inspection then make an initial assessment and award of marks out of ten. Marks of less than ten out of ten will result in 'encouragement' by me to improve.”

As she emphasised the word 'encouragement' she placed her hand on the tawse, so there could be no doubt about what she was implying.

“You will complete your stories for homework, taking note of any suggestions I might make after my preliminary inspection, then I want the completed story scanned and emailed to me within one week. I will mark each submission before our next class, which is in two weeks from today. Any corrective action needed will be taken then. Is that quite clear?”

There was a collective, mumbled “Yes, Miss” after which she distributed several sheets of lined paper to each pupil's desk.

“Your time starts now,” she said, looking at her watch.

After the shock of the severity of Blunt's tawsing, the class settled down to work in silence. Hunt  too, had been given paper to write on, so he was now properly established as a pupil. Miss Welter read at her desk, occasionally looking up to make sure all students were working, and nothing was heard other than the scribbling of pens and the occasional turning of a sheet of paper.

“Put down your pens,” she said, looking at her watch, thirty minutes later.

As the pens were put down, she rose to her feet, approached Hunter's desk, then, as he nervously looked on, she picked up his half finished story, and began to read.

“Not bad, Hunter,” she said, as she finished reading. “There are a few spelling mistakes, and your handwriting is a bit sloppy, but the story is developing well, and I like the fact that you have made yourself the naughty boy who needs to be tawsed. I'll give you an initial mark of seven out of ten, but I expect an improvement on that score when I come to mark your completed work, and this applies to all of you, by the way,” she said, addressing the class as a whole, “If, after any 'encouragement' I might offer any pupil today, I then find that there has been no improvement in the final submitted work, I will obviously assume that I have been too lenient.”

She walked back to her desk, picked up a pen, then spoke as she wrote: “Hunter. Three spelling mistakes, sloppy handwriting, but story developing well. Seven out of ten.”

She put down her pen, then approached Blunt. He too looked nervous as she then scrutinised his half finished offering. The procedure was repeated for each student, including Hunt. He now really 'got' what it was all about. The nervous anticipation she created, as she slowly made her way around the class was electric. She was superb at it. As she carefully read each student's story, he had to wait to learn his fate. It was frightening, but very exciting.

After inspecting each pupil's work, she had recorded in her notes marks ranging from a lowest score, by Smith of four out of ten, to a top score of eight out of ten by Hunt. He didn't know whether to be pleased, or disappointed. A part of him would have loved to have seen her reaction to him scoring nought out of ten.

She was making her way back to her desk, after marking the final story, with her back to the class, when it happened.

'SNAP'

An elastic band bounced off Miss Welter's bottom, then fell to the floor. She flinched in surprise,   turned and looked down, then stooped down to pick up the offending object, a green elastic band. Total silence fell on the class as her eyes roamed from pupil to pupil.

“The elastic bands I distributed were in a variety of colours. Hunt and Blunt, I remember, were each given a green one. Have you still got yours, Hunt?”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, with a mixture of relief and perverse disappointment that it hadn't been him, as he held it up for her to see.   

“And what about you, Blunt?” she said, with the beginnings of a sadistic smile forming.

“I seem to have lost mine, Miss,” he replied, smiling very nervously.

“How clumsy of you Blunt. We really must teach you to be more careful, mustn't we?”

“Yes, Miss.”

The room fell silent. All students looked very frightened, although only one of them was about to be 'horsed and tawsed'. Miss Welter completed her notes relating to Jones, then left the room.

“Now your for it, Blunt,” whispered Smith.

“Somebody had to do it,” he replied, obviously frightened, but excited. “You could tell she wanted a guinea pig to try out her new toys.”

“I have a feeling you're going to regret it,” whispered Hunter.

The room fell silent again, as the sound of footsteps approached. Miss Welter, accompanied by the Headmistress entered the room. All eyes fell on the two thick, long, dark leather two tailed tawses that the Headmistress had in her hands. Blunt now looked terrified. The two ladies went directly into Miss Welter's office. The class heard the sounds of furniture being moved, then drawers being opened and closed, followed by the occasional chink of metal and the sound of what seemed to be metal chains being moved. Blunt had gone pale. The other students eyes darted nervously between Blunt and the open office door.

Blunt looked as if he might make a run for it as the two ladies emerged from the office. He rose to his feet, then hesitated. They strode quickly to stand either side of him. Miss Welter took firmly hold of his left arm, while the Headmistress took his right.

“I'm sorry about the elastic band, Miss,” he pleaded, as they led him to the office, “It was an accident. I was fiddling with it and it flew out of my hands.”

They ignored him as they disappeared into the office, leaving the door open.

“Take your clothes off, Blunt,” ordered Miss Welter, “All of them.”

“I don't want to do this,” sobbed Blunt. “I've changed my mind.”

“We haven't,” replied the Headmistress. “Take your clothes off at once. You will receive two strokes with our new tawses. Think yourself lucky, as we are today planning to make an initial assessment of the tawses and out new method of restraint. If we have to strip you ourselves, we will double it to four strokes.”

There were a few seconds of silence, before the rustling of clothes could be heard. Blunt was complying. After about a minute, the occasional chink of metal and the sound of chains could be heard again, and at one point the class heard a sob of fear.

“Over the horse, Blunt,” ordered Miss Welter.

“Please,” sobbed Blunt. “I've made a terrible mistake. This is just a game, really, isn't it? I've changed my mind. I don't want to do it any more. I want to go home.”

“I don't want to hear another word from you, Blunt,” said Miss Welter. “If you are not over the horse in five seconds we will begin adding strokes.”

“Please, no. I just want to go home,” begged Blunt.

“Your punishment has now been increased to four strokes,” said the Headmistress, quietly.

“I'll double my tuition fees if you let me off,” pleaded Blunt.

“Your punishment now stands at six strokes,” said Miss Welter. “If you delay further we will continue adding strokes. You have five seconds.”

The sound of movement, the chink of metal and the dragging of chains, signalled that Blunt had been persuaded to comply. He could be heard sobbing as considerable rustling and chinking could be also be heard, as Blunt was obviously being secured in position.

“Legs apart, Blunt,” ordered the Headmistress.

“Oh, please, no,” sobbed Blunt, “This is so humiliating.”

“Further,” demanded Miss Welter.

More rustling and chinking followed. The preparation seemed to continue for an awfully long time. The class, sitting in silence, could only imagine what Blunt was going through.

“I think that's just about perfect,” said Miss Welter, when the activity seemed to have ended.

“Is there anything I can offer you to put an end to this?” sobbed Blunt. “I'm a wealthy man. I can pay you anything to cancel this.”

“You were told to keep quiet,” scalded the Headmistress. “Your punishment has now increased to eight strokes, and we'll be delighted to increase it to ten. Do you have anything else to say?”

“No, Miss,” he replied, miserably.

“Would you like to administer the first stroke, Headmistress” said Miss Welter, “Then I'll administer the second from this side.”

There followed several long seconds of total silence. In the class, one could have heard a pin drop as they strained to hear what was happening.

CRACK!

The sharp crack of leather on bare flesh made some of the class physically wince. They heard a sharp intake of breath from the office, followed by a pitiful last plead for mercy that had the ring of panic:

“Please! No! I beg you. I ca...”

CRACK!

Blunt's begging was cut short as a second stroke bit in, changing his oral output to a shriek of agony. Some of the class looked shocked, as they listened to the obviously excruciating thrashing unfold in the adjacent room.

CRACK!

The shrieking became hysterical and the vaulting horse and attached leather and metal restraint equipment began to creak and chink, as the desperate recipient held in its clutches began a desperate but futile struggle to escape.

CRACK!

Blunt's shrieking rose in pitch and the creaking of the horse escalated in urgency. The strokes were getting harder. The crack of leather on naked flesh was growing sharper.

In the classroom, feet under desks were unconsciously fidgeting as their owners tried to imagine what it must be feeling like to be in Blunt's place. Hunt, in particular, was experiencing a confusing mix of emotions, ranging from shock, pity, and relief that it wasn't him, to excitement and arousal, and even a hint of jealousy. As the tawsing continued, and the shrieking became ever more shrill, Hunt became more aroused and excited by the image of himself in Blunt's place.

Blunt took all eight strokes. He had no choice. They had gradually increased in severity as each of the twins refined their skills with the new implements. After the last stroke had bitten into his naked bottom, they allowed him to regain his composure, before beginning what tuned out to be a lengthy procedure to release him from his restraints. He could be heard whimpering.

“Thank you,” he said quietly, when the activity had ceased.

“So what do you think of our new 'horsed and tawsed' punishment, Blunt?” asked Miss Welter.

“Unbelievable,” he replied, breathlessly. “I never imagined such agony existed, Miss.”

“That's good to hear, Blunt,” said the Headmistress. “But be warned. The strokes you have just received were administered with some moderation while we assess the effectiveness of our new punishment method. Strokes may be administered with more severity when we have completed our assessment.”

Blunt emerged from the office red faced and dishevelled, with his head down. He took his seat without looking at his fellow class mates. He winced as his bottom made contact with the seat.

The Headmistress left the office carrying the two tawses. She looked content as she glanced briefly at Blunt sitting at his desk with his head bowed, before leaving. Miss Welter stepped from her office, then walked to her desk and picked up the sheet of paper.

