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Preface
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch's Classic Literature is a collection of 8 Volumes each containing the very best classic tales of strict discipline and corporal punishment from the Class6b.com archives, along with new stories from many fine authors of CP literature who have generously contributed their wonderful tales for inclusion into the current Classic Literary Collection for your enjoyment. As a bonus, you will also find contained in each of the volumes some highly entertaining 'student' essays and short stories written by some of Mrs Birch’s naughtiest pupils over the years.
 
    
 
   Naturally the theme of the stories contained in each Volume revolves around scholastic, judicial and domestic style discipline including tales of chastity and petticoat punishment of the reluctant male.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here's what some of my readers are saying:
 
    
 
   "A sheer delight to read. Enjoyed Sister Bernice in 1st part...."
 
    
 
   "Brilliantly written, a feeling of being there and being one of the sisters of Derek and scheming more problems for him!"
 
    
 
   "Excellent story, especially the use of the tawse most effectively as an educational tool.   Thank you for restoring my faith in good, strict and severe discipline and punishment Mrs Birch."
 
    
 
   "I just can’t help giggling at poor Brady’s woes. Having had much CP over the years, each thwack and cane cut reminds me of my need to be kept in check, but poor Brady does seem to have no chance of escape at all."
 
    
 
   "Great reading, thank you Mrs Birch."
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   Brady - The Homecoming
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The knowledge that Uncle Willie is due home on leave from his post in India after an absence of eighteen months fills me with sheer dread. A twenty two year old still being treated as a boy I am undergoing strict discipline at the hands of Aunts and Uncles
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   "Why don't you give us a little demonstration?" Margaret Dover said. "It would be beneficial for us if we knew exactly how you proceed. William was late getting up this morning and we promised him a thrashing later today. This seems to be a good opportunity to show the boy what is in store for him."

Second Semester
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen

Her eyes lingered on the red stripes that crisscrossed the boys behind. Even through the shorts, the lines were almost as vivid as those that had landed on the bare skin.
 
 
   Advice for slave Owners
 
   Anon

To male ‘slaves’, I suggest you read on with great trepidation. I’m sure that whilst you may jerk off with envy in your dreams of submission, that if you were to trade places with our pansy male you would rue the day you made the choice.
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   By Ms Madeline

You must remember that the male maid is there for your pleasure. At all times he is there to work for you. At no time should the male maid be allowed to feel that he is there for his pleasure or fantasy.

Total Submission - Final
 
   By Steve Forsythe

Time had stopped and become eternity. No light, no darkness, no sound nor silence, reality was pain and pain alone. I sagged in pain against my bonds, my lungs devoid of air from screaming. 
It was over… or was it just beginning?
 
 
   Oh dear, what can she want with me
 
   By Scotia

The noisy arrival of the large helicopter sweeping in over the surrounding hills at 5.40am on a chilly April day did not go unnoticed by the detainees, in their skimpy knickers, undergoing early morning PE under the supervision of Junior Section Officers.
 
 
   A Religious Upbringing - Chapter 8
 
   By Derek

“You must be Derek, is that right boy?” he asked in a manner that talked down to me as one might address a young school boy. I simply nodded. Big mistake. “I can see there has been a lack of discipline around here in my absence, my wife really is too soft… Expect a few changes lad… Starting now.”
 
 
   Something Old – Something New
 
   By Nurse Fuller

I recently re-read an old Victorian letter about how to curb the wayward habits of male onanists. It gave me cause to reflect on my own views on this subject and how I’ve come to upgrade these disciplines with modern aids.

Victorian Values - Final
 
   By Steve Forsythe

When I finally awoke to the sound of the seven o’clock bell my penis was still tender and sore. My body exhausted from the strenuous exertions and inordinate suffering I had endured. My cohorts in ‘crime’ were similarly dishevelled.
 
 
   Rules of The House
 
   By Susan M
 
 
   I’m a firm believer that all Women should establish exacting, all-embracing, disciplinary regimes for the men who enter their personal lives.  Such an approach cleans away undesirable masculine traits while deepening submission, in my view the most pleasing feature any male can offer up to a Woman
 
 
   The Pouting Bride
 
   By Maggie Cavan

As she stood there, the faint movement of air in the room felt cool on the scalded skin of her entire bottom.  Gradually, that searing pain became transformed into something that resembled nettles ─ a sensation like thousands of tiny, stinging hairs

Hard Times at Springvale High
 
   By Daniel
 
 
   It was a dark time at Springvale High School. That a once proud school, with a strong tradition of academic a sporting excellence, had been reduced to a graffiti-ridden, second rate establishment, where bullying was rife amongst both staff and students was a grave shame on the education system.
 
 
   A Movie Matinee
By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch

When Mrs Birch mentioned I was to be filmed being disciplined by Her, I was thrilled to pieces. What an honour and a privilege I thought, to be chosen by my wonderful Mistress to be the medium on which she could display Her brilliant disciplinary talents.
 
   
Sissy Boot Camp - Final
By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch

It was the last night of ‘Sissy Boot Camp’ and for the first time in two weeks I had not lost my half hour free time in the evening. The schedule had been grueling and to top it off every day I had committed some sort of infraction resulting in the loss of my half hour free time, writing lines set by Miss Sandra instead.
 
   
Spanky Saturday for Jimmy boy
By Jimmy

A Reader’s account of growing up with discipline in the 50’s and 60’s  “The cane at school would have me bawling but by the time Mum's spanking was through I would be hoarse from howling. She would take me by the ear, as my stinging bottom literally burned, for a minimum of two hours sitting in the corner, on the ‘naughty’ or ‘spanky’ chair, to ‘think about my behaviour”.
 
   
The Ballooning Ballerina
By Mrs Birch 

This is an account of an amusing session I conducted one hot summers evening… It started out as a Petticoat Discipline, but ended up as something, well, quite unique really by virtue of a restriction placed upon me with regard to not leaving evidence of corporal punishment upon the lily-white buttocks of the Petticoated One
 
My Severe Detention Punishment
 
   By ‘Not so Chaste One’

A punishment essay by a Not So Chaste One who was very naughty during his period in Chastity.
"I started my chastity adventure under Mrs. Birch’s supervision as a one-week ‘game’, but as a result of punishments for breaching Her strict chastity rules and a couple of unlucky envelopes in the lottery my denial had been extended to a point of 32 days with a minimum of 28 more remaining on my sentence…meaning a total of 60 days" 
 
 
   The Birthday Present
By Masturbator Ian

This is a very entertaining essay from Masturbator Ian about his visit to a Mistress for a special treat involving penis discipline. 
"i had lost all track of time as i vainly tried to ease my aching joints, restrained immovably and painfully by the broad leather straps. Twenty seven straps!... i had counted them as She roughly tightened each one until She heard my involuntary groan of protest, muffled by the rubber ball-gag... so large it had almost dislocated my jaw when She forced it between my teeth."
 
    
 
   The Vegetable Patch - Chapter 4
 
   By Steve Smith

Mrs Kane bent forward and hoisted the struggling boy off the ground. “Now I’ve got you my lad!  I’m going to tan your bottom, fancy making a mess in my nice clean kitchen and then smacking me.  I don’t care if it gets me the sack I’ll not put up with the likes of your misbehave!”
 
    
Losing It
 
    Anon

A very interesting article that briefly explores the psychology of adult disciplinary spanking.
 
    
 
   
Enjoy! 
 
   


 
   
  
 



Derek Brady
The Homecoming
 
 
   By Scotia
 
    
 
   The knowledge that Uncle Willie is due home on leave from his post in India after an absence of eighteen months fills me with sheer dread. A twenty two year old still being treated as a boy I am undergoing strict discipline at the hands of Aunts and Uncles. As Uncle Willie is the main advocate and instiller of such discipline his absence has led, with me being older, to a slight slackening of discipline by my Aunts. I have even been sent less often for punishment to one of my other Uncles. 
 
    
 
   My hope now is that Uncle Willie will be prepared to take into account my ‘advanced’ age and desist, or, at least, continue the slackening of the various disciplines imposed. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Jean, Uncle Willie’s wife has been to London with their eight-year-old son James, to meet my Uncle off the plane. Then spend a week seeing the sights of London before coming north by train.
 
    
 
   Before she left, Aunt Jean instructed me to accompany Aunt Harriet to the railway station on the morning of their homecoming and as soon as I have met my Uncle to get off up the stairs with as much luggage as I can carry and engage a taxi. That vehicle to be waiting their arrival at the top of the stairs. 
 
    
 
   During the absence of Aunt Jean, who is my main disciplinarian in the absence of her husband, I had a couple of ‘tastes’ of the tawse. One from Aunt Harriet for impudence and the other from Aunt Hannah for untidiness. Four strokes from Aunt Harriet and six strokes from Aunt Hannah, both punishments given on my palms. In a week that’s mild, though the tawse is after all sore, never mind who gives it to me. Aunt Hannah is small about 4’11 but for all her lack of height her heavy strap is bloody sore. I go down on my knees in front of her to get it. That compensates more than adequately for her lack of inches. She is also cripple with a hip complaint but t hat does not preclude her handing out a sound thrashing. Having my rear end tanned by her is as bad as from any other of the women of the household. Her lack of stature does not enter into a thwacking on the bare bum. No compensation is needed when I’m bent across the back or seat of a chair. 
 
    
 
   One evening recently sitting doing my ‘lessons’ in the small boxroom used as a classroom, spinster Aunt Hannah asks, 
 
    
 
   “Are you looking forward to your Uncle’s arrival boy?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” I reply, for what other could be my answer?
 
    
 
   “It may interest you to know that I have been sending fortnightly reports on your behaviour during his absence. So the gentleman will not be under any illusions regarding you or your behaviour. Not your lack of progress in the classroom either as I’ve been pretty scathing about that too. I think these reports may well have some bearing on how strictly you will be treated once he is here!” 
 
    
 
   There was no answer to that, nor did Aunt Hannah expect one. O continued with the algebra problems Aunt Hannah had set. Ten stinkers to be done in an hour long period and I was far from being finished. Having them corrected later and not having scored a ‘bullseye’ by any means, that lady said,   
 
    
 
   “You had best pull your socks up my lad, you know ho hot your Uncle is on maths. You certainly won’t get away with three errors like you have tonight. You’ll get a taste of this classroom strap from him without any shadow of doubt. Now go and do them again correctly.” 
 
    
 
   I eyed the classroom tawse which Aunt Hannah had used earlier fo inattention and knew she would be correct. 
 
    
 
   My Aunt let me off punishment though the marks were entered in the ‘Class Record Book’ for anyone to see later on. She was not bound to enter them in the book but always did if I have more than two wrong. That’s quite often. Aunt Harriet, who is a shade softer rarely enters up the book, no matter how many I have wrong. Aunt Jean on the other hand, enters up every mark. Even one error goes on record. She acts as Headmistress in her husband’s absence. 
 
    
 
   The evening prior to my Uncles arrival, I clean my room and tidy drawers, cupboards and wardrobes. Inspection is sure to take place sometime tomorrow as due to Aunt Jean’s absence it has not been properly done for a whole week, apart from a cursory look by Aunt Harriet, who does not inspect drawers or anything other than surfaces, unless her inspection is connected with a punishment. To have Aunt Jean and her husband do the inspection together will mean that it will be very thorough indeed. I have no illusions regarding that!
 
    
 
   Suit, shirt, tie, socks, boots brightly shining every item of clothing which would be seen had to be on the top line for Uncle Willie or Aunt Jean. Suit pressed, shirt ironed, tie pressed, socks clean and boots cleaned TWICE, so as they really shine. Not forgetting the soles and heels, which the rules say, must be cleaned. Uncle Willie’s friend, the barber, had given me a ‘special’ haircut earlier in the day and having had it washed by Aunt Harriet this evening it is both neat, short and clean. In fact, almost non-existent. Back and sides shaved almost up to the crown, which is cut to one inch all over. In fact a short crew cut.
 
    
 
   The rule laid down by my Uncle and one strictly kept even in his absence. But today crusty ‘Old’ Mason had gone to town on my hair and it is shorter than usual as it is shaven higher up and further ‘into the wood’ as Mr. Mason terms it. The hairline raised an inch all round in accordance with my Uncle’s recent instructions. The cut has to equate to the rules for Young Offenders Disciplinary School inmates. Those aged between 21 and 26. These Rules and Conditions had been recently changed by the Powers that be. My Uncle, who has connections with the disciplinary establishment due to his post in India, is always kept fully informed of Disciplinary School conditions and regulations. Those, which can be applied to me, are incorporated into my discipline as quickly as possible. 
 
    
 
   Uncle Willie considers the Disciplinary School regime very ‘wholesome’ and does his best to see I meet the same standard (or higher) as those incarcerated. 
 
    
 
   Leaving the house at six thirty on Friday morning, in company with Aunt Harriet, we go by train to the town center and walk to the station. Platform tickets obtained I put them in my pocket safely so as not to lose them or have any hassle finding them later on exiting. Train due at seven thirty am on a December morning it is still dark and cold on the platform. Half an hour to wait. Aunt Harriet is always early and for her in her fur coat, warm skirt, jumper and thick directoire knickers the cold is not too bad. For me in grey flannel suit with ‘bum freezer’ jacket and very short pants, even the long grey turndown stockings do not keep out the cold. The uniform, once again to Disciplinary School pattern. By special arrangement purchased frpm the same supplier. Cheap thin cloth, much thinner than a normal school uniform, and I had not been permitted to wear the belted grey raincoat on this occasion as it would hide the required smartness of the uniform suit. 
 
    
 
   I wonder if, in actual fact, it’s the cold or nerves that’s causing me to shiver so much. I stand to attention beside my Aunt and she unthinkingly or intentionally does not allow me to move about to keep warm. I think rather ruefully that my cousin James, at eight years of age will be wearing long trousers, whilst I am still always kept in shorts unless at work. A strict rule and changing from the longs I wear to the office to regulation uniform shorts must be done within five minutes of reaching home or else I incur ten demerits. 
 
    
 
   “Remember what Aunt Jean ordered you to do once you have greeted your Uncle?” asks Aunt Harriet. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I reply. 
 
    
 
   “Repeat her orders then,” instructs Aunt Harriet. 
 
    
 
   “Take as much luggage as I can carry and get upstairs to engage a taxi. Be ready to depart when you all arrive upstairs, Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Right, see that you do it then,” cautions Aunt Harriet adding, “Or expect to be punished.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I say. I shall do my very best to carry out Aunt Jean’s order, believe me! She’s not one to be crossed. 
 
    
 
   The wait seems for ages but eventually the bell, which indicates the London train is at the last station before ours, rings out loudly in the quiet station.  
 
    
 
   Aunt Harriet steps in front of me and looks me over critically. She adjusts my tie and going behind me pulls down my jacket, which even pulled down to it’s maximum extent just covers the elastic waist belt worn with my mid thigh shorts. A real ‘bumfreezer’ jacket indeed. A departure from the Disciplinary School regulation issue as both the shorts and blazer are specially altered to conform to my Uncles own uniform regulations. Made to accentuate my junior status and be very embarrassing at the same time.  
 
    
 
   At my front again she orders, “Straighten the ribbing of the stockings and pull up those shorts. You don’t want to be in trouble right away, do you boy? Your Aunt Jean will pick up anything incorrect straight away. As we both know, very well.”
 
    
 
   “No Ma’am,” I agree, bending to obey her and pulling up the shorts once the top stockings had been adjusted. The stockings are thick woolen ones with prominent ribbing conforming to the Disciplinary School inspection standards. Worn with tight elastic garters to ensure straight ribbing at inspections and at all other times. I must have adjusted them wrongly when putting them on this morning. To have squint ribbing means earning demerits.   
 
    
 
   “Take three demerits for untidiness,” orders Aunt Harriet snippily, “Show me the required entry in the Punishment Book and I shall sign it later.” She had found three faults requiring adjustment to my dress. Often I think such faults are merely the imagination of the adult inspecting me. Or just a reason to award demerits bringing punishment that bit sooner. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I reply. 
 
    
 
   Demerits are tooted up and on reaching fifty I am thrashed by the Minister Reverend Cox in his vestry after church on the first Sunday after attaining the requisite number of black marks. A spanking with a thick leather paddle, bare bottom, across his knee. “Like the naughty silly child you are Fraser!” Fifty strokes is the number given on each occasion. And each fifty demerits is separately punished. Any ‘overs’ at time of punishment are carried forward to the next thwacking. The Punishment Book annotation clears off exactly fifty. No more no less. As is the rule. 
 
    
 
   When Uncle Willie is at home, of course, he will punish the demerits. 
 
    
 
   Soon the train is drawing slowly into the station in clouds of smoke and noisy steam, and I feel even colder, shivering, teeth chattering, knees weak and knocking. Stopped, the doors start to open and people commence to alight. I am hoping fervently that my relatives have missed the train but no such eventuality has occurred as we see them alighting a good bit further up the platform.   
 
    
 
   “Come along, let’s go to meet them – hurry up,” says Aunt Harriet excitedly and she actually starts to run forward towards them, as my Uncle unloads a couple of heavy looking cases from the carriage. 
 
    
 
   Reaching the small group my Aunt embraces her brother in law fondly kissing him on the cheek, following by doing likewise to her sister and nephew. I stay back as is required of me. I am not considered an adult and therefore do not go forward into adult situations but wait until told to move. 
 
    
 
   As Aunt Harriet exchanges a few welcoming words with her brother in law I see Aunt Jean looking me up and down trying to find fault with either myself or my dress. She’s a bitch and a stickler for cleanliness and tidiness. Especially with me! However, on this occasion she does not say anything immediately so I suppose she is, from a distance at least, satisfied. When she inspects me closely as she does at least once a each day, she always finds some fault. Women, especially strict ones, can always find fault with what a male thinks is perfection. In her experience there is no such thing in a boy, or young man, as perfection. Certainly not in me! 
 
    
 
   Stepping back from the man Aunt Harriet orders, “Go forward, Soutar, and greet your Uncle!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I reply and step forward the few paces, extend my hand to my Uncle and say, “Good morning Sir, it’s nice to have you home again.” Though to be strictly honest, it’s NOT! A thought kept firmly to myself. 
 
    
 
   Uncle Willie ignores my proffered hand and I drop it limply to my side, embarrassed, as he steps back and eyes me. The peppery little man, brown as a berry from being in India, balding, black moustached, smartly grey pin stripe suited, like his wife looks me up and down.  That moustache, I know from experience, fairly bristles when he is angry. My turnout has to equal if not exceed the requirements laid down for Disciplinary School boys on parade. I am dressed in a Parade uniform. This can be compared on a Sunday at church as boys from the local Disciplinary School attend in Parade uniforms. I have to fall in to their line for inspection by the supervising Master or Mistress and receive marks on the same scale as them for turnout. I am punished if my turnout fails the inspection. A belting in Church hall given before the service commences. Usually four or six strokes of a Reformatory Grade tawse. Sometimes from a male, sometimes from a female teacher. I usually avoid this punishment as I have already been inspected very thoroughly at home earlier. 
 
    
 
   “Well, well, Master Soutar, getting to be a big boy now, aren’t we then?” he booms in a sarcastic voice.  
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I agree smartly, wishing he would moderate his voice. Half the world can hear him and though I am undoubtedly dressed as a boy I am certainly NOT one. Though I am still young enough to be at a Disciplinary Establishment, so the uniform is not out of place. Except for its alteration to make me look more juvenile. 
 
    
 
   A half smile crosses the man’s face. “Not too big for a taste of my tawse though or a good bare bottom thrashing, are you boy?” His tone no longer sarcastic but stern.
 
    
 
   “No Sir,” I say, though I hoped I might be too big, or at least, too old to have either any longer.        
 
    
 
   Even to be spared the bare bottom thrashings would be nice. I remember only too well how hard and stingy Uncle Willie’s Lochgelly extra heavy ‘Special’ is and just how hard he can lay it on. The mere thought of having to hold out my crossed hands to be belted by him makes me shiver in my shoes and my mouth dries when I recollect just how it feels and how small it makes me seem. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m glad we agree my lad, as if what your Aunts have reported to me, particularly your Aunt jean verbally during the last week, is anything to go by it will not be long before you are having a taste of my tawse on those palms and the paddle or cane on your bare bum.”
 
    
 
   I can see those standing near to us, looking at this young man being threatened with corporal punishment and it must be very obvious that the man means what he says. For myself, aware now that strict discipline is to continue, I have no doubts. There is to be no change in the conditions imposed during his previous home leaves evidently. They may even be stricter and harsher as I’m just that bit older and Disciplinary School conditions are progressively stricter for young men growing older. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I say, before Aunt Jean springs into the conversation and orders,” 
 
    
 
   “Grab those cases up those stairs with you and get a taxi. Have it ready to leave, by which I mean cases loaded into the boot, by the time we come out of the station.” My Aunts voice, as usual, brooks no delay and I do as she says with the acknowledgement. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Madam.”
 
    
 
   The ladies are addressed, not as Aunts normally would be but Aunt Jean, being the boss lady, as ‘Madam’, Aunt Harriet as ‘Ma’am, and Aunt Hannah, being unmarried as ‘Miss’. Other ladies as ‘Ma’am if they are married, ‘Miss, if not. When in any doubt it’s Ma’am. Men, needless to add are always ‘Sir’, boys to age 18 as ‘Master’.
 
    
 
   I pound up the steps as fast as I can go carrying the two heavy cases and stop at the ticket collector, fell in my pocket for my platform ticket. With dismay I realize I have two tickets. Aunt Harriet’s and my own. As that lady is not with me I stand back and lay the two heavy cases down. There is nothing else for it but to wait for her. With trepidation I also realise that I shall not be carrying out Aunt Jean’s orders. Two faults already. Which I know will be punished one way or another. 
 
    
 
   About five minutes later I see the four climbing the staircase and the frowns on three adult faces when they see me standing at the top of the staircase, bode me no good. 
 
    
 
   Uncle Willie speaks first, “What do you think you are playing at Soutar?”
 
    
 
   “Please Sir, I have Aunt Harriet’s platform ticket,” I say quietly.
 
    
 
   “WHAT?” exclaims Aunt Jean angrily. “You mean to tell us that you are standing there like an idiot because you have Mrs Dale’s ticket! Why are you here and not doing as I told you, boy?” 
 
    
 
   “Please Madam, I had to wait for Mrs Dale as I have her ticket. She would not get out without it.” To me that seemed all too obvious at the time. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! Aunt Jean takes her open palm across my left cheek and shouts, “Idiot! Couldn’t you have given Mrs Dale’s ticket to the ticket collector and explained she was following behind?”
 
    
 
   The slap my Aunt has given me rocks me on my feet and concentrates people’s attention on us once again as, fizzingly angry, she does it a second time CRACK! An even louder slap as the irate woman takes her anger out on my face. 
 
    
 
   The ticket collector, an older man, is asked tartly by Aunt Jean as to whether what she had said was, in fact, the correct approach to overcoming the situation. 
 
    
 
   “Indeed Ma’am, it is and had the young man explained the situation, as you have just done, all would have been in order,” the man replies. 
 
    
 
   My Aunt snorts, quite unladylike, and exclaims, “Young man indeed, some young man, a brainless idiotic twit more like. You, boy, get outside and pray for your own sake and your miserable hide’s sake that you get a taxi. I shan’t be forgetting this blatant disobedience, believe you me.”
 
    
 
   I hear the ticket collector agreeing with my Aunt Jean that I do not have much sense. But I think, as I take cases and a fast reddening cheek outside, what would have been the situation had I handed in the ticket and there had have been some misunderstanding. Aunt Harriet in trouble? Accused of not having a platform ticket? Having to pay a fine? Surely I had safeguarded her from that situation. The ticket collectors agreement with my Aunt will no doubt have set the seal on what will happen to me now. The likelihood of punishment looms large on my horizon. 
 
    
 
   Outside, needless to say, there is a long queue for taxis and fact all are at the moment gone. NO TAXIS! People waiting for those returning. I must be at least eleventh in line. Three young ladies, around my age, just in front returning from their holidays, still full of high spirits. In fact, top be truthful, the girls are younger than me. They have their freedom and are dressed older and thus looked about my age. With my being dressed ‘down’ as a schoolboy, I look much younger than them. Quite a lot younger, if the truth be known. 
 
    
 
   I am joined by my relations, Aunt jean saying in a loud voice for all to hear, “You are a stupid fool, Soutar, and as a result of your silliness you disobeyed me!” 
 
    
 
   Uncle Willie, who had said very little at the top of the steps in the station now says’  
 
    
 
   “You remember what I said on the platform about you having a taste of my tawse before you are much older Soutar?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I reply hoping these three young ladies in front are not overhearing. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m going to give you TWELVE OF MY VERY BEST on those palms as soon as I get you home my lad! Warm them up somewhat for you!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I acknowledge ruefully, heart sinking to my regulation shiny boots feeling that my foreboding about my Uncle’s return is not unfounded. 
 
    
 
   “Did you hear that Irene?” asks one young lady of the other two. “That boy is going to get the belt when he gets home. A dozen of the best from that man!”
 
    
 
   “Cor!” exclaims the Irene. “Better him than me.”
 
    
 
   “Muriel,” says another. “He must be as old as we are, even though he is dressed as a schoolboy.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Margaret, I’ll bet he’s as old as we are too. Did you see that fancy fur coated fat dame slap his kisser at the top of the stairs? She would have floored me with two slaps like she gave him. She nearly floored him actually. She must be a bitch of a woman.”
 
    
 
   My face already red from said slaps got even redder. To be discussed by three girls younger than me is just absolutely awful and adds considerably to my embarrassment and humiliating situation. 
 
    
 
   “God, I’ll bet that man can lay on the belt too, he looks like a real sod!” says Muriel with a shudder.
 
    
 
   I could have told her she was dead right there! As for twelve strokes, I can get far worse than just a dozen!
 
    
 
   “Thank God, we’ve left school and don’t get the belt any longer. TWELVE STROKES, PHEW!” says Irene making a face at the thought of what she obviously feels is a severe punishment. 
 
    
 
   “You never got anything like a dozen, Irene,” says Margaret. “A couple maybe, no more, and certainly not the VERY BEST!”
 
    
 
   “I never had the belt at all,” cuts in Muriel. “I’ve no earthly idea what it feels like to be belted.” 
 
    
 
   “Well I can tell you it’s bloody sore and I had just one on each hand from yon Miss Bradley the cookery teacher, for forgetting to bring the stuff needed for her apple pie lesson. I would have liked to tell her what to do with her apple pie too.” Irene grinned at the thought of telling her former cookery teacher a suggested use for her apple pie. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet she would have given you a few more than two strokes if you had told her. She was a proper tartar and she belted me once too for not cleaning the cooker properly after the lesson. But I only got one stroke. Mind, it was sore,” grimaced Margaret, seeming still to feel the one stroke mentioned.
 
    
 
   Perhaps fortunately I am nearest to the girls and the adults probably cannot hear their conversation. Not that much would have been said. My relations never care who knows or even hear what happens to me. Perhaps the girls would have been spoken to regarding their cheek and told to mind their own business. Not for the first time that has happened outside the house. 
 
    
 
   “Fancy having the belt at home though, eh?” says Margaret wide eyed at the thought. 
 
    
 
   “Just like being at school I’d imagine though you’d probably get it oftener,” opines Irene pulling a face. I could have told her just how correct she was in that statement. 
 
    
 
   “And perhaps harder too,” adds Margaret.
 
    
 
   “Must be worse than school,” contributes Muriel. “Getting it from relations and not teachers. Imagine getting it at home and at school at the same time – well you know what I mean.” She says to her frowning pals. “Getting it during the time you were at school but getting it at home as well.”
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t bear even thinking about girls,” says Irene. 
 
    
 
   On my Uncle’s earlier homecomings I had managed to escape punishment from him during what was described by other relatives as ‘the honeymoon period’. The period of time he and Aunt Jean, had eyes for very little other than each other. Obviously it cam to an end all to quickly for me but on this occasion I was to be belted as soon as we got home from the station. A record, even I would find hard to beat in the future. If on his next leave I were still being corporally punished, which would be most likely.  
 
    
 
   The Lochgelly Extra Heavy ‘Special’ tawse belonging to Uncle Willie is locked away in his bureau whilst he is away. Unfortunately it will be coming out today. Very shortly now. I have little doubt he will have lost none of his expertise at laying on the tawse either. Though I have to be at the office by 9 o’clock that will not prevent me getting a good hard belting. The leather will have lost none of it’s ‘bite’ either. My swift reminder of just how ‘nippy’ is that ‘bite’ makes me shiver in my shoes. 
 
    
 
   I have the tawse from my Aunts and some other adults but none of their straps are as potent as Uncle Willie’s. I admit I am petrified of both Uncle Willie and his tawse. Really afraid. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Jean is still upbraiding me for my stupidity and disobedience as we edge slowly up the queue. If she goes over the whole episode once, she does it umpteen times. The girls are agog to hear what is being said and my Uncle goes into what his wife has said about my behaviour and the written reports he has been receiving from Aunt Hannah, the Minister and others about my performance in the classroom and general behaviour. For the girls to hear that I was really a very naughty, disobedient, impudent brat and that I could not do my school lessons, made obvious these lessons are being given at home by relatives, the Minister and others really has me squirming in my shoes. These references make my ears burn and my face redder than it is after the two clouts Aunt Jean had landed on my left cheek. A cheek which still stings abominably. 
 
    
 
   “gee, I’d hate to be in that boy’s shoes, that fat dames talking about tanning his bottom now.” A reference to Aunt Jean’s mention of a ‘good taste of the paddle on your bum my boy.’ Not thankfully in connection with this incident.
 
    
 
   “Jeepers!” the leather paddle now, what next?” the girls giggled at the mention of what they would consider a childish punishment. Though I know only too well, that the paddle mentioned by Aunt Jean is a thick pliable leather monstrosity, which has a sting all of its own. Covers the whole area of my bottom in one stroke. The only salvation from that remark is that Aunt Jean had thankfully not mentioned how it was done…
 
    
 
   A piece of information not to be denied the young ladies for long as Aunt jean added, “Your bare bum needless to add.”
 
    
 
   The sniggers were loud and long and my blushes deep and embarrassing. 
 
    
 
   “Bare bottom too!” shrieked an amused Muriel, unable to contain herself any longer as the situation seemed to become funnier and funnier to the three girls. 
 
    
 
   “And he has lessons in a classroom still and has the belt there as well, poor sod,” says Irene. “Do you think he is maybe at a Disciplinary School? That’s the uniform he’s wearing and he has the right haircut so he may be on home leave to meet a relative or something like that. Or do they sometimes send boys out to a family to be further disciplined and punished – like in a family atmosphere?”
 
    
 
   “Cor, you make me shiver Irene, to think of being disciplined and punished in what they would call a family atmosphere,” says Margaret looking at me pityingly. “We’ll never know anyway so there is no use conjecturing about him. Just thank our lucky stars we are not in his shoes girls. At the moment I think he’d be better off at the Disciplinary School instead of here.”   
 
    
 
   Eventually a taxi appears but unfortunately my ordeal is far from over. True to his word, very soon after our arrival home, Aunt Hannah having been duly greeted and kissed, my Uncle shouts, 
 
    
 
   “Out to the hall with you lad, I’ll be there ever so shortly.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I acknowledge his order with alacrity and smartly roll up my shirtsleeves as far as they will go above my elbows. A procedure required by my Uncle for a belting. I know I am in for a good hard thrashing. Harder than any I have received since my Uncle last ‘warmed’ my fingers for me just over eighteen months ago. Apart from his tawse being the heaviest, hardest and stingiest I have ever felt Uncle is a hard belter anyway. I shiver with nerves as I wait for him coming out to the hall. My shivering at the railway station had not been from the cold but sheer dread anticipation of what is about to happen very soon now. 
 
    
 
   Needless to say Aunt Hannah, she having given me a lot of really bad reports mailed to India is delighted at the need of the strap so soon after her brother-in-law’s arrival. Seems somehow to vindicate her opinions regarding me. Perhaps it does from the adult point of view. 
 
    
 
   Coming into the hall Aunt Hannah says, “See, what did I tell you? You can never behave properly or do as you are told. So you will now take the consequences. There will be no ‘honeymoon’ period this time but you have only yourself to blame. You have been asking for this for some time and now you are going to get it my lad!” 
 
    
 
   I know, very well, Aunt Hannah would like to have been giving me the thrashing but one as hard as her brother in law can do it. Fortunately for me she cannot emulate him. 
 
    
 
   All too soon Uncle Willie appears flexing ‘Toaster’ the nickname for his tawse. A very apt name as my fingers and palms feel really toasted after just a few strokes. Uncle’s roll top bureau has been unlocked and his thick leather strap withdrawn from its long sojourn place. The sojourn not long enough for me however. The two tails flick wickedly through his fingers as they are straightened out to do their nasty painful job. 
 
    
 
   “I’ve been looking forward to this boy, you’ve no idea just how much Soutar. When I read and heard these reports from your Aunts I promised myself you would feel this belt often and HARD while I am at home. Hold out your hands. Come on right up and OUT with them!”
 
    
 
   Hands held up, one over the other, in the traditional naughty schoolboy fashion, Uncle Willie lays on three of his best. CRACK! CRACK! and CRACK! before the order, “Other hand boy – get them up lad!” A further three CRACKS ring out in the hall as the strap does its painful task. The two narrow tails of the extra heavy Lochgelly, sting like merry blazes and he makes sure I feel each stroke. The hall resounds to the sharp cracks of the belt as it lands smartly on my palms followed by my cries of “OW!” “OUCH!” and “AAAARRRGGGHHH!” after only three strokes. 
 
    
 
   As I had guessed Uncle Willie had lost none of his expertise in laying on the leather. I would not have expected he would after all.
 
    
 
   “Yes Soutar, I know my tawse is sore, its meant to be very sore indeed,” says Uncle Willie grimly as he raises the belt again and brings it down hard. 
 
    
 
   “Other hand, I’m not finished with you yet young man – still six more and you are going to really feel them now be sure of that!”
 
    
 
   Another six hard strokes, yelps, yells, and tears accompany them but my histrionics, as assessed by Uncle, make no difference, the belting continues just as hard no matter the howls and tears and obvious signs of distress. With difficulty I keep my hands in place though Uncle has to raise my hands a couple of times, taking the tips of my fingers and pulling them up to the correct height. Cautioning at the same time, “Get these hands stretched right out as far as you can and keep them WELL OUT AND UP!”
 
    
 
   Very satisfied my Uncle sounds after his first opportunity to reacquaint me with his Lochgelly. My palms reddened and sore, with tears and sobs, indicate his satisfaction is not misplaced. 
 
    
 
   “Let that be a lesson to you to use your head and be more obedient boy. That’s just a little ‘warm’ and you have much worse than that to come, believe me,” intimates my Uncle as he rolls up the tawse preparatory to putting it away in the bureau. 
 
    
 
   I do not doubt that statement and the warning is not, I know, to be taken lightly.
 
    
 
   In the office some hour or so later Miss Euphimia Soutar, the head typist and my supervisor, noted my difficulty in doing things with my hands. “You’ve not had the belt from your Uncle already surely?” she queried incredulously. She was aware my Aunts did not belt me before I go to work. For the obvious reason now so clearly evident.  
 
    
 
   “Yes I have Miss,” I reply. 
 
    
 
   “Show me your hands,” Miss Soutar orders briskly. 
 
    
 
   I show her my palms and arms, which still red and sore have tail marks about two inches up each wrist. The distinct marks of the two fingers of the tawse are more than evident on my wrists. Miss Soutar knows all about my situation and sometimes reports me for punishments at home. 
 
    
 
   “Better be on your best behaviour then if that is a sample of what Mr Kermath’s belt does nowadays. How many did he give you?”
 
    
 
   “Twelve Miss,” I inform her. 
 
    
 
   “Good gracious me and that is the result of just twelve strokes is it!” she gasps in an unbelieving tone. “Seems best behaviour is a MUST then!”
 
    
 
   I overhear Uncle Willie telling his sister and brother later on that he practices laying on before he comes home. He uses a part filled hot water bottle as that makes a realistic sound when the strap lands on it. For tanning my bottom he does the same practice but with the ‘hottie’ on top of a cushion across his knee. A substitute for the paddle can thus be used on the ‘hottie’ to simulate a thrashing on my bum. The exercise keeps his arm muscles in fine trim for the real thing. I know he likes belting me and I also am aware from bitter experience reasons for punishment are not difficult to find.  
 
    
 
   By evening I have another eight of the tawse. A sort of warmer ‘warm’. Thankfully not all at the one time however. The result of my first couple of periods in the classroom dressed as a schoolboy with a scholastic gown and mortarboard. Uncle Willie, in class, Mr Kermath, and some maths problems. And the poor marks for the incomplete exercises he had given me as tests. To find my new level he was back as Headmaster. The tests were said to be representative of what I had been doing recently. I did not think that was the case or I had forgotten how to do the work perhaps. Set by Aunt Hannah these tests I am sure contained problems I had no idea how to work out. If she thought she had taught me them I must have been absent at the time.
 
    
 
   The classroom with my Uncle is never a pleasant place at the best of times. His temper is unpredictable to say the least and as he only takes subjects in which I am not proficient, his mood is usually foul and the classroom strap all too evident and ready to ‘inspire’ me. Not as thick or as painful as ‘Toaster’ but the three fingered medium Lochgelly classroom tawse is still decidedly painful. It is used by my various teachers and rarely does a class end without my having the ‘benefit’ of its remedial effect. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Hannah who had been listening in her nearby bedroom smirked later an said with some glee, “Did I warn you what to expect when Mr Kermath got you in that classroom? Eight strokes eh! I was not very far wrong it seems – was I now?” 
 
    
 
   “No Miss,” I replied flexing my sore palms ruefully. 
 