“Before Blunt's unwise prank, I was about to award strokes of the tawse for less than perfect work. You will each receive one stroke for each mark less than ten that you achieved. Yours, Blunt, will be postponed until our next class. Your bottom needs some time to recover. I want you all to bend over the front of your desk. I'll start with you, Hunter,” she said, looking at her notes. “You will receive three strokes.”

As each pupil, except Bunter, obediently stepped to the front of their desks, then bent over to present their bottom for punishment, Miss Welter approached Hunter with the tawse. There was more gasping as she made her way around the assortment of presented bottoms, awarding strokes ranging from two to six to each pupil. Her appetite for putting venom into the strokes showed no sign of fading. As Hunt received his two, stinging strokes, he again tried to imagine himself being 'horsed and tawsed' by the beautiful twins. The craving was getting stronger.

When the punishments were over, and Miss Welter was making her way back to her desk, tawse in hand, Hunt picked up his elastic band, then stretched it over his pointed finger and aimed it for Miss Welter's bottom. Smith raised his eyebrows as he saw what Hunt was doing, but at the last moment, Hunt lost his nerve. He put the elastic band down on the desk. Smith exhaled in relief. Hunt felt like a frustrated coward. Very frustrated.

The class was dismissed. Hunt was the only student kept behind for detention.

CHAPTER TEN

“You seem to have settled in well, Hunt,”she said, when they were alone. “Your detention will consist of writing lines, then another taste of the tawse. As we are alone, the tawsing will be on the bare. It's always better on the bare, I think. The number and severity of strokes will depend on the quantity and quality of your lines.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“You will write, in your neatest handwriting, 'Flippancy will always result in a very sore bottom',” as she placed some sheets of in front of him. “You have fifteen minutes.”

She left him to it. It was not lost on him that she had not specified how many lines she expected, so he knew that however many he managed to complete, she would judge it too little. Unknown yet to Hunt, but known to other students, the school hall and office were fitted with covert CCTV cameras and video of all classes were recorded, so while Hunt got to work on his lines, torn between making a good job of it and submitting to her a complete mess, the Headmistress and Miss Welter were having fun reviewing the recordings in another room, and discussing how well the horsing and tawsing of Blunt had gone.

“Just a minute, did you see that?” said the Headmistress.

She stopped the recording, then rewound it, to show Hunt pointing an elastic band at Miss Welter's bottom, about to fire it, then seemingly losing his nerve.

“It appears we may have another student who needs to be horsed and tawsed,” said the Headmistress, smiling.

“Indeed it does,” said Miss Welter, also smiling. “I have to confess, Maisie, I can't think of anyone I'd rather horse and tawse. He came so close.”

“Why don't you give him some subtle encouragement? Perhaps tempt him in some way.”

“I think I'll do just that. Why don't you stay here?” she said, rising to her feet. “You can watch what happens on the monitor.”

* * *

“There's something I need to tell you, Hunt,” said Miss Welter, as she entered the school hall.

He looked up from his lines. The handwriting of his work had gradually deteriorated as his craving to be thrashed by her again had grown more intense.

“Any misdemeanour's committed during detention automatically carry the sentence of horsing and tawsing, with a minimum number of six strokes on the bare. The Headmistress and I have in the last few minutes decided on this new school rule. It's effective from now.”

She smiled at him, sadistically, as she watched struggle with his fears and cravings, then she glanced down at the elastic band still on his desk.

“The Headmistress has decided to remain behind until detention is over, just in case she's needed,” she added. 

The invitation couldn't have been clearer. They wanted to horse and tawse him, and they were making sure he knew it. His erection hardened unbearably.

She regarded him for a few moments more, then turned to the blackboard, with her back to him, and began to write the new school rule slowly and firmly in chalk:

'MISDEMEANORS COMMITTED DURING DETENTION CARRY A SENTENCE OF HORSING AND TAWSING, WITH A MINIMUM OF SIX STROKES ON THE BARE BOTTOM, ADMINISTERED WITH EXTRA-HEAVY LOCHGELLY TAWSES'

Hunt looked down frequently at the elastic band as his cravings and dread of the unbearable agony of being horsed and tawsed by these amazing ladies fought a battle in his head. When she had finished her text, she stood back to view it from a distance, still with her back towards him, before stepping forward to underline 'ON THE BARE BOTTOM'.

Crack!

The elastic band struck her right bottom cheek, sharply, before falling to the floor. Miss Welter showed no surprise. Hunt sat looking at her back in extreme excitement and dread. She turned slowly, with the hint of a smile on her face, before stooping down to pick up the offending rubber band. As she rose with the object in her hand, the Headmistress magically appeared in the doorway, with the two extra-heavy tawses in her hand. They were now both looking at him with sadistic smiles on their faces. Hunt felt the colour drain from his own face as his eyes fell on the horrifying implements that were shortly to be applied to his helpless bare bottom. The recent memory of Blunt's hysterical shrieking as he was being horsed and tawsed flooded back into his mind. What had he done?

He rose to his feet in panic, as he realised the enormity of what he had engineered for himself. His bottom was still sore from his earlier tawsings. Even through clothing, and with a lighter tawse, the strokes he had already received had stung with unbelievable ferocity. What he now faced would make that seem just a mild tickle in comparison. He realised that he'd made a dreadful mistake. His judgement had been clouded by lustful and insane cravings. There was no way he would be able to stand the agony these two ladies were intent of subjecting him to. As they made their way towards him, he turned, then ran towards the door at the rear of the hall. He heard their pace quicken as they realised he was about to attempt escape.

Even as he made it through the door, he realised that his situation was hopeless. His car keys, mobile phone and money were in his room. He escaped into the car park dressed in schoolboy shorts, then ran past his own locked car. They were no longer chasing him, so he stopped running, then turned back to see the two sisters watching him, smiling, from the door he had just escaped from. The Headmistress raised the two tawses she was holding in her hand.

The old school was located in a quiet area, and the sound of a car approaching was enough for Hunt to seek refuge behind a bush to avoid being seen dressed as he was. When the car had passed, he peered around the bush to see that the twins were no longer in the doorway, and the door was shut. He looked nervously around him, worried that they had left the building and were about to pounce on him, but nothing happened. He remained frozen in fear behind the bush, not knowing what to do. A part of him was crazed with frustration at not submitting to them for the thrashing he craved, but the dread of the agony, and the memory of Blunt's shrieking as he was horsed and tawsed, was currently the more powerful driver in his confused head. 

About an hour later he was still hiding behind the bush, wondering if he might be able to sneak back quietly, perhaps when it was dark, when he heard a door of the school open. He peered through the bush to see the twins leaving the school. They were no longer dressed as Headmistress and teacher, instead they were back to being Phillipa and Maisie, dressed in tight, faded jeans and sweat shirts. They had let their hair down and looked like two very pretty girls who couldn’t hurt a fly. They climbed into a car, then drove off. Perhaps this was his chance. As soon as the car had gone, he nervously left his hiding place, then made his way back to the school house. The main front door was locked, but as he made his way around the building, constantly looking over his shoulder, he found the door to what was a utility room, unlocked. He was reasonably sure that there were no other inhabitants other than the absent twins, but even so he made his way through the unfamiliar part of the building as quietly as possible. He soon found himself in a familiar passage that led to his room. The door was unlocked.

His clothes were gone! He rummaged through drawers and cupboards, but to no avail. If he could even just find his car keys and wallet he could make his escape. Where would they have hidden them? He decided to start his search in Miss Welter's office. He made his way down the passage to the school hall. He stopped in his tracks as he entered the hall. The desks had been moved back into storage, and the sinister vaulting horse had been moved out of the office, and now stood in the centre of the hall. The two extra heavy Lochgelly tawses had been left on top of the horse. He suddenly feared that he had walked into a trap.

“We thought it might be better to horse and tawse you in the hall,” said Phillipa, as she stepped into the hall from the opposite door.

“Yes,” said the voice of Maisie, as she stepped into the hall from the door behind him. “There's no chance of hitting the ceiling in here. The office ceiling is a bit low.”

“Yes, that won't be a problem here,” agreed Phillipa, smiling sadistically. “and the acoustics are better in here, too. Your punishment has now increased to eight strokes, by the way.”

“Take off your clothes, Hunt,” ordered Maisie.

He stood frozen to the spot, terrified, then looked around him to see if there was any chance of escape.

“We've deadlocked all the doors. There is no way you can escape,” said Phillipa. “If you are not stripped naked in one minute we will increase the sentence to ten strokes.”

He thought his bladder might fail him as panic welled up inside him. Phillipa looked at her watch. She meant her threat. He was shaking with fear as he began to undress. They watched him with some satisfaction. Phillipa checked her watch frequently. It was obvious that she would relish increasing the number of strokes. Even one extra stroke with one of those hideous tawses was terrifying. He ripped off the final few items of clothing in panic.

“Don't leave them in an untidy heap on the floor,” said Maisie. “Fold then up neatly, then put them on the desk.”

As he bent down to pick up his clothes, he was acutely aware of his nakedness. His eyes fell on the vaulting horse again. Was this really happening to him? Was he really going to allow these two sadistic women to strap him over that sinister object, then thrash him?

“I can't go through with this,” he sobbed. “This has been a terrible mistake. I want to go home.”

They both laughed.

“You are the architect of your own destiny,” said Phillipa, after a few moments. “You are not going anywhere until we have horsed and tawsed you. If you show any further resistance we will be delighted to increase your sentence. Put your clothes on the desk, then stand to attention.”

He was, he realised, totally under their control. He was terrified, but it was what he needed, craved, even. He placed his folded clothes on the desk, as Maisie stepped into the office, then reappeared with four leather restraining cuffs, each attached to a length of silver, metal chain. As he stood to attention, shaking with fear, they attached the cuffs to each of his wrists and ankles. They led him to the vaulting horse, with the chains dragging noisily along the wooden floor. He briefly had a closer look at the fearsome tawses they intended to use on him as Phillipa lifted them off the horse to make room for him.

“Over the horse,” prompted Maisie, as he came to a stop at the side of the sinister structure.

They each took an arm to guide him over the top of the narrow padded top. He was just a few seconds from being rendered helpless and at their mercy. He was absolutely terrified, but felt compelled to comply. As Maisie pressed down on his back, coaxing him to reach down over the far side of the horse with his upper torso, Phillipa took each of his wrist chains, then passed them through large eye bolts that had been fitted to the bottom of each, well splayed, and very sturdy horse leg.

“Reach down as far as you can,” ordered Phillipa.

As he did so, she took up the slack in each chain, then coiled them about six times up around his arms and the horse leg right up to his elbow. She then coiled them each around just the horse leg just above his elbow to prevent the chains sliding down. His arms, from his wrists to his elbow, where locked against the horse legs.  In this position, his bare bottom was already pushed up and gaping towards the ceiling, exposed in the most humiliating manner for punishment, but worse was to come, far worse. Maisie now fed the chains from his angles through the corresponding eye bolts at the bottom of the very well splayed rear legs, then pulled firmly, forcing his legs well apart, to expose the very private areas of his bottom even more. He had never felt so exposed, helpless, humiliated and frightened. These chains were then coiled tightly up around  his legs and the horse legs up to his knees, forcing his knees apart even further, securing his legs totally, and exposing his bottom yet further.

As if this wasn't enough, Phillipa now took a longer length of chain, then looped it around one of the horse legs at about mid height, then proceeded to loop it tight around his back, then around the side of the horse, pulling his upper torso tight against the front of the horse, before running it across the back of his knees, then pulling tightly, before repeating the entire procedure another three times.

He was now absolutely locked in position, with his head down, and gaping bottom pointing to the ceiling in the most humiliating and exposed position imaginable. No part of his bottom was safe from the tawse. He was totally unable to move any of his limbs or torso. He was utterly helpless, at their mercy, and terrified.

The twins looked at him with satisfaction and amusement, then left without a word.

He waited in dread, for what seemed and eternity, looking down at the two extra heavy Lochgelly tawses that Phillipa had thoughtfully placed on the floor right under his eyes. He was almost sobbing with fear as he tried to imagine the agony they would without doubt cause to his presented bottom. Eventually, the sound of footsteps signalled that his punishment was imminent.

They appeared in the doorway, both smiling, and dressed again as the Headmistress and Miss Welter, with their hair tied back in severe buns. As Miss Welter stooped down to pick up the tawses, her eyes sparkled with excitement as she looked briefly into her pupil's terrified face. She handed a tawse to the Headmistress, then they took their positions either side of him, to look down at the gaping, helpless bare bottom they were about to decorate.

“Do you have anything to say before you receive your punishment, Hunt?” asked Miss Welter.

“I'm sorry, Miss,” he whimpered.

He felt the two heavy tawses laid side by side across his bottom. The Headmistress stood to his left, and she adjusted her footing until the her tawse tips rested on the centre of his right bottom cheek. Miss Welter adjusted her position in preparation for the reciprocal. With a nod from the Headmistress, both tawses were raised. While the Headmistress, raised her tawse over her shoulder, then paused, Miss Welter didn’t pause.

CRACK!

She brought the tawse smartly. The heavy leather tails bit deep into his bottom cheeks, especially the tawse tips. Hunt gasped.

CRACK!

The enormity of the agony of stroke one had not even fully registered, when stroke two, from the Headmistress, delivered an equally firm stroke from the opposite side. Hunt's world escalated into one of agony at a level he hadn't previously believed existed. The previous thrashings now seemed almost trivial. He began to shriek hysterically, but his attempts to struggle and wriggle free were impossible to discern, as the tight and heavy chains locked his body and limbs so firmly in place. Only his head and his feet were free to shake and gyrate.

CRACK!

His shrieking became more shrill as agony overlaid already unbearable agony.

CRACK!

The strokes were biting into his bottom at a rate of about one every two seconds. Had he been able to think rationally through the blazing agony that was now his world, he might have thought that the levels of agony couldn't possible get worse. He would have been wrong. The twins had planned the thrashing with sadistic detail. As the tawse tips continued to bite deep into the flesh of his bottom cheeks, first from one side, then from the other, the twins very gradually shifted their positions backwards, away from their target. The result was that as the punishment progressed, and his shrill shrieking filled the hall with ever increasing hysteria, the deep biting tawse tips gradually edged their way towards his gaping bottom cleft. His eyes bulged and his shrieking mouth spattered saliva on the floor as the levels of agony increased yet further. The final two strokes, delivered by the twins, who’s eyes were wild with excitement, were aimed so the tawse tips bit savagely into his gaping bottom cleft. Every muscle in his body strained to clench his bottom cheeks and to wrench his bottom from side to side, but an observer would have seen no movement, other than the trembling of his muscles as he exerted superhuman effort into a completely futile exercise. The heavy chains held his bottom immobile and gaping. There was nothing he could do but absorb the totally unbearable agony.

The thrashing lasted less than half a minute, but it had been the longest half minute of his life. His brain had gone to another place through the mist of agony that defied description. His body was trembling and dripping with sweat, and he was hyperventilating and exhausted from his futile fight with the chains. His throat was sore from shrieking.

CHAPTER ELEVEN   

They didn't release him at once. Had he been able to see clearly through his tear filled, red eyes, he would have seen that the twins remained standing either side of him, still holding their tawses, for several long seconds. It was quite clear that they were in a state of arousal as they looked down at the weals they had decorated his bottom with. They would have loved to continue with the thrashing, but as their eyes met, the signals that passed between twins confirmed that they should not exceed the agreed sentence.

“I'll get some surgical spirit,” said the Headmistress.

The tawses were put on the desk. Miss Welter waited, still looking at Hunt's blazing bottom, while the Headmistress left the room. She returned a few moments later.

“You have a few superficial cuts, Hunt,” said Miss Welter, as they approached him, each with a wad of cotton wool charged with spirit. “This might sting a bit.”

It did sting, but the mild intensity was almost a pleasure compared with what he had just endured. They treated his wounds with a gentleness that was in complete contrast to their earlier sadism. The punishment was over. He felt relief, but also elation at what he had endured.

“Thank you for my punishment,” he found himself saying.

“It was a pleasure,” said Miss Welter, warmly, as he felt the chain around his torso loosen.

“Any time,” added the Headmistress. “But you do need to be aware that, as with Blunt's punishment, the strokes were only moderate, while we assess. You can expect the severity of strokes to increase considerably if we have cause to horse and tawse you again.”

They had to help him off the horse. His body was stiff and weak. As well as the spectacular weals that covered his bottom, the various chains had left their indentations all over his limbs and body. They led him, still naked, along the corridor, back to his room.

“Take a long shower,” said Miss Welter, “I think I need to do the same.”

“Me too,” said the Headmistress.

“We'll come to your room in twenty minutes,” said Miss Welter, as she turned on the shower for him. “Perhaps we'll treat you to a glass of wine.”

She gently slapped his bottom as he stepped into the shower. He turned to see her smiling, before she closed the shower door on him. The hot water reignited the fire in his bottom, and he looked down to see a massive erection.

* * * 

When he had finished his shower, he stepped from the cubical, then looked at his bottom in the mirror. He wasn’t surprised to see the mass of raised purple weals. He had no clothes other than the dressing gown that had been left on his bed, but he didn't want to feel anything other than air on his throbbing, burning bottom for the time being, so he laid face down on the bed. It wasn't an unpleasant feeling.

There was a knock on the door about ten minutes later. The door opened to reveal Phillipa, wearing a dressing gown, with her hair down, looking stunning. She was carrying a tray, with a bottle of chilled white wine, glasses and a jar of Arnica Cream.

“I think you deserve a glass of wine,” she said, as she set down the tray on his bedside table. “The Headmistress and Miss Welter both agree that you are a model student. Exactly the sort of mischievous pupil we enjoy having at the school.”

She poured a glass, then smiled as he stiffly rolled over, wincing a little as his sore bottom rubbed against the bed cover. She glanced down at his erection, raised an eyebrow, then handed him the glass, before pouring a glass for herself. She sat down next to him on the bed, then raised her glass to chink against his.

“How do you feel?” she asked, after taking a sip.

“Very sore, elated, confused, excited and mad.”

“My sister and I feel some of those, but not at all sore,” she laughed. “We both agree that your horsing and tawsing was the most exciting thrashing we have ever administered. We'd both love to have you over our horse again for a more severe thrashing. How do you feel about that?”

He didn't answer at first, but she looked down to see his hardening erection, then smiled as she guessed she already had his answer.

“Terrified, very excited, elated and even more mad, but I'll need some time to recover,” he replied, now also smiling.

“Then we had better do all we can to hasten your recovery,” she said, quietly, as she took his now empty glass. “Roll over on your front. I'll rub some Arnica Cream into your poor, sore, bottom.”