    
 
   The next afternoon, Saturday, I have my first spanking. Just a dozen wallops of a six-tailed strap on the bare bottom. Not a real spanking as I was upended without ceremony in the hall immediately on reaching home. Shorts and underpants taken down very smartly by Aunt Jean so as to be ready to go over her husband’s knee once he had fetched the strap. A summary punishment. I had ‘cheeked’ Aunt Jean and had to be ‘spoken to’ a number of times for various minor reasons whilst we had been out in town shopping. Par for the course, being ‘spoken to’ when outside. A blazing hot bottom was the result. The sting of the six tailed strap not so \deeply felt as the paddle but not to be desired either. People think its not too sore but they should try having a thrashing with it. The way it’s done in our house. 
 
    
 
   On Sunday after Church my first real bare bottom thrashing is in store for me, with the paddle and all the ceremony that goes with a punishment, which is being witnessed by others. In this case by Uncle Willie’s sister, brother, and his brother in law. Followed by a dozen of the best with the tawse, plus a few extras for withdrawing my hands from that damned two-tailed leather. 
 
    
 
   There is no ‘honeymoon’ this time. I spoiled that at the station and I realize I have only myself to blame. 
 
    
 
   That’s a record hard to beat and the swiftness of punishment after her brother’s arrival and the number of punishments by Church time on Sunday astonished my Uncle’s sister. A former teacher, accustomed to using the tawse, she just could not believe that I had received three thrashings since 7.30am on the Friday. And was about to have another immediately after Church. Her mouth was a big round O of sheer astonishment. That did not prevent her being in the hall to witness the paddling and strapping which resulted from my misbehaviour in Church. 
 
    
 
   My re-acquaintance with the paddle, thirty-six wallops with it, bare bottomed across Uncle Willie’s knee was a reminder that I was still to be treated as a boy and punished accordingly. 
 
    
 
   To have the paddle laid on lustily to my bare rear end, where it creates merry hell in stinging heat is a reminder I could have done without. My howls and yelps were worthy of the boy I was being punished as being. Somehow I cannot be stoic, I suppose because basically I am a coward. 
 
    
 
   The paddle and the tawse would daunt far braver than me! I know I’m meant to be frightened of the leather for what would be the point of keeping it and using it if I were not frightened of both punishers and implements. 
 
    
 
   Such is life under strict discipline and is to be expected. Only I wish it would end. As it has done for now. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Second Semester 
 
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
 
   "Look, Tanya," Gina said, pointing to a boy in the third row," that's Sonny. I told you about him. I heard his parents spank him regularly."
 
    
 
   Tanya giggled. "How would people know?"
 
    
 
   "They saw some marks below the hems of his shorts," Gina replied. "He always wears shorts so it's easy to notice."
 
    
 
   "Let's get him in trouble at school and see what happens," Tanya suggested.
 
    
 
   "Yes, let's. During recess? It's almost time."
 
    
 
   "All right."
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   "Sonny Jacobsen," Mr. Frederick Miles said, "I hear you've been fighting instead of eating your lunch." 
 
    
 
   The male schoolteacher saw Sonny’s face turned red. "They started it," the boy muttered.
 
    
 
   "Who started what?" Mr. Miles wanted to know. He looked sternly at the slender, 
 
   dark-haired boy who stood wriggling like a fish by his desk.
 
    
 
   "Those girls." Sonny turned and pointed at Gina and Tanya sitting behind him. "They took my sandwich away and wouldn't return it. Then one of them tripped me and I fell, dropping my drink."
 
    
 
   "So hitting them would be the proper response?" Mr. Miles inquired.
 
    
 
   "I didn't hit them," the boy protested. "I just tried to get my sandwich back. When the other girl tripped me, I fell against the other. That was all."
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles directed his gaze towards the two girls. "Gina, stand up."
 
    
 
   Gina looked at her friend and winked.
 
    
 
   "Do you agree with what Sonny here is telling me? Is that really what happened? I was told differently."
 
    
 
   "We just wanted to see what kind of sandwich he was eating," Gina explained innocently. "We were just having a look when Sonny lunged at me. He dropped his drink and started to hit me. I couldn't help it that the sandwich fell and got stepped on."
 
    
 
   "Tanya, do you agree with Gina's version of this matter?" Mr. Miles asked.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Sir. Seems ol’ Sonny Boy here just wanted to hit us without any provocation."
 
    
 
   "Sonny, come up here at once," Fred Miles commanded, pointing his finger.
 
    
 
   "But Sir, it’s not fair! I haven’t done anything! “Sonny started, but the man stopped him. 
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles was one of the tenured schoolteachers leftover from the day when it was still an all-girl’s school. He greatly resented having been ‘demoted’ to teaching in a co-educational program, and he was not particularly fond of hyperactive young boys to begin with. 
 
    
 
   "You're a little coward, aren't you? First, you hit a girl, which is contemptible in and of itself, and then you have the temerity to compound your crime by attempting to lie your way out of your well-deserved punishment. Disgraceful! Come here at once, or else it’ll be your sitzplatz, you little schweine hundt."
 
    
 
   Sonny rose and slowly went up front, mounted the steps to the platform and stood in front of his stern disciplinarian. "Please, Sir..."
 
    
 
   "Silence! I do not want another lying word out of you. Take your shorts down this instant," Mr. Miles snapped and retrieved a crook-handled junior cane from the corner basket.
 
    
 
   Tanya looked at her friend and smiled. "This is going to be fun," she whispered.
 
    
 
   "I wonder how many he'll get," Gina replied softly. "I hope not just three or four."
 
    
 
   "Oh, he'll get six at least," Tanya giggled. "You saw how angry Old Man ’Smiles’ was."
 
    
 
   They watched as the young boy unbuttoned his little shorts and pushed them down to his ankles. As usual, he was not wearing any underwear, and all the young girls in the class got treated to a little show of his freshly-shaven frank and beans.
 
    
 
   "Over the desk, quickly now," Mr. Miles barked and the boy dutifully obeyed. Mr. Miles approached the trembling boy and raised his shirttail towards his shoulders. A soft murmur went through the classroom when they saw the boy's bare bottom. It was completely covered with livid lines and dark bruising.
 
    
 
   Standing over him, cane in hand, Fred Miles stared at the marks. "Who caned you, boy?"
 
    
 
   Sonny shifted on the hard wooden desk. He knew that old man ‘Smiles’ probably knew all too well that it was in fact Sonny’s Aunt Justine who had administered the last caning just a few short days ago. However, the good educator was just indulging his classroom in a performance of grand theatrics, just to put on a show of strength. 
 
    
 
   "My Aunt Justine, Sir," the now-shivering boy mumbled.
 
    
 
   "Looks like a mighty thorough job, if I must say so myself" the learned schoolteacher commented, sounding satisfied. "Now would you care to bring this class up to date on exactly how many strokes you received?"
 
    
 
   "Eighteen strokes, Sir," Sonny replied in a voice that implied how much they hurt.
 
    
 
   "And you expect to get eight more from me now, do you?" Mr. Miles asked, tapping the dark purple bruise on the boy's lower left buttock.
 
    
 
   "Oh, no, please, Sir!"
 
    
 
   "No? You don't want another eight, my dear boy?"
 
    
 
   "No, Sir," Sonny was almost crying now with earnestness.
 
    
 
   "Very well, then," Frederick Miles said with a little self-satisfied smile. "Let's make it only six, shall we?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir," the boy stammered with gratitude.
 
    
 
   "Six?" Gina said under her breath. "Only phreakin’ six? What the hell kind of goddamm patty-cake punishment do you call that, for cryin‘out loud?"
 
    
 
   "That's dishonest," Tanya whispered. "Should have given him eight."
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles raised the cane. "Very well, now six strokes for hitting a girl." The cane whistled down in a whirr and landed hard across the boy's lower bottom. The impact was spectacular and young Sonny positively screeched out loud with the pain.
 
    
 
   Tanya and Gina looked at each other and grinned.
 
    
 
   The second stroke landed fractionally lower and just as hard. The boy writhed and twisted 
 
   over the desk but kept his cry to a mere gurgle. But the next, landing across a previous weal left by his Aunt’s caning, made the boy howl.
 
    
 
   "Ah, now he's feeling it," Gina said without taking her eyes off the dancing boy butt.
 
    
 
   Number four landed across the thighs and elicited a satisfying scream. 
 
    
 
   Was there a wee bit of blood running along that ridge? Gina couldn't be sure from that distance. She wished she could be seated further front so as not to miss the slightest detail.
 
    
 
   The fifth stroke landed smack dab into the middle of the sulcus where boys usually sat down. He would feel that stripe for quite some time, Tanya thought. The last cut dug into the fleshy bottom again, just a fraction higher and once more, the bending boy howled.
 
    
 
   "Stand up," Mr. Miles ordered the boy curtly. "Hands on your head." Sonny struggled to a standing position and put his hands on his head. 
 
    
 
   Fred Miles looked down at the now-trembling youth, slapping the cane end onto his open palm. "These were the six strokes for hitting a girl," he said gravely.
 
    
 
   The boy just stood, weeping, looking at the floor.
 
    
 
   "And now another six for lying and making excuses," Mr. Miles said, watching the boy's startled reaction impassively. "Bend over again."
 
    
 
   Tanya and Gina exchanged excited glances and then positively broke into titters. "That's more like it," Gina proclaimed.
 
    
 
   "You bet your bip," Tanya agreed.
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny unfortunately did not agree. "Oh, please, Sir! No more! Please!" he begged miserably. His bottom felt like flaming brandy upon a crepe suzette.
 
    
 
   "Over the desk, my boy, or I'll make it eight," the stern pedagogue threatened.
 
    
 
   Once more, Mr. Frederick Miles and the rest of the class were presented with a naked pair of well-marked boyish buttocks. And the caning resumed, undiminished. Mr. Miles changed his tactics, concentrating the strokes over the lower half of Sonny’s wealed backside and upper half of his thighs. People would have no trouble realizing that this boy had just been freshly caned.
 
    
 
   As Gina and Tanya watched with fascination, each time the cane struck, the slender buttocks dented and quivered, while the boy sweated and squirmed, roaring out his considerable discomfort at these proceedings. Mr. Miles knew better than to reduce the force of the last strokes. On the contrary, as the last three strokes again fell into the fold between buttocks and thighs, he used all his considerable skill to get through to this naughty little boy. 
 
    
 
   But at last it was over and the man smiled to himself while somewhat absentmindedly bending the supple rattan spanking cane almost double. He looked down at the sobbing miscreant with an impartial mixture of disdain and contempt before ordering him up.
 
    
 
   "I hope this will be a lesson to you, my boy," he said. "Get off the desk and go over to Gina and Tanya and apologize to each girl separately. I want a detailed, earnest apology or you'll be across the desk again in no time flat!" 
 
    
 
   Frederick waggled the tip of the cane in front of Sonny’s face with a menacing flourish before the learned schoolteacher rather nonchalantly brought the cane back to rest over his own shoulder almost as though the supple length of rattan were a proper Englishman’s dress umbrella.  
 
    
 
   Sonny meanwhile, in too much distress to pay any attention to what Old Man ‘Smiles’ was up to, started to pull up his shorts but before he knew what was happening, Mr. Miles had brought the cane down sharply landing squarely in the middle of Sonny’s gray shorts, barely missing the hairless balls of his scrotum, and forcing the shorts back down in a miserable little puddle of fabric around his ankles once again. “I don’t remember your asking my permission to pull up your pants, you little dummkopf. Therefore, now, because of your unbridled lack of manners, you shall put your hands upon your head and then you shall march down the aisle exactly as you are! “ 
 
    
 
   Sonny, not wanting to inflame the teacher’s wrath any further, placed his hands upon his head and began to slowly shuffle down the aisle towards the two grinning girls, who were now standing up together with Cheshire cat-like expressions on their faces. With burning, pulsating buttocks, he stood before them. He took a deep breath and looked at the two smiling faces through tear-filled eyes.
 
    
 
   "Gina, I apologize for having hit you. I won't do it again," he murmured, tears flowing and lips trembling. 
 
    
 
   "Apologies accepted," Gina said, "No hard feelings."
 
    
 
   Sonny was about to ask for permission to take his hands down off his head in order to shake her hand, but before he could speak Old Man ‘Smiles’ rather abruptly turned on his heel to leave the room, proclaiming “I promised the Headmistress Dr. Lawson that I would return her little ‘attitude adjuster’ just as soon as I had finished with it. As the period is almost over, I’ll leave it up to you two girls to wrap things up without me.” And with that, Frederick Miles swept out of the room and quietly closed the door behind him. 
 
    
 
   Tanya stealthily sneaked up behind Sonny and, without warning, locked both of his arms up over his head in a full-nelson wrestling hold. “He’s all yours, Gina! “ Tanya beamed. 
 
    
 
   Gina needed no further encouragement from her co-conspirator. Gina reached down with one hand and held up the tip of the boy’s rapidly thickening penis with one hand while playfully tickling the base of his ball sack with the other. Sonny was quite understandably taken aback by this not too unpleasant assault and began to unconsciously trust his hips back and forth in time to the rhythm that Gina was playing on his privates.
 
    
 
   A skilled masturbatrix, Gina repeatedly ran her fingertip up and down the sensitive underside of Sonny’s cock, finally finishing her ministrations by giving his penis a little tickle right under the rim. 
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny, meanwhile having never having felt the pleasure of such a delicate female hand, was almost beside himself with pleasure. Gina patiently waited for his eyes to start rolling back toward the ceiling before she hauled off and, without warning, playfully whacked his penis full on the tender head with the open palm of the flat of her hand.
 
    
 
   Sonny’s pleasure was all but too short lived. Before he could react, Gina expertly gave the little pecker three more stinging slaps in rapid succession.    
 
    
 
   “No hard feelings, eh Sonny Boy?” Gina cooed while Sonny stood there looking absurd with his little penis now almost as red as his behind. He certainly had plenty of hard feelings – both fore and aft - but deep down he was desperately hoping that Gina would bring him to orgasm and finish the job that she had so expertly started, but Gina and Tanya had no such plans as the bell rang and everyone gathered up their books and abruptly left the room, leaving the poor boy standing there with a red dick and blue balls. 
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Sonny’s walk home after school was a painful exercise. His buttocks hurt as the muscles contracted at each step. His schoolbook was heavy and it was cold and windy. His bare legs were mottled red and blue by the time he arrived.
 
    
 
   "Well, it's about time," his mother, Harriet Jacobsen, exclaimed when she let him in. "Take off your shoes and help me in the kitchen. I spilled some soup on the floor; wash it up properly while I start on the potatoes."
 
    
 
   Sonny dutifully obeyed and set to work. The kneeling and bending didn't exactly make his bottom feel any better, but he worked quickly. When he was finished, he straightened up, hands caressing his backside. "May I go now and get washed and start on my homework? I have a lot to finish before tomorrow," he queried.
 
    
 
   "Just peel the carrots and slice them up for me, will you? Then you can go to your room," his mother replied. Once that was done, the boy quickly retreated to his sanctuary.
 
    
 
   "Hi, Mom," Samantha Jacobsen, Sonny’s older sister, called out as she entered the kitchen. She carelessly dumped her schoolbooks on the counter and sprawled in one of the chairs. "What a day! We lost the basketball game and had swimming practice. I'm exhausted."
 
    
 
   "You're always exhausted when you get home, just so you don't have to do any chores," her mother smiled. "It's a good thing Sonny did some of them for you."
 
    
 
   "Sonny? That reminds me. One of my friends told me he got into a fight with some girls at school today. Got caned for it, too."
 
    
 
   "Oh," her mother said, "he didn't tell me about that. Please tell him to come down when you go upstairs. I'd like to have a word with your brother."
 
    
 
   Samantha grinned. "May I be in when you have that word with him?"
 
    
 
   "By all means," her mother replied, returning to her cooking.
 
    
 
   * * * * * 
 
    
 
   "Hey, Sonny," Samantha said as she unceremoniously barged into her brother's room, "Mom wants you downstairs. Better hurry."
 
    
 
   The boy looked at her. Something in her expression made him suspicious. "What about?" he asked, feeling the seat of his thin shorts.
 
    
 
   "You’ll find out soon enough," his sister replied with a spiteful smirk. "How’s old Tanya and Gina doin‘?"
 
    
 
   Dumbstruck, Sonny stared at her for a moment. How did she know? Probably girls' gossip which, as usual, ended up with an innocent boy getting punished. They went out the room, Samantha following her brother down the stairs to the kitchen. She noticed the purple stripes that peeked out from under the hems of his little shorts. She smiled.
 
    
 
   Their mother sat on a chair keeping her eyes on the stove. She had something in her hands and Sonny’s eyes widened when he realized what it was. "Well, Sonny," his mother said in a low, menacing voice, "it seems you omitted to tell me something."
 
    
 
   "Aw, Mom, please, it was nothing," the boy stammered.
 
    
 
   "That's not what Sam here tells me. You were fighting with girls?" 
 
    
 
   Once more Sonny went into his explanation of what had happened. "It really wasn't my fault," he cried.
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes, I know," his mother said. "It's never your fault. I have yet to find any boy who will freely admit to his guilt. I think you had better get those shorts down and bend over the table. I think you need another reminder about respecting ladies and that hitting young girls is not a boy's privilege."
 
    
 
   "Mom, no! Please! I was caned already at school," the boy begged, his eyes already brimming with tears.
 
    
 
   "Well, I should hope so!" his mother replied. "And if you don't want me to talk to your Aunt Justine tonight, you had best obey and get your shorts down and bend over the table."
 
    
 
   "Mom, I'm still so sore," Sonny exclaimed in desperation. "I can't take any more."
 
    
 
   "We'll see," his mother said. "Samantha, stop hovering around and sit down somewhere. Sonny, get over the table at once." Sam watched as her brother lowered his skimpy shorts and stepped towards the table and bent over the top, presenting his bare buttocks for punishment. Her mother looked at her son's streaked and bruised bottom with total detachment. Her eyes strayed across the thick welts and bruising.
 
    
 
   "Sam, do you have any of the girls’ telephone numbers?" her mother asked.
 
    
 
   "No, I don't know them personally. They are in a different class. But I can find out."
 
    
 
   "Please go and see if they want to come over and watch Sonny getting his just reward for hitting them."
 
    
 
   Samantha grinned as she picked up the telephone. She made a few calls and maybe ten minutes later she excitedly announced to her mother that the two girls in question would be delighted to attend."
 
    
 
   Sonny, who had been waiting, bare butt exposed and shivering, gave out a moan. "Mom, please!" But neither one paid him any attention. They left him lying there until the doorbell rang and Tanya, Gina and another older girl made their appearance.
 
    
 
   "Come in, come in," Samantha said, ushering the girls into the kitchen. "Mom, this is Thomasina, my friend from school. She knows Gina and Tanya and I asked her to come along."
 
    
 
   Sonny, still lying prone across the table, legs shaking by now, didn't dare to look up. He just let his face lie flat on the tabletop and closed his eyes. He was too ashamed at being seen like this to look at any girl in the face.
 
    
 
   "Sonny," his mother admonished the boy, "stand up when there are girls present and say hello." The boy didn't move. The girls watched as Mrs. Jacobsen approached the recalcitrant lad and whacked him hard across the bottom with something. It was a varnished cedar wood paddle, about three-eighths of an inch thick and a good fourteen inches long. Before the boy could react, she whapped the paddle down again, only this time much harder. The boy yelped and stood up erect. In more ways than one.
 
    
 
   "Now shake hands with each of our guests and greet them properly," Harriet instructed her trembling son. "And stop covering your privates. It is not appropriate to do that in front of them."
 
    
 
   Sonny felt awfully exposed as he stepped up to each girl in turn, extended his hand and said, in a low voice, "Hello, thanks for coming." The girls all laughed.
 
    
 
   "No need to be so bashful," Gina said, "we've seen you in class in a similar position, didn't we?" More peals of laughter and the boy's face turned a deep shade of red.
 
    
 
   "Girls pull up a chair," Harriet said. "I suggest you position your chairs on this side so you can see clearly how I deal with boys who hit girls. Sonny, back over the table. At once!"
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny obeyed, his bottom already burning from the two strokes of the paddle.
 
    
 
   "Girls, how many paddle whacks do you suggest Sonny should get for his disrespect?"
 
    
 
   "Well," Tanya said, "he got a dozen with the cane at school. Is that paddle very painful?"
 
    
 
   Harriet smiled. "Not to me," she said. "Let's ask Sonny."
 
    
 
   "Sonny," Tanya said with a giggle, "does that spanking paddle hurt?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, of course," the boy snapped. "What do you think?"
 
    
 
   "How would I know," the girl replied. "I've never seen it applied to a boy’s bare bottom before and quite obviously have never felt it myself. So how much does it hurt? More than the rattan school cane?"
 
    
 
   The boy hesitated. How to answer? If he said 'yes,' he would be accused of lying because everyone knew that few instruments hurt more than the senior cane. On the other hand, if he said 'no' he would most certainly wind up getting more than a dozen. It was a classic case of ‘Catch-22’. There was no way he could win. "It hurts very, very much, but not quite the same as the cane."
 
    
 
   "So how many do you think you should get?" inquired his curious sister.
 
    
 
   "Errr- ummm – fifteen?"
 
    
 
   "Mrs. Jacobsen? What do you think? Is fifteen enough for a filthy scoundrel like Sonny? And he really hurt us, you know. I think one of my ribs is bruised from his assault," Gina intoned.
 
    
 
   Harriet Jacobsen slapped the strap against the palm of her hand. "Two dozen," she said. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, Mom, no! Please don't! My bottom still hurts so!" Sonny started caterwauling.
 
    
 
   Crack! The thick cedar wood paddle smacked squarely across the boy's right buttock just like a pistol shot. Harriet hit the boy with considerable force and the bare bottom cheek wobbled. The boy emitted a sound of great distress.
 
    
 
   "Sonny, if you don't count, I can't stop when I reach twenty-four. So you had better pay attention." Another solid whack on the other cheek.
 
    
 
   "One!" Sonny howled.
 
    
 
   The girls watched, fascinated as always when witnessing a boy being disciplined, as the sturdy paddle cracked down harder and harder on alternating buttocks. Despite the loud screams from the culprit, Sonny was able to count the strokes out of sheer fear that any single stroke, or worse yet even the entire punishment, would be repeated.
 
    
 
   Not that he was completely successful. After the first dozen, the cumulative effect of the whacks had his bare backside burning with an unbelievably hot fire, and when the next paddle whack touched him on a previous welt, he twisted about so much that he forgot to count.
 
    
 
   "This will be repeated," his mother announced calmly, "and you will get two extra." No sooner said, than done. The boy's roars of pain did not affect any of the people present. The mother's face was impassive while the girls whispered among themselves, smirked spitefully and sometimes even laughed out loud. But at this point Sonny didn't care how much they made fun of him. He was completely lost in a sea of pain and it was all he could do just to concentrate on his burning bottom and the need to keep proper count.
 
    
 
   At last, Harriet put the painful paddle down. Was it her imagination, or did it actually feel warm to the touch? "Sonny, have you learned your lesson?" she asked. "Will you have more respect towards young ladies in the future? Or should your Aunt Justine have a word with you tonight as well?"
 
    
 
   "Ah! Yes, yes! I will respect all the ladies. I promise! And no! Please don't ask Aunt Justine to punish me again! I've learned my lesson! I promise!"
 
    
 
   "Good, then get up and, before you get dressed, go and apologize to the girls once more. Just so the lesson sinks in."
 
    
 
   Crimson with shame, the boy was devastated at having to confront each girl again with his shorts down around his ankles, shake hands and mumble his apologies. At least this time, with the boy’s mother present, none of the girls could indiscriminately fondle him.
 
    
 
   "You may pull up your shorts again," his mother said. "Then set the table. Any of you girls want to stay for dinner? We have plenty and my sister Justine should be home soon."
 
    
 
   The invitation was too good to refuse. They remained until Sonny’s aunt came home and a few minutes later all sat down to eat. During dinner, Aunt Justine noted the boy's shifting and squirming on his hard wooden chair.
 
    
 
   "What's the matter, boy? Sit still when you're eating."
 
    
 
   Gina giggled. Justine looked at her. "Something I'm missing?" she said.
 
    
 
   "Oh, nothing. It's just that Sonny has a very sore bare butt. Perhaps that is why he's wriggling around so much."
 
    
 
   "Oh, and you should have seen him at school," Tanya added with a smirk at Sonny’s pleading face. "He could hardly sit at all after a full dozen with the Headmistress’ cane."
 
    
 
   Justine glared down at her nephew whose eyes were once more full of tears. 
 
   "What happened?" she demanded.
 
    
 
   Sonny was silent but his mother, sister and the three girl friends were only too happy to fill in the details for Aunt Justine.
 
    
 
   "I should have been told about this without my asking," Justine said to her sister. 
 
    
 
   "I already took care of it," Harriet assured her. Gave the lad a good old-fashioned bare bottomed paddling, didn't I, girls?"
 
    
 
   "Only two dozen," Samantha said. "Because he got twelve with the cane at school and 
 
   he said his bottom was still sore." The girls grinned and looked at the red-faced boy who sat there, tears streaming down his cheeks.
 
    
 
   "Crying is not going to help you, my boy," Justine said severely. "I will see you in my study after dinner. Would you girls care for some dessert?"
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Justine Jacobsen looked down on the young boy. Sonny, dressed in his usual skimpy little heather gray shorts and matching polo shirt, sported a healthy butt and thighs and the regular discipline that was necessary for all boys his age could be administered with as much severity as the situation warranted.
 
    
 
   “Boys must always be spanked, and spanked good and hard, if you want to keep them in line,” the good lady was often quoted. Indeed, it was never too early to apply the ‘bit and spurs’ to the ‘flanks of young colts‘. Sonny had been soundly whipped from an early age and the boy had lost count of the times he had wound up over Aunt Justine’s knee or been made to take up some other kind of punishment position. 
 
    
 
   Moreover, of course the spankings always did the boy a great deal of good. It was Justine’s learned opinion that, when dealing with recalcitrant boys, it was useless to handle them tenderly. A good whipping was the only thing they understood. Sitting down should always be as uncomfortable as possible, every day, because long before the telltale marks from a spanking had a chance to fade ever so slightly, a new session was usually necessary.
 
    
 
   “Bend over the back of the chair, Sonny,” the boy’s Aunt ordered brusquely. She watched her slender nephew drape himself dutifully across the chair, his bottom well up in the air, the thin shorts clinging lasciviously to the round, bare buttocks. Underclothes of any kind were unnecessary in Justine’s estimation. They served no useful purpose whatsoever and only hindered the execution of the almost daily punishments. 
 
    
 
   On some occasions, the boy’s mother Beatrice would require her errant son to don a pair of his sister’s ‘hand-me-down’ pink bikini panties, as an additional form of humiliation, the rationale being that it would prove a much-needed embarrassment to the boy when he would disrobe for a spanking. However, Aunt Justine really did not concur with this so-called ‘hand-me-down’ policy and was pleased to discover that the boy’s mother was beginning to come around to Justine’s way of thinking. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine picked up one of her favorite straps, a quarter of an inch thick and hand made from harness leather, this one two feet long and more than able to produce an excellent sting that would penetrate deep into the naughty boy butt. “Eight strokes,” she announced with a smug smile of satisfaction, tapping the seat of the tightly stretched little shorts.
 
    
 
   She whipped the boy with hard, leisurely strokes, all across the lower cheeks and upper thighs, most of which were unprotected by the short shorts that had meantime crept well up into the boy’s bottom cleft leaving the lower portions more or less fully exposed. 
 
    
 
   Justine deliberately aimed for the raised welts still clearly visible from the previous application of the cane just a few hours ago. She disregarded the boy’s howls and pleas as just being a necessary part of the awesome strap’s effectiveness.
 
    
 
   After the eight strokes were given, Justine put down the strap and sipped from the teacup on her desk. The boy lay motionless, well trained over the years to maintain his position until he had been given verbal permission to rise. 
 
    
 
   Justine enjoyed the sight: the bending boy, his whimpering, and the wealed skin below the shorts’ hems. She let the boy wait a good ten minutes. “Stand up straight,” she snapped and the boy stood to attention. “Shorts down,” came the next order and again the boy obeyed but the tears started falling down his cheeks as he could not help crying again.
 
    
 
   “Now Sonny, you may resume the position across the back of the chair,” his stern Aunt said with an arch sniff, picking up the strap once more. Her eyes lingered on the red stripes that crisscrossed the boys behind. Even through the shorts, the lines were almost as vivid as those that had landed on the bare skin. Deep purple pips had appeared where the very tip of the strap had bit the butt, most satisfactorily. “Eight strokes,” she announced, tapping the strap lightly into the palm of her open hand.
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine applied the very first stroke with all the skill she could muster, in an upward motion, directly into the sulcus, the skin fold between buttocks and thigh which she knew from experience was the most sensitive area (and would help the lad to remember the lesson even more distinctly each time he sat down) and was rewarded with a high-pitched squeal, at the same time as he leapt up from the chair and he clutched involuntarily at his stinging boy butt.
 
    
 
   After just a couple of seconds, the boy realized his mistake and quickly resumed his bent position.
 
    
 
   “That stroke doesn’t count,” the implacable Aunt said easily, “and you will get an additional two strokes for disobedience.” She smiled when she saw the boy’s buttocks twitch involuntarily.
 
    
 
   Justine laid on the first three strap strokes with a will. Each one across the sensitive underside of the buttocks that was gradually turning into a purple band of welts. She was quite unmoved by the boy’s antics, who tried desperately to stay down, so as not to invite further punishment.
 
    
 
   Another three stinging strokes, all across the middle of the buttocks, kept the boy in good voice. The high treble rang throughout the large study and the boy’s wicked Aunt drank in the sound as if it were the sweetest music to her ears. 
 
    
 
   Three more vicious strokes of the strap and when the third landed once more across the upper thighs, the willful boy bolted upright once again and held on to his throbbing cheeks, whining pitifully.
 
    
 
   “The last stroke doesn’t count,” Justine snapped sharply. “Get back into position this instant or we will start at number one all over again!”
 
    
 
   With a gasp, Sonny quickly bent back over, only very reluctantly separating his hands from his well wealed backside.
 
    
 
   And two extra, of course.
 
    
 
   The last four strokes made the boy howl. He was sweating and his body writhed and twitched uncontrollably, but he stayed bent over. Even obstinate naughty boys like Sonny eventually learn obedience - as long as their bottoms are punished - and punished good and proper.
 
    
 
   Justine set down the length of leather and sat behind her desk to rest. Her eyes lingered over the well-whipped buttocks that still seemed to tremble with pain. The wheals were raised nicely and positively glowing in a deep red-purple color except for that narrow band between buttocks and thighs where a spectacular bruise was forming. All in all, a most satisfactory discipline, she mused.
 
    
 
   “Very well, my boy,” she finally exhaled, “you may straighten up and go into the corner. Hands on your head, nose against the wall. And stop that stupid sniveling. You should be grateful that I limited myself to just eight strokes. The extra strokes you brought upon yourself, so don’t blame me!” 
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine smiled as she watched her sister’s son slowly shuffling towards the corner, his thin shorts entangled around his ankles, bottom oddly stuck outwards as if trying to get that part ventilated. 
 
    
 
   Sonny spent the next hour in that corner. Then it was time for his homework and he felt his bruises most painfully when he sat on his hard wooden bench. Two hours of homework before the lad was allowed to take his bath before going to bed. 
 
    
 
   No television tonight. 
 
    
 
   Two hours of sweating and crying, attempts to absorb the facts and numbers all of his teachers mercilessly threw at him. His open textbook was often stained with yellow spots over most of the pages from tears that spilled ever so freely during his relentless studies. 
 
    
 
   Later that evening, Sonny was required to be bathed by his cruel sister Samantha, who enjoyed using an old-fashioned hardwood oak bath brush on his already raw bottom and thighs, and everywhere in between. If he gave her any trouble, she was authorized to use the other side of the bath brush as well. 
 
    
 
   Wicked Samantha always made it a point to pour a little eucalyptus oil in the steaming hot bath water, which invariably caused the fresh wheals on his naked butt to begin stinging anew.
 
    
 
   Sonny felt that fire from the top of his buttocks to midway down his thighs, and the aromatic oil had a strange cooling effect on his dangling boy balls, which resulted in an involuntary stiffy much to his embarrassment and his sister‘s delight. Samantha did not hesitate to apply the stiff bristles of the brush to the sensitive underside of his penis, remarking that she would “Scrub the naughtiness out of him for once and for all.”
 
    
 
   After the bath, he was sent directly to bed. Of course, he cried for a long time, lying in 
 
   the dark, on his stomach, nursing his burning behind, but eventually he fell into a deep sleep, knowing that the next day would be pretty much exactly the same routine as today. 
 
    
 
   All of the women in his life, from the relentless school Headmistress Dr. Victoria Lawson, to his aunt and his mother, and even down to his selfish spoiled sister Samantha, all of the women in his life knew better than to let up on the lad’s discipline for even a single moment. If a boy was to be kept under firm discipline, perseverance was essential.  
 
    
 
   A simple afternoon of leisure could undo a month of hard work. 
 
    
 
   A naughty boy like him had to be kept on a short tether. Always.
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   The New Tutor
 
   Chapter 4

By Zeitgeist
 
   "Well, Andrew," he said as he opened the boy's room's door. "How are the lessons coming, eh, boy?"
 
    
 
   "I'm doing my best, sir," the boy said nervously, his eyes darting to the strap lying on his desk.
 
    
 
   "Well, let's just see what your best looks like," Jack said and sat down next to the boy. "Let's start with history." He picked up the short, thick strap and played with it as if it were a small pet, which perhaps it was.
 
    
 
   Lessons went badly. The boy had obviously not studied hard enough and his memorisation was fitful. After just the first hour both his bare thighs were a mass of angry red welts turning purple around the edges of the strap's imprint, especially on his softer, inner parts. Again and again he faltered in his replies and the strap cracked sharply across the red skin. After the second hour, young Andrew was blubbering once more. Tears running down his face, he was made to recall names and dates from history, locations on the globe and even poems from famous poets. He bleated his answers, anticipating the crack across his thigh, and got them all wrong.
 
    
 
   At last, an exasperated Jack Pryor threw down the strap, took the boy by an ear and dragged him from his chair. Elizabeth Walker, working at the desk in the study, looked up when Jack propelled the wailing child into the room. She took in the boy's red, tear-stained face, his small hands clamped around Jack's big one that held the boy's ear in a painful grip, running on tip-toes to keep up with the man's stride.
 
    
 
   "This boy is impossible," Jack exploded when the door had closed. "He just will not study. I've never seen a lazier, more stupid boy in my life. I intend to give him such a sound thrashing that he will be more careful in the future when preparing his lessons."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth scowled at the whimpering boy. "He certainly deserves it," she said, her eyes on the boy's wealed thighs. "The tawse is on that table."
 
    
 
   "Andrew, shorts off and over the chair," Jack commanded in a steely voice. He walked over to the table, gripped the heavy, three-tailed tawse and approached the boy who had obediently bared his mistreated backside and bent over the back of the chair, face once more buried in the leather cushion of the chair seat.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth put down the papers she had been perusing, leaned back in her chair and watched as Jack got to work on the lazy schoolboy. It was a long, drawn-out affair, and a very noisy one. Andrew 's behind had not recovered from all the previous attention that had been given it and his howls and roars filled the room. After a while, the boy's buttocks were visibly swelling up.
 
    
 
   Jack continued the punishment, ignoring the boy's remonstrations, whipping the tawse all across the buttocks, aiming in particular at those skinned parts. The thighs received an additional, generous share of stripes. At last Jack put down the tawse and studied the results of his efforts. Satisfied, he went to the cupboard and brought out a 3-foot cane, one of his favourites. Not too thin but very pliable, yellowish in colour and a bevelled tip, it was a prime example of an efficient school cane. He swished it through the air as he approached the boy once more.
 
    
 
   "Twelve strokes, my boy," he announced. "And I hope this lesson sinks in. Next time I'll double the dose."
 
    
 
   The boy's protests were ignored and twelve times the cane ripped into the crimson, bruised backside of the bending boy. Andrew was too hoarse and tired to yell anymore, he just whimpered as the hot pain seared through his buttocks, praying that it would end soon.
 
    
 
   "Into the corner," Jack said, "hands at neck-rest."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth and Jack watched with amusement as the boy struggled up and shuffled slowly into his corner. They approved of the punishment's results: a bruised, wealed, swollen pair of buttocks. This boy required this kind of severity. It was all for his own good.
 
    
 
   There was a knock on the door and Susan appeared, her face bright with excitement.
 
    
 
   "Miss Walker, can we have a pyjama party here tonight. Some of my friends got together and we tossed a coin to see at whose house it would be. And I won! If it's all right, they will all be here by nine o'clock and stay until tomorrow around noon. Would that be all right? Please?"
 
    
 
   "My goodness, this is short notice," Elizabeth Walker said with a sigh. "But I guess it'll be all right. How many are coming?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, just Joanne and Helen, and three more. We'll be six altogether."
 
    
 
   "Six? And you will all fit into your bedroom?" Elizabeth asked with a little smile.
 
    
 
   "Well, I thought we could use the sitting room for that one night. We'll all have sleeping bags. We first wanted to do it with tents outside, but it's gotten too cold by now. That's okay then?"
 
    
 
   "Very well, you may tell your friends to come at nine."
 
    
 
   Susan eyed her brother's form in the corner for a moment, then rushed out of the room.
 
    
 
   "Thank you, thank you," she called on her way out. "I'll just go and tell the girls." 
 
    
 
   Young Andrew was still standing in that same corner when the guests arrived. He was silently crying, his legs trembling. He was supposed to have been standing with his hands at neck rest, but as he stood in the dark room, alone, he had dared finger his sore bottom gingerly with his fingertips. He gasped when he touched one of the skinned parts.
 
    
 
   He quickly put his hands back up when he heard footsteps outside the study. He hoped it was Miss Walker or Mr. Pryor to release him from the corner and give him his supper.
 
    
 
   The lights came on and when Andrew turned his head, he gasped. Five girls stood in the doorway, gaping at him. Susan was grinning.
 
    
 
   "Joanne and Helen have met my naughty little brother," she said. But the rest wanted to make your acquaintance, Andrew, so I brought them here. You don't mind, do you? You must be bored standing here all alone in the dark." She laughed and the other girls giggled.
 
    
 
   They slowly entered the room and positioned themselves behind the half-naked boy who tried to hide at least his tear-stained face. He stood listening to the girls' exclamations of awe at the state of his bottom. He felt fingertips timidly exploring the weals on his skin. Though mortified beyond words, he dared not argue or resist. He couldn't risk another whipping.
 
    
 
   "All right, girls, that's enough," he heard Elizabeth Walker's voice. As the girls gradually marched out, Elizabeth addressed the boy,
 
    
 
   "Andrew, you may come into the living room for a small snack. Then it's off to bed with you. Mr. Pryor has generously agreed to take responsibility for you, along with Susan’s help for a couple of weeks so we will be planning for your change of routine, maybe next week. I hope that makes you happy."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss," the boy mumbled as he followed Elizabeth out the study towards the living room.
 
    
 
   "Please, Miss," Andrew ventured, "my shorts?"
 
    
 
   "What about them?"
 
    
 
   "May I please have them and put them back on?"
 
    
 
   "That's not necessary, Andrew. You'll be going to bed right after supper."
 
    
 
   "Then may I eat in the kitchen? The girls are in the living room. I can hear them."
 
    
 
   "Andrew, stop that nonsense immediately," Elizabeth snapped. "They've already seen you in the study, haven't they? What difference can this now make? Now stop arguing and get in there."
 
    
 
   Red-faced and sweating with shame, the boy slinked into the large living room where the six girls were chatting busily. They all turned their heads as he entered and loud laughter ensued. Andrew quickly went to the nearest chair, sat and tried to cover himself as best he could with his shirt.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, tell us about your last whipping," Susan said loudly. "Miss Walker used only one birch rod on you. I was hoping she'd use the two I'd brought for you."
 
   Andrew glared at his sister and didn't answer.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, it's not polite to ignore some one's questions," Elizabeth Walker said as she brought in a small tray which she placed on a table near Andrew’s chair. "Here, eat up and then to bed. But first please answer Susan's question."
 
    
 
   Andrew eyed his food, then took a deep breath and, with a quavering voice, stumbled through the events of the afternoon while the girls listened with fascination. More questions, painfully intimate, followed by stammered replies under Elizabeth 's watchful eyes. This went on for several minutes until Elizabeth stood up and interrupted the girls' little games.
 
    
 
   Andrew, I've warned you before. You are to answer the questions in a loud, clear voice. Your replies are to be polite and complete, not mumbled, jumbled incoherent words. Please stand up and bring that chair over here."
 
    
 
   Andrew 's face turned beet-red. "Oh, please, Miss, not here -"
 
    
 
   "Andrew, not another word!"
 
    
 
   Slowly the boy rose and brought a straight-backed chair into the centre of the room.
 
    
 
   "Bend over the back, boy," Elizabeth ordered impatiently. "You should be doing this automatically, without being told. You better start learning, my boy."
 
   "Miss Walker, do you want me to bring the tawse?" Susan offered helpfully, with a wink to her friends. "Or the cane?"
 
    
 
   "I think we shall leave that decision to Mr. Pryor," Elizabeth said with a smile. I'll just get him. Andrew, don't go away." Laughter followed as she left the room.
 
    
 
   The girls sat in silent expectation, their eyes on the heavily striped and bruised bottom of the bending boy who was already close to tears once more. When Jack made his appearance, he was wielding another wicked-looking cane, longer than the one he used earlier. As he swished it menacingly through the air, there was a gasp from the young female guests as they heard the deep whirring of the dark brown heavy rattan. Some of them would be seeing a cane for the first time as well as witnessing how naughty boys were dealt with.
 
    
 
   "Andrew," Jack addressed the boy's bare bottom, "I hear you are still a disobedient boy in need of suitable correction. At this point I would have thought you'd be more careful in your behaviour, but obviously more lessons are called for. What you are now going to get is only a small fraction of what you can expect while at my school. We don't tolerate disobedience or misbehaviour and we punish these offences with the highest degree of severity. Just a little warning for your own sake," Jack added. Then he raised the cane.
 
    
 
   As the wide-eyed girls watched, he skipped forward three paces before bringing the cane down full force across the lower buttocks, with complete disregard to the bruises and welts across it. The boy gasped, breathless in pain, then waited for the next stroke. The gasp turned to a groan which, two or three strokes later turned into a loud cry. Three cuts after that, the cries turned to shrieks and howls. After a dozen strokes, the boy started pleading and the shame in front of the girls made him weep even harder.
 
    
 
   Eighteen strokes and the boy lay across the chair back like a slaughtered calf except for his loud blubbering. He no longer listened to the girl’s comments on his punishment, his striped buttocks and his howls of pain. His mind was solely concentrated on the pain in his bottom, which is the obvious goal to be aimed at when punishing a boy.
 
    
 
   After two dozen very hard strokes with that very effective cane, Jack decided that the boy had been punished enough. He put down the cane, picked up a glass and slowly drained it, his eyes on the boy.
 
    
 
   "If you are still hungry," Jack said to the still sobbing child, "you may eat now, but you will stay in position."
 
    
 
   Andrew didn't feel hungry so he stayed bent over the chair without his supper for the next 30 minutes. Then he was sent to bed. The girls all watched with amusement as he struggled off the chair into a standing position, his now bleeding, swollen buttocks an awesome spectacle.
 
    
 
   "Say good night to your guests," Elizabeth said sternly.
 
    
 
   "Good night," Andrew said sullenly and turned to leave.
 
    
 
   "Now Andrew, say that again and do it properly. Mr. Pryor still has his cane close at hand. So you better be very careful."
 
    
 
   Andrew, his eyes red and cheeks wet with tears, turned to the girls and politely, clearly, bid them a good night. Then he stood and looked anxiously at Miss Walker for approval.
 
    
 
   "Once more, please," Elizabeth was implacable. "Tell them how much you enjoyed their company, how you hope they enjoy their pyjama party and that they will soon return."
 
    
 
   Andrew, tears flowing again, had to repeat this little speech three times before Miss Walker was satisfied. Only then was he allowed to go to his room…
 
    
 
   "Susan," Elizabeth Walker instructed the teenage girl, "I am going to be busy making plans for my holiday. Please take Andrew out to the lake, supervise his run and swim and report back to me. I want Andrew to increase his running speed and the number of laps around the lake. Let's say ten laps in no more than 45 minutes. Callisthenics should be done with pauses between exercises and last another 60 minutes. You may take my stopwatch and note on a sheet of paper how he is doing." And to Andrew, who stood by listening with dread, she added, "You will behave and do as Susan says. She will report back to me any disobedience or insolence so be very polite and obedient."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss," the boy said, but inwardly he was furious. The frustration of having to obey his sister was hard to bear.
 
    
 
   Susan made her young brother work very hard and, no matter how hard the boy tried, she always wanted more. Faster running, longer swims, ignoring the exhaustion on his face and dutifully reporting all infractions to Miss Walker.
 
    
 
   As a consequence, late afternoons were now devoted to reports from Susan.
 
    
 
   "Miss Walker, Andrew was short ten seconds per lap. His swim was also short by at least ten minutes. The callisthenics were done half-heartedly."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Walker turned to Andrew, who stood shivering and dripping on the doorway. "Well, boy? What's your excuse this time?"
 
    
 
   "I tried, Miss. I just couldn't do any better."
 
    
 
   "You call that an excuse? Take the towel and get dry. Then go upstairs and take off your clothes, take a bath, then get dressed and come to my study. We will see if we can't make you try a little harder. A boy your age can do a lot better, I'm sure and I'm blaming your inherent laziness for the failure to perform as ordered."
 
    
 
   With few variations, this conversation took place each day and the continuation was also very similar, day after day. Andrew reported to the study where Elizabeth Walker was waiting, not infrequently with Susan present. Andrew would enter, freshly bathed and dressed in shirt, shorts, ankle socks and slippers. As instructed, he stood at attention; palms pressed firmly against his bare thighs and said, "Please, Miss, I have come for my punishment for laziness during exercises."
 
    
 
   And Elizabeth would order his shorts down, take up the thick tawse and give young Andrew, draped across the chair back, his well deserved thrashing. The house echoed with the shrill cries of pain as stroke after stroke lashed across still well marked naked buttocks. When it was finally over, the weeping boy went to his corner while Elizabeth made a note in the little book Susan kept for reported misdeeds. She was looking forward to her father's extra pocket money for her help in keeping the boy in line.
 
    
 
   The evenings Jack visited, the boy's bottom came to even more grief. The cane across the inflamed skin was excruciating when Jack punished the boy for poor lessons. 
 
    
 
    Time passed without much alteration in this routine. Elizabeth had made her plans to visit her friends in the North of Spain. She had decided on two weeks and intended to stay in touch with Jack's school and Susan by telephone.
 
    
 
   Andrew was torn between anxiety of the unknown school and the excitement of making friends with some of the boys there. 
 
    
 
   So, on a grey Monday morning, Elizabeth Walker gave Susan and Andrew her last instructions, Susan to behave during her time away and Andrew whilst at the school. Then the taxi drew up, Elizabeth jumped in, waved and was gone.
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor waited until Susan's friend had arrived for their trip into town, leaving man and boy alone in the house.
 
    
 
   "Well, Andrew, my boy, it's time for us to go as well, but before we get into the car, I think a sound caning will be appropriate. I want you to be in a receptive mood when we get to the school and I want to make sure the other boys will know that you are not a teacher's pet seeing that we drive up together. Now I want you totally nude boy, after all there are no females in the house now are there?” Andrew failed to see what was Pryor’s true intentions were and stripped without further question. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over. Just touch your toes and don't move. This will be painful, so be prepared."
 
    
 
   Andrew wanted to protest but, knowing that it would only provoke more blows, he kept quiet, spread his legs as wide apart as he could, feeling more vulnerable than normal with his private parts dangling in the cool air. 
 
    
 
   "Further down. Come on, get those fingers to the carpet. Next time I'll make you touch the floor with your palms. You'll learn."
 
    
 
   Andrew strained to bend further and after hearing the fast pace of the run across the room by the cane-wielding schoolmaster, almost immediately felt a vicious burning stripe low down on his buttocks. Jack's effort was rewarded with a loud scream. What followed was the hardest caning Andrew had ever received from Jack and after the first dozen strokes he was bellowing like a bull calf led to slaughter. He behaved better during the second dozen because he had no more strength. The boy realised through his pain that the searing strokes landed more often than usual across his upper thighs.
 
    
 
   Jack eyed the thick, purple and black bleeding welts that the cane left across the boy's thighs and was satisfied. He wanted all the boys to see the weals below the hems of the shorts Andrew would be wearing at school.
 
    
 
   At last Jack lowered the cane. "Pull up your shorts and come along. The car is waiting." He led the sobbing boy by the ear to the car and propelled him inside. The driver, a young man in uniform, grinned.
 
    
 
   "New boy, eh, Mr. Pryor?" he said with a wink at the crying youngster.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Rodney, but he will be attending as day boy for a couple of weeks. A special guest, so to speak. We are going to pay special attention to him during that period."
 
    
 
   "Attention to his bottom, I venture," the driver laughed.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Rodney, attention to his bottom. He'll be under a discipline that'll make his ears curl. I'm going to see to that personally. I've been helping with his education for a few months now, but I'm afraid he's a slow learner and still has a long way to go before he shows signs of improvement."
 
    
 
   "Two weeks isn't a long time, Mr. Pryor," Rodney said, looking at the weeping boy in the back seat, shifting from side to side. "You will have to make the most of it during that period."
 
    
 
   "And I will. The boy won't know what hit him."
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, he will," Rodney laughed. "It'll be you and all the other masters."
 
    
 
   The drive took little more than thirty minutes during which time Andrew 's bottom ached and throbbed. The slightest bump or ruts in the road made him cry out as his bottom landed painfully on the seat of the car. When they arrived, it had started to snow.
 
    
 
   "Get out," Jack ordered the boy and then followed him up the broad stone steps toward the front of the large building. Andrew looked about but saw only a grey sky, grey buildings and grey snowflakes falling more thickly every minute. He grabbed his small case and ran after Jack who was already taking two steps at a time to get out of the cold.
 
    
 
   Not that the inside hall, where they stood, was much warmer. Andrew shivered in his thin shorts and wondered where all the other boys were. It was around noon, he guessed, and maybe they were having lunch. But it was eerily quiet.
 
   "Ah, there you are, Mr. Pryor," came a booming voice and when Andrew looked up, he saw a tall, attractive woman approach at a fast pace. "I see you have the youngster with you. What weather! Did you have problems during the ride? Come in, come in. Everything is prepared." She paused for breath and Jack took advantage of it.
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Mrs. Bonner. All went according to schedule. Yes, this is young Andrew, a most naughty, spoiled and ill-behaved little boy who has come here to learn proper manners. Andrew, this is Mrs. Bonner, matron of the school. You will obey her in every way. I have encouraged her to report any kind of misbehaviour on your part directly to me, but also given her free rein in disciplining you herself if you need it. You will go with her now. March!"
 
    
 
   Andrew 's ear was gripped once more in a painful squeeze as Mrs. Bonner took charge. She brooked no nonsense and she intended to deal with this ill-bred boy in no uncertain terms.
 
    
 
   Andrew trotted alongside holding the matron's hand that pulled on his ear. Why did they always have to drag you by the ear the boy wondered, trying to keep up? I'd follow on my own.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Bonner brought the boy into a large room that resembled a clothing store. There were shelves holding shirts, socks, shirts, blazers, caps and trousers. The shelves were sorted by size and Mrs. Bonner marched up to the shirt section first. She looked Andrew up and down, then selected a size, and removed a light blue, long-sleeved shirt. She unfolded it and held it against Andrew 's chest.
 
    
 
   "Looks just about right," she said. "Take off your shirt and try this on."
 
    
 
   The shirt was a soft cotton and it fit snug against his rib cage. The length reached to a bit below the waist.
 
    
 
   "Isn't this a bit small?" Andrew said, tugging at the hems, trying to cover his front.
 
    
 
   "I don't recall having asked your opinion," Mrs. Donner said gruffly and slapped the boy's face hard. "You'll speak when you're spoken to, my boy." Another hard slap followed on the boy's other cheek.
 
    
 
   "Take off your shorts," she told the boy. His face was burning and the slaps had brought tears to his eyes. He tried to keep them in; he didn't want this woman to think that he cried so easily. He took off his shorts and waited while the matron inspected the shelves housing a large selection of trousers. After several minutes of taking out a pair, holding them against Andrew 's bare mid-section, and then returning them, she selected a pair of dark blue serge.
 
    
 
   "Here, put these on."
 
    
 
   Andrew took them and stepped inside. He pulled them up and buttoned them. Then he stood as Matron inspected him.
 
    
 
   "No, too ample. Take them off again."
 
    
 
   Another two pairs followed the first's example but on the fourth try, Matron was satisfied. She rubbed her hands and muttered, "Yes, that’s much better. Very good, yes, these are just right." Andrew was not as happy. Matron had this time selected a pair of soft, grey flannel and he felt the thin shorts grip each buttock while the middle seam cut into the cleft. When he reached behind, he felt the lower curve of his bare buttocks protruding from the brief hems. His cheeks still glowing, he didn't say anything but waited while Mrs. Donner walked slowly around him.
 
    
 
   "At least you have some excellent cane marks on your thighs and lower bottom," she said as she stood behind the boy. "Not all is lost. Now let's get some socks and shoes and you can join the other boys. They are all in the dining hall having their lunch. You may still be in time for a quick snack."
 
    
 
   Thus attired, feeling naked and awkward, he was propelled, again by the ear, into the dining hall. About forty boys were seated on long benches at wooden tables, a sea of bare legs. They looked up as Andrew was marched to the end of one of the tables and told to sit. No one spoke. At a separate table, on the dais opposite of the entrance to the large hall, sat the masters. They conversed in low voices while the boys ate in complete silence. To talk during mealtimes was a caneable offence and few pupils failed to remember the consequences of breaking this rule.
 
    
 
   Lunch was almost finished and Andrew just managed to get hold of an apple before they were ordered to stand. The masters left first and those who were not in charge of leading the boys back went directly to their classrooms. Jack Pryor went to his study to await some visitors with a possible new student. 
 
    
 
   Back in his study, Jack read the letter yet again. It had arrived about ten days ago and read:
 
    
 
   "Dear Mr. Pryor,
 
    
 
   "We have decided to take our son (from my husband's previous marriage) out of the school he has been attending up to now because of its complete lack of firm discipline.
 
    
 
   "Our son, William is a normal boy for this age, dirty, foul-mouthed, lazy. He lies to get off punishment and generally disobeys orders. The school, despite 3 or 4 canings a week, has not been able to improve the boy's character or behaviour.
 
    
 
   "So we have asked around for a private institution whose methods were more designed to modify boys' behaviour. I will be quite frank and tell you that both my husband and I are of the opinion that only the severest forms of punishment will have the desired effect on the boy and obviously the present school, as well as the others we have contacted, are not up to the challenge.
 
    
 
   "Now we were told of your school by an acquaintance of a friend of mine. She told me a little about your methods and they seem promising. I was told of your liberal use of the birch, cane and tawse, which, if I understood her correctly, are all applied exclusively on the boys' bare skin.
 
    
 
   "Of course, William has been caned and thoroughly tawsed on the bare behind both at his present school (after we had voiced our dissatisfaction with their normal practices) and at home (I am sure the parental thrashings were more severe than those at his school yet to no avail) but it seems more is required to bring home to the boy the necessity of instant, unquestioning obedience and proper behaviour.
 
    
 
   "So we have decided to try your institution in the event that you agree to take him on. We would be willing to make it a 3-month trial after which time either you or we could discontinue the arrangement. Please let me know if you would be willing to interview the boy and, if found acceptable, to the trial period.
 
    
 
   "Yours sincerely,
 
    
 
   "Margaret Dover."
 
    
 
   Today was the day of the interview. Jack Pryor had replied in the affirmative, actually quite intrigued by the letter's contents. His school had a reputation for rigid harsh discipline and the highest of academic standards and the parents who enrolled their sons with him knew exactly what they had in store.
 
    
 
   Punctually at 2:00 pm the Mrs Dover and her son were announced and shown into Mr. Pryor's study. It was a large room with an ample desk on one side and an arrangement of sofa and armchairs, side tables and cupboards on the other. The floor had deep, soft carpeting and the walls were wood-panelled where the bookshelves didn't cover them. Wide, tall windows brightened up the otherwise gloomy study. The only inconsistent piece of furniture was a solid wooden straight-backed chair that had been placed near one of the windows on the far side of the room.
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor studied his guests for a moment. Margaret Dover was tall, slender and seemed to be quite athletic. The mother, or rather stepmother, was also well tanned and with the figure of a tennis player. She apologised for the father’s absence due to business commitments.
 
    
 
   Then he turned his attention to the boy. Slender and of average height, he had dark hair and eyes. Not really a handsome face, Mr. Pryor thought, but boyishly impish with his small nose, large mouth and protruding ears. His small oval-shaped face looked drawn and apprehensive at this moment, and he kept licking his lips. His eyes darted from side to side, never meeting Mr. Pryor's own. A bad sign, he thought. The evasiveness of a sneak and liar.
 
    
 
   Young William was dressed quite properly in a sport shirt, brief, tight-fitting grey flannel shorts, grey ankle socks and black sneakers. His bare legs looked sturdy and tanned. Mr. Pryor was satisfied.
 
    
 
   "Please be seated," he said to Margaret Dover, indicating the sofa at the other end of the room. To William he added tersely, "You stand over there."
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor sat in one of the armchairs facing the attractive blonde who right at that moment crossed her legs with care but due to the low soft seating could not help momentarily revealing the tops of her stockings under her mini dress. Meanwhile the boy was made to stand awkwardly to one side. His fingers plucked at the hems of his shorts. "Hands behind your back," Jack snapped at him sharply, startling the youngster into obedience.
 
    
 
   "So, Mrs. Dover, let's start with your opinion as to how the boy should be treated here. Then I will explain to you how we operate. If the differences are too large, we will part amicably. Otherwise, we will make the necessary arrangements for the three-month trial."
 
    
 
   Margaret Dover paused for a moment for a moment. "Very well,. Mr. Pryor, William is not behaving the way we want him to behave. As I wrote in my letter, he is lazy, dirty, foul-mouthed with his friends and he lies. God knows what else he does that we haven't heard about. I shudder to think."
 
    
 
   "But in particular, he is disobedient. We will not stand for that."
 
    
 
   "We want the boy to learn that this type of behaviour will be punished, and punished in such a way that it leaves a memorable impression. We know that your school makes liberal use of the cane and tawse. Do you also employ the birch?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, we do," said Jack Pryor. "Some masters also have a martinet with good, solid tails. Braided leather tails. Quite effective."
 
    
 
   "We want William to be disciplined with utmost severity as much and as often as you may deem necessary to correct his behaviour. And all whippings are to be applied to the bare flesh."
 
    
 
   "Of course," Jack Pryor said.
 
    
 
   "We also would like the boy to be rigorously trained physically, with games such as rugby and football, hard daily exercise, perhaps boxing and swimming. Certainly daily runs would be required. To keep him healthy."
 
    
 
   "We have these programs and we can tailor a busy schedule for William. And he'll run several miles regardless of how bruised and swollen his bottom may be."
 
    
 
   "The boy should be dressed with as few clothes as reasonable. Shirt, shorts, socks and shoes is all that is really required."
 
   "Our uniform is worn year round, regardless of season. I will show you what they look like but they are similar to what William is wearing now. We insist that arms and legs be bare at all times, the thighs up to the groin. Shorts of just the minimal length that don't necessarily cover the bottom completely."
 
    
 
   "That is really all," Margaret Dover said. "The boy should be beaten systematically and regularly with such severity that he will think twice before continuing his lamentable behaviour. His schoolwork must be 95% plus, or it will not be acceptable. If he achieves 94% on any test, a dozen with tawse followed by a dozen with the cane, used to be his minimum penalty. I'm sure you can improve on that."
 
    
 
   "I'm sure as well," Jack Pryor said with a smile. "I can assure you, the boy will feel his punishments. Sitting is not the most favoured position for boys in this school. Most prefer to be standing. At night they sleep on their stomachs."
 
    
 
   "Why don't you give us a little demonstration?" Margaret Dover said. "It would be beneficial for us if we knew exactly how you proceed. William was late getting up this morning and we promised him a thrashing later today. This seems to be a good opportunity to show the boy what is in store for him if he persists in his recalcitrance."
 
    
 
   "An excellent idea," Jack Pryor said. "The boy was instructed as to the time he was to get up?"
 
    
 
   "Yes. It's the same time every morning. We even knocked on his door a few times but he just wouldn't listen. I assume he just turned over and went back to sleep."
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor turned to the boy who stood uncomfortably listening to all this. "What is your excuse for such disobedience, boy?" he asked.
 
    
 
   "I overslept, sir," William muttered, his face turning a bright pink. "I didn't hear the alarm clock. I did hear the knock on the door and then I got up."
 
    
 
   "That was probably the second time," his mother said dryly. "It seems he's a sound sleeper. Perhaps you can drum the sleepiness out of him?"
 
    
 
   "I will try," Jack laughed. "Come here, William."
 
    
 
   The boy approached the chair where Jack was sitting and stood before him. Bending down, Jack gripped the boy by the hips and drew him closer. He felt the warm, slender body stiffen under his touch. Taking this as a sign of resistance on the boy's part, he raised his right hand and gave the boy's bare thigh a resounding slap. "Stand still, boy," the man thundered.
 
    
 
   The startled boy licked his lips and tried to keep his tears in, while Mr. Pryor slowly and deliberately unbuttoned first the waistband of the boy's shorts, then, button by button, the fly. As he opened the two flaps to reveal the bare belly, William again flinched and was rewarded with another huge smack on the same spot on his thigh. An angry red palm mark made its appearance as the boy rubbed the sore spot with his fingers.
 
    
 
   "Hands behind your back, boy," Jack snapped, then pushed the small shorts down the boys thighs until they dropped on their own to the boy's ankles. "Now lift up your shirt," he said, "and turn around."
 
    
 
   When the boy had obeyed, somewhat grudgingly, he displayed to the man a well-punished behind. Dark red and blue stripes covered the lower portions with a purple-black bruise on each side.
 
    
 
   "A good beginning," Jack said to the boy's parents. "Most boys just have a few fading stripes, if any, across their backsides when they are brought here. We have to be the ones who put our stamp on them, so to speak. With William here it will be much easier. He knows what to expect and has had a recent sample on which we can build." Turning to the boy again, he added, "Bring that chair over here."
 
    
 
   He pointed to the heavy wooden chair by the window and young William stumbled towards it. The tight shorts around his ankles impeded his steps and he struggled for some time - as the two adults watched with amusement - until he had brought the chair to the indicated spot.
 
    
 
   "Kneel on the seat and bend over the back," Jack instructed. "You will be the lucky recipient of your first taste of our school's primary instruction method."
 
    
 
   William found it difficult to kneel on the chair while having his ankles fettered to his shorts but eventually managed to assume the required position. He knew from abundant experience what was going to happen but was nevertheless in a state of high anxiety as to how much this tall man would hurt him. His bottom was actually still quite tender.
 
    
 
   "Mrs. Dover," Jack Pryor said as he selected a cane from those he kept in the cupboard, "how many strokes would you recommend for the boy's disobedience?"
 
    
 
   "No less than a dozen," the boy's stepmother said without any hesitation and looked expectantly at Jack.
 
    
 
   "I presume you mean a dozen with the cane plus a dozen with the tawse, from what you told me previously. Am I correct?"
 
    
 
   Mrs. Dover exchanged a knowing glance and smiled. "You are absolutely correct. How could I have forgotten?" They both laughed while the bare-bottomed boy shifted uneasily on the chair. His knees were starting to hurt from the hard wooden seat.
 
    
 
   "Well," Jack said, lightly tapping the bruises on the boy's buttocks with the cane, "since this is the boy's first discipline at our school, I will give him twenty with the tawse - on each cheek, of course - and two dozen with the cane. The question is, which should be used first?"
 
    
 
   Joanne Dover said, "The cane of course, it’s so much more effective on a cold bottom don’t you think?" 
 
    
 
   "I think in view of his already bruised behind, the best compromise would be to give the boy ten on each cheek with the tawse, then the two dozen with the cane and finish off with another ten of the tawse across each buttock. Wouldn't you agree?"
 
    
 
   They agreed and Pryor placed the cane on his desk, returned to the cupboard and brought out a brutal-looking leather tawse. Over two inches wide, with two tails, it was more than a quarter of an inch thick and almost three feet long. It was a most impressive instrument of correction and when young William at last got a glimpse of it, he gave a horrified gasp. That thing was even worse than the one he got at home. His little bottom twitched with fear.
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor stood close to the bending boy and tickled his backside with the tips of the tawse, watching the buttocks tense. There was a long silence in the room until the boy's bottom had relaxed once more, then the tawse was raised high and brought down with maximum strength across the boy's left buttock. A noise like a pistol shot echoed around the room, the boy's bottom jumped up high and then came a shrill scream of pain. Another long pause ensued but this time the silence was broken by the boy's whimpers.
 
    
 
   The second stroke, across the same cheek but a bit lower, cracked loudly and the skin, where the impact was the greatest, turned an angry crimson. William gave another loud cry and was about to bring a hand back to protect his sore little bottom. 
 
   "You will keep your hands on the lower parts of the chair legs," Pryor warned, "or I will start from the beginning. I mean that, so be very careful." Then he whipped the thick leather across the left buttock once more. Yet another loud howl.
 
    
 
   "William," Mrs. Dover said impatiently, "you better keep your voice down. Any more noise out of you and I will have to ask Mr. Pryor to give you extra strokes. I'm sure you wouldn't want that."
 
    
 
   "No, Ma'am," the boy whimpered and immediately the tawse landed again on that left cheek, now biting into the sulcus, that most sensitive parts where buttock meets thigh.. William, despite his efforts, couldn't help but scream again. 
 
    
 
   "Mr. Pryor," Joanne Dover said with annoyance, "The boy didn't listen, please add another six to those first ten strokes."
 
    
 
   Stroke number 3 cracked loudly across the lower buttocks and William almost choked on the scream he tried to suppress. He daren't think about the fact that he would be getting 13 more, and that just on his left cheek. After that - well, it was better not to think about that.
 
    
 
   Number 4 across his upper left thigh brought renewed gurgles and puffing from the bending boy, whose face was also turning purple in his attempt to keep his screaming under control.
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor waited after each stroke for the boy to recover his breath and take another long one so he could hold it for the next one. Then numbers 5 and 6 landed exactly on the bruise on the lower left buttock and the boy's buttocks plunged up and down while his back arched. He wailed out his agony, but through tightly pressed lips so the sound came out muffled and he was spared extra strokes.
 
    
 
   Four more terrific strokes lashed across a buttock that seemed to be swelling mightily. The skin was hot and inflamed, red as a ripe tomato, but with a grey tinge, by now, glistening with sweat. By comparison, his right buttock was almost pristine despite the stripes across it.
 
    
 
   Six more to go, the boy thought to himself. Each time the heavy leather whipped across the left side of his little bottom, he stifled his scream as best he could, squirmed in pain and waited for the next one. At last, the sixteenth lash landed, searing his flesh.
 
    
 
   Except for the boy's soft moaning and snuffling, the room was silent again as the two adults appraised the results of that first part of the boy's punishment. They saw the swelling of the bruised flesh and seemed satisfied with Pryor's work.
 
    
 
   "All right," Jack Pryor finally said, "let's get on with it. Ten on the right cheek." He then proceeded with great relish to equalize the right cheek to the left. "I don't think it's fair to let his right buttock off with six less than the left," he said with a smile. "I think we'll just have to be fair in this case and keep it equal."
 
    
 
   Thus, six more lashes were applied until both buttocks had received an equal share and both glowed with the same deep red heat.
 
    
 
   During the next pause, Pryor showed Joanne Dover the cane he was going to use on the boy. "Two dozen with this cane," he said proudly, "will make the child remember this punishment for some time to come. It's a most pliable rattan, not too thin, not too thick, just the right length and weight. It can bite deeply but won't draw blood too easily. All the strokes, except perhaps the last four or six, will be applied across both buttocks and thighs. The last ones will fall diagonally across all the previous weals for a grand finale. The boy won't like that, I can assure you. Those last strokes will draw blood where they cross the horizontal strokes but that can't be avoided. We'll clean his bottom before he resumes his shorts." 
 
   Joanne Dover handled the cane with relish as it was offered to her to examine. She had seen plenty of canes in her time, but the stock held here by Mr Pryor was in a different class. The young woman squirmed in her seat as though imagining the hurt this cane would inflict on her stepson. Pryor eyed the young woman’s long shapely legs as she made herself more comfortable for the spectacle to come.
 
    
 
   He stepped up to the boy who was still moaning, bent over the back of chair, his knees numb, sweating and trembling with the fear of the strokes to come.
 
    
 
   And with good reason. The first stroke cut viciously into the fold under the buttocks where the worst bruises were. The boy couldn't prevent a loud howl as the searing pain penetrated his buttocks and his hands flew frantically back to protect his burning bottom.
 
    
 
   "Three extra," Joanne Dover said laconically. "He has to learn to keep still during a whipping." Even Pryor thought that this girl’s attitude was a little harsh, more especially since as a female she would have been most unlikely to have received any form of physical punishment.
 
    
 
   After the boy had replaced his hands in front and again, with suitable pauses between the strokes, Pryor proceeded to cane the boy systematically across his wealed bottom. During the application of the second dozen, the boy once again couldn't suppress a mighty roar as the cane sliced into his upper thighs and he straightened up, hands clutched to his wealed, red-hot bottom. The young woman uncrossed her legs and lazily announced, “Three extra and even harder please Mr Pryor.”
 
    
 
   "I think it might be best if you held the boy's wrists firmly in place. The next strokes will truly hurt him and he needs to stay in the required position," Pryor added. He was going to give the final strokes at a run of four paces. They were duly given with the utmost ferocity, each one splitting the skin along the length of the weal.
 
    
 
   That made a total of 30 strokes with a cane that drove the boy into a panic of despair. He was held down by his stepmother, rending him defenceless against the next onslaught and the threat of more pain finally persuaded even this particularly naughty boy to obey and take his punishment in comparative silence.
 
    
 
   After the thirtieth stroke, the boy dangled exhausted over the chair back thinking his ordeal had ended. He had forgotten about the additional ten with the tawse across each cheek. When he was reminded of this fact by Pryor's exchanging the cane for tawse, the boy burst into loud pleas for mercy. He begged and wept, imploring his tormentor to stop his punishment. He promised to be good and obedient and anything they wanted only, please, to stop the whipping.
 
    
 
   They let him plead in stony silence. When he was finished with his little entreaty, the tawse landed crisply on his cane-striped left buttock. His stepmother kept a firm hold on the boy's wrists; there would be no mercy for this obtuse boy and each stroke was given him with utmost severity. He cried out twice while his left cheek was being punished and they rewarded him with six extra. He apparently learned his lesson because when his right cheek was administered to, he held out without too much commotion. But to keep things equal once more, he got his six extra anyway.
 
    
 
   "We mustn't neglect one buttock to the detriment of the other," Pryor said. "We should be even-handed and treat both the same. No discrimination here between left and right." The laughter drowned out the boy's whimpers.
 
    
 
   They stood and watched the exhausted form lying across the chair back, shoulders shaking with his sobs, the bottom wealed, bleeding, bruised and visibly swollen.
 
   "We have a nice little whipping bench in the punishment room downstairs," Pryor said, as he replaced the heavy tawse. "It has the necessary restraints so the boy can't move a muscle while strapped to it and I see that we will have to use it for this lad here who can't maintain the required position during a well-deserved whipping."
 
    
 
   "An excellent idea," Mrs. Dover said, her eyes still on the boy's bottom. "A boy must be made to feel quite helpless during punishment. He must always resign himself to a full and complete thrashing with no hope of escape. That is very important."
 
    
 
   "Well, I see we are in agreement on all points," Pryor said. "William, you may get off the chair and stand here."
 
    
 
   The boy rose and struggled off the chair, his knees stiff, and his buttocks a sea of flames. Bare from the waist down, he stood next to Pryor, hands by his side, not daring to soothe his throbbing backside. Tears were still flowing and a little snot ran from his nose, and Joanne Dover took a small handkerchief from her purse to wipe the boy's nose.
 
    
 
   "I hope you have learned you lesson," she said, replacing the handkerchief and giving the boy a resounding smack on his bare backside. The boy gasped loudly and squeaked a trembling "Yes, Ma'am," in reply.
 
    
 
   "It is agreed, then," Mrs. Dover said, rising from her chair. "We will keep the boy at your school for the next three months and if everything works out, you'll have him for several more years. His bottom always at your disposal." She laughed.
 
    
 
   "A good daily thrashing will keep him in line," Jack Pryor agreed. "I have no doubt that the next three months will be a time of learning for this chap."
 
    
 
   He saw his guest out, with a long lustful look at her legs and bottom, and then had one of the school’s admin ladies take young William to class.
 
    
 
   As they walked down a long corridor with closed doors on both sides, William heard loud, high-pitched screams coming from behind one of those doors and he felt his legs trembling.
 
    
 
   The young lady chuckled. "Just wait, boy, your turn will come soon. They don't spare the boys in this school, and they won't spare you even though you look as if you've had a good sample already to judge from the way you walk."
 
    
 
   They finally reached the end of the passage, turned another corner and the girl opened one of the doors. "This is yours," she said, giving the boy a good push. "And good luck, your bottom will need it." She gave a little laugh. Then she turned to the master on the dais. "This is the new boy, William Dover." With that she closed the door behind him and left the quivering boy standing with all eyes on him.
 
    
 
   "Don't stand there like an idiot," Mr. Graham snapped sharply from the dais. "Come over here. We have another stupid little boy here who is new here and the two will sit together so I can keep a close eye on you."
 
    
 
   William slowly walked to the desk the master was pointing at where Andrew was now cowering, rubbing his cold thighs, trying to absorb the new lessons. The desks were a bit narrow to accommodate two boys and their thighs and hips touched. They looked at each other.
 
    
 
   Andrew had noticed the contorted face of the new boy who was propelled into the room. The red eyes, swollen lids and trembling bare legs showed him that this was a boy fresh from punishment. He watched as the boy shuffled towards his desk and had to suppress a little smile when the new boy lowered his tightly clad bottom slowly and gingerly onto the hard bench, then giving an audible gasp as contact was made. Yes, Andrew knew from experience what it felt like to sit on a well-whipped posterior.
 
   During the next few day’s Andrew found that he was being left alone, allowing his bottom some precious time to recover from it’s numerous previous thrashings. Mrs Bonner had even been seeing him every lunch time where she stripped him from the waist down and coated his nether region in arnica cream to assist the healing process.
 
    
 
   However this process was not without its own consequences. Jack Pryor had a plan. He had been delivering the boy personally to his home each evening, with the express intention of ogling the pretty teenage stepsister. On that first day he was certainly not disappointed, as the weather had been getting warmer, young Susan had already discarded her school uniform for a revealing pair of white shorts, and a loose tee shirt. He took his time, quickly dispatching the boy to his room to begin his prep, whilst he entertained the girl with small talk. Susan was quite smitten by him, he was after all quite good looking, with a firm determined and perhaps a harsh demeanour towards her brother and other young males which some girls find attractive. Susan was certainly one of them, giggling deliciously and totally unaware of the lecherous intentions of the older man. Pryor just knew that he might find a way of getting inside this girls knickers and the key would be to involve her as a responsible adult in the punishment of her stepbrother. His plan was to create a situation where the boy would be due to pay for his weekly misdemeanours at school, here at his home at the week-end when he could devote plenty of time to the delectable Susan. He knew she would not take much enticing to be involved in dealing with her stepbrother in a most salutary manner. 
 