As she reached across to put down his glass, then pick up the pot of cream, he saw that she was naked under the dressing gown. His erection was almost at bursting point as he lay face down, and he groaned with pleasure as he felt her hand gently rubbing the cream into his hot, throbbing bottom. The tenderness of her touch was in complete contrast to the savage bite of her tawse.

After a few minutes of ecstasy he heard the door open.

“Our star pupil would like to go over our horse for us again, when he's recovered,” said Phillipa, as Maisie appeared at the bedside, also in a dressing gown.

“Good boy,” purred Maisie, as she, sank her fingers into the pot of cream, then sat on the bed opposite her sister, with Peter between them.

Maisie now too began to gently rub the cream into his bottom.

“We do everything together,” said Phillipa, quietly, as her fingers gently traced his bottom cleft.

The erotic and gentle massage of his wounds with the cream continued in silence. Eager hands and fingers gently explored and probed. Peter's erection remained like a rod of iron.

“I think your bottom has had enough attention for the moment,” said Phillipa, quietly. “I think we should check if you need attention elsewhere. Perhaps you should roll over onto your back, Peter.”

He didn't need asking twice. As he rolled over, revealing his extreme arousal, Phillipa gently grasped it, then knelt on the bed. Maisie stood up, then allowed her dressing gown to slip to the ground, revealing her perfect body. She too now climbed onto the bed on her knees, then straddled his face. As he looked up to see her glorious wetness descending onto his face, he felt Phillipa taking his erection into her mouth. Phillipa gently gnawed at him with her teeth, then took him in deeper, as her twin sister began to grind herself into his face. He pushed his tongue deep inside her gyrating wetness. It was the most erotic moment of his life, and he knew at moment that for him, there could be no pleasure as exquisite as this, without first the pain.

After a few minutes, Phillipa lifted her lips away from his erection.

“I do believe,” she said breathlessly, “that we have a new contender for the naughtiest boy in the school.”

She dropped her lips to him again, then ran her tongue around the top, before taking as much of it as she could back into her mouth.

“Yes,” agreed Maisie, panting, as she continued to grind her wetness into Peter's face, “It seems we have. He will need punishing regularly and hard. What do you think, Peter?”

She lifted long enough for him to draw breath, then answer.

“Yes, please,” he panted, “Horsed and tawsed, please, but harder.”

“Yes,” said Phillipa, as she moved forward to straddle his erection. “We certainly do have a new contender. It most certainly will be harder, much harder, and we won't stop at just eight strokes.”

Phillipa lowered her hips to engulfed his erection with her own wetness, while Maisie began to grind hers into his face with more urgency, they all climaxed noisily.

* * *

Peter was invited to stay on another night. It was difficult to sleep, not only because he was still on a high from the events of the day, but because his bottom was still throbbing and burning. The twins entered his room in the early hours, saying they wanted to check that he was comfortable. When they discovered he had an erection he was treated to another mind-blowing sexual liaison with them, this time with the twins roles reversed.

“We always aim to share things equally,” explained Phillipa, as she lowered her heavenly crotch onto his face, while her sister took his erection into her mouth.

Peter was eventually left alone to sleep. He was exhausted, but elated. As he drifted off to sleep, with his bottom still throbbing, he sensed his life would never be the same again. He was right. 

Peter's bottom was sore for almost a week. Even simply walking was painful for the first few days and every time he sat down he was transported back to the old school. He could think of little else. He had been reminded before he had left that his homework was expected on time, and he spent a lot of his free time continuing his story, but in the end he abandoned it to start a new one. He'd begun his original story before he'd been horsed and tawsed by the twins. Now he was haunted and obsessed by the experience. His felt his story had to feature this humiliating and excruciating punishment, so he started again:

TAWSED FOR BEING NAUGHTY  - PART ONE

by Hunt

Miss Welter and the Headmistress ran a strict school. They kept their classes in order with enthusiastic use of the cane and the tawse. Any pupil who failed to comply with the school rules soon found himself with a very sore bottom. This regime worked well, until the new boy, Hunt, arrived. Hunt's arrival coincided with the introduction of a new punishment for persistent offenders called 'horsed and tawsed'.

As a prospective new pupil, Hunt was initially invited to sit at the back of the class to observe proceedings. It would be his choice as to if and when he wished to be accepted as an active pupil. As he watched Miss Welter take control of the class, and then take her tawse to the bottoms of her pupils with such enthusiasm, he knew he wanted to be accepted, and it wasn't long before he was bending over his desk, with the fabric of his shorts stretched taut across his offered bottom cheeks.

When the tawse cracked down across his bottom, delivered by the beautiful Miss Welter, it stung like the devil. His initial reaction had been “I've made a serious mistake. This is far more painful than I can take”. He took it, but it seriously tested his will power to stay in place as the tongues of fire set his bottom ablaze, each stroke adding intensity to the inferno of pain.

However, when he regained his seat, somewhat shocked by the agony Miss Welter had inflicted on his bottom, things started to happen. The burning gradually eased to a hot, then warm, throb. Endorphins flowed through his body. He found that he was aroused and craving to be punished by her again, more severely.

As certain members of the class provoked Miss Welter, she happily administered increasingly severe tawsings, and Hunt's craving escalated. She took the opportunity, when one student in particular tested her patience with his mischievous behaviour, to explain the new 'horsed and tawsed' punishment. She left her pupils in no doubt that it would be an excruciating experience, and would be the certain fate for persistent offenders.

When one student provoked Miss Welter further the inevitable happened. Miss Welter was joined by the Headmistress, carrying two extra heavy Lochgelly tawses. The culprit was escorted to the office, where the class could only listen while he was ordered to strip naked. He was then horsed over a vaulting horse, with his bottom gaping towards the ceiling. He was chained in position to render him totally helpless. The whole class was shocked by the severity of the tawsing and the shrieking and begging for mercy that accompanied it. There was no mercy. The mood of the class was never the same after that. None of the students wanted to risk a trip over the horse for the tawse – except Hunt.

Hunt, although terrified by the prospect of being horsed and tawsed, now also craved it. He faced detention alone, and it was made clear to him that he would go over the horse for a tawsing if there were any bad behaviour. Hunt made sure there was. He was overcome with fear when the Headmistress appeared with the tawses, and made an attempt to escape, but he was outsmarted. Before the day was out he found himself chained in position over the horse with his naked bottom gaping helplessly at the ceiling, while the Headmistress and Miss Welter stood either side of him, each brandishing an extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. The agony he experienced when the tawsing began defied description. One would have thought he would never want to go over that horse again, but it was not the case. Hunt's horsing and tawsing was a turning point. His craving to be at the mercy of these two ladies again prompted him to write the following letter:

Dear Miss Welter and Headmistress,

I am writing to complain about the horsing and tawsing punishment you subjected me to recently. The punishment was far too lenient. The strokes were delivered with nowhere near sufficient severity and the number of strokes was woefully inadequate. I would be most interested to know what yo intend to do about this.

PART TWO TO FOLLOW

Kind Regards,

Hunt

Peter read and re-read his story, each time becoming very aroused as he fantasised about the reaction it might receive if he were to actually send it. Several times he was almost overcome by moments of madness and came close to emailing it to Miss Welter. However, in the end he decided it would be certain to provoke a thrashing that was too far off the scale of agony, so he returned to his original story, a far less provocative tale about tawsing. He made sure there were a few deliberate spelling mistakes, as he knew that would be expected of him. He didn't send the completed story at once, instead he continued to fantasise about what might happen if he were to send the other. However, the following morning, before reporting for work, he sent an email to Miss Welter with his less provocative story attached.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Two weeks after his acceptance as a pupil by Miss Welter, Hunt found himself back in the classroom with his fellow pupils, Hunter, Bunter, Blunt, Smith and Jones. This time the teacher was Maisie, playing the part of Miss Wealer, instead of Miss Welter, and Phillipa was the Headmistress. The rest of the class had arrived the night before, and had all 'enjoyed' spankings of various degrees before bed for forbidden activities, with the promise of more in the morning. Hunt, however, had been unable to escape his work commitments, and so had to sit as an observer as Miss Wealer dealt with the previous night's mischievous behaviour. Miss Wealer, like her twin sister, slotted into the role of the ultra-strict and sadistic school teacher effortlessly. She stood at her desk as the students took their seats. The eyes of all pupils darted between her stern face and the long, crook handled cane that rested on her desk.

“It's typical of this class that the Headmistress and I had occasion to spank all of you, except Hunt, before lights out last night,” she said, as her hard eyes roamed the classroom, when they had all settled down. “And probably the only reason Hunt escaped punishment was because he wasn't here.”

There was subdued giggling, as she regarded the class sternly.

“Once again, despite repeated warnings, and despite the punishment you received for the same offences only two weeks ago, you have all, except Hunt, deemed it acceptable to break the school rules on alcohol consumption in your rooms. In addition, once again, Blunt was found in possession of a spanking book and Bunter, once again, brought his filthy pipe and tobacco onto the premises.”

She continued to look around the class as she lectured them, as they tried to suppress mischievous smiles, and fiddled with pencils.

“The Headmistress and I thought the tawse might persuade you to see the error of your ways. But that has proven, obviously, not to be the case. It is quite clear that the severity of punishment for these sort offences needs to be increased.”

All eyes were on the Headmistress as she picked up the cane, then flexed, as she continued.

“You were told, before each of you were spanked last night, that you would face more formal punishment this morning before we start the days lessons. I intend to administer those punishments now.”

“You've all been caned before,” she continued, as she flexed the cane into a tight arc between her hands to demonstrate its flexibility, “but not with this cane. This is a new addition, and it has been specially selected by the Headmistress and myself to persuade recalcitrant boys like you to amend your behaviour. It has plenty of weight, to bite nice and deeply into deserving bottoms, and it has the flexibility to respond beautifully to the extra wrist action that I have recently been honing, meaning that the cane will bite into your deserving bottoms with the extra venom you all deserve.”

She suddenly swished the cane through the air, causing some of the class to wince, as they imagined how it would have felt if applied to their own bottom.

“I trust that none of you have been stupid enough to be wearing more than one pair of underpants under your school shorts?” She looked around the class, meeting the nervous eyes of each pupil in turn. The feet of a few, including Hunt, fidgeted under their desks. Hunt had been unable to resist the urge to replicate what he had witnessed two weeks ago, and was wearing five pairs under his shorts.

“If any of you are,” she continued, as she continued to flex the cane, “I suggest that you would be most wise to confess now. I shall make sure any offenders are very, very sorry if I subsequently discover they are engaging in this sort of deception.”

There were several long seconds of silence while she waited for some response.

“Very well,” she said, breaking the silence. “The canings can begin. I want you all, except Hunt, to stand at the front of your desks, facing the desk.”

She waited while the five offenders rose nervously to their feet to take their positions.

“Now, I want each of you to bend forward over your desk, reaching down with your hands to grasp the seat of your desks as low down as possible.”

She waited until all five had complied with her instruction, before slowly walking around the class, cane in hand, stopping beside each pupil in turn, to check the position of their hands.

“Bunter, reach down a bit further, please. You too, Jones.”

She slowly continued walking around the class, this time stopping beside each bent over pupil in turn, before reaching down to carefully fold their jacket tails up over their backs to leave the taught fabric covering their presented bottoms exposed for the cane.

“I want your knees slightly apart and pressed firmly against the back of your desks, and I want your bottoms pushed well out for the cane.”

She waited as her nervous recipients shuffled to assume a more vulnerable and humiliating position.

“You will all remain in exactly that position until I have caned you all, AND given you permission to return to your seats. ANY failure to comply, no matter how trivial, will result in you having your punishment repeated. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” they mumbled collectively.

“Smith, Jones and Hunter, you will each receive four strokes. Blunt and Bunter, you will each receive eight strokes. I'll start with you, Smith.”

Hunt watched as Miss Wealer took her position to Smith's left. He studied Smith's apprehensive expression with excitement as Miss Wealer placed the cane across his presented bottom, tapping a few times and adjusting her footing, with her eyes locked onto her target. Her face was a picture of determination and concentration as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

The first stroke of the day was a shock to the entire class. Smith's face contorted as the agony of the stroke registered. Either Miss Wealer had been holding back in the past, or she had been practising her caning technique. Smith gasped in a lungful of air, then let escape an involuntary groan as he tried to cope with the intensity of the pain.

SWISH – CRACK!

If Smith had been clinging to idea that the first masterful stroke had been delivered with unintended severity, the second stroke would have confirmed that it hadn't. If anything, with the added wrist action, it was even harder. Smith yelped, and his hand momentarily lost its grip on the seat, before he quickly resumed the required position.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Smith's eyes almost popped out of their sockets as two absolute scorchers bit into his offered bottom cheeks. Miss Wealer stood over him, looking down at his trembling bottom, as he fought to stay in place while the agony of the final two strokes blossomed, then began to slowly fade. She made no move to proceed to the next pupil.

“You were all told, quite clearly,” she said, as she continued to look down at Smith's still trembling bottom, “that you were to remain exactly in position while being caned, Smith. You chose to ignore my instructions. You released your grip on your seat. Your caning will be repeated. Four strokes.”

“Please Miss,” he sobbed, almost in panic.“That's too much. I only moved my hand a bit.”

“Are you questioning my judgement, Smith?” she asked, as she flexed the cane, still looking down at his presented bottom.

“No, Miss,” he sobbed.

“I hope not, Smith,” she said, as she placed the cane once again across his bottom as she prepared to repeat the caning. “Because I will be more than happy to add further strokes if you do.”

Smith said nothing. Hunt could see that his face was a picture of despair as he braced himself for another four strokes.

SWISH – CRACK!

Hunt could see the agony in Smith's face as the cane once again bit savagely into his offered bottom. He was both excited and terrified by the fate that awaited him when Miss Wealer discovered, as she surely would, that he was wearing five pairs of underpants.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

There were tears running down Smith's face as the final three strokes were administered with brisk venom, but somehow he managed to remain in place.

Miss Wealer remained standing over him for a few moments. She seemed satisfied that he had taken his caning as instructed, and so moved to stand next to Jones. As she did so, Smith, assuming his punishment was over, rose to his feet with his hands furiously rubbing his burning bottom.

“You were ordered to stay in position until I instructed otherwise, Smith,” said Miss Wealer. “Get back over your desk at once. You will receive another four strokes.”

Smith, with tears still in his eyes, and still rubbing his bottom, looked at her in disbelief.

“I'll quite happily double your caning to eight strokes if you do not comply in the next five seconds, Smith,” she said.

It was quite obvious to all that she meant it. Smith, now sobbing, hesitantly lowered his torso back over the desk. Miss Wealer, returned to stand over him. She reached to lift his jacket tails over his back, then took her position to his left. Once again, Smith felt the tap of the cane across his burning, throbbing bottom.

SWISH – CRACK!

Smith yelped with pain as the first stroke bit in with undiminished vigour.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Three more vicious strokes added to his misery. The tears flowed, but he hung on to the seat. He was still sobbing as Miss Wealer looked down at him with satisfaction, before moving to take her position beside Jones. Wisely, Smith remained in position. The whole class, at the expense of Smith, were now fully aware that Miss Wealer was intent on enforcing her ultra-strict rules to the letter. 

“Four strokes, Jones,” she said, as she tapped the cane across his offered bottom. “I trust I don't need to remind you of the rules?”

“No, Miss,” he replied, nervously.

SWISH – CRACK!

Jones gasped as the cane bit in with ferocious venom. Miss Wealer, the class now knew, had upped her game. She had honed her mastery of the cane since they had last witnessed her putting it to use, and she was now using her new found skill to maximum effect, and relishing it.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Jones squealed, and his bottom weaved in agony, as she administered three brisk and blisteringly hard strokes to the seat of his taut shorts. She looked down with satisfaction as his bottom continued to writhe while the agony blossomed and the dust extracted from the fabric of his shorts hung in the air.

Despite the squealing and writhing, Jones had managed to stay in place. Miss Wealer now moved to stand next to Hunter. He swallowed as she tapped the cane across his rear.

“Four strokes, Hunter,” she said. “You know the rules.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, obediently.

SWISH – CRACK!

Hunter grimaced as the cane buried itself in the flesh of his bottom cheeks with a resounding crack. Her strokes were definitely getting harder, as she further honed her skills.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Amazingly, Hunter took his caning without fuss. Hunt admired the way he had endured the pain, seemingly without moving a muscle. However, Miss Wealer begged to differ:

“You moved your right knee away from the desk, Hunter. You were instructed to keep both knees pressed against the desk. Your caning will be repeated.”

Poor Hunter dared not protest. His face was a picture of determination as he prepared himself for another four strokes. His expression soon dissolved into a look of agony as Miss Wealer's cane added to  the inferno that blazed across his presented bottom with undiminished severity. Hunter's pained face showed real relief when, after enduring the repeated caning, Miss Wealer left his side to stand next to Bunter. 

“Perhaps, Bunter,” she said, as she began to tap the cane across his voluptuous buttocks, “this caning will persuade you to leave that filthy pipe at home in future. Eight strokes.”

SWISH – CRACK!

The stroke was hard. Very hard. But there was something not right about the sound of the impact. Hunt was now familiar with the sharp crack a cane made when biting deep into a fleshy bottom protected only by thin clothing. He was quite sure that Bunter was wearing added protection under his shorts. However, Miss Wealer displayed no sign of suspicion. She administered all eight strokes with maximum severity, as Bunter hissed and gasped. He stayed in place for all eight, and Miss Wealer seemed satisfied as she moved onto Blunt.

“So, finally we come to you, Blunt,” she said, as she looked down at his presented bottom. “The ringleader of this sorry group of miscreants, and the supplier of forbidden wine.”

“Fine wine,” corrected Blunt, flippantly.

There was a scattering of suppressed sniggering.

“In that case, Blunt,” said Miss Wealer, now also smiling, “I think I owe it you to administer a fine caning. I shall make sure your eight strokes are the hardest of all.”

The cane began to tap against Blunts presented bottom. His cheeky expression faded as he braced himself.

SWISH – CRACK!

The stroke was masterfully severe, but once again, Hunt sensed from the sound of the impact and from Blunt's response, that he too was wearing more than just one pair of underpants.

Blunt took all eight venomous strokes with remarkable composure and earned no penalty strokes. Hunt was confused. How had Miss Wealer failed to notice the deception of Bunter and Blunt? Would his own deception now go unnoticed?