    
 
   By the third evening, Jack Pryor had set in place a regular pattern of dropping the boy off and sending him to do his prep while he engaged Susan, during which he discussed in detail his intentions to carry out special punishment sessions for the boy on Saturday mornings for the next couple of weeks while Miss Walker was away. Sure enough Susan was excited at the prospect of being involved, Pryor hinting that it was time that his stepsister learned how to use the strap and cane herself. 
 
    
 
   Friday evening saw Jack Pryor and young Susan deep in conversation over a large cup of tea with biscuits. Planning was well underway for Andrew’s appointment, for a long and painful session with them the next morning. Andrew had already been told by his erstwhile Headmaster, that he would be paying the piper on Saturday morning. Jack Pryor conspired with his new young friend to make the forthcoming session as formal an occasion as possible and in view of that he asked Susan if she could wear her best school uniform. He knew how good she looked; now in the sixth form at the local grammar school, the blue pinafore dress was looking decidedly short these days and as ever Pryor had an ulterior motive. 
 
    
 
   During breakfast the next morning, Andrew was showing signs of extreme nervousness; he had not been beaten for nearly a week and was promised that today it would be memorable. Susan appeared in her best uniform, which baffled Andrew and the cook, but she would be gone after the breakfast things were cleared so took little interest. Susan was also nervous today, but for an entirely different reason to Andrew.
 
    
 
   “Mr Pryor will be here in fifteen minutes, you are to go to the study and strip, he has given me instructions to supervise you and to report any recalcitrance directly to him which will go hard for you.” Susan was enjoying this individual sense of power that Jack Pryor had given her. 
 
    
 
   Susan followed the boy into the study, the house now empty apart from themselves. Andrew was furious that his sister was giving him orders and now seemed to assume that she would stay as he undressed. Not that being nude, or for that matter being whipped in front of her was anything unusual, but still it seemed especially irksome that she could order him about without any other adult being present.
 
    
 
   “Socks and shoes as well please, Mr Pryor said you were to be in the nude and that means everything,” said a supercilious sounding Susan.
 
    
 
   “Now stand here in the middle of the room, with your hands clasped behind your neck.” Andrew complied, leaving his clothes in an untidy heap on the floor. Susan walked slowly round him, taking in every inch of his nakedness. A special interest was taken in his developing penis, Susan thought it was getting bigger every time she saw it, but secretly she fantasised about Jack Pryor’s penis, imagining it to be impossibly huge.
 
    
 
   Susan went to the implement cupboard to tease her stepbrother about which items would be used on him. “I wonder which cane Mr Pryor will use? I hope it’s this, his special one, you don’t like that do you?” Andrew mumbled his reply; Jack Pryor would be changing that sort of response as well in due course. Susan’s confidence with Andrew was growing by the minute. She stepped behind him; the long dark brown knobbly cane making worrying noises at it parted the air in pretend strokes. More teasing, as Susan rubbed the length of the rod across the much improved but still marked, twitching pair of buttocks. Moving once more to the front of the boy, she tickled the end of his thickening penis with the cane, giggling at the obvious effect such activity was having on him. By the time she heard the Jack Pryor’s car arrive outside the house, Andrew’s penis was almost in the horizontal, a state that Susan had not seen before.
 
    
 
   Not wanting to appear to overstep the mark, Susan quickly placed the cane back in the tall cupboard and closed the doors. “Stand still, I will be back soon with Mr Pryor.” With than she flounced out and closed the door firmly, she wished to meet her favourite man out of earshot of her brother.
 
    
 
   Susan went into the kitchen and prepared a pot of coffee and some biscuits. Jack Pryor was delighted with what he found, Susan had indeed put on her best uniform, along with some make-up and perfume that would never be allowed at school and neither would the high heeled sandals that adorned her feet. The effect though was instantly recognisable by Pryor who immediately entered into his charm mode, though in truth he wished to charm his way into Susan’s pants, if she would entertain a secret liaison. 
 
    
 
   “Susan I would like to give you some experience of inflicting corporal punishment on your stepbrother, you know, using the strap and maybe the cane. What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, well yes of course if you think it is a good idea, what do you think mummy and daddy would say, or Miss Walker come to think of it?”
 
    
 
   “Well I know for certain that Miss Walker would approve and I’m sure your parents would agree that with your aspirations to become a teacher, it would be invaluable experience. You’ll be leaving school soon anyway and you are a prefect are you not?”
 
    
 
   “Well, yes but prefects are not allowed to use the cane or slipper on boys at my school, its teachers only, mores the pity I think.”
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor continued to engage the young lady in discussion, noting how such talk of punishment seemed to excite her. He made sure he stood close to her, her light perfume fresh in his nostrils. Also a tube shaped lump within his trousers was covered by his putting his hand in his pocket then surreptitiously making an adjustment to his own burgeoning penis before it became too obvious to the young girl in his presence.
 
   As the study door opened, a cool draught was felt all over by the totally nude Andrew, still with his hands clasped behind his neck. His nemesis Jack Pryor and a smiling Susan entered, proceeding to carry out a silent inspection. It was Pryor’s intention to humiliate the boy to a far greater level than previously by the active inclusion of Susan in his punishment.
 
    
 
   “From now own boy you will receive all but the mildest punishments stripped and in the nude. I hope you have carried out all your ablutions meticulously, we shall check on each occasion. You have my word that anything we find that does not meet the highest standards will cause us to hurt you in ways that even you have not yet had the pleasure.” 
 
    
 
   “Come, Susan we will check this young man for cleanliness. First, move your hands to your head we need to check behind your ears.” Both looked carefully for signs of boyish levels of unkemptness. None found. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over boy, legs as wide apart as you can we are going to check your bottom hole” Susan giggled at this as Pryor took a tissue from a box on the big desk and wiped straight down his bottom crack, then checked for cleanliness. Surprisingly it was clean. Jack Pryor however, knew very well how he was going to catch the boy out.
 
    
 
   “Susan, nearly all boys fail this test when it comes to their penis, do you know they always forget to wash their little willies.” 
 
    
 
   “Typical of boys” said Susan, “Not like us girls, we bathe every day and change our underwear every day.” By now Andrew thought he would be bent well over getting well striped, but it was clear that this morning a different, more drawn out approach was underway. Pryor then dragged one of the heavy straight-backed chairs into the middle of the room and placed it directly in front of the naked boy. He invited Susan to sit on the chair, which placed her directly on a level with the genitals of her stepbrother. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t be shy Susan, this is an important thing for a responsible girl to be able to do. You are now going to carefully examine this young man and we will see if he has done what he is supposed to do first thing in the morning.”  Under the older man’s direction, Susan leaned forward and couched the boy’s penis in her left hand whilst between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand, began to pull back the foreskin. Almost immediately the boys penis began to stiffen under the touch of the teenage girl in front of him. “Don’t worry, this is what we call an erection and it will become quite stiff under your ministrations. I will show you how to get rid of it shortly.”  
 
    
 
   The boy winced in discomfort as the skin was pulled back quite firmly and held. “Now look closely under the rim of the head and tell me what you see Susan.”
 
    
 
   “Well there are these little white flecks underneath and it does feel a little sticky to the touch, is that right?”
 
    
 
   “Certainly not, this is exactly what I expected, you horrible boy. I will show you how we deal with both the lack of personal hygiene and that pathetic erection.” During these exchanges the boy’s face had turned a hot pink with embarrassment, but in spite of this his erection was now solid and sticking up, it was however still held firmly by Susan holding the foreskin painfully back. 
 
    
 
   “Now if you just leave his penis alone for a moment and with both hands roll his balls around gently at first to get the feel of the texture.” This she did with enthusiasm. “Now squeeze firmly on both and see what happens.” Andrew quickly went up on his toes and moaned in pain.
 
   “Oh look its going soft!” said a surprised young lady. “Ok, leave his balls now and pull back his foreskin again and again and see what happens.” Very quickly the blood re-entered the boys gland and in a matter of seconds it was as hard and solid as it was before. “Now I am going to show you a more appropriate way of getting rid of unwanted protrusions from young boys.” Pryor then got the girl to stand up while he turned the chair around and placed it so that Andrew’s erect penis went through the chair back, just touching one of the horizontal bars of the back rest. Pryor turned to the tall implement cupboard and selected a short thick strap without tails, which he bent meaningfully between his hands. Whilst Susan stood to one side fascinated, Pryor whispered into her ear “Go and stand behind him very close and look down over his shoulder and then tell him to get it down now”. Susan cleared her throat, moved directly behind the boy with her short pleated skirt brushing his bare thighs; she firmly but rather smugly repeated what she had heard directly to the boy. With the closeness of her body and the delicate flowery perfume, the boy had no chance and his poor willy remained as hard as ever. 
 
    
 
   Whilst the girl was still in the same place, looking down the boy’s front, Pryor placed the thick leather strap directly on the purple head of the boy’s penis. He lifted it slowly up to his shoulder then brought it down quickly, the leather making sharp contact with the flesh, flattening it against the wood of the chair back. Andrew let out a sharp scream and fell to the floor clutching his burning genitals. Pryor shouted at him and demanded he resume his former position quickly. Sure enough, when he resumed his position, his penis was now a limp if very red piece of flesh. “See Susan, instantaneous response and at the same time most painful for a boy, without the risk of causing damage to developing testicles eh!” Susan had to admit she was most impressed and would remember the lesson.
 
    
 
   “Right enough of these games it time we got on to the main event.” Jack Pryor then went through a list of the boy’s failures during the week at his school. He had amassed a total of five separate canings, which Pryor said he would supplement with a suitable dose of another implement. In addition the canings would be combined into a single salutary lesson so that he would remember it during his next week at school. The man then pulled a long soft pillow off one of the study couches, and then told the boy to stand to one side but to keep his hands on his head. He folded the pillow over the back of the sturdy chair. “This should do for a little practice my dear. I think that we will start with a little percussion Susan, it will get you started into this sort of thing quite quickly I think.”
 
    
 
   Pryor went to the cupboard and removed a large and heavy gym slipper. It’s top had been torn away but the tread was thick and looked like it would bite. “You will probably start with one of these early in any teaching career, so it seems a natural place to begin. However in a state school you won’t get the chance to use it on a bare bottom, a shame really as it is really quite effective on the bare.”
 
    
 
   He gave it to Susan to feel and weigh up in her hands. She smacked it into her palm and was surprised at the bite such a gentle tap had. Pryor then gave the girl a demonstration of how to use gym shoe, not on Andrew but on the pillow, as he wanted all the initial pain for the boy to come from his teenage sister. 
 
    
 
   “Whock” went the slipper as it indented the pillow with force. He then took the opportunity to get Susan into the right position, legs apart for balance, the right distance away from the target etc. Then stood back to watch as he got her to pull her arm right back before using the weight of her body with the swing, then snapping the shoe into its target. As Susan made repeated practice swings into the pillow, Pryor was thrilled at the show, as each one caused her short but loose pleated skirt to flip up revealing plenty of bare leg above her knee socks. He had further plans in that department but it would have to wait until later. Eventually he was satisfied that she was both hitting hard enough and fairly accurately. 
 
    
 
   “Time to go ahead for real eh Susan, right lets have you boy across the back of this chair. You know the position, right forward gripping the front legs as far down as you can. Legs well apart.” Susan gripped the gym shoe, tapping for aim having positioned herself as she had just been shown. 
 
    
 
   “How many shall I give him Mr Pryor?” said the inquiring senior schoolgirl. “Just keep walloping him until I say, don’t worry about numbers. But you’ll probably have to stop at six in a normal school. Here we don’t have such worries!”
 
    
 
   Pryor sat himself down in a comfortable chair, positioned well so he could see the effect on the boys bottom but more importantly for now, the enchanting effect of watching the tall slim schoolgirl get to work with her pony tail flying through the air. Most entertaining he thought to himself.
 
    
 
   He wasn’t disappointed. Susan commenced to whack and whack very hard, leaving a good five seconds for the pain to develop. She intuitively struck each buttock separately. Andrew may have been well inured to receiving corporal punishment, but the first blows on an unprepared cold bottom always hurt in any beating and this was no exception. Slowly the bouncing buttocks turned a dark red, the boy squirming and moaning in obvious pain. One look at Susan though, revealed how much she was enjoying herself. Young and fit she was showing no sign of fatigue, each wallop as hard as the last. Eventually the boy’s buttocks began to show the typical bulls eye appearance as the centre of each turned into a swelling, blistering bruise. He must have had by now more than fifty strokes of the gym shoe and still she was showing no sign of tiring. Eventually with the boy crying gently with the pain, Jack Pryor brought this initial punishment to a conclusion, congratulating the girl on a well-administered beating. There were definitely going to be some painful interludes for some junior boys at the first primary school she teaches at he thought. 
 
    
 
   “Now then today we are not going to mix things up with too many different punishments or implements, there will be plenty of time for such things from now on Susan. No we are now going to concentrate on the cane. First you will have your own introduction to using it, then you can assist me. It is going to be one of the longest and hardest canings you have had so far boy, do you hear!” Pryor dragged the boy away from the chair and replaced the folded pillow over it’s back. He took Susan over to the implement cupboard and made his own individual observations about different items to her. He told her that the cane came in many different forms and some were easier to use than others. He told her that she should start with nothing too adventurous but something that would definitely get a boy’s attention. He chose for her a standard school rattan cane, at just under three feet long it was still thick enough to be classed as a senior but that made it heavy and rigid enough to be used by someone without experience, without compromising accuracy too much.
 
    
 
   Susan took the cane and bent it between her outstretched hands into a semi-circle, before whooping it through the air enthusiastically. Meanwhile Andrew watched these preparations with dread. Although Susan didn’t hit as hard as Mr Pryor or even Miss Walker, it seemed to hurt because he was acutely embarrassed at being beaten by a girl still in her teens, barely older than he. Pryor now moved into top gear with his lecherous intentions towards the schoolgirl. He suggested she remove her tie and unbutton her white blouse a little to allow for full freedom of movement. He also suggested she undo her right cuff and roll her sleeve up. It did make her look as though she meant business but Pryor had other ideas. Again he gave her step by step instructions in positioning and the mechanics of caning by standing right behind her, guiding her in every way. He found this delicious; he could look over her shoulder and see right down her blouse where he budding breasts were almost revealed to his gaze. Along with her delicate perfume and a sense of moistness and warmth from the recent exercise of a vigorously given slippering, he had problems with a certain element of his own body. His burgeoning erection, though still in his trousers became enveloped in the pleats of her skirt, pushing into the gap between the girls bottom cheeks. Fortunately, she was totally unaware of this as she took in the man’s instructions on how give a hard accurate cane stroke. Eventually he tore himself away and returned to his chair to watch the girl make many practice strokes of the cane into the pillow. He would stop her every now and then to make suggestions about placement and technique to enhance the caning. 
 
    
 
   With the pillow looking much the worse for wear it was time to commence the caning for real. “Back across this chair boy, same as before and woe betide you if you don’t hold position for your sister. If he moves both feet off the ground it’s three extra strokes and if he moves off the back of the chair it’s six extra.” 
 
    
 
   Susan carefully positioned herself, taking plenty of time to get everything right, she wanted to impress Jack Pryor and earn herself the right to do this again in the future. Jack watched fascinated as the girl line herself up then bent backwards and twisted her body into the first stroke. He had to admit it was an absolute corker. Full across, with the tip bouncing off the side of the far buttock. Andrew yelled out loud as the smart and sting of the cane hit his brain for the first time in a week.
 
    
 
   “Perfect my girl,” called Pryor as the schoolgirl soon to be a teacher waited a good ten seconds before winding herself up for a repeat stroke as the mark from the first was welling up in a darkening twin tracked swelling just above the crease. After twelve strokes, Andrew was crying bitterly and it must be said Susan was thoroughly enjoying herself. Jack decided to let her continue until he thought her strokes were becoming ragged and she was in need of a rest. As the fortieth stroke of the cane lashed across the tops of his thighs it was clear that Susan was finally getting out of sorts and Pryor brought things to a halt, again congratulating her in bringing Andrew almost to his knees in shocking fashion. “Coffee I think,” said the man and he instructed the boy to remain over the chair in perfect position until they returned.
 
    
 
   Once in the kitchen Susan couldn’t help but show her appreciation to Pryor for allowing her the privilege of giving her first thrashing. For his part Jack told her that for a novice she gave an excellent account of herself and assured her that in the future any boy would view her canings as ones to avoid.
 
    
 
   Half an hour later the duo returned to the study where Jack Pryor intended to bring things to a long but desperately painful conclusion for the boy. He moved him away from the chair, putting back to the side of the room. For what he intended the desk was the only thing that would be used, well almost. He made the boy bend across its width, in the normal manner, up on tiptoe with legs well apart. Now here was Pryor’s lecherous plan coming to fruition. He got Susan to sit in the desk chair in a way that caused her brother’s head, which was hanging over the side to be resting on top of her lap. Pryor went round and raised the desk chair higher, then coaxed the girl to allow her brother’s head to be gripped between her thighs tightly, whilst at the same time she should grip his wrists which would be crossed well up his back. The boy was truly in a hopeless position and ideally presented for serious caning. Pryor however would have a totally different view to the one he normally had when caning the boy. He strode across the room and retrieved his own ‘special’ cane, four feet of knobbly Malacca, capable of inflicting serious damage to a boy’s bottom and he really intended to do that today.
 
    
 
   “Twenty four strokes boy, plus any extras you earn, you know the rules.” Pryor lined himself up, stood well back three paces and then launched into one of the hardest strokes he had ever given. The jolt on the boy then the desk and then the young schoolgirl holding him was pronounced. The stick sinking into his already striped flesh then withdrawn, dragging across as it went. Andrew was screaming even on the first stroke. Susan struggled to hold him but was strong enough to keep her grip. By the sixth stroke, the struggling had caused Susan’s skirt to ride high revealing her delicious white pants in a way that burnt into Pryor’s imagination driving him to beat harder and harder. By the twelfth stroke he could have sworn that he could see Susan’s white panties becoming damp. Meanwhile the buttocks in front of him were in a sorry state, thick lumps on the side of the far buttock, now bleeding slightly. It was time to concentrate on the backs of his thighs, that would wake him up.
 
   Andrew was almost hysterical with the pain and was in no state to contemplate that he had his face pressed into the top of the most delicious girl flesh imaginable. Pryor saw it and it drove him on remorselessly. With six extras given, thirty strokes of a judicial standard of cane reduced him to abject terror. He wished that his sister had given him the whole punishment instead of Pryor. A time would come however when he would think no such thing. Pryor intended to continue his liaison with the young Susan and she would become more and more proficient with the cane and hopefully Jack Pryor would enter into a relationship whereby he could carry out his own perverted intentions and get young Susan in a state of undress as she continued her wish to please.
 
    
 
    
 
   To be continued…  
 
   


 
   
  
 



Second Semester 
 
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
 
   "Look, Tanya," Gina said, pointing to a boy in the third row," that's Sonny. I told you about him. I heard his parents spank him regularly."
 
    
 
   Tanya giggled. "How would people know?"
 
    
 
   "They saw some marks below the hems of his shorts," Gina replied. "He always wears shorts so it's easy to notice."
 
    
 
   "Let's get him in trouble at school and see what happens," Tanya suggested.
 
    
 
   "Yes, let's. During recess? It's almost time."
 
    
 
   "All right."
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   "Sonny Jacobsen," Mr. Frederick Miles said, "I hear you've been fighting instead of eating your lunch." 
 
    
 
   The male schoolteacher saw Sonny’s face turned red. "They started it," the boy muttered.
 
    
 
   "Who started what?" Mr. Miles wanted to know. He looked sternly at the slender, 
 
   dark-haired boy who stood wriggling like a fish by his desk.
 
    
 
   "Those girls." Sonny turned and pointed at Gina and Tanya sitting behind him. "They took my sandwich away and wouldn't return it. Then one of them tripped me and I fell, dropping my drink."
 
    
 
   "So hitting them would be the proper response?" Mr. Miles inquired.
 
    
 
   "I didn't hit them," the boy protested. "I just tried to get my sandwich back. When the other girl tripped me, I fell against the other. That was all."
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles directed his gaze towards the two girls. "Gina, stand up."
 
    
 
   Gina looked at her friend and winked.
 
    
 
   "Do you agree with what Sonny here is telling me? Is that really what happened? I was told differently."
 
    
 
   "We just wanted to see what kind of sandwich he was eating," Gina explained innocently. "We were just having a look when Sonny lunged at me. He dropped his drink and started to hit me. I couldn't help it that the sandwich fell and got stepped on."
 
    
 
   "Tanya, do you agree with Gina's version of this matter?" Mr. Miles asked.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Sir. Seems ol’ Sonny Boy here just wanted to hit us without any provocation."
 
    
 
   "Sonny, come up here at once," Fred Miles commanded, pointing his finger.
 
    
 
   "But Sir, it’s not fair! I haven’t done anything! “Sonny started, but the man stopped him. 
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles was one of the tenured schoolteachers leftover from the day when it was still an all-girl’s school. He greatly resented having been ‘demoted’ to teaching in a co-educational program, and he was not particularly fond of hyperactive young boys to begin with. 
 
    
 
   "You're a little coward, aren't you? First, you hit a girl, which is contemptible in and of itself, and then you have the temerity to compound your crime by attempting to lie your way out of your well-deserved punishment. Disgraceful! Come here at once, or else it’ll be your sitzplatz, you little schweine hundt."
 
    
 
   Sonny rose and slowly went up front, mounted the steps to the platform and stood in front of his stern disciplinarian. "Please, Sir..."
 
    
 
   "Silence! I do not want another lying word out of you. Take your shorts down this instant," Mr. Miles snapped and retrieved a crook-handled junior cane from the corner basket.
 
    
 
   Tanya looked at her friend and smiled. "This is going to be fun," she whispered.
 
    
 
   "I wonder how many he'll get," Gina replied softly. "I hope not just three or four."
 
    
 
   "Oh, he'll get six at least," Tanya giggled. "You saw how angry Old Man ’Smiles’ was."
 
    
 
   They watched as the young boy unbuttoned his little shorts and pushed them down to his ankles. As usual, he was not wearing any underwear, and all the young girls in the class got treated to a little show of his freshly-shaven frank and beans.
 
    
 
   "Over the desk, quickly now," Mr. Miles barked and the boy dutifully obeyed. Mr. Miles approached the trembling boy and raised his shirttail towards his shoulders. A soft murmur went through the classroom when they saw the boy's bare bottom. It was completely covered with livid lines and dark bruising.
 
    
 
   Standing over him, cane in hand, Fred Miles stared at the marks. "Who caned you, boy?"
 
    
 
   Sonny shifted on the hard wooden desk. He knew that old man ‘Smiles’ probably knew all too well that it was in fact Sonny’s Aunt Justine who had administered the last caning just a few short days ago. However, the good educator was just indulging his classroom in a performance of grand theatrics, just to put on a show of strength. 
 
    
 
   "My Aunt Justine, Sir," the now-shivering boy mumbled.
 
    
 
   "Looks like a mighty thorough job, if I must say so myself" the learned schoolteacher commented, sounding satisfied. "Now would you care to bring this class up to date on exactly how many strokes you received?"
 
    
 
   "Eighteen strokes, Sir," Sonny replied in a voice that implied how much they hurt.
 
    
 
   "And you expect to get eight more from me now, do you?" Mr. Miles asked, tapping the dark purple bruise on the boy's lower left buttock.
 
    
 
   "Oh, no, please, Sir!"
 
    
 
   "No? You don't want another eight, my dear boy?"
 
    
 
   "No, Sir," Sonny was almost crying now with earnestness.
 
    
 
   "Very well, then," Frederick Miles said with a little self-satisfied smile. "Let's make it only six, shall we?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir," the boy stammered with gratitude.
 
    
 
   "Six?" Gina said under her breath. "Only phreakin’ six? What the hell kind of goddamm patty-cake punishment do you call that, for cryin‘out loud?"
 
    
 
   "That's dishonest," Tanya whispered. "Should have given him eight."
 
    
 
   Mr. Miles raised the cane. "Very well, now six strokes for hitting a girl." The cane whistled down in a whirr and landed hard across the boy's lower bottom. The impact was spectacular and young Sonny positively screeched out loud with the pain.
 
    
 
   Tanya and Gina looked at each other and grinned.
 
    
 
   The second stroke landed fractionally lower and just as hard. The boy writhed and twisted 
 
   over the desk but kept his cry to a mere gurgle. But the next, landing across a previous weal left by his Aunt’s caning, made the boy howl.
 
    
 
   "Ah, now he's feeling it," Gina said without taking her eyes off the dancing boy butt.
 
    
 
   Number four landed across the thighs and elicited a satisfying scream. 
 
    
 
   Was there a wee bit of blood running along that ridge? Gina couldn't be sure from that distance. She wished she could be seated further front so as not to miss the slightest detail.
 
    
 
   The fifth stroke landed smack dab into the middle of the sulcus where boys usually sat down. He would feel that stripe for quite some time, Tanya thought. The last cut dug into the fleshy bottom again, just a fraction higher and once more, the bending boy howled.
 
    
 
   "Stand up," Mr. Miles ordered the boy curtly. "Hands on your head." Sonny struggled to a standing position and put his hands on his head. 
 
    
 
   Fred Miles looked down at the now-trembling youth, slapping the cane end onto his open palm. "These were the six strokes for hitting a girl," he said gravely.
 
    
 
   The boy just stood, weeping, looking at the floor.
 
    
 
   "And now another six for lying and making excuses," Mr. Miles said, watching the boy's startled reaction impassively. "Bend over again."
 
    
 
   Tanya and Gina exchanged excited glances and then positively broke into titters. "That's more like it," Gina proclaimed.
 
    
 
   "You bet your bip," Tanya agreed.
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny unfortunately did not agree. "Oh, please, Sir! No more! Please!" he begged miserably. His bottom felt like flaming brandy upon a crepe suzette.
 
    
 
   "Over the desk, my boy, or I'll make it eight," the stern pedagogue threatened.
 
    
 
   Once more, Mr. Frederick Miles and the rest of the class were presented with a naked pair of well-marked boyish buttocks. And the caning resumed, undiminished. Mr. Miles changed his tactics, concentrating the strokes over the lower half of Sonny’s wealed backside and upper half of his thighs. People would have no trouble realizing that this boy had just been freshly caned.
 
    
 
   As Gina and Tanya watched with fascination, each time the cane struck, the slender buttocks dented and quivered, while the boy sweated and squirmed, roaring out his considerable discomfort at these proceedings. Mr. Miles knew better than to reduce the force of the last strokes. On the contrary, as the last three strokes again fell into the fold between buttocks and thighs, he used all his considerable skill to get through to this naughty little boy. 
 
    
 
   But at last it was over and the man smiled to himself while somewhat absentmindedly bending the supple rattan spanking cane almost double. He looked down at the sobbing miscreant with an impartial mixture of disdain and contempt before ordering him up.
 
    
 
   "I hope this will be a lesson to you, my boy," he said. "Get off the desk and go over to Gina and Tanya and apologize to each girl separately. I want a detailed, earnest apology or you'll be across the desk again in no time flat!" 
 
    
 
   Frederick waggled the tip of the cane in front of Sonny’s face with a menacing flourish before the learned schoolteacher rather nonchalantly brought the cane back to rest over his own shoulder almost as though the supple length of rattan were a proper Englishman’s dress umbrella.  
 
    
 
   Sonny meanwhile, in too much distress to pay any attention to what Old Man ‘Smiles’ was up to, started to pull up his shorts but before he knew what was happening, Mr. Miles had brought the cane down sharply landing squarely in the middle of Sonny’s gray shorts, barely missing the hairless balls of his scrotum, and forcing the shorts back down in a miserable little puddle of fabric around his ankles once again. “I don’t remember your asking my permission to pull up your pants, you little dummkopf. Therefore, now, because of your unbridled lack of manners, you shall put your hands upon your head and then you shall march down the aisle exactly as you are! “ 
 
    
 
   Sonny, not wanting to inflame the teacher’s wrath any further, placed his hands upon his head and began to slowly shuffle down the aisle towards the two grinning girls, who were now standing up together with Cheshire cat-like expressions on their faces. With burning, pulsating buttocks, he stood before them. He took a deep breath and looked at the two smiling faces through tear-filled eyes.
 
    
 
   "Gina, I apologize for having hit you. I won't do it again," he murmured, tears flowing and lips trembling. 
 
    
 
   "Apologies accepted," Gina said, "No hard feelings."
 
    
 
   Sonny was about to ask for permission to take his hands down off his head in order to shake her hand, but before he could speak Old Man ‘Smiles’ rather abruptly turned on his heel to leave the room, proclaiming “I promised the Headmistress Dr. Lawson that I would return her little ‘attitude adjuster’ just as soon as I had finished with it. As the period is almost over, I’ll leave it up to you two girls to wrap things up without me.” And with that, Frederick Miles swept out of the room and quietly closed the door behind him. 
 
    
 
   Tanya stealthily sneaked up behind Sonny and, without warning, locked both of his arms up over his head in a full-nelson wrestling hold. “He’s all yours, Gina! “ Tanya beamed. 
 
    
 
   Gina needed no further encouragement from her co-conspirator. Gina reached down with one hand and held up the tip of the boy’s rapidly thickening penis with one hand while playfully tickling the base of his ball sack with the other. Sonny was quite understandably taken aback by this not too unpleasant assault and began to unconsciously trust his hips back and forth in time to the rhythm that Gina was playing on his privates.
 
    
 
   A skilled masturbatrix, Gina repeatedly ran her fingertip up and down the sensitive underside of Sonny’s cock, finally finishing her ministrations by giving his penis a little tickle right under the rim. 
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny, meanwhile having never having felt the pleasure of such a delicate female hand, was almost beside himself with pleasure. Gina patiently waited for his eyes to start rolling back toward the ceiling before she hauled off and, without warning, playfully whacked his penis full on the tender head with the open palm of the flat of her hand.
 
    
 
   Sonny’s pleasure was all but too short lived. Before he could react, Gina expertly gave the little pecker three more stinging slaps in rapid succession.    
 
    
 
   “No hard feelings, eh Sonny Boy?” Gina cooed while Sonny stood there looking absurd with his little penis now almost as red as his behind. He certainly had plenty of hard feelings – both fore and aft - but deep down he was desperately hoping that Gina would bring him to orgasm and finish the job that she had so expertly started, but Gina and Tanya had no such plans as the bell rang and everyone gathered up their books and abruptly left the room, leaving the poor boy standing there with a red dick and blue balls. 
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Sonny’s walk home after school was a painful exercise. His buttocks hurt as the muscles contracted at each step. His schoolbook was heavy and it was cold and windy. His bare legs were mottled red and blue by the time he arrived.
 
    
 
   "Well, it's about time," his mother, Harriet Jacobsen, exclaimed when she let him in. "Take off your shoes and help me in the kitchen. I spilled some soup on the floor; wash it up properly while I start on the potatoes."
 
    
 
   Sonny dutifully obeyed and set to work. The kneeling and bending didn't exactly make his bottom feel any better, but he worked quickly. When he was finished, he straightened up, hands caressing his backside. "May I go now and get washed and start on my homework? I have a lot to finish before tomorrow," he queried.
 
    
 
   "Just peel the carrots and slice them up for me, will you? Then you can go to your room," his mother replied. Once that was done, the boy quickly retreated to his sanctuary.
 
    
 
   "Hi, Mom," Samantha Jacobsen, Sonny’s older sister, called out as she entered the kitchen. She carelessly dumped her schoolbooks on the counter and sprawled in one of the chairs. "What a day! We lost the basketball game and had swimming practice. I'm exhausted."
 
    
 
   "You're always exhausted when you get home, just so you don't have to do any chores," her mother smiled. "It's a good thing Sonny did some of them for you."
 
    
 
   "Sonny? That reminds me. One of my friends told me he got into a fight with some girls at school today. Got caned for it, too."
 
    
 
   "Oh," her mother said, "he didn't tell me about that. Please tell him to come down when you go upstairs. I'd like to have a word with your brother."
 
    
 
   Samantha grinned. "May I be in when you have that word with him?"
 
    
 
   "By all means," her mother replied, returning to her cooking.
 
    
 
   * * * * * 
 
    
 
   "Hey, Sonny," Samantha said as she unceremoniously barged into her brother's room, "Mom wants you downstairs. Better hurry."
 
    
 
   The boy looked at her. Something in her expression made him suspicious. "What about?" he asked, feeling the seat of his thin shorts.
 
    
 
   "You’ll find out soon enough," his sister replied with a spiteful smirk. "How’s old Tanya and Gina doin‘?"
 
    
 
   Dumbstruck, Sonny stared at her for a moment. How did she know? Probably girls' gossip which, as usual, ended up with an innocent boy getting punished. They went out the room, Samantha following her brother down the stairs to the kitchen. She noticed the purple stripes that peeked out from under the hems of his little shorts. She smiled.
 
    
 
   Their mother sat on a chair keeping her eyes on the stove. She had something in her hands and Sonny’s eyes widened when he realized what it was. "Well, Sonny," his mother said in a low, menacing voice, "it seems you omitted to tell me something."
 
    
 
   "Aw, Mom, please, it was nothing," the boy stammered.
 
    
 
   "That's not what Sam here tells me. You were fighting with girls?" 
 
    
 
   Once more Sonny went into his explanation of what had happened. "It really wasn't my fault," he cried.
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes, I know," his mother said. "It's never your fault. I have yet to find any boy who will freely admit to his guilt. I think you had better get those shorts down and bend over the table. I think you need another reminder about respecting ladies and that hitting young girls is not a boy's privilege."
 
    
 
   "Mom, no! Please! I was caned already at school," the boy begged, his eyes already brimming with tears.
 
    
 
   "Well, I should hope so!" his mother replied. "And if you don't want me to talk to your Aunt Justine tonight, you had best obey and get your shorts down and bend over the table."
 
    
 
   "Mom, I'm still so sore," Sonny exclaimed in desperation. "I can't take any more."
 
    
 
   "We'll see," his mother said. "Samantha, stop hovering around and sit down somewhere. Sonny, get over the table at once." Sam watched as her brother lowered his skimpy shorts and stepped towards the table and bent over the top, presenting his bare buttocks for punishment. Her mother looked at her son's streaked and bruised bottom with total detachment. Her eyes strayed across the thick welts and bruising.
 
    
 
   "Sam, do you have any of the girls’ telephone numbers?" her mother asked.
 
    
 
   "No, I don't know them personally. They are in a different class. But I can find out."
 
    
 
   "Please go and see if they want to come over and watch Sonny getting his just reward for hitting them."
 
    
 
   Samantha grinned as she picked up the telephone. She made a few calls and maybe ten minutes later she excitedly announced to her mother that the two girls in question would be delighted to attend."
 
    
 
   Sonny, who had been waiting, bare butt exposed and shivering, gave out a moan. "Mom, please!" But neither one paid him any attention. They left him lying there until the doorbell rang and Tanya, Gina and another older girl made their appearance.
 
    
 
   "Come in, come in," Samantha said, ushering the girls into the kitchen. "Mom, this is Thomasina, my friend from school. She knows Gina and Tanya and I asked her to come along."
 
    
 
   Sonny, still lying prone across the table, legs shaking by now, didn't dare to look up. He just let his face lie flat on the tabletop and closed his eyes. He was too ashamed at being seen like this to look at any girl in the face.
 
    
 
   "Sonny," his mother admonished the boy, "stand up when there are girls present and say hello." The boy didn't move. The girls watched as Mrs. Jacobsen approached the recalcitrant lad and whacked him hard across the bottom with something. It was a varnished cedar wood paddle, about three-eighths of an inch thick and a good fourteen inches long. Before the boy could react, she whapped the paddle down again, only this time much harder. The boy yelped and stood up erect. In more ways than one.
 
    
 
   "Now shake hands with each of our guests and greet them properly," Harriet instructed her trembling son. "And stop covering your privates. It is not appropriate to do that in front of them."
 
    
 
   Sonny felt awfully exposed as he stepped up to each girl in turn, extended his hand and said, in a low voice, "Hello, thanks for coming." The girls all laughed.
 
    
 
   "No need to be so bashful," Gina said, "we've seen you in class in a similar position, didn't we?" More peals of laughter and the boy's face turned a deep shade of red.
 
    
 
   "Girls pull up a chair," Harriet said. "I suggest you position your chairs on this side so you can see clearly how I deal with boys who hit girls. Sonny, back over the table. At once!"
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny obeyed, his bottom already burning from the two strokes of the paddle.
 
    
 
   "Girls, how many paddle whacks do you suggest Sonny should get for his disrespect?"
 
    
 
   "Well," Tanya said, "he got a dozen with the cane at school. Is that paddle very painful?"
 
    
 
   Harriet smiled. "Not to me," she said. "Let's ask Sonny."
 
    
 
   "Sonny," Tanya said with a giggle, "does that spanking paddle hurt?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, of course," the boy snapped. "What do you think?"
 
    
 
   "How would I know," the girl replied. "I've never seen it applied to a boy’s bare bottom before and quite obviously have never felt it myself. So how much does it hurt? More than the rattan school cane?"
 
    
 
   The boy hesitated. How to answer? If he said 'yes,' he would be accused of lying because everyone knew that few instruments hurt more than the senior cane. On the other hand, if he said 'no' he would most certainly wind up getting more than a dozen. It was a classic case of ‘Catch-22’. There was no way he could win. "It hurts very, very much, but not quite the same as the cane."
 
    
 
   "So how many do you think you should get?" inquired his curious sister.
 
    
 
   "Errr- ummm – fifteen?"
 
    
 
   "Mrs. Jacobsen? What do you think? Is fifteen enough for a filthy scoundrel like Sonny? And he really hurt us, you know. I think one of my ribs is bruised from his assault," Gina intoned.
 
    
 
   Harriet Jacobsen slapped the strap against the palm of her hand. "Two dozen," she said. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, Mom, no! Please don't! My bottom still hurts so!" Sonny started caterwauling.
 