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

After caning Blunt, Miss Wealer stepped back to her desk to put down the cane. However, she did not yet give her caned pupils permission to take their seats. They remained bent over their desks with their bottoms still presented for punishment. She turned to look at the presented bottoms of her class, then regarded Hunt for an uncomfortable few seconds, before speaking to the others:

“I have almost finished dealing with last night's unacceptable behaviour. There is just one last detail to check.”

She stepped forward to stand behind Smith.

“How do you like my new cane, Smith?” she asked.

“Very effective, Miss,” he replied. “It stings like the devil.”

“I'm delighted to hear it, Smith,” she said, as she reached down to lift the waistband at the rear of his shorts. “Image how painful it would be if administered even harder and over just one very thin layer of clothing, as will be the fate of any of you who have attempted to deceive me this morning.”

Smith said nothing as she satisfied herself that he was wearing just one pair of standard boxer shorts under his school shorts.

“You may take your seat, Smith,” she said, slapping him playfully on the bottom.

Relieved, Smith rose from the desk, then lowered his sore bottom slowly onto the hard wooden top of the seat.

Jones and Hunter were then both inspected before being allowed to take their seat, before Miss Wealer approached Bunter. Bunter looked very nervous as she stood behind him for several long seconds. She had the hint of a smile on her face as she slowly reached down to lift the waistband of his shorts.

“I wonder what we are going to find here?” she said, as she lifted the waistband.

“Now this is interesting,” she said, as she began to count the number of pairs of underpants he was wearing. “Well, well. Four pairs of pants. Just think of all that wasted effort I put into your caning, Bunter. You would hardly have felt it through all this.”

“It hurt like mad, Miss,” he offered, nervously.

“It think you will regard it as a mere tickle compared to what you will shortly receive, Bunter. But before that, let's see what lies beneath the shorts of your friend Blunt.”

She moved behind Blunt, then lifted his waistband, then began to count.

“He's managed even more than you, Bunter,” she said, when she had finished counting. “Blunt's wearing five pairs.”

“I want the pair of you to go to your room, remove all the offending garments, then return wearing just one pair of regulation PE shorts. You are both in serious trouble. If you are not both back here within two minutes you will be in even more trouble.” 

Looking very apprehensive, Bunter and Blunt left the hall in some haste. Miss Wealer checked her watch as they did so. She sat at her desk, then attended to some papers on her desk as she waited for the two cheats to return. She checked her watch again as they returned, looking even more apprehensive, each wearing a thin pair of thin, tight fitting, PE shorts.

“Resume your positions bent over your desks,” she said, rising to her feet and picking up her cane.

The two miscreants looked nervously at one another as they reluctantly complied. Bunter, in particular, looked very frightened.

“I'm sure it won't surprise either of you to learn that I intend to repeat your canings,” she said, as she approached Bunter. “I am also going to add two strokes for each additional pair of underpants you deemed appropriate to wear. So, Bunter, you will receive a total of fourteen strokes, and Blunt, you will receive sixteen. Do you have anything to say for yourselves?”

“I'm sorry Miss,” said Bunter, shaking with fear, as she took her position to his side and began to tap the cane across the taut, very thin, white fabric covering his plump bottom.

Blunt chose to remain silent.

“The same rules apply,” she continued. “You will each remain exactly in position for the duration of the caning. Failure to comply will result in the repeating of the entire caning. Understood?”

“Permission to speak, Miss?” asked Bunter, almost in a sob.

“What is it Bunter?” she demanded, impatiently.

“I don't think I'll be able to stay in position, Miss. I'm frightened you'll keep having to repeat the caning, Miss.”

“That's not a problem for me, Bunter. In fact the idea of further honing my skills on your deserving bottom with a prolonged caning is a most agreeable prospect, and I'm sure your classmates will enjoy being witness to it as well.”

“I'm scared it will go on forever,” sobbed Bunter.

“Don't worry, Bunter,” she laughed. “I expect I'll eventually need to rest my arm. Then I will arrange to have you restrained so I can administer the caning in full, with extras, in which case you  won't have any choice but to stay in position.”

“I won't be able to take it, Miss,” he sobbed.

“Are you suggesting that I show you leniency, Bunter?” she said, flexing the cane, “Because if you are, after deliberately provoking me with your deception, I will consider increasing your punishment.”

“No, Miss. I just know I won't be able to stay in position. I'll try as hard as I can, but I won't be able to.”

“I'll tell you what I'll do, Bunter,” she said, smiling, and clearly enjoying his fear, “I'll offer you two other choices. You can refuse to accept the punishment, in which case I will send for the Headmistress and you will be horsed ad tawsed, or you can request to be restrained for your caning, in which case I will add another six strokes as a penalty for the inconvenience.”

Bunter was in a dilemma. Hunt could see from his pained face that he was close to panic.

Miss Wealer waited for about twenty seconds while Bunter dithered, then lost her patience.

“I think you've had long enough to consider the options,” she said, raising the cane.

“Can I request to be rest...”

SWISH – CRACK!

Bunter never finished his sentence. Miss Wealer administered a blisteringly hard stroke to the seat of his thin shorts. The cane sank deep into his ample bottom with a resounding crack, sending ripples through the flesh either side. Bunter shrieked in agony, then jumped up with his hands clutching his burning bottom, and tears forming in eyes full of shock.

“Can I request to be restrained, Miss?” he managed to sob, still clutching his bottom.

“Very well, Bunter,” she said, unable to conceal a smile as she observed his distress. “I think I'll fetch the Headmistress to assist me. In the meantime take your hands away from your bottom and bend back over at once.”

Bunter, still sobbing, hesitantly complied. Miss Wealer waited until he was back in position, before leaving the room. Nobody said a word while they waited. Hunt still sat at his desk, craving to be in Bunter's position. The thought caused him a massive erection. 

Miss Wealer returned with the Headmistress a few minutes later. Nobody in the class had moved or spoken. Miss Wealer went directly to her office, reappearing some moments later carrying two wide, black, leather straps with attached buckles. She then stooped down behind Bunter, before strapping each of his fat thighs to the front desk legs. She then went to her desk to pick up the cane. While she was doing this, to the surprise of the class, the Headmistress hitched up her skirt, then straddled Bunter's head, clutching it between her thighs. She reached down to grasped his wrists, then pinioned then behind his back. Hunt felt his erection might explode.

In the meantime, Miss Wealer had taken her position to Bunter's left, and was gently tapping his plump bottom with the cane.

“Twenty strokes, Bunter, plus I'll repeat the first stroke again, making twenty-one.”

SWISH – CRACK!

The caning began with a stroke of breathtaking severity. Bunter began to shriek and struggle at once, but he was firmly restrained. There was no escape from the agony of the cane. As he shrieked and pleaded for mercy from between the Headmistress's thighs, Miss Wealer administered the strokes steadily and methodically and with eye-watering venom. As each stroke bit sickeningly deep into his helpless bottom cheeks, his shrieking became ever more shrill.

The caning seemed to go on for ages, and for poor Bunter, it must have seemed like a lifetime. But eventually it was over. The Headmistress released her grip on his wrists, then released his head from between her thighs. As she smoothed down her skirt, Miss Wealer unbuckled the leather straps securing his legs to the desk.

“You may take your seat, Bunter,” said Miss Wealer.

“Thank you, Miss,” he sobbed. “I've decided to give up smoking.”

“It seems caning is good for your health, Bunter, “ said the Headmistress.

Red faced, and with tear filled, red eyes, Bunter rose stiffly from the desk, then carefully lowered his bottom onto his seat.

“And what about you, Blunt?” she said, turning to the only pupil still bending over his desk. “Are you happy to take your caning unaided, or would you like to be restrained? Remember, you face an additional six strokes if you choose to be restrained.”

“I'll take it unaided,” he offered, nervously.

“Very, well. Let's see if you can. Sixteen strokes.”

The way she said the words, through gritted teeth, made it quite clear that she intended doing all she could to make sure he couldn't take it. The Headmistress, also, made no move to leave, choosing instead to watch the caning.

Hunt could clearly see the fear in Blunt's face as Miss Wealer took her position to his side with the cane in her hand. As he felt the cane tapping his bottom, covered only with very thin, taut, fabric, he tensed, knowing that it would offer little protection from Miss Wealer's savage cane. Her features turned to a grimace as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

Every ounce of her strength, together with skilled wrist action, made the stroke extremely severe. Blunt gasped as the cane bit venomously into his offered bottom cheeks. Hunt watched as his face displayed the resultant agony, wishing it was him.

SWISH – CRACK!

As Blunt cried out, it was becoming obvious that Blunt would not be able to take a caning of such severity without restraints.

SWISH – CRACK!

He squealed, then leapt up, clutching his burning bottom, with tears forming in his eyes.

“Can I be retrained, Miss?” he sobbed.

“Of course,” replied Miss Wealer, smiling with satisfaction. “Back over the desk at once.”

Now trembling with fear, and obviously still in pain, Blunt hesitantly resumed his position. Miss Wealer wasted no time in securing his legs with the leather straps, while the Headmistress hitched skirt up again, straddled his head, locking it between her thighs, then pinioned his wrists behind his back.

Within thirty seconds of Blunt leaping up off the desk, he was restrained and ready for the cane with Miss Wealer standing over him.

“Sixteen strokes, Blunt,” she said, “Plus six for the luxury of restraints, plus the repeating of the first three strokes, makes a total of twenty strokes. That's not a very round sounding number, is it Headmistress?”