    
 
   Crack! The thick cedar wood paddle smacked squarely across the boy's right buttock just like a pistol shot. Harriet hit the boy with considerable force and the bare bottom cheek wobbled. The boy emitted a sound of great distress.
 
    
 
   "Sonny, if you don't count, I can't stop when I reach twenty-four. So you had better pay attention." Another solid whack on the other cheek.
 
    
 
   "One!" Sonny howled.
 
    
 
   The girls watched, fascinated as always when witnessing a boy being disciplined, as the sturdy paddle cracked down harder and harder on alternating buttocks. Despite the loud screams from the culprit, Sonny was able to count the strokes out of sheer fear that any single stroke, or worse yet even the entire punishment, would be repeated.
 
    
 
   Not that he was completely successful. After the first dozen, the cumulative effect of the whacks had his bare backside burning with an unbelievably hot fire, and when the next paddle whack touched him on a previous welt, he twisted about so much that he forgot to count.
 
    
 
   "This will be repeated," his mother announced calmly, "and you will get two extra." No sooner said, than done. The boy's roars of pain did not affect any of the people present. The mother's face was impassive while the girls whispered among themselves, smirked spitefully and sometimes even laughed out loud. But at this point Sonny didn't care how much they made fun of him. He was completely lost in a sea of pain and it was all he could do just to concentrate on his burning bottom and the need to keep proper count.
 
    
 
   At last, Harriet put the painful paddle down. Was it her imagination, or did it actually feel warm to the touch? "Sonny, have you learned your lesson?" she asked. "Will you have more respect towards young ladies in the future? Or should your Aunt Justine have a word with you tonight as well?"
 
    
 
   "Ah! Yes, yes! I will respect all the ladies. I promise! And no! Please don't ask Aunt Justine to punish me again! I've learned my lesson! I promise!"
 
    
 
   "Good, then get up and, before you get dressed, go and apologize to the girls once more. Just so the lesson sinks in."
 
    
 
   Crimson with shame, the boy was devastated at having to confront each girl again with his shorts down around his ankles, shake hands and mumble his apologies. At least this time, with the boy’s mother present, none of the girls could indiscriminately fondle him.
 
    
 
   "You may pull up your shorts again," his mother said. "Then set the table. Any of you girls want to stay for dinner? We have plenty and my sister Justine should be home soon."
 
    
 
   The invitation was too good to refuse. They remained until Sonny’s aunt came home and a few minutes later all sat down to eat. During dinner, Aunt Justine noted the boy's shifting and squirming on his hard wooden chair.
 
    
 
   "What's the matter, boy? Sit still when you're eating."
 
    
 
   Gina giggled. Justine looked at her. "Something I'm missing?" she said.
 
    
 
   "Oh, nothing. It's just that Sonny has a very sore bare butt. Perhaps that is why he's wriggling around so much."
 
    
 
   "Oh, and you should have seen him at school," Tanya added with a smirk at Sonny’s pleading face. "He could hardly sit at all after a full dozen with the Headmistress’ cane."
 
    
 
   Justine glared down at her nephew whose eyes were once more full of tears. 
 
   "What happened?" she demanded.
 
    
 
   Sonny was silent but his mother, sister and the three girl friends were only too happy to fill in the details for Aunt Justine.
 
    
 
   "I should have been told about this without my asking," Justine said to her sister. 
 
    
 
   "I already took care of it," Harriet assured her. Gave the lad a good old-fashioned bare bottomed paddling, didn't I, girls?"
 
    
 
   "Only two dozen," Samantha said. "Because he got twelve with the cane at school and 
 
   he said his bottom was still sore." The girls grinned and looked at the red-faced boy who sat there, tears streaming down his cheeks.
 
    
 
   "Crying is not going to help you, my boy," Justine said severely. "I will see you in my study after dinner. Would you girls care for some dessert?"
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Justine Jacobsen looked down on the young boy. Sonny, dressed in his usual skimpy little heather gray shorts and matching polo shirt, sported a healthy butt and thighs and the regular discipline that was necessary for all boys his age could be administered with as much severity as the situation warranted.
 
    
 
   “Boys must always be spanked, and spanked good and hard, if you want to keep them in line,” the good lady was often quoted. Indeed, it was never too early to apply the ‘bit and spurs’ to the ‘flanks of young colts‘. Sonny had been soundly whipped from an early age and the boy had lost count of the times he had wound up over Aunt Justine’s knee or been made to take up some other kind of punishment position. 
 
    
 
   Moreover, of course the spankings always did the boy a great deal of good. It was Justine’s learned opinion that, when dealing with recalcitrant boys, it was useless to handle them tenderly. A good whipping was the only thing they understood. Sitting down should always be as uncomfortable as possible, every day, because long before the telltale marks from a spanking had a chance to fade ever so slightly, a new session was usually necessary.
 
    
 
   “Bend over the back of the chair, Sonny,” the boy’s Aunt ordered brusquely. She watched her slender nephew drape himself dutifully across the chair, his bottom well up in the air, the thin shorts clinging lasciviously to the round, bare buttocks. Underclothes of any kind were unnecessary in Justine’s estimation. They served no useful purpose whatsoever and only hindered the execution of the almost daily punishments. 
 
    
 
   On some occasions, the boy’s mother Beatrice would require her errant son to don a pair of his sister’s ‘hand-me-down’ pink bikini panties, as an additional form of humiliation, the rationale being that it would prove a much-needed embarrassment to the boy when he would disrobe for a spanking. However, Aunt Justine really did not concur with this so-called ‘hand-me-down’ policy and was pleased to discover that the boy’s mother was beginning to come around to Justine’s way of thinking. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine picked up one of her favorite straps, a quarter of an inch thick and hand made from harness leather, this one two feet long and more than able to produce an excellent sting that would penetrate deep into the naughty boy butt. “Eight strokes,” she announced with a smug smile of satisfaction, tapping the seat of the tightly stretched little shorts.
 
    
 
   She whipped the boy with hard, leisurely strokes, all across the lower cheeks and upper thighs, most of which were unprotected by the short shorts that had meantime crept well up into the boy’s bottom cleft leaving the lower portions more or less fully exposed. 
 
    
 
   Justine deliberately aimed for the raised welts still clearly visible from the previous application of the cane just a few hours ago. She disregarded the boy’s howls and pleas as just being a necessary part of the awesome strap’s effectiveness.
 
    
 
   After the eight strokes were given, Justine put down the strap and sipped from the teacup on her desk. The boy lay motionless, well trained over the years to maintain his position until he had been given verbal permission to rise. 
 
    
 
   Justine enjoyed the sight: the bending boy, his whimpering, and the wealed skin below the shorts’ hems. She let the boy wait a good ten minutes. “Stand up straight,” she snapped and the boy stood to attention. “Shorts down,” came the next order and again the boy obeyed but the tears started falling down his cheeks as he could not help crying again.
 
    
 
   “Now Sonny, you may resume the position across the back of the chair,” his stern Aunt said with an arch sniff, picking up the strap once more. Her eyes lingered on the red stripes that crisscrossed the boys behind. Even through the shorts, the lines were almost as vivid as those that had landed on the bare skin. Deep purple pips had appeared where the very tip of the strap had bit the butt, most satisfactorily. “Eight strokes,” she announced, tapping the strap lightly into the palm of her open hand.
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine applied the very first stroke with all the skill she could muster, in an upward motion, directly into the sulcus, the skin fold between buttocks and thigh which she knew from experience was the most sensitive area (and would help the lad to remember the lesson even more distinctly each time he sat down) and was rewarded with a high-pitched squeal, at the same time as he leapt up from the chair and he clutched involuntarily at his stinging boy butt.
 
    
 
   After just a couple of seconds, the boy realized his mistake and quickly resumed his bent position.
 
    
 
   “That stroke doesn’t count,” the implacable Aunt said easily, “and you will get an additional two strokes for disobedience.” She smiled when she saw the boy’s buttocks twitch involuntarily.
 
    
 
   Justine laid on the first three strap strokes with a will. Each one across the sensitive underside of the buttocks that was gradually turning into a purple band of welts. She was quite unmoved by the boy’s antics, who tried desperately to stay down, so as not to invite further punishment.
 
    
 
   Another three stinging strokes, all across the middle of the buttocks, kept the boy in good voice. The high treble rang throughout the large study and the boy’s wicked Aunt drank in the sound as if it were the sweetest music to her ears. 
 
    
 
   Three more vicious strokes of the strap and when the third landed once more across the upper thighs, the willful boy bolted upright once again and held on to his throbbing cheeks, whining pitifully.
 
    
 
   “The last stroke doesn’t count,” Justine snapped sharply. “Get back into position this instant or we will start at number one all over again!”
 
    
 
   With a gasp, Sonny quickly bent back over, only very reluctantly separating his hands from his well wealed backside.
 
    
 
   And two extra, of course.
 
    
 
   The last four strokes made the boy howl. He was sweating and his body writhed and twitched uncontrollably, but he stayed bent over. Even obstinate naughty boys like Sonny eventually learn obedience - as long as their bottoms are punished - and punished good and proper.
 
    
 
   Justine set down the length of leather and sat behind her desk to rest. Her eyes lingered over the well-whipped buttocks that still seemed to tremble with pain. The wheals were raised nicely and positively glowing in a deep red-purple color except for that narrow band between buttocks and thighs where a spectacular bruise was forming. All in all, a most satisfactory discipline, she mused.
 
    
 
   “Very well, my boy,” she finally exhaled, “you may straighten up and go into the corner. Hands on your head, nose against the wall. And stop that stupid sniveling. You should be grateful that I limited myself to just eight strokes. The extra strokes you brought upon yourself, so don’t blame me!” 
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine smiled as she watched her sister’s son slowly shuffling towards the corner, his thin shorts entangled around his ankles, bottom oddly stuck outwards as if trying to get that part ventilated. 
 
    
 
   Sonny spent the next hour in that corner. Then it was time for his homework and he felt his bruises most painfully when he sat on his hard wooden bench. Two hours of homework before the lad was allowed to take his bath before going to bed. 
 
    
 
   No television tonight. 
 
    
 
   Two hours of sweating and crying, attempts to absorb the facts and numbers all of his teachers mercilessly threw at him. His open textbook was often stained with yellow spots over most of the pages from tears that spilled ever so freely during his relentless studies. 
 
    
 
   Later that evening, Sonny was required to be bathed by his cruel sister Samantha, who enjoyed using an old-fashioned hardwood oak bath brush on his already raw bottom and thighs, and everywhere in between. If he gave her any trouble, she was authorized to use the other side of the bath brush as well. 
 
    
 
   Wicked Samantha always made it a point to pour a little eucalyptus oil in the steaming hot bath water, which invariably caused the fresh wheals on his naked butt to begin stinging anew.
 
    
 
   Sonny felt that fire from the top of his buttocks to midway down his thighs, and the aromatic oil had a strange cooling effect on his dangling boy balls, which resulted in an involuntary stiffy much to his embarrassment and his sister‘s delight. Samantha did not hesitate to apply the stiff bristles of the brush to the sensitive underside of his penis, remarking that she would “Scrub the naughtiness out of him for once and for all.”
 
    
 
   After the bath, he was sent directly to bed. Of course, he cried for a long time, lying in 
 
   the dark, on his stomach, nursing his burning behind, but eventually he fell into a deep sleep, knowing that the next day would be pretty much exactly the same routine as today. 
 
    
 
   All of the women in his life, from the relentless school Headmistress Dr. Victoria Lawson, to his aunt and his mother, and even down to his selfish spoiled sister Samantha, all of the women in his life knew better than to let up on the lad’s discipline for even a single moment. If a boy was to be kept under firm discipline, perseverance was essential.  
 
    
 
   A simple afternoon of leisure could undo a month of hard work. 
 
    
 
   A naughty boy like him had to be kept on a short tether. Always.
 
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Advice for slave Owners

Anon
 
    
 
   Please let me give you some advice on how you can really spice up your life by acquiring a male slave. To male 'slaves', I suggest you read on with great trepidation. I'm sure that whilst you may jerk off with envy in your dreams of submission, that if you were to trade places with our pansy male you would rue the day you made the choice. You see most slaves look at what is in it for them. This is of course the total opposite of true slavery and submission. Certainly our pansy has learnt that his fantasies were preferable to the reality of his current existence. 
 
   I cannot believe how much we enjoy life with a slave. Life is more relaxed, we have time to go out more knowing the chores will be done for us, the house is cleaner than it ever used to be and our relationship is stronger. And sex is better and more frequent for us because the pressure of chores has been removed. 
 
   From cooking meals, washing and ironing to cleaning, all of these duties should be the sole responsibility of your pansy, and to be carried out to near perfection, sometimes under supervision and at other times when he is alone in the house. Do not assist him. Teach him what you expect and leave it to him. If he doesn't perform - punish him SEVERELY. If he does a good job, ignore him; he is only doing what is expected. 
 
   We acquired our 'Pansy' through a contact magazine so we had a start with submissive behaviour and a slave who wanted to serve. We have however, through severe corporal punishment, rigid denial and enforced petticoat discipline, transformed him into a pansy whose role in life is to satisfy our every whim. From this we have learnt much about how to achieve true submission. You don't have to be quite so cruel as me, but I get a real kick out of being a total bitch. 
 
   We first spent time talking to Pansy to get to know his wants and desires. This I feel is important as one can use these elements against your slave very effectively later on. You see it is very important to establish a slave's role in the household. Most slaves are looking for their own satisfaction. The reality is though they must forget their own desires in favour of serving you. This requires harsh regimentation and attention to ensuring that the slave realises his true position. 
 
   The Slave's Status 
 
   He must not be allowed to consider himself part of the household. Ignore him, treat him like a utensil not a human being. If you have a pet, a dog or a cat, then make it clear your slave's status is lower still. A pet deserves affection; a slave has no rights or privileges. He certainly does not deserve your feelings of affection or even concern. If you don't adopt this attitude you will only have problems. A slave must be treated as though he has no feelings. If you don't do it this way he'll not work as he should and the relationship will fail. 
 
   Your domination must not be a game. Your slave is not to join in any social conversations, go out, watch TV or read. He is there to serve, make sure he realises it from the start. He should only be spoken to when you are giving orders or telling him off. He himself must not talk without first raising his hand and waiting for permission. Don't even let him go to the toilet without asking first. He must be totally dependent upon you for any small mercies. 
 
   Our slave is respectful to the point of trembling when we address him. We let him know his place too. He has to kiss our arseholes on demand. He may enjoy kissing mine but he certainly doesn't like kissing David's. We'll also strip him in the bath and urinate and spit on him. I've even sat him before me in the toilet, filled up a cup with my piss and made him drink it. 
 
   What About Sex? 
 
   There must definitely be no sexual outlet for him. If you allow a slave sex or wanking off he will focus on himself. This cannot be allowed under any circumstances. 
 
   We purchased a chastity belt through an American magazine with a range of mail order sales. A special tube encases the deflated penis. It consists of five steel rings each welded to four steel bars, the latter form the slightly curved tube shape. The rings are equally spaced apart along the length of the tube. The rings taper in size towards the end and are just wide enough to pull the relaxed penis through. One could not insert the erect organ in the device. Each solid steel bar and ring is about 2mm in diameter. Thus the rings combined with the bars form an exceedingly rigid sheath that tightly encases the deflated organ. The end is the fifth ring, so normal urinal functions can be performed. 
 
   There is no way that one can rub the penis to gain release, and erections are actually uncomfortable as the tube prevents the normal swelling. The locking mechanism fits tightly behind the scrotum so there is no way to remove it without the key. It is made of hardened, marine grade stainless steel so it won't corrode. It would take a great deal of effort to hack saw through, an endeavour that would probably damage the organ itself due to the tight fit. And nobody is going to put a welder near such a sensitive place! 
 
   The waistband was an extra addition of my choosing to increase the humiliation of wearing the device. Two chains welded to the end ring are led between the legs drawing the organ between them. The chains go up over the buttocks to the waistband, and are permanently secured at a point spaced either side of the centre back. The penis is held pointing downwards and backwards between the legs. The wearer is able to urinate without any problem but has to squat like a female, although other ablutions are carried out as normal. Once locked on it is quite impossible to remove without the key. 
 
   A further advantage of this is that you are quite safe since he can't ever force himself on you. It also means that there need be no jealousy or lingering doubts about your own relationships. In our household my husband, David, keeps the key safe. 
 
   For our pansy's role we have made him, much to his dislike, wear the stainless steel chastity belt permanently. It transpired that he had an idea we would only use the belt when he was alone! Ridiculous. Apart from a cleaning and inspection once a month the belt remains solidly locked in place and no amount of pleading has or will ever change our opinion of its necessity. 
 
   The belt has remained locked on since that fateful first evening, and our pathetic pansy always has his hands and feet restrained during a cleaning/inspection session. David does this to minimise his enjoyment. I'll tease him around the house but never fondle him. It's so much fun seeing the ache in his groin. 
 
   Originally, when we first fitted the belt onto him, we were adamant that for him a life of chastity would mean complete denial of any relief whatsoever. The belt would never come off. He pleaded to be allowed some form of relief but it was one of my conditions, for safety reasons, that it remain on. And anyway, I just love the thought of his inability to be able to bring himself off. 
 
   We have relented in that we now allow it release for severe penis discipline, if his behaviour is less than exemplary. Suitably restrained on his bed, I remove the chastity belt and arouse him. This brings back all those delightful memories of times past. 
 
   I then follow through with a very thorough smacking of the penis with a plastic ruler. I may then line his penis with pegs, use hot wax or pierce it with up to 12 hypodermic needles, 19 gauge! I may also cane the penis. Not until the tears are flowing freely do I apply a burning heat lotion and refit the belt. 
 
   Pansy squeals like a stuck pig and is exceedingly sore afterwards, but dares not complain. The heat lotion causes him to writhe in total agony. For our pansy there is no choice, he has to pay the price of a lot of soreness since I am a most enthusiastic smacker and the heat cream burns for an hour or more! I have a variety that I use. Ralgex™ from England is very good, as is Finalgon™. Other good choices are Whitfield ointment or even Tabasco sauce. 
 
   Afterwards he feels total abasement of how he got himself into this position, from which I love to assure him there is no escape. My abuse of the organ increases his fear of me. It is so important that he understands his position as the lowest form of life in the house. 
 
   Since he has no hope of relief on a day to day basis he knows he must work hard and there is no point in his own arousal or pleasure, since it only provides for further frustration since his belt will not be removed! 
 
   From our own viewpoint I dress as sexy as possible for David at all times. We kiss and cuddle in front of him. Just pretend he's not there. It adds a little spice knowing how frustrated he gets. We have sex at least once a day now. You see we have more time since all the chores are done for us and so we're more relaxed. This means we can spend much more time enjoying each other and exploring our relationship. 
 
   The Slave's Accommodation 
 
   It goes without saying that this should be austere. It must hit home just what his status is. Some slaves dream of a feminine room or a babies nursery. Remember while this may be humiliating you must not pander to his wants or desires. The more Spartan his accommodation the better. Certainly your pets should be better accommodated. 
 
   We were fortunate as we had an old outhouse that included a laundry complete with a shower and toilet. Whilst in poor repair it served perfectly for a slave’s accommodation. It was an old weatherboard type place with a cracked concrete floor and dirty ill-kept paintwork that is cracked and peeling, a haven for spiders. We made him clean it up but didn't allow it to be repainted internally. Cracked tiles in the shower where left in place. We then downgraded it a little! 
 
   First we removed the toilet seat, we didn't want him lazing around reading dirty books did we? The shower curtain was also removed and an even older shower rose that gives a poor spray was put on. If he plays up then we remove the hot tap so he has to take cold showers. The door had bolts placed on the outside so we can lock him in and the windows were permanently boarded up. It is quite dark inside with the door closed. It also means he can't gaze around and enjoy the garden when he's working there or locked away. It's quite ideal as it is fully self-contained. He's not allowed to use any facilities in the main house, which is kept immaculately clean. 
 
   There are two large, old-fashioned sinks for handwashing clothes and his ablutions, the toilet and shower and an old very thin mattress. 
 
   The laundry is ideal since he can do so many jobs there. It's only about 3m x 4m in size though so he has to fold up the mattress to make workspace. Also stored there is the washing machine, dryer, ironing board, iron and freezer. There is an old wardrobe and a chest of drawers for his clothes. These came from a garage sale and are very old and battered looking. He has a cracked mirror and an alarm clock and a bare 40 watt light globe. 
 
   If we go out we often lock him up here. There are many jobs he can busy himself with, and there's always plenty of ironing since we insist on all clothing being ironed, even David's underwear and socks! It's certainly not a pleasant place and nor should it be. It does emphasis his pitiful position though. If you have to house your slave in the house then make sure the room is very bare - or look at adapting the roof void or the subfloor! 
 
   He has to eat his meals there and spend any spare time there. He is only allowed in the house to perform chores and he must never sit on any of our furniture, which is not for someone of his base nature! 
 
   The Slave's Chores 
 
   Quite simply any jobs you don't want to do are his! But they must be done to perfection, and I mean to perfection. The fact that you might have given the toilet a quick clean once or twice a weak and found it acceptable doesn't make it OK for him to do the same. All jobs should be done in accord with your ideal standards and frequency. If he complains then instant punishment is merited. 
 
   In our house Pansy is a very early riser. He needs to get up early to complete his chores. He rises at five and does a couple of hours before leaving for his office at eight fifteen. Fortunately he only works fifteen minutes from our home. He's home by five fifteen when he prepares the evening meal and then gets down to work again. 
 
   On some nights he has the pleasure of helping with my hair, something I know he enjoys, or would if he could gain release. He is quite accomplished and can wash, condition, colour and set it like a professional. He does my nails, after cleaning my feet with his tongue, shaves my legs, under my arms and generally pampers me. 
 
   I can honestly say I haven't had to lift a finger around the place since he moved in. 
 
   Ignore his desires if you use him this way though. He may enjoy cleaning your shoes but he has to clean your partners too. David and I flirt terribly around the house. We just totally ignore his presence, and so should you. So he gets horny and jealous watching you? So what! The chastity belt ensures he can't do anything about it! 
 
   Feeding 
 
   Our slave eats the same as us. The only difference is that he eats his after he has served us and cleared away our dishes. This means his own meal is frequently eaten cold. Part of the reason for this is that any uneaten food from our plates is first scraped on to his and must be eaten first. If there is too much for his meal then the dog gets the rest, but our slave eats our scraps. Again this further emphasises his status as the lowest member of our household. 
 
   He only ever served us a poor meal once. The rice was overcooked. I strapped him down to a chair in the bathroom and force-fed him a tin of dog food. He'll never serve a poor meal again after that experience! 
 
   Finances 
 
   We both work so we have a good income, plus Pansy has to pay for his room and board! We charge him a fair rate given the quality of the home we are in. The fact that he only gets to use the outhouse and eat our scraps is irrelevant. 
 
   The rest of his money he has to pay into an investment account so we know he is provided for in the future and not enjoying any luxuries now. He must show us all his accounts and transactions. Indeed all his mail is opened by David or I and only passed on if we consider it relevant. All expenses must be approved by us. 
 
   He has an allowance of $5 per week. He must account for every cent of this allowance and keep receipts for every item. No receipt and he is in trouble. He obviously finds this most awkward, but I won't relent. It is important that he realises he is totally dependent upon us. If we consider an expenditure frivolous then he is punished. 
 
   Pansy earns, after tax, about $750 a week. He pays $500 for board and lodging, $100 for running his car including insurance and finance, (his car is only used for work), other insurances are about $25 a week and $5 for his spending allowance. There is little else for him to pay for; toiletries, clothing, punishment items, etc are bought by David or I, we do the shopping, and he has to pay us back. He is only allowed feminine toiletries. 
 
   The $500 for his board and lodging certainly helps to cover his costs with us and provide for a few extra luxuries. 
 
   There is therefore quite a lot left over for his saving account. He must also buy us presents for birthdays, Xmas, Easter, our Wedding Anniversary, Valentine's Day, etc. These come out of his allowance. 
 
   The Slave's Attire 
 
   Now most slaves want to be able to do all the housework dressed as a Maid. This type of outfit is far too concerned with their ideas of sex and sexual relief. They believe that dressed up in a short frilly outfit complete with suspender belt, black stockings and high-heels it's something of a sexy experience, a good turn-on, and to them no doubt it is. 
 
   But as I have said earlier, owning a slave should not be a game - it doesn't work; all parties end up dissatisfied. If you follow my guidelines it is only your slave who is dissatisfied, which is perfectly acceptable since slavery is about serving the whims and needs of another. 
 
   Now I can tell you just how our delightful Pansy dresses upon arrival home from work. Once undressed down to his chastity belt our little wanna-be-maid puts on pink silk shorts, a white T-shirt, white ankle socks with a frilly lace top and white pumps. He looks a prat! 
 
   The Slave's Lifestyle 
 
   Alcohol is totally forbidden. He shaves all his body hair off and uses a hot wax to keep his skin smooth and hairless. 
 
   His chastity belt makes him sit on the toilet, which he finds a problem. 
 
   The Slave's Punishment 
 
   It is important to introduce exceptionally severe and humiliating punishment to ensure total discipline and perfection. Again most slaves enjoy the concept of punishment. It is vital that you develop a system that overcomes this; otherwise he'll slack off in order to be punished! 
 
   You'll also find that things go well for the first few weeks. After that a slave invariably slacks off a little. He'll still do his chores but the early enthusiasm wears off as monotony sets in. 
 
   Now, as I mentioned earlier, most slave's enjoy corporal punishment, they'll even slacken off for a taste of the rod from their Mistress. That's the beauty of my system. I determine punishments, and I enjoy watching them, but I never administer corporal punishment. This way the punishment sessions are far fewer but can be exceptionally severe. 
 
   David administers the cane or a rubber belt that we use. This removes the pleasure of being beaten by a woman for the male slave. My Dave is 6 foot of solid muscle! Consequently Pansy dreads these punishment sessions. 
 
   He uses either a vicious rattan cane that's kept flexible and heavy by soaking in brine. It is forty-two inches long and as thick as David's middle finger, a truly evil implement. A wrist loop gives maximum control due to the length of the cane. David takes a run of about a dozen paces, the length of our large garage in fact. The rod is drawn back and then the stroke delivered with the full force and sweep of his arm. The wrist strap also allows him to flick his wrist at the point of impact to provide even greater velocity and follow through. On impact the tip of the cane will be travelling at over 100 kilometres per hour. 
 
   I know people who can take severe canings, but believe me this cane is vicious. One stroke will break a grown man. Three takes most people past their pain threshold. We always give thirty-six strokes! It really gets the message home. He screams like a stuck pig from the first stroke to the time the last falls some thirty minutes later. And since it is given less frequently he doesn't build up a tolerance. Obviously you can't expect Pansy to remain in place, so we have to secure him over a caning bench. The strokes are laid evenly over the buttocks and upper thighs as this further increases the pain. 
 
   Remember this must be a very real punishment; it is intended to deter your slave from further transgressions. It is vital that this session is something your slave will do anything to avoid. Afterwards, like our Pansy, your slave shouldn't sit comfortably for several days. There will be some pretty severe wealing and bruising, together with serious blistering where the end whips around the buttocks. There'll also be a number of deep contusions, which will bleed a little. He'll certainly need assistance to walk and it will take 2-3 weeks for the bruising to totally fade away. 
 
   The rubber belt is perhaps even more malevolent. It is 3 feet six inches long, about 3 inches wide and nearly quarter of an inch thick. It is made of black industrial belting rubber! 
 
   You may think that this is overly cruel, barbaric, but he has to learn his place; it has to be a deterrent, so never show mercy. The lines are clearly drawn. If he earns displeasure he is punished. Never show leniency. 
 
   Sometimes I'll don a pair of white gloves and go around each room looking for dust. If the gloves need washing he gets punished. Consequently we have the most obedient and obsequious servant imaginable. 
 
   Have you?
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Male Maid
 
   Ms Madeline
 
    
 
   You must remember that the male maid is there for your pleasure. At all times he is there to work for you. At no time should the male maid be allowed to feel that he is there for his pleasure or fantasy. The role of a male maid is not a fantasy in my household, it is a 24/7 reality. 
 
   Colin (Now Colleen) reported his arrival for training at 0800 on Monday morning, leaving behind his past life he had sold everything he owned, or relinquished ownership to me. He stood there on the doorstep in a suit carrying a suitcase - his belongings of 25 years - a suit and a suitcase, both of which would shortly be destroyed. I made him wait outside in the pouring rain for 30 minutes whilst I dressed and drank a cup of tea - No use in starting off on a soft note I thought to myself. 
 
   I opened the door and let the sodden Colin into my home and asked what he had in his suitcase. 
 
   "A maid’s uniform Madame," he said quietly. 
 
   "Well from now on Colin you will be known as Colleen and you will only speak when you are spoken to. Otherwise I demand utter and complete silence from you. Is that understood? Now get out of your clothes, go upstairs into the bathroom and wait for me there." 
 
   Quickly Colleen undressed and left her clothes in a neat pile at the foot of the stairs. I quickly emptied the pockets of any valuables that were left and also his wallet. The remainder of the clothes I then took into the kitchen and put into the shredder. That was the end of them! 
 
   On entering the bathroom there was Colleen standing facing me waiting for her next order. Well since her interview I could see that she had had her foreskin pierced and that a brass padlock now fastened her foreskin together and the key was on a necklace around her neck, just as I had instructed. I took the necklace and removed the key for safekeeping. That key would not be required for a long, long time. 
 
   I then handed Colleen a large jar of cream and instructed her to cover her body with the hair removing cream and remove all traces of her male hair. She was then to dry herself off and report to me to be dressed in her maid’s uniform as I saw fit. 
 
   Well Colleen's face dropped when she entered the dressing room as I had emptied the contents of her suitcase onto the floor and found a very frilly lacy French maids uniform with bows and ribbons, net and lace, seamed stockings, a basque and high heels. Colleen obviously thought she was going to titillate herself with all this finery. As I said before, being a male maid is not for the maid’s pleasure or fantasy. 
 
   I threw a pair of scissors at her and told her to cut the dress and accessories up into tiny pieces. Colleen opened her mouth to disagree and said she would not as she had spent nearly 400 pounds on these only last week to wear whilst in my service. An immediate response from me was a number of sharp slaps across the face followed by a torrent of verbal abuse at her for speaking to me in such a disrespectful manner. "You were told never to open your mouth without being spoken to! Never mind disagreeing with my instructions!" I grabbed her by the ear and took her over to the punishment bench, which was in the corner. "Bend over whilst I strap you down!" 
 
   Meekly and mildly Colleen bent over the bench and I quickly secured her ankles and wrists. "Right now you are going to be properly punished for daring to question me." I continued by giving her 24 strokes of the cane. Not a bad start to the day. It was not yet 10 am! 
 
   Colleen was soon released from her bonds and again told to cut up her uniform. This time she did it without question. I then made her cut up her stilettos and break off the heels, before sending her downstairs to put them in the shredder with the rest of her clothes. 
 
   She returned to me in the dressing room standing there in everything she now owned - a brass padlock around her foreskin, and even I owned that now! I now also own Colleen 
 
   "Well Colleen, time to dress you for training. You see in my household you start at the very bottom - you are a nothing, you are the lowest of the low, All treats and perks have to be earned - Yes you will have a uniform, but one provided by me and as your work progresses and your attitude changes and you become more of a male maid than a male, your uniform will change. You never know, in 5 or 6 years time you may have progressed to a nice little French maid’s uniform - but until then you will start at the bottom. 
 
   First of all a flannelette vest, light pink in colour, was followed by a pair of cotton briefs, again the same shade of pink, over this went a full long line corselet, which gives her body some figure, a pair of 90 denier woollen tights that are 2 sizes too big is next applied giving wrinkles around the ankles, a full woollen dress the type worn by those ladies at the turn of the century with a very high uncomfortable neck and falling to just below the knee, a little turban hat and a pair of fluffy bootees complete the uniform. 
 
   "You see Colleen, when I say you are here for my enjoyment and to work, I mean just that. You are not here to fulfil you fantasies. This will be your uniform for the first six months of training and that may be extended as I see fit. It is dependent on your attitude to learn quickly, to obey instantly, and always to remember your place in my household." 
 
   I then took Colleen to the bottom of the house. There she was greeted by a small cellar that was only accessible through a wrought iron door that could only be locked, opened or closed from the outside. A small, dimly lit cell, it was to be her home, her only place of solitude. It was her little piece of my house. A small 40-watt bulb dimly lit the very small room. The light could only be controlled from outside the room. I said when it went on and when it was switched off! 
 
   With no windows, wallpaper or carpet it was just a cell. A solid wooden bed with a single mattress and 2 rough blankets was all the furniture in the room. A bucket for a lavatory, a small sink with only cold water to wash in, and a small cardboard box in the corner in which she was to fold her clothes neatly at nighttime. "Welcome to your new room," I said gleefully, "from now on, when you are not on duty, you will remain in this room. Otherwise you are only to visit this room to go to the toilet and to sleep. Now follow me to the study where I will instruct you on your role and duties." 
 
   As I lay back in my chaise lounge I thought to myself, "What a state Colleen has got herself into. Here I am lying back sipping champagne, with my silk underwear and designer clothes from top London stores; and there is the male, well she doesn't look very masculine to me, kneeling in the corner, dressed as she is. What a wonderful feeling of power came across me. 
 
   "NOW Colleen" I shouted, "you are here to work. To keep me in luxury. I will keep a log of your errant ways, your failings and you will be punished accordingly every Friday evening, and every black mark against you will count as 5 strokes of the cane. For every time you receive a black mark for the same reason, your punishment will double. Is that understood?" 
 
   "Yes Madame," came a quiet whisper from the kneeling, now trembling Colleen. 
 
   "What did you say? I could hardly hear you. You feeble little excuse for a maid.” 
 
   "YES MADAME. CAN YOU HEAR ME THIS TIME?" Colleen shouted at me. 
 
   "What did you say? Did you raise your voice at me and threaten me? You slovenly, insolent specimen. I will not stand for that. You have already earned 8 black marks. One for every word out of place. And now, to teach you only to answer the question directly, and not to speak to me like that ever again, you will be gagged." 
 
   On saying that I left the study to fetch an inflatable penis gag which I had already coated with many layers of castor sugar and anti-nail biting lotion. Thus as Colleen sucked or chewed on it she would have that awful taste in her mouth. 
 
   I re-entered the study and summoned Colleen over to me. I attached the penis gag into her mouth and locked it at the back of her neck with a small padlock before beginning to pump it up to ensure it filled her mouth completely. Before releasing the pump part of the gag, so it could not be deflated. "You will wear that day and night for 7 days for your insolence! Perhaps that will teach you when to speak and how to speak to me! Now perhaps I can have some silence whilst I inform you of your duties. 
 
   Each morning an alarm will ring in your room at 0600. The light will then come on for 15 minutes. In that time you must wash and dress and be ready to work. The light will go out at exactly 0615 when the door will be released. You are to come out of your room immediately and close the door behind you; the door will lock itself behind you allowing no further access until I say so. 
 
   You will then begin your day by scrubbing the kitchen floor and work surfaces prior to preparing my breakfast, which will be served to me in my boudoir at exactly 0730. Whilst I am dining you will run my bath and prepare the bathroom for me. Whilst I am bathing I will give you instructions on what clothes to put out for me to wear that day and they are to be laid out on the bed waiting for me. On completion of my bath you will have ready a full white fluffy towel which you will already have pre warmed for me with a hairdryer, ready for me to step into. Whilst I am dressing you will go into the bathroom and clean it and the toilet. You may then have your breakfast of one slice of bread and one glass of water. 
 
   Following this, whilst I am looking at my mail and the morning newspapers, which should be presented with my breakfast, you will go outside, fetch the car from the garage and thoroughly polish it inside and out regardless of whether I am using it that day or not! If I am to use the car that day I will inform you accordingly and I expect the car interior to be warmed accordingly. 
 
   The remainder of the morning is to be spent going through the house cleaning, polishing and hoovering all the rooms. Lunch is to be served at precisely 1 pm. If you have not finished your morning chores by then they will be entered into the punishment book. 
 
   The afternoon is to be spent washing and ironing; no washing machine is to be used. All clothes are to be hand washed and drip-dried prior to ironing. Once this is finished, you are to prepare my evening meal. This is to be served at exactly 8 pm. Whilst I am eating my dinner you may also have yours which will consist of 2 slices of bread, one slice of ham or cheese, one apple, orange or banana and one glass of water. 
 
   During the evening you will pamper me further by massaging me, giving me a pedicure and manicure until I tire of your services and you are dismissed for the night, at which stage you will have a further 15 minutes to toilet and undress before the light goes out in your room. The door will automatically be locked behind you once you have stepped into the room. 
 
   This will be your routine every day until you can complete the tasks correctly and on time, and I am satisfied with your standard of work. Once that has been achieved we move on to the next stage of training ...
 
   
The End
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Total Submission 
Final
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
   She squirmed, a bitch in heat, on my thigh, I could feel the warmth of her thigh, the moisture of her juices as they flowed freely, as she sank her mouth into Sarah's neck in wanton passion and debauchery. Her breathing hot, her passions intensified to melting point, she turned to me, panting, "Lust... an intense sexual desire. Do you not lust for me now, do you not lust for sexual release? Now you shall observe my lusts, Sarah's lust, for sexual pleasure is not for you. Remember you rejected me, and now you shall suffer the atonement of Lust. She stroked me softly as she spoke, arousing me despite my pain. "Now you shall atone for your greed and your lust together." 
 
   She then placed her hands on Sarah's breasts. Sarah lowered her head and kissed Caroline between her breasts and breathed in deeply. She eased the dress gently from her shoulders. 
 
   "Oh Pythia…" murmured Sarah. 
 
   Caroline parted her lips but said nothing, simply holding Sarah's gaze. I was inconsequential. Her dress fell away to reveal her beautiful body. Her breasts were full, her nipples enlarged. Sarah put her hands to them, and then her face, as I stared with lust and watched her nipples stiffen. Her lips brushed against them as Caroline's hands moved between Sarah's legs. 
 