“Why not round it up to thirty?” suggested the Headmistress.

“Excellent idea,” replied Miss Wealer, as she began to tap his presented bottom. “Take a deep breath, Blunt.”

SWISH – CRACK!

The longest and most severe caning of the day so far, now proceeded without interruption. Blunt was free to howl and gasp and wriggle, but his bottom stayed presented for the cane. The agony of each venomous stroke was unquestionable. Miss Wealer showed not one flicker of compassion as she brought the cane down again and again across his squirming bottom with all the severity she could muster. The class looked on with shock and excitement, each member trying to imagine the agony that Blunt must be suffering. The caning took about one and a half minutes. Miss Wealer was flushed with excitement and perspiring from the effort of the caning when she eventually put down the cane. The Headmistress also looked flushed as she smoothed down her skirt.

“You brought that on yourself, Blunt,” said Miss Wealer, as she unstrapped his legs. “You deserved every stroke.”

“I know I did Miss,” replied Blunt, trying hard to sound in control.

“You may take your seat, Blunt,” said Miss Wealer, looking down at the papers on her desk. “Now perhaps we can get on with today's agenda. Thank you for your help, Headmistress.”

“It was a pleasure, Miss Wealer,” she replied, as she turned to leave.

“First on the agenda is the marks for you homework,” continued Miss Wealer. “You were required to finish the essay you started in our last class. You may remember that Miss Welter set a target of ten out of ten as the marks she expected each of you to achieve. Anything less was punishable. None of you achieved this, so you were all punished. You were all expected to improve on this mark based on the guidance you were given. I can tell you that, having marked your submissions, with the exception of one student, you have all failed to improve. In fact two of you have actually submitted work that was even worse.”

She picked up a small pile of marked essays, then began to distribute them.

“You will see that I have given a mark out of ten at the end of each essay, then written down the number of cane strokes you will receive. The canings will be administered in order, starting with the lowest number of strokes awarded.”

Hunt was very excited as the essays were distributed. He had included deliberate mistakes, so he was now sure to be caned. His multi-layers of underpants would be discovered, then he would be caned again wearing only one pair of thin shorts. When Miss Wealer placed his marked essay in front of him he nervously turned to the last page. It was not what he expected:

10/10  =  0 STROKES

Confused, he turned back to the first page, to look for the deliberate spelling mistake he knew was in the second line. He was even more confused to find that there was no mistake. Then a wave of dread overcame him as it dawned on him what had happened. He had attached the wrong file to his email. He turned again to the last page. The colour drained from his face as he read the final paragraph:

Dear Miss Welter and Headmistress,

I am writing to complain about the horsing and tawsing punishment you subjected me to recently. The punishment was far too lenient. The strokes were delivered with nowhere near sufficient severity and the number of strokes was woefully inadequate. I would be most interested to know what yo intend to do about this.

PART TWO TO FOLLOW

Regards,

Hunt

He looked up to see Miss Wealer regarding him curiously. She allowed a smile to pass her face as their eyes met, before she addressed the class:

“With the exception of Hunt, who has been awarded ten out of ten for his story, I want you all to assume the position required for punishment, bent over your desks. I'll start with you, Bunter. You will receive four strokes.”

As the rest of the class nervously bent back over their desks, and Miss Wealer picked up her cane, Hunt's mind was in turmoil. He barely registered Miss Wealer approaching Bunter with her cane. He watched, almost unseeing, as she administered four sound strokes to his squirming bottom. He was almost deaf to the swish and crack of the cane, and to the gasps and squeals of his fellow pupils, as Miss Wealer methodically worked her way around the class, administering increasingly severe canings.

“You may resume your seats,” he heard Miss Wealer say, when she had completed her round of canings.

When all were seated, most with faces still flushed and pained, Miss Wealer addressed the class:

“Before we begin our first lesson, I'd like to congratulate Hunt for submitting a fascinating story. Both the Headmistress and I enjoyed reading it immensely. We did note that you wrote 'part two to follow'  at the end of your story. The Headmistress and I would like you to remain behind after today's lessons, Hunt. We are keen for you to complete your story and we are quite sure we will be able to assist with the content.”

Hunt didn't notice the confused looks he was receiving from the rest of the class. His mind was consumed by the fate that he now knew awaited him.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The lessons of the day did offer some distraction for Hunt. First, Miss Wealer continued with the Geography test, where the class took it in turns to place well known towns and cities of the world on a blank map. There was some joviality enjoyed by all, as students deliberately misplaced town or cities in the most ridiculous places. The resultant canings were administered soundly enough to extract the odd gasp, but everybody had fun.

Hunt was obviously included, and he went along with the game by placing Cape Town on the North Pole. This earned him six strokes of the cane. As he bent over his desk and Miss Wealer lifted his jacket tails, he was expecting her to discover that he was wearing five pairs of underpants, but she appeared not to notice. When the strokes were administered, although they still stung like the devil, much of the venom was lost in the layers of clothing. It should have been quite obvious to Miss Wealer, from the muffled thwack of each stroke, that he was cheating. But either she didn't notice, or, he guessed, she wanted him relatively unscathed for the activities she and her sister had planned for him later that day.

There was no mischief involving elastic bands throughout the day. The memory of the horsing and tawsing of two weeks earlier was still too fresh in the memory of the class. Even so, they all earned themselves more canings, and some were severe enough to produce tears. At the end of the day, homework was set and promises of harsh punishment if it was less than one hundred percent perfect, was enough to send the class home both happy, excited and all with sore bottoms. Except Hunt.

Hunt remained sitting at his desk while Miss Wealer tidied her own. Nothing was said. A few moments after the other students had left, the Headmistress entered the school hall. She drew up a chair to share her sister's desk, where they both sat, looking at Hunt with the hint of a smile on their faces.

“We liked your story, Hunt,” said the Headmistress. “We liked it very much.”

“Especially the letter at the end,” added Miss Wealer. “Read it out to us, Hunt. The letter at the end, read it out.”

With his hands shaking, Hunt picked up the story, turned to the last page, then, in an unsteady voice, began to read:

Dear Miss Welter and Headmistress,

I am writing to complain about the horsing and tawsing punishment you subjected me to recently. The punishment was far too lenient. The strokes were delivered with nowhere near sufficient severity and the number of strokes was woefully inadequate. I would be most interested to know what yo intend to do about this.

PART TWO TO FOLLOW

Kind Regards,

Hunt

“It has the ring of authenticity about it, doesn't it,” said the Headmistress.

“That must be because we really have been too lenient with him,” added Miss Wealer.

“I think we owe it to Hunt to help him add a feel of reality to part two of his story, don't you, Miss Wealer?”

“I couldn't agree more, Headmistress. What do you think, Hunt?”

“I sent in the wrong homework, Miss. It was a mistake. It was just a fantasy I wrote for fun,” he replied weakly.

“This is an establishment where fantasy becomes reality, Hunt,” said Miss Wealer. “Stand up.”

Hesitantly, Hunt rose to his feet.

“Take off your clothes. All of them,” she ordered.

Slowly, under the gaze of both ladies, he began to undress. First he removed his jacket, then shoes and socks, then his tie and shirt, until he stood in just his short trousers. As they continued to watch him carefully, he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his short trousers, then slid them down along with the five pairs of underpants, in an attempt to conceal them. Now naked, he turned to face the two ladies.

“Was the caning you received earlier painful, Hunt?” asked Miss Wealer, as she looked down at his erection.

“Yes, Miss.”

“You seemed to take it very bravely,” she continued, “and I did administer the strokes quite hard, so I expect you have some colourful stripes on your bottom. Turn around, please, so we can have a look.”

Realising they were playing with him, Hunt nervously turned his back to them.

“That's odd,” said the Headmistress. “He's hardly marked at all. Now why would that be? Why do you think Miss Wealer's caning has left you almost unmarked, Hunt?”

“I don't know, Miss.”

“You don't think he would have been stupid enough to try the same deception as Bunter and Blunt, do you?” asked the Headmistress.

“I can't believe Hunt would be that stupid. To send in such provocative homework and then compound the provocation by wearing several pairs of underpants would be foolish in the extreme, and would result in us having to administer the severest punishment we had ever had a duty to execute,” replied Miss Wealer, “But I suppose we ought to check. Bring me your short trousers, Hunt, together with what's inside.”

Hunt's hand was shaking as he stooped down to pick up the small bundle of clothing. He nervously handed it to Miss Wealer.

“Now, what have we here?” she said, as she pulled one pair of pants from his shorts, then another, “That's two, three, four and five. My word, we do have some serious punishment to administer.”

“It's just as well we decided to soak the tawses,” said the Headmistress.

“It is indeed,” agreed Miss Wealer. “I forgot to mention it, Hunt. After we received your homework, we had the idea of soaking the extra heavy lochgelly tawses in water to add some weight and bite. They’ve been soaking for twenty-four hours, and you will be the first pupil to experience the result.”

Hunt was physically shaking with fear as they watched his reaction with amusement.

“I think it's time to get started,” said Miss Wealer, after they had been observing their deserving recipient for a few moments. “I'd like you to move all the student desks to the rear of the hall, Hunt, then bring the vaulting horse out of the office and place is in the centre of the hall. We need a high ceiling for this tawsing.”

Hunt, naked and terrified, began to move the desks.

“I'll fetch the tawses,” said the Headmistress.