   She closed her eyes. Her breath was growing shorter, her pulse quickening. Sarah slid her hand along Caroline's silken leg, moving up her calf and then to her thigh. She took Caroline's face in both her hands and kissed deeply. 
 
   Like hungry wolves they sought each other, their mouths linked, their lips and tongues frantically exploring. The effect was hypnotic, lust coursed through me, the scalding flames of desire enraged further by the deep burning from the salve that had been rubbed into my penis. 
 
   Sarah's hands moved down to her sides and around her back, caressed her perfect buttocks, then slid down the outside of her legs, urging her towards her. She whimpered softly. I felt her weight move as she changed position; the warmth of her juices was on my thigh. She stroked Caroline, kissed her ears, the small of her throat, their desire a contrast to my denial and pain, a total tease, I was ramrod hard despite the pain. Caroline moved Sarah's hand against her breast as she squeezed my nipple, further engorging my own penis; she was toying with me - the torment of lust. My pent-up denial was a positive force pervading my every pore where it entwined itself with the flames of agony from the burning chillies. 
 
   Sarah's hand was moving in soft circles as she explored Caroline's body. Caroline moved her hand to the flat of Sarah's stomach, slid it across her hard muscles as she circled her navel with her thumb. Her hard nipples were thrust forward, they started kissing again, their tongues probing ever deeper, their eyes closed, oblivious to me beneath them, they were totally focused on their own carnal pursuits. 
 
   Their lips still locked together she pressed her hand to Sarah's and moved it to her belly, then slowly down between her legs. She pressed it hard to her and then rode up and down on my thigh as she pushed against her. She let her free hand glide down Sarah's back to her buttocks as Sarah's juices started to flow. They edged closer, their legs alternated to each other pressed tight to each other’s, their nipples touched. They held tightly as they locked their mouths together. 
 
   I looked again to Caroline through my slit like eyes as I tried to hold in the flaming agony that ran through my penis, her own eyes were dark and glazed with desire; a desire further strengthened by my suffering no doubt. She lifted her hips for Sarah to remove her panties; I felt the weight and warmth of her rise briefly off my leg. The triangle of her hair was dark and thick. Sarah slipped down and traced its length with her lips. 
 
   The air was filled with the urgent synchrony of their breathing and the room swelled and folded to it's rhythm, my own tormented breathing ignored as the chillies continued to smart and burn. 
 
   She ground her head down into Sarah's shoulder; her muscles trembled against me as she stroked her faster and faster. Her back arched as they continued to stroke each other in rhythm with her sighs of pleasure. 
 
   Caroline began to grind against Sarah's hand, began stroking Sarah faster, and Sarah began to move with her hand. They were trembling now; Caroline sucked in her breath and rose on her toes, her weight lifting off my leg. I could see the juices of her passion flowing over Sarah's fingers as she worked against her. Her biceps were twitching. 
 
   "I want you inside of me now," she whispered. Sarah slipped on a large imitation penis, a double dildo. One end slipped into her own femininity leaving the larger organ for Caroline. Caroline reached for Sarah again and drew her to herself. Caroline moved back on my leg and she came with Sarah, gripping Sarah tightly with both hands she steered her towards her vagina. She opened herself as she glided down. Sarah caressed Caroline's breasts and moved her head down to kiss them tenderly once more. I was alive, rent with pain and jealously, lust coursed through me once more like a palpable entity despite the pain ravaging within my penis. Sarah took a nipple in her teeth and Caroline shuddered. 
 
   They kissed deeply as they gently rode each other; I felt the rhyme of their bodies as my own penis pulsed in longing to be where Sarah was. Their eyes locked into each other, unsmiling, they were both gripped in preoccupied urgency. Caroline reached up with both arms and wrapped them around Sarah's neck, sliding her hard nipples up and down her chest. She trapped Sarah's cries with her mouth. Hypnotised they rode together for five minutes or more as the pangs of lust flowed through me. I stared at the delicate features of her face, so close to me, so rapt in her pleasure, her erotic make-up excited me further, the delicate yet rigid tapering of her hair, the moisture on her lips, her eyes focused so deeply on the pleasure within her, she was not of this world. The contrast as I winced and smarted from her earlier ministration, Sarah's pleasure too, in stark contrast to my pain. 
 
   Caroline stiffened, stopped breathing for several seconds, then she thrust herself down hard. She cried out and began to shudder; her response was overwhelming. 
 
   Finally Sarah flickered, spasmed once, twice and quivered as she exploded too, then Caroline ignited; she jolted and came in waves. The sound of their orgasms echoed through the room, overcoming the timbre of the music, before Caroline sank softly down and fell into Sarah’s arms. 
 
   The waves began to build again; I could feel them as they balanced precariously on my thigh. "Oh god" she cried, as she tightened her legs while they kissed again until, finally, Caroline came again. 
 
   "Ooooh," she mumbled several times. 
 
   Sarah held her, engulfing her, lightly stroking her back, her head against Sarah's shoulder. As they regained their breath, Caroline glanced over at me, saw the pain etched in my eyes and furrowed brow, the longing for release, and in a sudden reprise, as Sarah slid into her she began to tighten again. She twisted her head from side to side, both moaning in unison as their dance built and built once more, until she cried out, moving up and down on Sarah. 
 
   Finally they both relaxed as I bore their full weight on one leg. They simply clung to each other in post coital relaxation as I quivered in my ongoing pain, my teeth gritted, my muscles knotted as I tensed to absorb the raging heat that fired through my penis from the devilishly hot chillies. 
 
   Her muscles tightened and loosened with her own contractions. Her mouth was against Sarah's ear and Sarah listened, as did I, as Caroline slowly regained her breath. She lifted her head until they were almost nose-to-nose and she swept her tongue across Sarah's upper lip. "God," she whispered, "that was good!" 
 
   Finally Caroline arose. She donned her dress, leaving off her panties, shaking it to the ground as Sarah softly stroked her. They embraced and kissed deeply and longingly before me, then parted as she turned and looked once more at me and my swollen penis, my face a mask of craving, mingled with the pain from the burning chillies. 
 
   She spoke to me, her voice warm and patient, made a little lazy by lovemaking. "I hope you enjoyed yourself too?" She then turned to Sarah, her servant once more at the altar of my torture, "The milk please." She then gently daubed my roasted penis with the cold milk and I felt the fires die away almost immediately, though not the fierce burning of my unsated lust and stunning erection. 
 
   "Looks a little envious to me,” grinned Sarah. 
 
   "Mmmmmmm…" smiled Caroline, her eyes still glazed from her lovemaking, though no doubt her calm belied only trouble for me. "Perhaps it's time for the atonement of Envy." 
 
   She twirled, her diaphanous gown swirling about her. In a loud and theatrical voice she commanded, "Bring forth the tray of the juices of Envy." 
 
   Once more she approached me, a resolute smile on her face, her harsh eye shadow captivating me. "You envy those who can spill their seed?" 
 
   I simply stared back implacably. Did I not wish to spend myself in throes of ecstasy within her? 
 
   "So tonight you shall savour the source of your envy." Sarah approached with a tray containing two silver bowls. 
 
   "Look" exclaimed Caroline, "Sarah has for three nights plus tonight sacrificed the seed of her slave on the cross. Preserved for your admiration." She then held forth a bowl containing four shrivelled condoms each full of Sarah's slave's white semen. They lay before me like rubber slugs, slimy and disgusting. Caroline replaced the bowl and placed the second clean bowl in my lap. 
 
   Then, smiling brightly, she lifted out a knotted condom and hung it before me. "Your envy is pitiable... but please suck on it since it has been in Sally's arsehole." I was horrified. 
 
   She dangled it closer, "What's up? You desire. Now suck, or else!" she smiled a tight, vicious smile as she gripped my tender member. I closed my eyes and sucked on the rubber, trying to ignore what it contained. 
 
   She then proceeded to open the knot and, rather like milking a cow, she used her fingers to squeeze the contents into the small bowl on my lap. She then did the same with the other three before once more looking at me. 
 
   "Now, to atone for your Envy, I the High Priestess Pythia, offer you the token of your envy, the milk of the slave, Darius. Drink." She then lifted the cup to my mouth. I gagged in disbelief. She smiled and placed the bowl down, tweaking my nipples to bring me to erection she simply said, "Perhaps some encouragement is needed. 
 
   She then turned to Sarah, "Bring forth the Staff of Sloth!" 
 
   The air seemed suddenly to be sucked out of the room. A wet icy chill swept through it. The hair bristled on the back of my neck. Gooseflesh rippled up my arms. Sweat burst from the pores of my forehead. A frigid sweat, like water dribbling down a melting snowman. I shivered spasmodically, unconsciously gasping for air. Sarah calmly approached with the electric cattle prod. 
 
   My jaw tightened. Our eyes locked together, hers were expressionless, like a snake's, and mine were filled with fear. Sarah carried the rod on the palms of her two hands, held it out in front for her. She remained motionless, ignoring Sarah, as her gaze remained fastened on me. Finally, without looking she took the electric prod from Sarah without glancing away. 
 
   She remained silent and distant as slowly she stretched her arm forward. The wicked electrical contact at the end of the rod reach forward like the fangs of an evil serpent as it moved inexorably after the tip of my penis. As it drew closer it wavered slowly about, dancing in front of its prey. 
 
   Finally it gently kissed the tip of my erect organ. Caroline remained steadfast, unblinking, her eyes giving nothing. Sarah had stood back. The seconds grew to minutes as the mournful music droned on. My heart raced faster, I was panic stricken but Caroline simply remained immobile, ignorant and uncaring of my distress as she drew out my torment. 
 
   "Sloth," she intoned in a distant voice, "a lack of motion or action. I now call forth the power of the rod to dispel the sin of sloth." But still she remained immobile. I was rooted to the spot in abject fear; I felt my bowels would give way. I stared into those cold grey blue eyes, watched the slight twitch in her jaw. Would I tell when the jolt was to come? 
 
   The dirge wailed on as I now started to try and draw my groin in, to get my penis away from the probes, but it was futile she rested it firmly on the end. And then it hit. An almighty flash of incredible pain rocketed through my body, my screams wrenched from my throat drowning out the music. I jerked and bucked in my bonds as I tried to absorb the raw pain. 
 
   When I came to Caroline remained with that glassy stare and the rod reached out once more for the end of my penis. I screamed and wailed for mercy, fighting against the immoveable bonds. I was frantic but Caroline was as stoic as a rock carving, a figurine carved out of artic ice. As I finally relaxed she once more lifted me out of my chair with a jolt of liquid fire. My screams were still echoing through the room when the next jolt hit leaving me incoherent with agony. 
 
   Six massive shocks were discharged before she finally removed the rod. I was in another world and took some 15 minutes before I regained a semblance of sanity. What more could this woman do to me? I couldn't cope, why didn't Sarah intervene. Caroline simply smiled languidly at me, when my eyes were finally able to focus. My breath coming in great heaving sobs. 
 
   "Just two more sins to atone for before the judgement of Hope." She remarked as she casually stroked her moist vagina through her gown, a callous display of how much she enjoyed my suffering. 
 
   "Let us now move to atone for the sin of anger,” she calmly announced. Sarah strolled over with yet another tray. It held three burning candles in their elaborate holders. To their front was a small velvet package. It was deep red with a golden cord tied around to keep it rolled up. A small silver cup with an amber liquid within it and an old brass syringe. I shivered once more in trepidation. 
 
   "Anger - a strong feeling of displeasure or hostility," pronounced Caroline over the timbre of the music. To help you overcome such feelings I, Pythia will introduce you to the atonement of fiery pain." Her tongue caressed her lips in anticipation as she picked up the velvet package and slowly unrolled it across my lap. It contained a frightening array of needles. 
 
   There were fifteen slender acupuncture needles each with a round pearl like head, a fine sharp point, two larger, thicker acupuncture needles, and two vicious syringe needles each with a large hollow tip. 
 
   I tried to relax, to control myself, to overcome the panic as she slowly stroked my penis to erection. Then she picked up the first acupuncture needle and slowly inserted it into the soft underside of my rigid member. I winced in pain. Squealing as she repeated the process with each of the remaining fourteen. My penis was like a pincushion, pulsing with the pain of each tiny needle. 
 
   Smiling wickedly she then selected the syringe needle while, with her left hand, she gently tweaked my right nipple. Her focus was intent as she slowly inserted the large needle through my erect nipple. I shrieked aloud, the pain growing more intense, burning like a white hot ember. It pulsed, a fire, a rage of flame as she slowly, meticulously pushed it through the tender skin. She then repeated the process on the other side, leaving me gasping for breath. 
 
   She smiled sweetly then as she gently flicked each needle in turn drawing fresh howls of anguish from me. She simply smiled as Sarah came over and caressed her buttocks through her sensuous gown. She groaned with pleasure as she relished my travail and Sarah's tender ministrations. 
 
   Next she picked up the cup and smiling asked me if I'd like a little sip of whisky to help me through my pain. I nodded weakly back as she sipped a little, a tiny drop trickling lasciviously down her chin. "Good," she grinned as she picked up the syringe and inserted it into the cup. 
 
   Once more she bent down between my legs. I could see her tender neck as she raised up my penis and inserted the nozzle of the syringe into the slit. I could see her graceful neck, her hair pulled up to reveal the delicate skin. She looked up at me with her eyes the colour of a cold sea. Then with a cold smile plunged home the plunger. I shrieked aloud as the whisky burnt down the length of my penis, tearing at the raw nerves of my urethra. 
 
   "Please. Please. Hear me beg. Help me. Help meeeee!" I wailed in sorrow. Mercifully the pain was short lived though she repeated it six times driving me to a frenzy. 
 
   She then withdrew one of the large acupuncture needles and again coaxed my penis to full erection. Carefully, as I watched fearfully she squeezed the slit between her thumb and forefinger. I looked on in horror as I realised what she was about to do. She didn't look up. She simply pushed the needle home through the fragile head of my penis. 
 
   I tried to concentrate on the light of the candle, hoping the pain would go away. Just focus on the point of light I urged myself. Then the wave came back. Hot waves, a tide of larva running in every vein, in every muscle, in every fibre. Pain, all the fires, blind hot-wires running through my penis. I shrieked in agony, only to be met by those cold grey eyes and the callous smile as she picked up the next needle and inserted it along side the first. 
 
   I blacked out momentarily from the sheer pain and terror. When I next looked through tear stained eyes I noticed her, like some macabre artist slowly twisting and adjusting them so two inches protruded either side of my pain-engorged organ. 
 
   "No more," I wailed hopelessly. 
 
   "Tell me you have atoned for your anger, tell me you feel no anger towards me," mocked Caroline in her position of complete control, me helpless like a fly in the trap of an evil spider. 
 
   "I adore you," I pleaded, "I could never feel any more anger to you." She laughed at my pitiful condition. 
 
   "Then ask me to hurt you some more," she coaxed softly. 
 
   I looked helplessly around, struggling vainly with my bonds. "Please Ma'am" I pleaded, "please help meeee." 
 
   "If you feel no more anger then ask Pythia to provide you with the final test of pain, or do you still feel anger?" she gently mocked, a cold edge to her final words. 
 
   "Please Pythia," I cried, "I feel no anger, give me the final test, I beg you." I was helpless, terrified, shaking like a leaf, as tears once more rolled down my face. 
 
   Caroline sat again on my leg and took a candle off the tray. She then guided Sarah's hands down and positioned the tray so each of the two remaining candles flickered against one of the needles through my nipples. She then placed her candle against the two needles through the head of my penis. 
 
   My muscles tightened in fearful apprehension of their evil intentions. I tossed my head morosely from side to side waiting for the heat to grow and my inevitable agonising torture. The pain slowly began as the needles warmed up. It grew and grew as it reached a crescendo I couldn't tolerate, every nerve end aflame, every muscle cord snapping as I jerked against my bonds, every heartbeat a hammer against my ribs. I shrieked and shrieked before passing into tortured oblivion. 
 
   Caroline woke me with smelling salts before removing each of the needles, sending off fresh shards of frightful pain through my tenderised flesh. And I still had one more sin to atone for before the final Atonement of Hope. 
 
   "Bring forth the Sin of Gluttony,” she regally ordered as Sarah approached with a metal bowl. 
 
   "Now let's see what a glutton you are," said Caroline as a slight smile crept across her face, "just look what we have here. A little sheep's brains, some 'sweet meats', that's sheep's testicles you know, a little tripe, that's the lining of the stomach. Then we've got some kidneys and liver. Just look, a nice fatty bit with plenty of gristle and tendons, aren't you lucky?" 
 
   I quailed in horror, quite helpless to do anything other than Caroline's wishes. I trembled knowing I would be forced to eat this revolting mess before me. I gagged, trying hard not to retch up. Caroline simply smiled at the look of revulsion on my face. 
 
   "Now come on, open wide," she coaxed as she presented me with a gristly piece of brain. This is from the cortex she said, see all the veins. They throw this out in the restaurants. But it looks so nice for you. Don't you agree?" 
 
   My eyes opened wider with loathing and revulsion as she drew the piece closer. 
 
   "Don't make me angry now will you?" she smirked. 
 
   I was resigned to my fate; I'd eaten dog food before now. I can do it I told myself. And with intense difficulty, bit-by-bit, retching and gagging I forced down the whole plate. 
 
   Caroline smiled on, "Only one more test to go!" 
 
   I was exhausted, in a state of numb shock. They'd been torturing me for nearly five hours. I was drawing on reserves I didn't know existed. 
 
   "Now we must bring forth the Atonement of Hope,” announced Pythia her eyes flickering with lust as she devoured my terror. 
 
   Sarah advanced carrying a wicked forty-two inch long fibreglass cane. It was white yet evil flowed forth from it's venomous looks. 
 
   Caroline pulled the strips of leather that dangled from my altar up. The hard leather totally encased my penis as it was secured to the waist strap. Caroline then stepped back to one side. 
 
   She was smiling calmly whilst my nerves were on fire. "That lovely soft skin on the inside of your thighs. You think you've felt pain before? Now you are going to feel pain." 
 
   "Please, you can't really do this to me," I begged knowing that she could and she would. The leather straps held me tight as Sarah, her muscles rippling, her jaw set firm moved before me. 
 
   "Please proceed,” ordered Pythia in her regal tone. 
 
   I howled, "You can't, you can't. NOOOO!" 
 
   Sarah drew the rod back behind her head to gain maximum swing. I clamped my eyes tight shut and fought against everything. The leather restraints sawing at my skin. 
 
   There was a grunt followed instantaneously by the whoosh and whirr of the rod as it flew through the air on its evil trajectory to my exposed thighs, and then the incredible pain. It felt as though my leg had been sliced through along its length, the rod buried within the raw muscles. I screamed and heard myself in a disembodied, hallucinatory way. My scream waved like a visible flag in the air. 
 
   My fingers curled tight, my muscles corded as I absorbed the tremendous bolt of pain, the rape of my body, the burning. I watched my own scream ripple away from me. 
 
   "Not bad," Caroline said with satisfaction. 
 
   As the next stroke fell with equal ferocity I passed out of my body, floating among the bright screams. I moaned in agony, shrieking out afresh at each fresh onslaught. Sarah continued on like a metronome. 
 
   My eyes were wide and terrified and then closed up tight with pain. With each stroke my screams grew louder. The pain was multi-faceted now, searing, fiery threads throughout my legs. I spasmed as the nerve fibres rebelled at the violence now inflicted on them. 
 
   Sarah paused, "Half way." I couldn't conceal my agony as Caroline came over. She wiped some tears away and ruffled my hair. 
 
   "Ready for more?" she asked. 
 
   "Please don't hurt me any more, please noooo, don't," I groaned in reply. She revelled in breaking me. "Thankyou for your Charity," I added in the vain hope of appeasing the High Priestess she now played. She drew her face close, I surveyed the perfection of her make-up, the fire and ice in her cold eyes, the beads of sweat on her brow, and the tight lines were her hair was drawn back. She was a surreal being with the harsh eye shadow she had chosen. "I'm sorry..." I finished. 
 
   "I'm sorry too Nancy," she said in a quite voice of false comfort, "but you have to pay the sacrifice." I nodded in trepidation. "Continue," she ordered Sarah. 
 
   "Noooooo!" My scream was so loud it echoed in the confines of the room. I screamed again before the next stroke even whistled down with a buzz like a crazed hornet. I gagged in a mixture of terror and pain. I was racked with pain. My screams rose to the roof and echoed through the room in a high falsetto. 
 
   My arms and legs seemed to dig grooves into the wood of my chair, the altar of Faith, I pressed down so hard, then twisted and struggled against my unforgiving bonds. I was unable to scream by the time the last stroke fell. 
 
   Time had stopped and become eternity. No light, no darkness, no sound nor silence, reality was pain and pain alone. My feet and arms drummed against the wooden chair, my lungs devoid of air from screaming. 
 
   Some time later the unbelievable pain in my thighs brought me round to reality again. Sweat dripped down my nose, itching like a dozen ants. My throat had been sand-blasted. My muscles screeched, my ears pounded. Caroline and Sarah stood watching silently as though I were a picture on a wall. The pain faded in and out along my thighs in ripples of agony and greater agony. I pressed my thighs tight to the wood to try and lesson the agony, but the fire remained. 
 
   "Sings good," laughed Sarah. 
 
   Vivid, thick red weals ran up both legs, turning purple and dark blue at the edges. There were flecks of blood and deep ugly blisters at the tops where the end of the rod, with its extra weight and speed had bitten home. 
 
   I sagged in pain against my bonds. It was over… or was it just beginning? 
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“Oh dear, what can she want with me?”
 
   
  
 


By Scotia
 
   The noisy arrival of the large helicopter sweeping in over the surrounding hills at 5.40am on a chilly April day did not go unnoticed by the detainees, in their skimpy knickers, undergoing early morning PE under the supervision of Junior Section Officers. The noise of the whirling blades drowning the orders being shouted in girlish voices on the Parade Square and the various Drill Sheds being used. 
 
    
 
   The sight of the Lady Governor of green Gates Private Detention Centre, Mrs Marjory Thompson, meeting what appeared to be a Senior Section Officer off the flight was even more surprising. Senior Section Officers do not merit the Governor’s attention to that degree. An unusual hour for such an arrival as staff and visitors usually travel at later times in the day. 
 
    
 
   The double line of twenty-four detainees from Billet No 23 under the supervision of a 16 year old and a 17-year-old Junior Section Officer had not yet started any PE exercise. Of more immediate interest was something spotted by Junior Section Officer Miss Carla Santos whilst doing an initial inspection of her charges. 
 
    
 
   Instead of marching her detainees off to the Drill Shed JSO Miss Carla Santos had with the crook of her cane lowered the knickers of one detainee to his knee level and was intent on her enquiry as to what she has spotted under the thin nylon knickers. 
 
    
 
   “What is this we have here Sinclair?” she enquired, hefting the man’s balls with the crook of her cane displaying his dick which had a silver ring attached around the base of the appendage. 
 
    
 
   “It’s a restrainer Miss,” replied the young man.
 
    
 
   “And pray how do we come to have such a device affixed to our penis?” continued the girl. 
 
    
 
   “It was done at Sick Quarters yesterday Miss,” a shame faced chap replied. 
 
    
 
   “I did not ask where it was done but why it was done – go ahead – enlighten us all, please do,” an almost grinning JSO further asked. 
 
    
 
   “Miss, I reported sick yesterday morning saying I was feeling weak. The nurses reckoned I was feeling weak because I had been wanking on the quiet. I said that was not true but they were adamant and said the cure was a couple of weeks confined in this restrainer, so they fixed it on straight away before they caned me for malingering.” 
 
    
 
   CRACK! The sound of a sappy cane stroke and a yelp of pain from the rear rank accompanied by Junior Section Officer Miss Amanda Pike shouting, “Ross, keep your mind on what is happening here not what is going on at the helipad.” Curiosity killed the cat but gave Ross a fats rising cane weal to start his day. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I doubt if wanking caused your weakness but some brisk PE will perhaps strengthen you up a bit as well as your fellows. Pull up and lets get you all going – RIGHT turn – on the double – let us see you run at the double up the track on the furthest away hill and back here in half an hour or BIG TROUBLE!” Lazy JSOs are inclined to skip the exercises and make the hills do their work for them. 
 
    
 
   The girls of course, did not go on the run but were able to watch their charges from the comfort of their bedroom window, whilst sipping hot coffee. 
 
    
 
   The girls clad in thick tracksuits and thick woollen cloaks when outside in stark contrast to their charges, who wore only the regulation black nylon see through knickers. Rain, hail, frost or snow PE at 5.30am is the first class of the day – EVERY DAY. 
 
    
 
   Later at morning parade the visitor had taken the inspection accompanied again by the Governor, Mrs Thompson, dresses as she so often is during the winter in a beautiful long fur coat. No reason why any of the ladies should freeze. Unlike the young men who wore for this inspection their battle dress uniforms, full webbing and carried their dummy rifles. No greatcoats permitted. The detainees had been ordered to prepare for this inspection as if it were the Friday morning weekly Governor’s inspection. In other words, shit hot and no excuses. As if there ever were excuses accepted here.   
 
    
 
   That the visiting lady, Senior Section Officer, black uniformed, with her green and white diced hatband, was whispered to by the Governor just before she stopped to inspect 2395 Stewart was again unusual. Inspecting Officers usually please themselves at whom they stop to give the ‘once over’. Again Stewart was the only given a close look, which the other 200 or so lads considered a very good situation. Punishment ensues after such inspections as without fail detainees are faulted on their failure to attain the required impeccable turnout.  
 
    
 
   Later that morning 2395 Stewart was called from one of the school classes and marched to the study of Senior Section Officer Maureen Owens, the Headmistress of green Gates School. 
 
    
 
   On being marched in under escort of two Section Officers, the lady seated behind the desk was all too obviously not SSO. Mrs Owens but the one who had already confronted him on the parade ground. 
 
    
 
   Dismissing the Section Officer escort with the assurance she was well able to take care of herself if required to do so, the visiting Officer and one detainee were alone in the study. 
 
    
 
   We continue the story in Stewart’s words:
 
    
 
   I was shivering at the very thought of the cane combined with the shock of Ms Candida sitting there – my nerves were suffering. 
 
    
 
   “Now and again Miss, I’ve been here two and a half years, so I mostly know the ropes, Miss.” My answer to the direct question was I ever in trouble at inspections. 
 
    
 
   “Not regarding the reverse side of the brass belt buckle and cap badge evidently, Stewart,” her laugh tinkled at the thought of her wiliness in looking below the surface, so to speak. 
 
    
 
   SMUG BITCH, I thought as I answered, “No Miss, no one has ever looked there before.”
 
    
 
   Which is a bloody wonder given that the bitches here think they are the bees knees. I’d be willing to bet they would in future, as her  example would not go unnoticed. 
 
    
 
   Her serious look returned.  “You’ll remember whilst being caned I am responsible for it, kindly ask whomever does it to lay it on HARD.”
 
    
 
   She lay back in the big leather swivel armchair, lifted her booted legs and swung around to look out of the window. Silence as she watched the various Sections being drilled on the Parade Square. 
 
    
 
   I regarded her reflection in the window, this ‘Candida’ is an extremely beautiful woman, but such thoughts are not exactly productive at Green Gates, where men have neither sex nor anything even remotely approaching it. I wondered as she gazed, just what precisely does the Editor of ‘Madame’ magazine actually do? Reads all the letters, the nice and the not so nice. Decisions, decisions, what to use, what to chuck in her waste basket. Quite an interesting job, and FUN too. A lot better than detention here, that’s for sure. Looking at her again I decide she could be a model with these looks and the figure to go with them.   
 
    
 
   She swung back to face me once more, “Stewart,” her tone icy, “I came here, PEST, to put paid to your eternal letter writing, which ANNOYS ME IMMENSLEY. Why am I so pestered by YOU?”
 
    
 
   Angry, all of a sudden she looks even more beautiful. 
 
    
 
   Taken aback, I hesitated, then answered brusquely, “YOU ASK FOR THEM.” It was out without thinking. 
 
    
 
   Her face diffused with colour, a becoming pinkish tinge, “Watch it boy, you are not addressing some scrubber. What happened to the Miss? Missed out was it?”
 
    
 
   What a funny lady, MISS was MISSED out – not intentional, her fun, foe she did not look as if she was in a fun mood. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’m sorry Miss, I didn’t mean to be impudent,” I apologised quickly. She is a flaming Officer afterall. 
 
    
 
   “That’s better, a little respect for an Officer perhaps goes a long way,” she steepled her long fingers, placing them below her chin. I noticed her long fingernails, impeccably manicured and painted black. To go with her black Barathea cloth uniform. Possibly. 
 
    
 
   “I do ask for letters but not ALL from the one person. Variety, boy, is the spice of life, same goes for editors. We need variety of contributors and material. You saw the effect of VARIETY at inspection, didn’t you know?” and a smirk crossed her face. 
 
    
 
   Yes, I thought, get your little dig in Lady; impress me with your cleverness. 
 
    
 
   Candida continued, “You, PEST, inundate me and that I WILL NOT HAVE. Then to cap it all you whine at me,” she adopted a babyish voice, “You won’t write to me, Miss, followed by you are good to me Miss, followed by other platitudes, calculated to soft soap me into writing to you, I presume. Well, I SHAN’T, shan’t, shan’t put pen to paper on your account. Not now, not next week, not ever! You can plead, beg, crawl, jump up and down, cry, tear your hair out or any other stupidity you choose, it won’t make one iota of difference to me. I SHAN’T WRITE, SAVVY?”
 
    
 
   Apoplexy, my Lady, and I almost cautioned her not to become too aroused on the subject but remembered just in time who she is. 
 
    
 
   “OK Miss,” I understood her vehemence on the matter. 
 
    
 
   “OK, “ she spluttered, “Is that any way to answer an Officer? OK. I’ll give you OK. I am through with you my lad. The letters and silly stories with cease forthwith. That’s an order!” She was almost spitting, like a female wildcat at bay. 
 
    
 
   Ye Gods and little fishes, she means it without a doubt, she does. She had crashed my little world with just a few words. 
 
    
 
   Out of the blue, she snapped the question, “What does RFCB stand for Stewart?”
 
    
 
   I wished to die – IMMEDIATELY – if not sooner. What a question but what is to be my answer?
 
    
 
   I had added the letters after her name around 15 months ago, as a sort of joke. Never thinking for a moment I would ever be required to explain them in her presence. Across the width of this desk. I had written if she wished to know what they stood for she would have to write to me and ask. Now she had just asked and I am on the spot. Nicely on the spot.    
 
    
 
   Nonplussed I stared at her, as my brain whirled. Time to do some very fast thinking indeed. 
 
    
 
   “RFCB Miss? I queried. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, boy, you heard me correctly.” Her eyes bored into me and she now spoke with a certain menace in her voice. 
 
    
 
   “At school, Stewart, when a boy does not know the answer or does not wish to give it immediately, depending on the question, he repeats it, to gain time, to get his brain into gear. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know all the dodges. I have not always been a magazine editor. So, like you, or perhaps unlike you, I do know the ropes. I’ve been around a bit. NOW ANSWER ME!”
 
    
 
   I longed to say, “Bet you have been around a bit,” but held my tongue. She was angry enough already seemingly.
 
    
 
   “REALLY FELLAS CANDIDA’S BEAUTIFUL,” I ventured rather unconvincingly. Not too bad though for such a short think. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t lie to me. I’m not stupid boy; you are only making matters worse. Let me hear the truth now.”
 
    
 
   Candida’s swift rejection of my explanation left me without a single thought in my head. Nothing left for it but the simple, plain and awful truth. In a low voice I said meekly, 
 
    
 
   Really first class bitch, Miss.”
 
    
 
   She heard me, no doubting that her hands gripped the chair arms tightly and through gritted teeth she ordered, 
 
    
 
   “Speak up boy, I wish to hear what the letters stand for.”
 
    
 
   I repeated it a bit louder only to be urged, “LOUDER Stewart.”
 
    
 
   My heart sank to my boots, the Officer operating the scanner, a bit like a closed circuit TV, except she could see, hear project her image to the screen and if necessary talk to one. This Officer would be hearing every word. This I wished to avoid, the recording of this interview would be transcribed, ending up on my Conduct File. Or the Governor’s desk by way of an intermediate stop, I am due for release in six months all going well. The record of this interview could spoil my chances and even bring me an extra six months detention here. 
 
    
 
   “REALLY FIRST CLASS BITCH, MISS.” I said it really loudly and hang the consequences. 
 
    
 
   Candida stared at me for what seemed a long moment and then quite calmly asked, 
 
    
 
   “Where does Mrs Owens keep her tawse?”
 
    
 
   This really first class bitch is going to punish me herself evidently. 
 
    
 
   ‘In the long drawer in front of you Miss,” I quavered and watched the lady open the drawer and extract the long black length of thick leather with its three tails. Not exactly unknown to me is this tawse. Mrs Owens has used it on me quite a number of times. 
 
    
 
   Now it seems I am to feel it from Ms Candida or Senior Section Officer Ms Candida to give her the correct title here. 
 
    
 
   Her face now stern and set Candida laid the wicked looking tawse on the desk and standing up removed her uniform jacket. 
 
    
 
   Apprehensive now, I took in her further revealed figure. From trim waist to shoulder, clad in a white blouse and Officer’s black tie. The blouse/shirt quite thin material through which I could see her black brassiere and the top inch of her waist slip. How I fervently wished I was with her for pleasure purposes. Mouth dry, I wondered how she felt about to punish a 22 year old ‘boy’ as if he were but a schoolboy. Surely she would be unaccustomed to that experience. Even is she avers to having been around a bit. 
 
    
 
   I often feel as if I have never left school, especially whilst in the classrooms here. 
 
    
 
   Picking up the tawse she walked around to my side of the desk. 
 
    
 
   “Come over and face me,” she ordered. As I did so the full effect of her beauty assailed me, in other circumstances a wolf whistle would have been appropriate. 
 
    
 
   Calmly she said as she pulled the leather through her left hand, “Stewart, I intend to punish your hands. I believe that is done frequently here?” 
 
    
 
   “Er, yes, Miss,” I replied as I licked my dry lips.  
 
    
 
   “This is quite a nice tawse,” she observed, playing with the tails. “Not for you, of course, as it looks and feels as if it will hurt a lot.” 
 
    
 
   I wished to assure her IT DID!
 
    
 
   She was like a little girl with a new toy, as she flexed the leather, pausing briefly to read the maker’s stamp., Just three letters stamped above the hole in the shaped handpiece. PAM. I had noticed these letters when the tawse lay on the desk but they conveyed nothing to me. Evidently they did to Candida and she half smiled as if in recognition. 
 
    
 
   “Hold out your hands boy,” she said, and I did as normal, placing the left hand on top of the right and stretching them both out towards her. 
 
    
 
   She stepped in and gripping the tawse halfway up the length, raised it, her eyes fixed on my presented palms. This Candida I thought is clueless, she has not done this before, she has no idea how to do it, GOOD! She will not hurt me too much. 
 
    
 
   But I had reckoned without the young Section Officer operating the Scanner. With a noise crackle of static she activated her microphone. 
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, Ma’am,” the young voice broke both our concentrations, “That is not the way to do it. You stand back from him, judging the distance the tawse will require to allow it to land on his palms and gripping the leather by its handpiece. Then you draw the tawse up and back as far as you can and putting all your weight and power behind it bring it down hard and fast to land on his top palm.”
 
    
 
   Author’s note: Officers address each other as Ma’am. Detainees address all Officers as Miss. The Lady Governor is addressed as Madam and her two lady Deputees as Ma’am by everyone. Ladies of The Disciplinary Committee as Ma’am. 
 
    
 
   Candida was more surprised than I at the interruption and exclaimed, “Oh, thanks, but I might miss at that distance.”
 
    
 
   The image of the pudgy-faced bitch on the screen to my left, smiled. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry Ma’am, we all had to learn and you will soon get the hang of it. It comes natural to some others well it takes a stroke or two before they get it right. But get it right they always do. Anyway, if you miss, you blame the boy so he gets another stroke as a replacement plus an extra stroke on each palm for good measure. That’s a rule here, which he knows as well as I do. But you just keep trying, Ma’am, after all, the boy is not going anywhere and I understand you are not pushed for time. If you are not finished with him by lunch you can always start again afterwards. 
 
    
 
   Minx, I thought, blast you, why could you not have left this clueless female alone to make a damned fool of herself. Though I would have blessed her for being one.  
 
    
 
   “Suppose I could have a try anyway,” and she stepped back adjusting her grip on the leather at the same time. 
 
    
 
   Another crackle as Miss Nosey Parker came on the mike again. 
 
    
 
   “Not yet, Ma’am, please,” cautioned the Section Officer. Sourly she continued, “YOU, Stewart, were taking advantage of this Officer’s inexperience. You it was who should have told her how to use the tawse correctly. Furthermore the regulations state you have to remove your tunic then roll up your shirtsleeves as far as they will go above your elbows. DO IT NOW! The lady may wish to catch you on the wrists or even up your forearms.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss,” I told the TV screen, “but I was not told to do it.” I made haste to comply with her order and removed my tunic and rolled up my sleeves NOW!
 
    
 
   “You should not require to be told, that is no excuse and I am putting you on a Charge for failing to act correctly in the presence of an Officer. The upshot of that will be back in this same room tomorrow, facing Senior Section Officer Owens. She knows just how to warm up your palms and anything else you may care to present her with for warming. I’ll ensure she knows just how you intended to allow this lady to give you an ineffective punishment. Now HOLD OUT YOUR HANDS and I’ll be watching.”
 
    
 
   Her face disappeared from the small screen and I cursed her under my breath. A belting from ‘Ma’ Owens tomorrow now a certainty. 
 
    
 
   With a sigh, I held out my hands, now stretched out at their extent, towards Candida. Troubles never come singly. 
 
    
 
   Now I would find out the quality of Candida’s right arm and perhaps of her mercy too. 
 
    
 
   I always feel at these moments, as if there are only two people in the world, the punisher and I. No-one else seems to exist. This betokes a sort of bond between two people and is hard to define. That it exists is beyond doubt and may be felt by both sides of the equation. 
 
    
 
   Now at this moment, for my own sake I had best try and judge just where Candida would land that tawse. If my left palm, which is on top, should happen not to be under it I could be here all day having extra strokes.      
 
    
 
   THWACK! The tawse lands, not exactly centrally on my palm but striking thumb and two finger widths up my hand and wrist. Not a good stroke, one most Officers would give a replacement for, having failed to strike me squarely. Unknown to them, (possibly) very often these misjudged and misplaced strokes are the most painful. 
 
    
 
   Candida made no comment, no doubt pleased she had struck me at all. She raised the tawse high and far back over her right shoulder and waited. Poised to strike, she watched me, like a snake hypnotising its intended victim. Obviously she was not a complete stranger to corporal punishment. She was waiting for the stroke to BITE.   
 
    
 
   CRACK! and she got me, full palm and a couple of inches up the wrist. Any of the Officers here would be proud of a similar stroke. The sound of the hard leather on palm seemed to fill the room. The Section Officer on the Scanner would be immensely pleased. I hoped that had been a fluke, not representative of what she could do. 
 
    
 
   Another wait then, CRACK! Suddenly she was poetry in motion, her aim flawless, her motion fluid as a waterfall. 
 
    
 
   She acknowledged my ‘FFFFF” of andiron breath with a cocked eyebrow and half smile. 
 
    
 
   “Miss,” I called out, my face screwed up in pain. “It’s usual for me to change hands after each three strokes.” Better tell her than have frumpy face on the TV screen do it. 
 
    
 
   ‘Do so then,” Candida snapped, the tawse already raised. No thank you for telling me, just a curt ‘DO SO THEN’. 
 
    
 
   Where she got the power for the fourth stroke I just cannot imagine. My right palm as yet unhurt felt the awful bite in seconds. She could see this, yet she waited with the patience of a stalking cat. Strokes five and six landed with the consummate skill of an expert. The tail ends landing well up my arm. 
 
    
 
   “And AGAIN Stewart,” she said, “These you will really feel now.”
 
    
 
   Stinging, burning, and extremely painful was the left palm I now held out uppermost for her undivided attention. Again I was struck not by the tawse but by the sudden smallness of this World. Only she and I remained on it. Everything else and everyone else was entirely blotted out. 
 
    
 
   I saw Candida step back, maybe a half pace, before she swung the tawse up and over her shoulder. 
 
    
 
   TTTHHHWWWAAACCCKKK! It landed, same force, but on my fingers only. That really got me going. With a cry of sheer agony I doubled up. Palms together thrust urgently between tightly closed thighs. The sheer sting unbelievable in its intensity. 
 
    
 
   “Come on boy,” it’s meant to be sore. Let me have those hands out again!”
 
    
 
   God, if she only realised just how sore she has made it. As I thrust out my hands towards her, my mind flashed back to schooldays. The tawse happy Mrs McNicoll, small, stout and fortyish, her main attributes apart from her renowned belting prowess were large and very prominent breasts with thrusting tits. No bra could hide those tits. Her mammary region sort of preceded here wherever she went and the breasts wobbled quite a lot too. 
 
    
 
   When she belted, they both jumper AND wobbled. Other boys would tell me they could quite disconcert her by staring and ogling them as she belted them. The boys, not her tits. So to ogle her put her off and we were convinced we got off lighter by employing lecherous looks at the bouncing orbs. Should I try this on Candida?   
 
    
 
   Hers of course, being as she is the spitting image of Jan Leeming (a newsreader of the period and luscious in the extreme) were not of the same major proportions as Mrs Nicoll’s. 
 
    
 
   Small and pert, nesting in the black bra, but the nipples were thrusting, obviously hardened by the thrill of belting me.
 
    
 
   I fixed my eyes on them, as, with tawse raised, Candida stood poised ready to strike. The shirt material taut, as she lent back, the breast flattened by constriction of both bra and shirt. 
 
    
 
   THWACK! The leather landed on the extreme tips of my fingers and I was down again, doubled up, hands pressed firmly between my thighs. 
 
    
 
   “OUCH!” I yelled, as I buckled in awful pain. Her voice from above me, now mocked my bravery, pr so it seemed. 
 
    
 
   “Stewart, I don’t mind you giving vocal expression to pain but next time its OUCH, MISS. Now get up, stop being a baby and give me those hands back.” 
 
    
 
   I got up as ordered and presented my hands to her once again. I noticed her breasts were now full as she was in a relaxed stance. I fixed my eyes on them again but the ninth stroke doubled me up once again. 
 
    
 
   “This is hopeless!” she exclaims, “I thought you were boasting to me about having been here two and a half years, yet you cannot take a little belting with a great charade. You do have a lot to learn it seems…”
 
    
 
   She sighed and regarded me without compassion. 
 
    
 
   “The next three strokes will be the last three Stewart, so we shall try to take them like a man. You will watch my eyes then you may have some indication of where I am going to land them.”
 
    
 
   I am wondering where the ‘we’ of ‘shall we try to take them like a man’ comes into this situation. Quite obviously she had noticed me staring at her tits, though it had in no way put her off. She only thought I could not bear to watch her deliver the strokes. Like turning away from the nurse with the needle, when you are having an inoculation. Anyway, so much for my psychology regarding staring at her tits and thinking it would disconcert her. No way!  
 
    
 
   “This time I want you to draw back the top hand just a shade to expose the very tips of the fingers of the hand beneath. Shall we expose the fingers to the second joint Stewart?” Candida smiled a shade wanly as she spoke. 
 
    
 
   Hells Bells, I thought, she is into refinements now and I concluded perhaps RFCB is very much applicable to Candida. I may have thought her clueless but I was wrong. SADLY WRONG. If she had not actually belted anyone’s hands before she had caught on mighty quickly. Perhaps she had caned someone on the hands, who knows?
 
    
 
    
 
   Her strategy paid off, as she probably had known it would and I doubled up at each one of the last three cracking strokes. “OUCH, MISS!” I howled each time she landed the leather and the pain got progressively worse. 
 
    
 
   Just a dozen strokes from a lady whom you would not think could hit a cow’s arse with a banjo. Not hard enough to hurt the cow anyway. How often have I thought with slightly built females, I had nothing to fear? No weight to place behind the tawse or cane. No outward sign of strength yet I had in all cases been proved wrong. I had just received another lesson in how wrong it is to prejudge a woman’s punishing ability by her stature. I have, after all, had more than one sound thrashing from 16 to 18 year old Junior Section Officers, whom one would not think would even contemplate punishing a 22 year old male with a length of leather or rattan. Here their powers may be slightly diminished in comparison with their superior officers but they are not to be fooled with, in any respect. Not if one knows what is good for one.  
 
    
 
   Candida left me, not exactly writhing on the floor, but the next best thing to it. Hands now clamped firmly under my armpits and doubled up in floods of tears. 
 
    
 
   I heard her sit down, the sound of the drawer opening and closing. She had put the tawse away. Ready for Senior Section Officer. Mrs Maureen Owens tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   “Stewart,” she said quite calmly, with not even a hint of breathlessness. “”Before you come over to stand in front of me again, remove your shirt boy.”
 
    
 
   I just could not answer but continued to feel downright sorry for myself. 
 
    
 
   “For any sake, stand up boy, you are not a baby and that was just a little ‘warm’ I gave you. And answer me when I speak to you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss, sorry Miss,” I managed to say. 
 
    
 
   I contemplated ‘a little warm’ and felt I should not write her any more letters because I could not even begin to think about a ‘BIG warm’ from Senior Section Officer Ms Candida. 
 
    
 
   The order to remove my shirt indicated she probably meant to cane me herself. My being bare above the waist only left her to remove my shorts and underpants for the cane. Or have me do it before she commenced. 
 
    
 
   Presumably this punishment will also be in connection with RFCB as it has already been arranged. I should be caned by Group Officer Mrs Aruna Jalan, who does all the official punishments here. Thirty-six strokes on the Parade Square at Governor’s Inspection on Friday morning. The cat ‘o’nine tails, the birch, the ropes end, the paddle, the martinet, the cane, the tawse, you name it, Mrs J inflicts it, if it is a punishment to be carried out in public. Which, unfortunately mine is, because I annoyed an Officer who is not a resident at Green Gates Detention Centre. Being made an example of am I. 
 
    
 
   The parade square will ring with my howls come Friday at 9.30am. Maybe loud enough howls for Ms Candida to hear at her Editorial desk in London. Could I howl as loud as that? For Mrs Aruna Jalan, yes, yes, YES! She’ll skin me, and these bloody nurses in Sick Quarters will have the time of their lives with me for a day or so. What they term ‘the healing process’ can be oh so bloody painful. The word ‘comfort’ does not come into their vocabulary, when they are treating a ‘boy’ who has been punished. They say its not supposed to be pleasant but we all think they just like being cruel. 
 
    
 
   For the moment I have to stand over in front of the lady again probably to tell her where Mrs Owens keeps her canes. No secret to me, I am afraid. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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Chapter 8
 
   By Derek
 
    
 
   Mr Thompson was a powerfully built man, tall, broad-shouldered and muscular, with that very superior air of being an officer and a gentleman in Britain’s premier fighting force. He was an imposing sight, over six feet tall, a deep baritone voice and immaculately presented as befitting a senior officer. He had arrived after I had left for college, so I met him on my return in the afternoon. I was at a little loss as to how to greet him, and simply mumbled, “Hello Mr Thompson.”
 
    
 
   “You must be Derek, is that right boy?” he asked in a manner that talked down to me as one might address a young school boy, though I was after all over twenty years old. I simply nodded. Big mistake. “I can see there has been a lack of discipline around here in my absence, my wife really is too soft … there’s always trouble when you forgo corporal punishment. Expect a few changes lad… Starting now. Stand to attention when you greet me… stand up straight, head up high, eyes down… Are you looking for a thrashing?”
 
    
 
   “No Mr Thompson, I’m sorry, I never stood to attention before.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the problem today, no discipline any more. Well you’d better learn fast.” He walked around me, eyeing me up and down. Ruffling the back of my all to short hair, he remarked, “Call that a hair cut lad, more like a school girl, I don’t like this long-haired sixties stuff. Eight o’ clock tomorrow, you can join me for a trip to Mr Jackson’s barber shop for a proper hair cut.” It was all I could do not to slouch in despair at this news. I looked totally out of place at Uni as it was. “We’ll have you back in shorts at home too. More appropriate for learning proper discipline and values… You’ll call me ‘Sir’ in future, I don’t go for familiarity. Yes Sir… No Sir… Good morning Sir. And I expect you to step to attention immediately. Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir,” I snapped back as required, making sure was bolt upright. 
 
    
 
   “Ah, Derek. I see you’ve met my husband,” remarked Mrs Thompson as she entered the room. 
 
    
 
   “And a right slovenly greeting it was too,” responded this fearsome man, “has he got a PE uniform?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes dear, I got the required outfit this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “Right boy, upstairs now, changed and back here in five.”
 
    
 
   I scurried off as Mrs Thompson called out that I would find everything in my bottom drawer and my gym shoes would be in the bottom of my wardrobe. As detailed, I found a rather brief pair of nylon shorts, a white cotton T-shirt, white ankle socks and white plimsolls. The shorts were so tight, and almost see through, that I naturally assumed I would need to leave my underpants on. I was hurrying along the landing when Janice came out of her room. “You are going to catch one hell of a hiding if Daddy sees you have your underpants on,” she smirked. So I scurried back and removed them, looking on in horror as I noted you could see right through the skintight fabric. Once downstairs I snapped to attention. “Fifty press-ups and an hour in the corner. Now.”
 
    
 
   Well I did more like a hundred before I learnt how he expected them done. Back straight, legs together and straight, up on the toes, hands near shoulders, keep that back straight and down until your nose touches the ground, hold for two seconds, up, arms straight, back still straight, hold for two more seconds. Into the corner. Ramrod straight. Hands on head, nose to the wall. Then ignored as they went about their family business. Sweat dripped off me and my arms ached from the press-ups. 
 
    
 
   I was released for dinner and then sent straight to bed, not an auspicious start. The next day was worse. I was driven to the barber’s, learning that travelling in the car meant I was to be seated in the back seat, in the middle so he could see me in the mirror, sitting upright, legs together, but head pointed down at the floor. “We don’t want you gawking at all the ladies do we lad?” This routine was all the worse if Janice and Mrs Thompson were in the car too. Me sitting there looking pointedly down, seeing only Janice’s shoes and her shapely calves, fully aware of her smirks at my plight.
 
    
 
   The barber was an old naval mate. I was given a cut a Royal Marine would have been proud of. I was of course mortified. Worse came in the form of my uniform that I was to change into for weekends, and on coming home from University. Black lace up shoes, grey ribbed socks, a pair of far too short, rather too tight grey shorts, that were ridiculously childish looking on me, white long-sleeved shirt, tie and blazer. I was expected to be scrubbed clean and presented to attention within five minutes of getting home…. ‘if I knew what was good for me!’ I didn’t figure any of this was good for me, but I knew it would be worse if I wasn’t at attention, correctly attired and presented within five minutes.
 
    
 
   My life was to become one of military precision. For meals I had to be found standing to attention behind my chair before everyone else arrived. I would then pull out their chairs, assisting them to be seated, Janice grinning like a Cheshire cat. Returning to my chair I waited until instructed to be seated. Precise manners to be observed at all times. 
 
    
 
   “Derek, a little more care please,” remarked Mrs Thompson after my first few mouthfuls that second evening, “that’s how we hold a spoon, not how we hold a fork.”
 
    
 
   “Place your knife and fork down neatly together on your plate,” responded Mr Thompson, “go stand in the corner, hands on head. I won’t tolerate bad table manners.” I was left there while they pleasantly finished their meal. Feeling rather hungry too as I had only enjoyed a few mouthfuls. At the end he advised Mrs Thompson, “Scrape all the left overs on to the boy’s plate, he can finish it cold tomorrow evening.” My stomach rumbled as I realised my meal was over for the night, I would be off to bed with a half empty stomach. 
 
    
 
   I equally soon learnt that whilst my stomach was rumbling from hunger, my backside would rumble for a very different reason. Events were always the same. Carried out with military precision. Once the dishes were done and the kitchen scrubbed, I was to change into my PE outfit and be back in the hall facing the front door, hands on head. Mr Thompson would come out, grip me harshly by the ear and lead me into the kitchen. Regardless of who was present, I found myself bent over, touching my toes as he smashed, and I do mean smashed, the dapper down with all the force this brute of a man could muster. 
 
    
 
   My tight shorts offered no protection against the onslaught that ensued. Should I move when a stroke had been given, then he would add a couple of extras, so I might ‘learn a little self-discipline’. “When I say touch your toes, I don't mean dance around like a baby girl!” My screams were always ignored as I fought to remain in position. That dapper, a size 12 plimsoll or old-fashioned running shoe, was truly fearsome, you certainly would not want to receive this more than once. Though I received it many times! I quickly learnt to respect it for the fiery pain it produced. Always the same. Twelve strokes laid on with as much force as he could, and that was quite something. The retort sounding like a rifle from each swipe.
 
    
 
   Tears coursing down my cheeks, buttocks ablaze, but no respite, “Right lad, fifty push ups…” which only further enflamed my behind as the exercise warmed me up. Sobbing I would struggle to ensure they were properly performed and avoid his further wrath. No sooner was the fiftieth one completed than the next command barked out, “Sit up position, one hundred.” Now my aching buttocks, searing from the added exercise, were brought in harsh contact with the cold tiles for a hundred strictly enforced sit ups. Exhausted, stomach muscles cramped too, I was ordered to prepare for bed. My nightly ritual enhanced by his new regimentation. 
 
    
 
   I was required to run up to my room and strip naked. Back downstairs, naked into the lounge room. Red-faced if there should be any visitors, squirming always as Janice laughed at me. “Permission to prepare for bed Sir?” Approval granted and I had to go outside and use the sink in the outhouse. Cold water only, icy cold in winter. Can you picture a winter’s evening, a freezing December wind, lashed by rain, me naked and fifteen minutes or more of ablutions ahead, shivering to the point of tears. A cold water shave, twice, once using the razor downwards on my beard, the next time stroking it up to get the closest shave possible. Left my face raw and sore, worse in winter. Stinging with the cold water. Then a cold body wash. Every third day I had to shave my legs and my pubic region, young boys don’t have hairy legs after all. Teeth brushed. Hair polished, hardly much to comb! Nails scrubbed. Still shivering I had to run back into the warmth of the lounge room where they remained in comfort.
 
    
 
   “Ready for inspection Sir.” Checked over by this imposing man making me feel so insignificant. I had to stand with legs wide apart facing into the room, “Nothing to hide down there, a bit of an embarrassment really” he’d barked that first night when I tried to conceal my private parts from Janice. She of course roared with laughter as I turned beet red. Of course it was small locked away in its tight metal corset, sharp teeth ever ready to bite home if it rose at all, shrunken further by the cold. Yet invariably he made some cruel remark on nights it was shaved for inspection. It was awful, he’d grip it in his large hands and twist it about, then pull it up to check it was clean and well shaven. It hurt and I bit my lip so as not to cry out. “Bend!” my backside was checked out. Me still shivering from the prior cold. 
 
    
 
   If I failed inspection the whole routine was repeated. Inspection passed I called out, “Permission to dress for bed Sir?” Then up to my room, pyjamas on and back downstairs again. Approval given and it was back up to my room, standing to attention at the foot of my bed, hands on head. No heating in the room, so I shivered again. Footsteps finally heard on the stairs, glancing around, hoping everything was in order. 
 
    
 
   Bed made military style. Everything clean and neatly stowed. Wardrobe and drawers were invariably inspected. I cried the first time I failed this room inspection. My backside aching from a dreadful plimsoll spanking, longing to escape to the warmth of my bed and sob myself to sleep. But sadly it was not to be, he deemed my sheets were not tight enough. Every single item in my drawers, my wardrobe, everything on the shelves was tossed onto the floor in an untidy pile. Bedding quickly followed. Even the mattress ended up tossed off the bed. The room a total wreck. 
 
    
 
   “Get your PE gear back on.” Once more it was back to the kitchen. Twelve more strokes of the dapper. Howling like a baby. Fifty press-ups, a hundred sit-ups and then back to tidy my room. Clothes all had to be brought downstairs, ironed and returned. Bed made, sheets properly taut. Shoes lined up. Two hours later, back at attention for inspection. Passed this time and sent to bed. I cried myself to sleep.
 
    
 
   It was always a nervous time. Light footfalls on the carpet. Mrs Thompson was checking tonight. The inspection equally rigorous. The time she found some dust on my windowsill. The cold, pitiless look, “I am so disappointed in you Derek. Hold your position.” I was crying long before I heard Mr Thompson thundering up the stairs, he was livid at being disturbed during a football game. He grabbed me by the ear and hauled me over his lap as he sat on the bed and blistered my backside with his mighty hand. I was tossed to the floor as the room was again turned upside down. And, at half-time in the game, the plimsoll applied with full ferocity to my blistered rear.
 
    
 
   On rare nights Janice performed the inspection. Snickering like the schoolgirl she was, me several years her senior, but a chasm apart. Only I was under strict discipline. “Little boy’s bedtime,” she’d laughed as she tucked me into bed.
 
    
 
   The first week of his return I felt twelve strokes of the fearsome dapper on four occasions. Three times the second week. I almost longed to be back home in nappies! Merciless rigid discipline was my new lifestyle. 
 
    
 
   Then there was the time Father Flemming came round for Sunday lunch. Coffee had been served and the talk turned to lighter matters when Mrs Thompson asked how Father Flemming had found my essay that morning? “Sadly he only scored 64% this morning, but I didn’t want to spoil lunch, thought we could discuss it this evening.” There was a look of cold thunder from Mr Thompson. “Not at all Father, let’s get the matter over with now,” was the ominous response from Mr Thompson. 
 
    
 
   “Come along Janice,” motioned Mrs Thompson, “it’s time to leave the men alone.” I guess it was a rather reluctant Janice who left the room. Personally I would have left with alacrity. I certainly wished the floor would open up and take me away. I was crying like a baby as the ladies left me to my fate. Forty eight strokes of the fearsome dapper. The only time I ever got more than twelve strokes from Mr Thompson. Twenty four strokes from each them. Firstly over Mr Thompson’s lap, while Father Flemming laid on twelve swipes, then over Father Flemming’s lap for twelve strokes from Mr Thompson. The whole episode repeated while I shrieked aloud. No respite. Fifty push ups, followed by a hundred sit-ups. Clear away the dishes, wash up and scrub down the kitchen, then off to my room to write my afternoon essay.
 
    
 
   There was to be an interesting twist to my upbringing though. Mrs Thompson’s sister visited one weekend with her ‘ward’, a female student in her final year of University, Sandra. Sandra was quite attractive, though how she coped at University I would love to know. Pity she attended University some 100 miles or more away, in the midlands. She was understandably immaculately groomed, though no make-up. Her hair was in tightly plaited pigtails, parted neatly down the middle, no stray hairs. Ribbons secured each plait, top and bottom making for an exceptionally childish look. 
 
    
 
   This hairstyle was required to be worn at University too I learnt as we spoke quietly later, in hushed whispers, after lights out. She shared my room for three nights, me sleeping on a camp bed. After all she was quite safe, me locked up as I was! At home she wore an old-fashioned school uniform, grey serge skirt down to the knees, ankle socks, blouse and tie with a blazer. At University the style was similar, conservative dresses or skirts down to the knees. Now this was the early sixties, the mini skirt, hot pants and jeans were the code of the day. I was aching to know how she was punished, but felt that might be pushing things too far to ask. 
 
    
 
   I might add, restrained though I was, I was grimacing as my organ kept trying to erect at the thoughts of her disciplinary regime. Earlier I had enjoyed observing her night-time ritual, though not as rigid as mine, plus she attended in knickers and vest rather than naked as I had. On the Sunday we attended church together, Sandra in a rather juvenile frock. My organ stirred again as she sat next to me, both of us scribbling notes throughout Father Flemming’s sermon. Me trying desperately to focus on the sermon rather than her long legs, since her cute girl looks really turned me on. We both got to write our essays together, at the kitchen table, that afternoon. Talk about a distraction! 
 
    
 
   That evening meal I stood opposite Sandra, hands on head, waiting for Mrs Thompson. A fresh salmon salad prepared for the ‘grown-ups’, which included Janice, stewed vegetables for Sandra and I; then washing up together, in silence as ordered. Me still trying to avoid sneaking looks at her long legs, ‘What lay beneath that dowdy skirt?” I wondered to myself. 
 
    
 
   For that evening’s sermon, Mrs Thompson advised, “Make sure you take plenty of notes during Father Flemming’s sermon, we might see a little competition for who gets the best mark.” And so two ‘students’ sat together listening ever so carefully to every word during the sermon, scribbling furiously. I wasn’t planning on coming second! That was the only light in my regime, if it could be considered such. Tough though her life was, mine was worse. Plus I was in my first year, three to go, she only had the one year to endure, and that was closing in a few months.
 
    
 
   So how did I go in the competition? I scored 85%, pretty good I thought, until I was later confronted by Mrs Thompson. “Derek, I just spoke with my sister with respect to your little competition with Sandra. To be fair, your essays were marked both by Father Flemming, and by Father Dickson, at my sister’s parish. You scored very well, as you know, Father Flemming awarded you 84%; and Father Dickson was slightly more generous at 86%. So your average was 85%; compared to Sandra’s average of 93%.” My heart beat loudly in my throat as I took on the significance of Sandra’s performance. “So I agreed with my sister that you would call later this evening and, as the guardian of the winning student, she would set you a punishment assignment.”
 
    
 
   Believe me it was a very nervous lad who was obliged to call later that evening. Sandra answered the phone, “Hello Sandra, is Mrs Johnson there please?” 
 
    
 
   “Hi Derek, can I ask what it’s about?”
 
    
 
   “I need to ask her to set a punishment for me since you beat me in the essay competition.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear Derek, I’m sorry to hear that,” she continued in a hushed tone, “she’s in a really foul mood at the moment too, I’ll go get her… I am glad it’s not me facing her right now, I get the feeling it’s not going to be good for you.” As if I wasn’t worried enough when I made the call!
 
    
 
   “Derek,” came the sharp voice at the other end, “reporting for punishment I understand, “Write down the following….” She slowly read out the following from the Catechism of the Catholic Church, as I desperately wrote it down word by word, wondering when would she stop!
 
    
 
   ‘To understand this doctrine and practice of the Church, it is necessary to understand that sin has a double consequence. Grave sin deprives us of communion with God and therefore makes us incapable of eternal life, the privation of which is called the eternal punishment of sin. On the other hand every sin, even venial, entails an unhealthy attachment to creatures, which must be purified either here on earth, or after death in the state called Purgatory. This purification frees one from what is called the temporal punishment of sin. These two punishments must not be conceived of as a kind of vengeance inflicted by God from without, but as following from the very nature of sin. A conversion which proceeds from a fervent charity can attain the complete purification of the sinner in such a way that no punishment would remain. The forgiveness of sin and restoration of communion with God entail the remission of the eternal punishment of sin, but temporal punishment of sin remains. While patiently bearing sufferings and trials of all kinds and, when the day comes, serenely facing death, the Christian must strive to accept this temporal punishment of sin as a grace. He should strive by works of mercy and charity, as well as by prayer and the various practices of penance, to put off completely the old man and to put on the new man.’
 
    
 
   Given you have a full week to complete this Derek, I see no reason why you should not be able to write that out fifty times.” 
 
    
 
   I was deathly quiet at the enormity of the task, only just remembering in time to reply, “Thank you Mrs Johnson.”
 
    
 
   “My pleasure, and why don’t you show the task to Mr Thompson? He might like to warm your buttocks up before you start, in fact, you might tell him I asked him to give you a thrashing. Now, put my sister on the phone for a chat.”
 
    
 
   They chatted for about an hour while I had headed up to my room to start the onerous task. Mrs Thompson popped her head around the corner of the door after the call ended, “Oh Derek, Joan (Mrs Thompson’s sister) decided that it might be better if you write out your little assignment one hundred times, rather than just fifty.” And that was it. A few words and my already enormous assignment was doubled, with no mention why, and I’d scored 85%! Pity poor Sandra living with Mrs Johnson; pity poor me more like, and my ‘little task’! 
 
    
 
   It took me nearly twenty hours of writing to complete this exercise, so Mrs Johnson’s casual, doubling of the ‘little assignment’, landed me with a further 10 hours of work!  ‘Oh Derek, Joan decided that it might be better if you write out your little assignment one hundred times, rather than just fifty.’ How long did it take to say those few words – to create 10 hours of hard labour for me? Was it any wonder that my tears fell on the upper sheet of paper? 
 
    
 
   And of course when I spoke with Mr Thompson the next morning he duly obliged with the customary 12 strokes of the dapper. “My pleasure,” he too advised. How come so much pleasure at my expense? ‘Oh, please,’ I would cry to myself at night, ‘when is he going to go back to sea!’
 
   
To be continued…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Something Old – Something New
 
   By Nurse Fuller
 
   I recently re-read an old Victorian letter about how to curb the wayward habits of male onanists. It gave me cause to reflect on my own views on this subject and how I've come to upgrade these disciplines with modern aids. I have had plenty of practice over the years. 
 
   Selfish abuse, for that is what it is, should not be tolerated under any circumstances. At the first evidence of such it must be dealt with promptly and severely. I'm convinced that the Victorians had it right. Since we've tolerated these dirty habits, morality has clearly declined enormously. My own methods, as I mentioned above, are a modification of the old Victorian remedies with some modern embellishments. It is only a pity that they are not employed more routinely. Let me explain how I treat those who come to me having pleaded guilty to such self-gratification. 
 
   I commence with a sound lecture, during which I strip the miscreant myself. This emphasises his servile position. The culprit then has to kneel on the floor in front of me and tell me which hand is used for the dirty deed. The offending hand is then held out for six strokes of a wicked cane. If the hand is moved, the stroke is repeated. I don't tolerate insubordination. I never, ever allow a second chance. I expect instant, obsequious obedience - or else! 
 
   The culprit is then made to stand facing the wall to ruminate on his sins. An absolute minimum of one hour, and preferably two to three hours is called for, with no wriggling. To ensure this I make the miscreant stand with his nose touching the wall. A coin or counter is then inserted between the nose and the wall, which he must hold in place by keeping his nose pressed firmly to the wall. 
 
   His hands are raised up on either side of his head. Each fingertip is to touch the side of the head, just above the ears. A coin or counter is then inserted between each fingertip and the side of the head. Finally three coins or counters are piled up on each foot. It is now quite impossible for him to fidget or itch without disturbing them. More importantly, it is quite impossible for him to replace them himself. This means he can be safely left without me having to keep an eye on him. 
 
   I also like to coat a baby's dummy with the liquid that one uses to stop people biting their nails. I apply several coats then, ridiculing him, I pop 'his dummy' in his mouth, while he stands face-to-the-wall. After all, if he's going to act like a baby then he deserves to be treated like a baby. "Perhaps I should put a nappy on you too?" I threaten. Throughout the session I humiliate him. 
 
   Since he cannot move or fidget I am free to do as I please, I can even go outside in the garden, whilst he ponders his fate. At some stage I like to come up behind him and tweak his nipples quite firmly to watch his organ raise its ugly head. I then describe how he will soon learn to leave it alone when it gets excited. I explain how his 'little William' will be treated with my special remedies to try and stop it 'spitting' everywhere. 
 
   He's usually released for his meal. I like to serve a nice big bowl of tripe - most miscreants loathe it. The bowl to be licked clean or I will be very angry. 
 
   A few chores while his meal goes down, a nice dose of cod liver oil, then it's early to bed. 
 
   My frosty disposition now turns to icy resolve. I show a mix of kindly concern changing to clinical severity when treatment commences. I am curt and taciturn, totally committed to "curing the man of his evil ways". This contrast of light and dark adds to their mental turmoil. One minute soft, caring and motherly as I gently caress, the next a callous martinet who totally ignores their obvious distress. 
 
   The miscreant is roughly escorted to the bedroom. And I do mean roughly! I pull him by the hair, his head down by my knees. He is spreadeagled on the bed with his hands well secured. At this stage I leave his legs parted but not tied. He is told not to move them - or else. I then advise in a cold, authoritarian voice that he is to describe in great detail all he gets up to and what he enjoys. I question him relentlessly. This he undoubtedly finds most embarrassing, especially since I mock his selfish ways and show my total disgust. 
 
   I will then tease him by slowly stroking and caressing his now not-so-private parts, whilst explaining that he must learn to curb playing with them himself. When he erects I show my disgust that he can't even control himself in my presence. They always protest that they can't help it, it just happens. I explain we will have to get to the root of the problem then, and clean all the filth and bad stuff out of little William, since he thinks that's were the problem lies! I then treat his penis as though it weren't part of him. If he squeals later I'll remark "What's all the fuss about, I'm only treating William, you said you didn't control him. If you do then maybe you need punishing for lying!" He can't win. 
 
   I then place a thick towel beneath him and make myself comfortable by slipping off my skirt and blouse, remaining dressed in my satin slip, stockings and underwear. I find this more comfortable and unnerving for him. 
 
   I then wash and soap his organ enjoying his frustration. Teasing and provoking him, I mock him 'as a big softie who can't even clean himself properly'. They always seem to enjoy this, at least up until I get my nail brush out, one with very firm, stiff bristles, and start scrubbing hard - to get all the dirt off! 
 
   When he squirms and complains, I coldly advise that if he moves his legs again I will secure them too - and give him something to really complain about. I detail how, if I have to go to the trouble of tying his legs down, I will thrash the insides of his thighs for my effort. I then fetch a large old-fashioned wooden hairbrush to ensure he knows I mean business, and place it on his chest. (It's always needed.) 
 
   If he so much as moves his legs one inch after that, I immediately stop what I'm doing. A curt "I warned you what would happen if you disobeyed me!" is all I say before I secure his legs to the foot of the bed. I then gag the miscreant, explaining that this is essential as I don't want him disturbing the neighbours and I don't intend putting up with any more of his crying and pleading. I don't see the point in wasting time listening to futile pleas. 
 
   I then, without further comment, administer a dozen or so sound blows to the tender flesh on the inside of his left thigh before moving round the bed and dealing out the same number to the inside of his right leg. Believe me, I smash that hairbrush down as hard as I physically can, for each and every stroke. My patients quickly learn I mean what I say and that they'd better do precisely as they're told. Once the organ is washed it obviously needs to be dried. I find a blow dryer ideal for this purpose. 
 
   Gradually my treatment turns more serious. I dribble a goodly dose of alcohol down the eye of his penis to sterilise the inside. This I repeat two or three times. Next a catheter, also soaked in alcohol, to remove any water down there. I then advise that his 'little William' is ready for its first real lesson. 
 
   "Now remember - it's for your own good." I start with a new invention, an electric volt box - my 'electro-therapy'. I teasingly reassure him "Now this shouldn't hurt too much." Later I mock his discomfort "Don't worry, I didn't feel a thing." "Sorry, did that hurt? Never mind. Let's turn it up a bit for the next one shall we?" "What a lot of fuss over nothing, and we're not even half way." 
 
   I'll break after a while and stroke his face, leaning close to ruffle his hair and offer soothing platitudes. "There, there. It'll soon be over." "Try and be brave." Then I leave him alone for a few minutes, ominously advising, "Unfortunately due to the gravity of William's problem we're going to have to increase the dosage, so I'm afraid it may hurt a little next time!" When I return, I coax him back to erection and we finish the 'electrolysis' session. 
 
   A few minutes to recover before we have to prepare 'little William' for his medication. Once enticed to erection I deliver a spanking up and down its length. I always make sure he is erect before moving on, then I can make comments such as "Look, William is obviously looking forward to it." When I'm satisfied the circulation is flowing I pause and take up a hair brush. One with firm, stiff, sharp bristles. I again coax his organ to attention and then grip it firmly with one hand and beat a steady tattoo on the tender knob with the bristles. 
 
   I then briefly explain that I next have to steam the organ for my special ointment. I use hot flannels for this. The use of rubber kitchen gloves enables one to handle them more easily, though care must be taken to ensure that they are not so hot as to cause scalding. 
 
   After steaming comes the salve itself. I calmly explain "We now have to drive out the really bad filth that makes William so naughty." I then bring out the Ralgex stick. Mocking his predicament, I again tweak his nipples to ensure full erection, before rubbing the Ralgex stick gently around the exposed knob, stinging from the bristles and suitably steamed to take up the ointment. The stick only needs to be gently smeared around the knob itself. I warm the tube in my hands first, before rubbing it gently over the whole knob. A few circuits are all that is required to bring about the most intense smarting. The warmth builds up slowly to a searing heat. 
 
   I smile gently down, ignoring his tear brimmed eyes and ask "Is the nice medicine working?" Then sitting close, I run my fingers through his hair and pat him on the head before leaving him to "Let the nice balm do it's job." I switch the light out and leave him. 
 
   I can relax now while I know the medicine is taking its effect. I like to do my hair at that point. After washing and grooming I'll sit in front of the mirror, ignoring him totally, as I put my hair in curlers. The intense burning sensation takes about an hour to ease off, by then I'm nice and relaxed, my hair up in curlers. My comfort a stark contrast to his travail. 
 
   I'll usually check-up on him after about half an hour, once my hair is up in curlers, to see how he's going. If I don't feel the miscreant is suffering sufficiently then I'll apply warmth to the organ. This reignites the flames. Just the warmth from my hand gets them writhing, but a hot water bottle is better as one can leave it in place. Nowadays though there are so many other options to use. 
 
   On my final return I remove the gag. I'm now all smiles and softness again as I sit next to him and ask him to describe the experience in detail. I offer soothing condolences, explaining it's for his own good. He can always avoid the pain by stopping his dirty habits. After they've finished telling me how it felt, I smile tenderly and ask if they'd like another dose of my salve "to make sure you're cured?" 
 
   They never do, so I make them thank me most sincerely, showing absolute and total respect and appreciation for the trouble I've taken to help them. The miscreant must also apologise profusely for his disgusting behaviour. I warn him that if he isn't very convincing I'll give him a second dose anyway. It's so amusing listening to them. It's a foolish man who'd doubt my resolve by this stage, so a second application is exceptionally rare. 
 
   After this I gently caress him, my hair still in curlers. Tenderly stroking his penis, his chest, his thighs, his face, and tweaking his nipples. Perhaps letting the soft fabric of my slip brush against him as I lean closer. The contrast of my icy demeanour during treatment and my caring warmth after really confuses. My patients relax but remain fearful, for they know I can change in an instant. I'll spend up to fifteen minutes caring for him, telling him to put his little 'plaything' down. 
 
   If he doesn't erect then he is released. If at the end of this period he is still erect though I turn icy cold once more. My face again a mask of grim determination. "Oh dear," I say, "look what we have here" as I flick his Willy. "Clearly it's more serious than I thought." I then get out my needles, which I lay out on a soft cloth on his chest. I count out the ones I'll be using, explaining where they'll go and how "I'm afraid it's going to hurt quite a lot, so we'll have to put your gag back in." Again I leave him to his thoughts for a while, the needles laid out on his chest, before returning for his final lesson. The needles are slowly inserted as promised, his squeals ignored. 
 
   Only when I'm sure he is truly contrite will I release his gag and allow him to once more express his profuse apologies, his contrition and his heartfelt thanks for the trouble I've taken. Released he is made to kneel before me and kiss my feet, to show his abject respect. 
 
   Yes, happy memories that I'm sure I'll shortly relive. 
 
   You see at this moment I'm looking forward to a visit from a good friends husband, who is proving too much trouble with his errant ways. I'm sure he will very soon have a chance to savour my medicine. 
 
   Warm regards 
 
   Nurse Fuller 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Victorian Values 
 
   Final 
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
   When I finally awoke to the sound of the seven o'clock bell my penis was still tender and sore. My body exhausted from the strenuous exertions and inordinate suffering I had endured. My mind was numb and shocked. My cohorts in 'crime' were similarly dishevelled. 
 