As Hunt continued to shift the desks, the Headmistress left the room and Miss Wealer went into the office, then reappeared carrying the assortment of chains and cuffs that were needed to secure him.

In spite of his dread, Hunt felt his erection harden.

As he was dragging the vaulting horse into the hall, the Headmistress returned carrying a bucket full of water in which were coiled the two tawses. She put down the bucket, then reached into the water to withdraw one of the implements.

“My word,” she said, as she shook water droplets off the tawse, “Soaking in water was an excellent idea, They are much heavier, and perhaps even more flexible. I think Hunt will remember this thrashing for the rest of his life.”

As Hunt looked at the sinister implement, still dripping, in the hands of the Headmistress, then looked up into the sadistic eyes of one of the ladies who was obviously relishing the prospect of subjecting him to agony beyond comprehension, the enormity of what he imminently faced seemed to hit him like a punch. Panic welled up inside him.

“They will tend to dry out as the tawsing progresses,” said Miss Wealer, “so they may lose some of their additional bite towards the end of the punishment.”

“Yes, that's a good point,” replied the Headmistress, as she flexed the tawse. “Perhaps we should drop them back in the water for a few minutes every six strokes to replenish them, that's six strokes each, so Hunt will have a few minutes to reflect after every dozen strokes?”

“That sounds like a very sensible idea,” agreed MissWealer, as she too reached down into the bucket to withdraw another hideous, dripping, dark leather tawse.

It was too much for Hunt. Panic overcame him. He simply couldn't face the tawsing they had planned for him. With no rational plan, as the two ladies inspected the sinister implements they intended to use on him with merciless ferocity, he turned, then made for the door. They made no move to chase after him. Thirty seconds later, he found himself hiding behind the same bush he had hidden behind two weeks earlier, but this time he was naked and it was raining.

He realised that he couldn't remain where he was. The rain had intensified and he'd begun to shiver with cold. Deep down, both himself and the ladies knew that it was what they all wanted, even craved. It was only the fear of the pain that had him now shivering and wet, hiding behind a bush.

What were the alternatives? If he went back to the old school they would horse him, then tawse him, very severely. Delights would invariably follow, and his relationship with the most exciting ladies he had ever met could still flourish. Suffering pain was an essential part it. On the other hand, he could walk away from the old school, in the rain, naked, with no money and no mobile phone, to throw himself at the mercy of the first person he happened upon. He would more likely than not find himself having to explain how he came to be in such a state to the police. What would he say? It might result in the demise of the activities at the old school. He would be responsible for destroying a discreet facility that was obviously appreciated and loved by many. How could he do such a thing? He was getting colder. It was time to face his fate. The horse and the tawses awaited him. He stepped out from behind the hedge, then, with his hair and body dripping with water, walked back to the old school. The door was opened for him before he reached it. They knew he'd soon be back. 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

“I guessed you'd be back in five minutes,” said the Headmistress, “Miss Welter thought it would be nearer ten.”

“ get this horsing and tawsing started before there are any more delays,” said Miss Welter, as the door was closed and they each took an arm to lead him to back to the horse. He was terrified, but resigned to his fate. He didn't resist.

He felt another surge of panic as they stepped into the school hall and his eyes fell on the sinister horse that was waiting for his embrace. Nothing was said as the two ladies attached cuffs with chains to his still dripping, naked body. Water still dripped into his eyes from his soaked hair, and the chains clanked as they guided him over the horse.

They quickly and efficiently rendered him helpless, with his bare bottom gaping up at the high ceiling, totally immobile, perfectly presented for the tawse. Curiously, as the twin sisters reached into the bucket to retrieve the saturated, extra heavy tawses, he felt relieved. He no longer had any decisions to make. He didn't have to decide whether or not he could go through with what he knew would be the most agonising thrashing he had ever experienced. The decision was now out of his hands, and had been handed to the two sadistic sisters who now stood either side of him, looking down at his helpless bare bottom. The end of his thrashing was almost in sight. In a few minutes from now it would be over, and he would be released.

“Twenty-four strokes, Hunt,” said Miss Welter, quietly. “Twelve now, then five minutes to reflect while the tawses soak, then another twelve.”

He felt strangely calm as they prepared to tawse him. There was absolutely nothing he could now do to avoid the punishment, so he relaxed, intent on absorbing the pain with dignity. Perhaps even allow himself to enjoy the pain. There were a few moments of almost total silence as she the two ladies looked down at his offered bottom. He sensed, rather than saw, movement.

CRACK!

His feeling of calm vaporised instantly as the soaked tails of fire bit into his offered flesh with the report of a pistol shot. Wet leather met wet flesh with a far sharper sound than any had expected. The additional weight of the tawse tails sank deep into his bottom cheeks, and the resultant agony swept aside any control he thought he had over his helpless body. He had just gasped in a lungful of air, and was just beginning to exhale in a shriek, when the second stroke bit in from the other side.

CRACK!  

The agony that was still blossoming deep under the skin of his bottom cheeks had yet to reach its zenith, when the stroke from the other side partially overlaid it, raising the intensity of the pain into the stratosphere. His shrieking rose in pitch as he failed, spectacularly, to cope with this new level of unbearable pain.

CRACK!

The two sisters briefly made eye contact, and almost giggled, as the third venomous stroke heaped more fire onto the furnace of his bottom cheeks. It wasn't the shrill shrieking that was the main reason for their amusement, it was the fine spray of water droplets that splashed into each of their faces as the water impregnated tawses discharged spray each time they bit into his trembling bottom.

To a symphony of hysterical shrieking, accompanied by the steady CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Of the tawses, they continued to mercilessly decorate his gaping bottom with angry red, raised weals. By the time the twelfth stroke had cracked down, the majority of the raised weals were turning purple.

He was sobbing uncontrollably as the twins placed their tawses back into the water. They said nothing, as smiled at each other's flushed faces. They didn't need to. They had discussed their plan beforehand. They knew exactly how they would conduct part two of the tawsing of 'horsed' Hunt. Miss Welter checked her watch as they now looked down at the spectacular marking they had decorated his bottom with. Five minutes would be a long time to wait, and an eternity for Hunt, but they were breathless, and wanted to be recovered for part two. They also wanted the tawses fully charged with heavy water.

Hunt began to sob in dread as he heard the sloshing water of the tawses being removed from the bucket. Part two of his thrashing was about to begin. Again, there was no dialogue between the twins. They had planned this thrashing and knew what needed to be done. An observer would have seen that tawse strokes administered in the first thrashing had bitten almost entirely into his bottom cheeks, and the colourful weals confirmed this. Now, however, it would be his sensitive bottom cleft that would be targeted. Hunt wasn't aware of this as he braced himself for more of the same.

CRACK!

The first stroke, from a tawse freshly charged with water, slapped down hard across his

left bottom cheek, sending the spiteful tawse tips accelerating into his sensitive, gaping, bottom cleft. The agony was off the scale. Hunt shrieked hysterically as the leather bit in savagely. His muscles stood out like rods of iron as he strained to clench his bottom cheeks, so to cut off access to this most sensitive area. His monumental effort achieved absolutely nothing, his gaping bottom remained totally exposed, as his restraints held him like a vice.

CRACK!

His shrieking rose in pitch as he continued his futile efforts to clench. The sisters laughed again as their tawses sprayed each other with water.

CRACK!

His shrieking rose in pitch yet again to a hysterical level as the tawsing continued with undiminished severity. It was what he had craved. It is what the ladies had been looking forward to for two weeks. The reality of the thrashing was even more exciting and arousing than they had imagined.

Finally, after Hunt had almost screamed himself dry, the tawsing was over. All three participants were flushed and dripping with perspiration, as the tawses were put down. The sisters needed to recover their breath before they had the inclination to release him from the horse.

He was still hyperventilating as the last chain slipped off him, allowing him to slip down onto his knees, clasping his raging bottom cheeks.

Nobody spoke for several long minutes as they all wound down. It had been a very special experience for them all, and none, including now Hunt, regretted it. In fact, now that he had taken the best they could administer, he felt elated. They were all aroused.

“Thank you,” he said, breathlessly, as he began to unbuckle his cuffs. “That was what I really needed. Thank you.”

The twins helped him unsteadily to his feet, then supported him as the three of them walked slowly to his room. They ran a shower for him, then helped him into it. As soon as they were sure he was able to support himself, they left to shower themselves.

It was forty-five minutes later when they came to his room. He was face down on the bed, naked, allowing the air to soothe his burning, throbbing bottom. They were freshly showered, wearing only silk dressing gowns, and carrying a tray with chilled white wine, glasses and Arnica Cream.

The wine was poured and sipped, before the twins began to gently apply the Arnica Cream to his spectacularly bruised bottom. His erection gradually hardened, and when is had reached almost bursting point, they rolled him over. They both slipped out of their dressing gowns. While Phillipa took his erection gently into her mouth, Maisie knelt over his face. As he looked up at her feminine charms, she put a proposition to him:

“The school days are becoming increasingly popular, Hunt,” she said, as she looked down at his face. “We want to offer you the position of school caretaker. You can live in, and you can also sit in on classes, if you wish. Also, we are thinking of running classes for ladies, so we will need a Headmaster. Of, course, your primary role would be caretaker, and that includes taking care of my sister and myself regularly. Think about it.”

Before he could accept, she had lowered her wetness onto his face, while her sister took his erection deep into her mouth. It was ten minutes before he had the breath to accept the position.

THE END
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