   The two maids came and released us from our bonds. Once released we were instructed to go outside and place our noses to the wall, hands on head. A position I would become most familiar with over the next seven days! My limbs were stiff and sore and I walked with difficulty. My limbs ached from the exertion as I struggled against the all enduring pain last night, my buttocks stiff, tender, bruised and swollen from the paddling and my penis was overly sensitive to the slightest movement. I winced and gritted my teeth as I walked out and placed myself in position. 
 
   Our stay this time was mercifully short. Sister Fuller arrived at seven thirty. "Well boys, I hope you have learned your lesson. Leave your Williams alone and hopefully we won't see you here again. If you still wish to play you know what to expect. But I assure you I will not see your minds rotted. 
 
   Bradfield, punctuality. Perhaps your brain was addled from too much fondling of yourself. Let's see if we have enacted a cure… each day, starting this evening, and continuing until next Friday, you will return to your room and change into your nightshirt. You will present yourself before the infirmary, nose to the wall in a red ring, hands on head. You will be in place no later than four thirty. You will remain in place until you hear the final chime of the school clock at six o'clock. If you are late or not correctly positioned during that period then I will assume you have not been cured and you be placed on the list for further therapy… Obviously a little more rigorous than was applied this evening. Is that clear?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am." I was now totally stunned. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. What a dire fate. I was still so sore, so stiff and so very, very tender. Yet I had homework to do, a thousand lines to complete and now Nurse Fuller had just taken a further hour and half or more out of my weekend. As well as each weekday! I have never before felt such abject misery. I would surely accrue further penalties in view of what I now faced. 
 
   If not from Linda, then the teachers for my homework. I would not be visiting Nurse Fuller again though! My mind was left reeling. 
 
   "Smythe, don't forget your essay! Dismissed." 
 
   Sister Fuller then strolled swiftly away as we all shuffled painfully back to our dormitories. Except Smythe of course who looked totally stunned before accepting his fate and following off behind the two maids. 
 
   My own personal, total misery was not yet complete though. On my return to the dorm to change and go to the detention room to start my lines and homework I was confronted by Linda again, the Dorm Supervisor. 
 
   "We obviously left in rather a hurry last night Bradfield. I am well aware that you have had a difficult night and that you have a very busy weekend ahead of you. Whilst your lines are obviously appropriate to what I have just discovered; I cannot, as you would well understand, allow this latest slip to go unpunished." 
 
   My locker was open revealing where I dumped my clothes in last night's haste. I paled at the thought of further punishment. 
 
   "You may place your clothes away neatly for now. When you deliver your lines to me on Sunday afternoon we will discuss how we shall deal with this incident. I shall have to think very carefully about it. But you will be punished. Now keep going; you have plenty to do." 
 
   She was so fair and gentle about things I almost felt sorry for having to put her to so much trouble as to punish me. Yet here I was gaining further punishment all from one tiny slip engineered by Milly due to my arrogance. How I was falling, all due to a mere maid. I felt so silly, so sorry for myself. I continued to cry softly as I left with my books. 
 
   I reported to the prefect's room at half past three on the Sunday, quite exhausted from my homework, my lines, my aching buttocks, tenderised penis and a session outside the infirmary. 
 
   I knocked and asked for Linda who came quite promptly to see me. I handed over my lines politely and Linda accepted them quite graciously. 
 
   "Thank you Bradfield, hopefully you have learnt something from your imposition. A little less haste perhaps? 
 
   I nodded in silent agreement, "Yes Miss." 
 
   "However we still have to deal with your dormitory offence, don't we? Now I think most people would agree that corporal punishment is in order, especially as it was a third, repeat offence within a very short period of time…" 
 
   I blanched at the thought of a caning over my tender rear; I even went a little lightheaded. 
 
   "As you know though, I am not an avid believer in corporal punishment as a cure for misbehaviour, though it is often necessary as a last resort. I have therefore put a lot of thought into how I should deal with you, Bradfield. And I do hope you appreciate the trouble I have actually gone to. 
 
   Now… in view of your failure to learn from your first two punishments on Friday, and your gross laziness in throwing your clothes in the cupboard, I thought a task that 'fitted the crime' was most appropriate. Something rather time consuming too, if it is to help you appreciate the message of your earlier lines more fully. Don't you agree?" 
 
   I could say no more than "Yes, Miss Linda." 
 
   "Good. I have arranged for you to work at the school laundry over the next four weekends! This fitted in rather well actually, since they were going to be short staffed by three! You will of course be under Mrs Smith-Brown's care. I have asked that she allocate you the more onerous duties. You can look forward to a busy time. I'm sure you won't be bored…. washing soiled sheets, ironing, carrying the heavy wash baskets… yes it gets rather hot in the basement too, you might lose a little weight… 
 
   Now, your timetable is as follows… for the next four weekends…
 
   Saturday… You report to the laundry ready to commence work by five am. You will work through until breakfast at eight thirty. From nine until lunch at one you will report to the prefect's room to complete your homework under supervision. From one thirty until dinner at six thirty you return to the laundry. After dinner at seven it's back to the laundry until ten. 
 
   Sunday… Again you report to the laundry ready to commence work by five am. You will work through until breakfast and again from nine until lunch. After lunch it's back to the laundry until dinner. Sunday evening is free for supervised homework. 
 
   Is that clear?" 
 
   "Yes Miss Linda," I nodded dumbly. 
 
   "I might further advise that I am well aware that the school picnic and social ball will be held during this period. You will of course be unable to attend." 
 
   "Y Y Yes Miss Linda," I stammered again, in total disbelief of my forthcoming travail. 
 
   "Now Bradfield, as I advised before, I do not like having to use corporal punishment, except as a last resort, and I do consider the imposition you have just received a more suitable punishment and lesson for your situation. However… in view of it being a third offence, and with due regard to the standard expectations of this school, I feel I must also administer a few strokes of the cane!" 
 
   She was so nice about it I almost felt sorry for having to put her out, yet tears were in my eyes at the concept of the cane over my bruised and wealed behind. I was unable to speak out of shock. 
 
   Linda continued. "You can take six strokes from me now Bradfield, with you trousers on or… if you prefer… I can arrange for one of the male prefects to deal with you… I think either David Bartholomew or John Hanson are available." 
 
   I had no choice, it was likely that David or John would hit harder than a girl and, more particularly, it was certain that they would have me remove my trousers and underpants. And I knew they would not be deterred by the sight of my ravaged behind from laying on the strokes as hard as possible." 
 
   "I'll take six strokes from you Miss Linda," I blushed. 
 
   "Wait here…" she curtly advised before returning to the prefect’s room. When she came back out she held a wicked cane in her right hand. I recognised is as a governess cane or dragon cane, a particularly dense and flexible piece of rattan used for serious punishments. It was three foot long, as slim as her little finger and I knew it would sting viciously. She held it near the crook handle, the tip hanging down menacingly near her ankle. 
 
   "Follow me…" 
 
   She lead me into the punishment room where she turned to face me and brought the cane up horizontal in both hands and flexed it before me. It was certainly very pliable. 
 
   "Bend over the punishment block." Wincing I did as I was asked. Linda then moved behind me and gently measured the cane against my tense buttocks. She then drew it back and tapped my buttocks twice before announcing, "Six strokes. Standard procedure. If you move out of position the stroke will be repeated." 
 
   The next I knew the cane came whistling down and a streak of fiery white lightening coursed through my body. I leapt up squealing and screaming before falling to the ground. 
 
   "Good start. That one doesn't count." I heard through my tears as shards of vivid pain trundled through my ravaged buttocks. "Back in position." 
 
   The second stroke drew the same response. I was far too tender from the thrashing on Friday to withstand the caning. The two strokes had been placed an inch apart, just above the top of my thighs, on the lower part of my buttocks. It was agony. 
 
   "This will never do Bradfield, you really are a little girl. Get back into position," Linda angrily advised. 
 
   The whipping block had leather straps attached to it for more serious punishments. Linda swiftly secured me to the block making use of the straps. I was now unable to escape the savage fury of her cane. She picked it up once more and tapped it lightly on the block near my tear stained face. She paused and mused a few moments before she placed the cane down besides me. I shivered at the wicked look. Linda then left the room. 
 
   I heard her footsteps return to the room. Except it wasn't Linda who came in. It was David Bartholomew, the school rugby captain. He played lock forward and was a strong, muscular lad. I found my trousers being removed and slipped down to my ankles, followed by my underpants. I trembled in total and abject fright. I gulped for breath. 
 
   "As you refused to remain in position for Linda she felt it more appropriate for me to deal with you. You had your chance Bradfield and clearly the sternest measures are now needed. Linda tells me she delivered two of six strokes and you took them worse than a girl. 
 
   Now my rules are that if one moves out of position, the stroke is repeated and an extra penalty stroke added. So Bradfield that makes eight due." 
 
   I sobbed at the thought. That would make ten strokes altogether. My bottom burned, itched, smarted, and ached from its recent encounters. This would not deter David though. I heard the soft click of Linda's shoes as she returned. She didn't enter the room though. She would not wish to observe my naked rump. Instead she waited outside the open door. She would hear my misery. Though I later discovered it was Milly and not Linda who had listened to my passionate screams. I was grief stricken as David picked up Linda's cane. 
 
   All that was left for me now was to howl my discomfort and contrition, which I was certain I would be doing shortly. When he was happy with his position, he drew the cane back over his shoulder, then brought it forward and down sharply, laying it lengthwise on my right cheek with the characteristic sharp crack as the wicked rattan bit into my tenderised bare flesh. 
 
   I yelped at the burn of it, especially because of the tenderised condition of my backside. I fought against my bonds as the next stroke hit home equally hard, eliciting yet another scream from my mouth. David continued the caning, allowing it to sting the upper areas of my buttocks and viciously letting it whip the backs of my legs. 
 
   After ten strokes, my entire world had become the burning, smarting region below my waist that grew hotter with each motion of David's strong right arm. He had stung my entire bottom as completely as he could, striping most of it in the process. I would not be sitting down in comfort for some time, and the stripes would fade slowly so I would be reminded of the handiwork every time I looked in the mirror. Long before he was through, I was wet with tears, and sobbing, totally subdued and penitent. I was then released and instructed to stand up. I moaned softly, broken from the ordeal. I went to pull up my pants but was curtly told to leave them alone. 
 
   Milly then entered the room. "Miss Linda asked me to bring these for Bradfield sir," she spoke to David. 
 
   "Very well Milly, I am sure you have your instructions… I'll leave you Bradfield; Milly knows what to do." 
 
   I looked on stunned, as I stood naked before this maid with her wide grin. "Miss Linda asked me to dress you before you report to her again." 
 
   Milly placed the clothes she held over the desk and held up a pair of navy blue gym knickers. "You're to wear these master Bradfield for acting like a girl over yer punishment," smiled Milly. 
 
   Milly took enormous delight in dressing me in knickers, white ankle socks, white blouse, girl's school tie, gym slip and a big bow in my hair. I felt a total fool. Milly couldn't keep her face straight. "You do look so sweet," she laughed uproariously before sending me off to Linda once more. 
 
   I knocked at the prefect's room door and was greeted by Rebecca. I blushed profusely as she smiled demurely at my outfit. "If your going to take your punishment like a girl, I told Linda you might like to join the girls," she laughed. "Linda, Jennifer, Melissa, come look at this." 
 
   I blushed crimson as Linda and two more prefects came to the door and giggled at my attire. 
 
   "Oh isn't he gorgeous," laughed Jennifer. 
 
   "Yes, such pretty a little girl," snickered Melissa, "You look gorgeous." I cringed. 
 
   Linda spoke next. "Let this be a lesson to you Bradfield. Learn to take your punishment like a man. Now take that ridiculous outfit off and get on with your homework. Dismissed." 
 
   "No," laughed Rebecca, who was renowned for her cruel sense of fun, "You can dress like that for the next seven days. And instead of sport and woodwork you can join the girls in sewing and deportment classes. In fact you can remain with the sewing and deportment classes until the end of term. I am sure you will enjoy that more than rugby and woodwork!" She would have put Linda up to this and now she was escalating my punishment. 
 
   The three of them giggled finding the whole affair hilarious. Linda looked on a little concerned, I think she felt it had gone to far, but she didn't stop their fun. "Let's see a curtsey before you go," laughed Rebecca. Linda went back into the prefect's room leaving me to the not so tender mercies of her fellow prefects. 
 
   I did as I was bid, blushing profusely as they erupted in girlish giggles. But I was starting to panic; I still had to report to Sister Fuller before four thirty. Thank goodness I had handed my lines in early. 
 
   Fortunately they quickly tired of their sport. "You can sit with the first form girls for meals,” grinned Melissa, "I am sure they will make you feel comfortable." They all laughed at that before dismissing me. I scurried off to get into position, hands on head before four thirty. 
 
   My was I in for a miserable time. Each afternoon for a week at the red circles for an hour and a half, gym slip, giggles and teasing for a week, the laundry for the next four weekends, and girls school for the rest of the term! 
 
   It was certainly a relief though when I finally heard the school clock start to chime at six o'clock the following Friday. 
 
   Dong…….. 
 
   No more gymslips. 
 
   Dong…….. 
 
   No more standing at the wall. I would keep myself well away from Sister Fuller. 
 
   Dong…… 
 
   "Bradfield" I gasped as I heard her cold voice… 
 
   Dong…… 
 
   "Come into the infirmary with me…" 
 
   Dong…… 
 
   "I'll show you what I think of dressing as a girl… 
 
   Dong……. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   
  
 



Rules of The House
 
   By Susan M
 
 
   I’m a firm believer that all Women should establish exacting, all-embracing, disciplinary regimes for the men who enter their personal lives.  Such an approach cleans away undesirable masculine traits while deepening submission, in my view the most pleasing feature any male can offer up to a Woman.  In my case, I’ve discovered that rigorous, prescriptive, discipline ensures the male remains focused on my needs, drives them further into passivity and provides me with absolute control.   And I adore control.     
 
   I have, after much thought and deliberation (and the occasional false start – men!), developed a set of rules that any male living under my roof must agree to follow.  
 
   The latest male in my life certainly wasn’t forced into agreeing to them - that’s a ludicrous proposition.  After much reflection, and a certain amount of prompting and encouragement on my part, he finally embraced the decision to do so.  And so, a year on, he finds himself still blessed to be serving me.  I’m happy - he’s happy.  At least I presume he is; we never discuss his ‘happiness’ as such.  But if he wasn’t, I’d know...and his services would no longer be required. 
 
   My rules are tailored to make my life as comfortable and enriching as possible, and his as difficult and awkward as I can make it for him.  I want to know he is intent on doing everything absolutely correctly, and that he fears letting me down and failing.  I want to sense his nervousness, awkwardness, uncomfortableness, as well as his adoration at my endless capacity to make his day utterly fixed on meeting my demands and ends.  And, most importantly, I want him to know who is in charge with every waking breath – and sleeping one’s for that matter!  
 
   And what does he gain in return?  Many things: the satisfaction that comes with complete devotional service and submission to a Female; the security that firm Feminine guidance provides (knowing the boundaries, so to speak); sanctuary in a tumultuous world; the end of a craving, of troubling hankerings.  Devotion has satiated his deepest wants and needs, settled his soul, filled his spirit with contentment.  That’s not to say that he finds any element of his life easy or comfortable.  Definitely not!  For there’s always something to admonish and punish him for, to test him with, to push and prod and poke at, something new or challenging or awkward that he has to deal with.  Or else!     
 
   So, here are my personal ‘top one hundred’ rules for a successful relationship.    Certain readers may deem some of them as unnecessarily severe but I don’t care for that proposition – put simply, a strict, uncompromising approach suits my temperament.  
 
   It could be argued that only the first rule is really necessary, therefore every other rule is superfluous.  I dispute this notion.  By detailing so many rules the male knows exactly what is expected of him...and what he can expect should he fail to follow any of them to the letter.  He is - or should be - fully cognisant of the numerous ways in which he must meet his Superior’s standards and expectations.  Besides, I have so much fun looking for rule violations.       
 
   Some of the rules are obvious, providing the basic foundations for proper conduct by the male.  Others are focused on emphasising who is in control at all times.  Many are here simply to guide the male ever-onwards into submission.  All are designed to avoid ambiguity - the male knows exactly what he is getting himself in for, right from the very start: ‘My way or the highway’, all day, every day.       
 
   I’ll detail the intent and logic behind several of them in a future article.   
 
   Susan.                                                                  
 
    
 
   The Female Superior has established the following rules by which Her submissive agrees to abide by in full and at all times.
 
   Rules of the House
 
   1.      The submissive must obey any order, direction or command from his Superior, without exception.
 
   2.      The submissive will make his Superior’s life as comfortable, smooth and relaxed as possible, without exception.
 
   3.      The submissive must never make demands of his Superior, in any way, manner or circumstance.  
 
   4.      The submissive is only permitted to address his Superior as ‘Ma’am’, ‘Miss’, ‘My Lady or ‘My Female Superior’.   
 
   5.      The submissive will use one or other of the above titles when addressing his Superior, without exception.   
 
   6.      The submissive will be allotted a suitable name (or names) by his Superior for use in both domestic and public settings.  
 
   7.      The submissive, when communicating with his Superior, must always refer to himself in the third person using the name(s) selected for him by Her.  
 
   8.      The submissive must avert his eyes / gaze from those of his Superior’s at all times, except when he is sitting, standing, crouching, squatting, kneeling, etc, in front of a mirror, in which case he is expected to meet his Superior’s eyes / gaze.  
 
   9.      The submissive is not to speak, sing, hum, whistle or make any sound without the permission of his Superior.  
 
   10.  The submissive is not to whine, whinge or complain about any task, order, direction or command that his Superior gives him.  
 
   11.  The submissive is not permitted to question his Superior, except to clarify a task, order, direction or command.   
 
   12.  The submissive is only to ask a question in the following manner: “Please Ma’am / Miss / My Lady / My Female Superior, may (the submissive) have permission to ask a question?”  At no time is the Superior obliged to grant the submissive permission to ask a question.  
 
   13.  The submissive will never raise his voice, in or outside the home.  
 
   14.  The submissive must never swear or utter profanities, in or outside the home.  
 
   15.  The submissive will accept any disciplinary or punishment measure that his Superior selects for him, including those given to him in public settings.  
 
   16.  The submissive will be subject to various disciplinary and punishment measures by his Superior, including, but not limited to, corporal punishments, physical restrictions, restraints and chastisements, dress and clothing impositions, school room, petticoat and nursery discipline, domestic and public humiliations, controls on bodily functions, extra domestic chores, loss of privileges, etc.  
 
   17.  The submissive must thank his Superior before, and at the conclusion of, any punishment, except where an object in his mouth prevents him from doing so.     
 
   18.  The submissive is not permitted to cry or sob before being punished by his Superior, however he may cry or sob while a punishment is being administered. 
 
   19.  The submissive will care for and maintain all disciplinary and punishment items used by his Superior to the highest standards, as determined by Her.      
 
   20.  The submissive will, on occasion, be required to serve other Female Superiors.  In such situations the submissive will obey all orders as if they have been delivered by his Superior. 
 
   21.  The submissive will provide sexual gratification for his Superior in whatever form and manner She chooses, with no expectations on his part of reciprocal pleasures.     
 
   22.  The submissive will have his male appendages fully restrained / caged / locked at all times, the exact manner of which will vary at the discretion of his Superior.  
 
   23.  The submissive is never to touch his male appendages except in the manner(s) prescribed by his Superior.
 
   24.  The submissive will learn, through training under the direct supervision of his Superior, complete control of ejaculatory release.  He is, however, never permitted to ejaculate except as described in Rule 24.  
 
   25.  The submissive will, for health reasons, be subject to routine prostate ‘milking’, at times determined by his Superior.  No other form of ejaculatory release is permitted, without exception.  
 
   26.  The submissive will, in ways and manners determined by his Superior, be responsible for undertaking all domestic duties and tasks including, but not limited to, cleaning, polishing, scrubbing, vacuuming, ironing, washing, sewing, cooking, gardening, home maintenance, car maintenance and cleaning, food and grocery shopping, etc.    
 
   27.  The submissive will undertake domestic duties and tasks every morning and evening during the working week, and all day and evening on weekends and public holidays, except where a disciplinary or punishment measure prevents him from performing such duties.       
 
   28.  The submissive will ensure all domestic duties and tasks are carried out and completed to the highest standards, as determined by his Superior.  
 
   29.  The submissive will ensure all domestic duties and tasks are undertaken in the time allotted to each task by his Superior.  
 
   30.  The submissive will inform his Superior of any domestic duties and tasks he fails to complete in the allotted time.
 
   31.  The submissive will conduct all domestic duties and tasks in as quiet a manner as each duty / task allows.   
 
   32.  The submissive will conduct all domestic duties and tasks using correct posture and bearing, as determined by his Superior. 
 
   33.  The submissive is never to disturb his Superior’s sleep (unless in an emergency).
 
   34.  The submissive will rise no later than 5am each day, without exception.  
 
   35.  The submissive will retire at night only at the times determined by his Superior.  
 
   36.  The submissive will maintain his room and lodgings in immaculate condition, without exception.  
 
   37.  The submissive is only permitted to adorn his room with items approved by his Superior.
 
   38.  The submissive will wear only the clothing selected for him by his Superior.  This applies to both domestic and public settings, without exception.  
 
   39.  The submissive will ensure every item of clothing worn (including accessories and adornments) is presented perfectly, and kept clean, neat and tidy, at all times.  The only exception is when the submissive is undertaking garden or car maintenance duties or the like.
 
   40.  The submissive is not to wear any items of male underwear, without exception.
 
   41.  The submissive is not to wear any items of male clothing in the domestic sphere, without exception.  
 
   42.  The submissive will perform all interior domestic duties and tasks dressed in a full (plain) maid’s / servant girl’s uniform, unless otherwise directed by his Superior.     
 
   43.  The submissive will curtsey in response to any direct order, direction or command from his Superior whenever he is dressed in a full (plain) maid’s / servant girl’s uniform and in a position to physically do so.
 
   44.  The submissive is not to remove any item of clothing (including nappies and incontinence pants) without the permission of his Superior.  
 
   45.  The submissive is not to remove any accessory, adornment and the like from his clothing or body without the permission of his Superior.  
 
   46.  The submissive must ensure a pink baby’s dummy is carried on his person whenever he accompanies his Superior outdoors or in public, without exception.  
 
   47.  The submissive must never hesitate to arrange the baby’s dummy around his neck, pin it to his clothing or insert it into his mouth when directed to do so by his Superior.  
 
   48.  The submissive will only use the lavatory in the manner prescribed by his Superior and only when given permission, or at the designated times selected for him by Her.
 
   49.  The submissive will undergo regular colonic irrigations, using liquids, and volumes of liquids, determined by his Superior.   
 
   50.  The submissive is not permitted to expel liquids used for a colonic irrigation until permitted to do so by his Superior.  
 
   51.  The submissive will wear devices (of varying shapes, sizes and materials) inside his anal cavity at any time specified by his Superior, in both domestic and public settings.   
 
   52.  The submissive may not remove a device inside his anal cavity without the permission of his Superior (except in an emergency).   
 
   53.  The submissive, when granted permission to remove a device from his anus cavity, must do so in the manner(s) prescribed, and / or times designated by, his Superior.   
 
   54.  The submissive must ensure that any device to be inserted into, or removed from, his anal cavity never makes contact with the floor, ground, furniture, fittings or lavatory receptacles, without exception.  
 
   55.  The submissive will keep his body smooth, clean and smelling pleasant at all times.  
 
   56.  The submissive will remove all body hair weekly, in the manner prescribed by his Superior.  
 
   57.  The submissive will shave facial hair twice daily: in the morning and again upon returning from work, except on weekends, when the second shave will occur before 6pm.   
 
   58.  The submissive has fifteen minutes to shower, shave and carry out any ablutions each morning, and five minutes to shave each evening, without exception.    
 
   59.  The submissive will have his hair cut and kept short in any style or manner selected by his Superior.  
 
   60.  The submissive will keep his hair clean, neat and tidy at all times, without exception.    
 
   61.  The submissive must never break wind, burp or fidget with his nostrils in the presence of any Female, without exception.  
 
   62.  The submissive will eat only the food and drink that his Superior authorises or selects for him, without exception.  
 
   63.  The submissive will consume all food and drink at every meal, without exception.  
 
   64.  The submissive is only permitted to eat or drink in manners and settings and at times designated for him by his Superior.  
 
   65.  The submissive is not to commence a meal in the presence of his Superior unless permitted to do so, without exception.  
 
   66.  The submissive will be polite, courteous, helpful and passive in nature whenever he is in the presence of a Female, without exception.    
 
   67.  The submissive will continue to work at his job Monday to Friday.  
 
   68.  The submissive will deposit his entire wage each pay day into his Superior’s bank account.  
 
   69.  The submissive will receive an allowance of $10 for each working day from his Superior to cover all work-related expenditures.  
 
   70.  The submissive will not receive any allowance for any day that he is absent from work due to annual leave, public holidays, sick days, etc.    
 
   71.  The submissive must account for all weekly expenditure, without exception.  
 
   72.  The submissive will save a minimum of 10% from each weekly allowance, without exception.  
 
   73.  The submissive will deposit his weekly savings in person, into the personal bank account opened for him by his Superior.  
 
   74.  The submissive is not permitted to make withdrawals from his bank account unless they are authorised by his Superior.  
 
   75.  The submissive is not to use any form of credit, or credit card, without exception.  
 
   76.  The submissive is not to absent himself from work without the permission of his Superior.  
 
   77.  The submissive is not to attend any work social functions outside normal working hours without the permission of his Superior.   
 
   78.  The submissive will spend all public holidays and any annual leave undertaking duties and tasks determined by his Superior.     
 
   79.  The submissive is not permitted to write in cursive script, except when performing tasks related to his paid employment or signing official documentation.  
 
   80.  The submissive must ensure that all writing he is directed to undertake by his Superior is legible and tidy.   
 
   81.  The submissive is not to smoke or take any illicit drugs.
 
   82.  The submissive is not to imbibe alcohol without the permission of his Superior.  
 
   83.  The submissive is not to drive a car at any time without the permission of his Superior (except in an emergency).   
 
   84.  The submissive is not to make personal telephone calls from home without the permission of his Superior (except in an emergency).  
 
   85.  The submissive is not to use the mobile phone issued to him by his Superior for any use other than communication with Her (except in an emergency).   
 
   86.  The submissive is not permitted any recreational or leisure activity that has not been authorised by his Superior. 
 
   87.  The submissive is not permitted ‘free’ time, unless authorised by his Superior.
 
   88.  The submissive must inform his Superior that he has ‘free’ time available should the situation ever arise.    
 
   89.  The submissive is not to watch television, dvds or use computers unless permitted to do so by his Superior.
 
   90.  The submissive is not to listen to music or radio that has not been selected for him by his Superior. 
 
   91.  The submissive is not to read any article, journal, magazine, newspaper, book or other printed material that has not be selected for him by his Superior , the exception being items necessary for him to complete duties and tasks associated with his paid employment.   
 
   92.  The submissive must strive to keep himself physically fit and healthy at all times.  
 
   93.  The submissive will undertake 30 minutes exercise each morning prior to commencing domestic duties / work, the form of which will be determined by his Superior.  The submissive may also be required to complete other forms of exercise and physical activity at other times of the day / week.   
 
   94.  The submissive will maintain a daily diary in which he is to record any transgressions of the Superior’s rules.  
 
   95.  The submissive will record in his daily diary any thoughts or feelings that indicate that violation of a rule, or rules, is possible, likely, being contemplated, etc.   
 
   96.  The submissive will record in his daily diary any weaknesses and failings on his part that require addressing i.e., poor / inappropriate behavioural / attitudinal traits.  
 
   97.  The submissive will record in his daily diary any shortcomings he notes with his domestic skills, as well as suggested ways and means of improving them.   
 
   98.  The submissive will have his diary reviewed weekly by his Superior, who will then develop appropriate disciplinary training and / or punishment measures that aid the submissive in improving their outlook / skills.     
 
   99.  The submissive is not to use the physical absence of his Superior to indulge in any activity that has not been authorised by his Superior
 
   100.  The submissive will learn to recite each word of every rule contained here within one hundred days of signing this agreement.      
 
    
 
   Failure to abide by any of the above rules will result in punishment, without exception.  
 
   In the event of continual, flagrant rule violation, the submissive will have his services terminated by the Superior.  
 
    
 
   The Female Superior acknowledges that in return for the submissive agreeing to the above rules She will: 
 
    
 
     Never willingly place Her submissive in a position of physical risk or danger, nor subject him to physical or psychological injury that results in hospitalisation, ill health or medication.  
 
     Provide the submissive with adequate food, shelter and clothing at all times.   
 
     Adjust rules for a period of time should the submissive fall ill or is unwell.
 
     Adjust rules for a period of time should the submissive need to attend to family matters.  
 
     Review the submissive’s allowance yearly, adjusting it up (or down) where necessary.   
 
     Allow the submissive one weekend off each year free from all domestic duties and certain rules, choosing appropriate leisure / recreational activities for the submissive to participate in.        
 
     Deposit the equivalent of one week’s allowance into his personal bank account each February 29.   
 
   Both the Female Superior and submissive acknowledge that this agreement is entered into freely, and by choice. 
 
   Signed:  Female Superior 
 
   Signed:  submissive
 
   Witness:  
 
   Date:
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Pouting Bride
 
    By Maggie Cavan
 
     
 
   “Has the cat got your tongue?” Jeff asked after a long silence.
 
    
 
   Kay continued puttering with her stationery.  Although it was obvious that she had heard him, she remained silent.
 
    
 
   “Did you hear me?”
 
    
 
   No response.
 
    
 
   “Look, Kay, if you are going to give me the silent treatment, less than three weeks into our marriage and while we’re practically still on our honeymoon, what is it going to be like a year, or two, or three down the road?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   After another interlude of silence, he stormed, “Damn it!  At least tell me what the Hell I did to upset you.”
 
    
 
   When her only answer was a disdainful, sidelong glance and then more silence, Jeff continued, “You know, they say that if couples don’t air their grievances and discuss them, the problem just continues to fester, especially if it is allowed to go on overnight or for several days.”
 
    
 
   Kay continued to aimlessly shuffle her stationery.
 
    
 
   “I read a while back about this lady,” Jeff said, “Dorothy Spencer was her name, I think, and she wrote a book back in the 1930’s called The Spencer Spanking Plan.  She felt that when a disagreement between a man and wife is not resolved, it can grow into hatred and irreconcilable problems, even divorce.  She felt that when a spanking is properly administered, it can resolve differences, increase harmony and lead to a greater spirit of unselfishness and, therefore, she felt that the couple should enter into a pact and agree that whichever one of them is guilty of causing the problem, that person should agree to being spanked ─ no argument.  In her plan, if one or the other member of the couple is felt by both to be the greater cause of the disagreement and is to be spanked, he or she is directed to go to the bedroom and get prepared for punishment ─ which means undressing and waiting.  This, of course requires that both parties have really been serious in agreeing to cooperate in this system of discipline in the first place.  The pact must ensure that neither will argue the matter nor resent the punishment itself; it is understood that it is for the benefit of their relationship.
 
    
 
   “The spanking is not to be just a playful exercise.  It is meant to hurt and make a real impression on the one punished.  In her plan, if the man is the one to administer the punishment, he could only use his hand on her bare bottom; on the other hand, if she is the spanker, she could use her hand, a paddle or a strap, but no canes or anything that would cause permanent physical damage.  When it is over, the spanked one is prohibited from rubbing his or her own bottom afterwards in order to relieve the pain but, rather, goes to the other, thanks that person for the spanking and bestows a kiss in gratitude.”
 
    
 
   Kay was looking at him in disbelief.  “Surely you don’t expect us to agree to such a pact.”
 
    
 
   “No, Kay, I don’t, because I don’t think it could possibly work as Spencer outlined it.  In any argument, each will think that only the other person is wrong.  So, who is to receive the spanking?  In any conflict that I can imagine, both parties have some part in causing it.  If our problem right now is any indication of the course our future relationship is going to take, I think we should make a solid agreement that any time we have an argument, both of us receives a spanking, administered by the other.  It’s worth a try.  I can tell you, we simply can’t go on the way we have been today.  I just won’t put up with this silent treatment crap or for either one of us to pout the way you have been doing.  Will you agree to a trial of such an agreement ─ to consent to letting me spank you and giving you the right to whip me in the event we have any irreconcilable argument?”  His face had a very stern set to it and he asked his question in slow, measured words.
 
    
 
   “It might be fun,” she replied in a somewhat jocular fashion.  “We don’t have any paddles or hairbrushes around.  Right now, taking a belt to you would give me the greatest satisfaction.”  The last comment was much more barbed than the first.  Then, she continued, “I’ve never been spanked, although I’ve always thought about it and was sort of excited at the mention of it.  It might be fun.”
 
    
 
   “It’s not meant to be fun, Kay,” he said.  “It’s meant to be a true attitude adjustment.  If you’re serious about giving it a try, let’s go to the bedroom right now and do it, if you’re not afraid.”
 
    
 
   Accepting the challenge with a flip of her chin, she walked ahead of him in a very determined fashion and began shedding her clothing along the way.  In the bedroom, she took a position near the far wall, naked and with arms akimbo, contumaciously defying him to change her in any way with his plan.  
 
    
 
   Jeff wasn’t sure that he could bring about any transformation in her, especially since her attitude right now seemed to be bent only on revenge for whatever he must have done.  In another time or place, the husband would simply beat a wife into submission and make her change her attitude or else, but he could not countenance that sort of behavior.  And besides, as he looked at Kay standing there, exhibiting her remarkable beauty in such a breathtaking fashion, he knew that he wanted her love more than anything else in the world. This had to work; the success of their marriage might depend on it.  He slowly shed his clothes also until they stood naked on opposite sides of the room, resembling two gladiators ready for combat. 
 
    
 
   “Let me whip you first,” Kay said, as she advanced toward him.
 
    
 
   “No,” he replied, “you said that you have never received a spanking.  I should spank you first to show you what it’s all about.  And remember, the pact is that each of us must willingly agree to the discipline because it is meant to help our whole relationship.  Now, come over to this chair and lie down across my knee.” 
 
    
 
   She complied, but now displayed an attitude of somewhat reluctant cooperation and, in her body language, showed a hint of trepidation and doubt that any benefit might result.  It was quite obvious that she was only accepting a dare and wanted to prove his theory wrong or hoped for some titillation from the spanking.  She lay down and braced her hands on the floor.  Jeff moved her so that her torso and hips angled directly over his left thigh, presenting her bottom for maximum exposure.  He draped his right thigh over both of her legs to effectively pinion her body.
 
    
 
   As Jeff gazed down on the beautiful roundness in front of him, he yearned to do nothing other than squeeze and knead and caress those tantalizing cheeks.  He loved Kay with a soul-draining intensity, and the last thing that he wanted to do was to hurt her but she was, after all, acting like a child, and if the marriage that he desperately wished to succeed was to have a chance, she had to begin acting like a more mature, responsible adult.  He struck her right cheek with a firm slap.
 
    
 
   The sharp sensation and the noise of the impact made her jump and try to reach her hand backward to protect her bottom.  “That hurt!” she screamed.
 
    
 
   “Of course it hurt.  That’s what a spanking is supposed to do, and it is going to become a lot worse before I am finished,” he snapped, and immobilized her arm by hooking her right forearm with his left elbow and then grasping her wrist.  As he pressed downward, his stout arm also served to hold her trunk firmly over his left thigh.
 
    
 
   The first slap had already left a red spot on Kay’s right buttock.  This marking spread rapidly as a shower of noisy blows followed over the next several minutes.  She screamed and writhed and tried to escape but she was effectively restrained.
 
    
 
   “You’re not going to do this to me!  I would never have married you if I even suspected you could be this cruel!  LET ME UP!” she hissed as she strained against his strong grip.  
 
    
 
   His answer when he resumed was to spank even harder and move the target downward over the lower edge of her cheeks and onto the upper thighs.  This flesh was more firm and didn’t bounce as much with each blow as the cheeks had done.  He then paused and said, “Kay, I am doing this precisely because you are being childish.  The more you struggle and refuse to give our experiment a chance to work, the longer I will keep on spanking you.  I imagine my hand can last a lot longer than your bottom can.”
 
    
 
   She almost twisted loose and in so doing, her cheeks separated, briefly revealing charms that he had enjoyed so much recently.  These sights sparked his lust and if it were not for her continuing defiance, he would have relented at this point and started erotically touching her as he had so often during their honeymoon.  Instead, he started all over again at the top of her buttocks.  By now, her entire bottom and upper legs had taken on a deep crimson color, although there was no violet or bruised areas.
 
    
 
   Kay hated the fact that she was sobbing, but her indignation had swollen to the point that she could not help herself.  The rhythmic, staccato, slapping sounds that reached her ears no longer registered as individual blows.  The raw flame of the painful slaps that seared to the very core of her being now seemed to merge and become a continuous, blazing pain ─ swelling and receding only slightly, like tiny wavelets on a vast and endless ocean of misery.  Will he never stop, her mind screamed.  She wanted to shout STOP, STOP, STOP, but her pride would not allow her to ask for quarter.  Finally, Kay no longer struggled, but merely slumped in angry submission.                            
 
   Jeff misinterpreted her relaxation for surrender and stopped.  After one more inspection of the condition of her bottom, he took hold of her shoulders and helped her to her feet.  “Now, Kay, stand there with your hands on your head so that you won’t rub your bottom.  I want that spanking to soak in.  Try to rub the pain away and I’ll have to do it all over again,” he said.  “Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   She nodded and complied, not wanting to risk another session, but inwardly she seethed with anger.  What right does he have to treat me like that, she thought ─ what a damned beast he has turned out to be!  She seemed completely to ignore the fact that earlier she had agreed to accept their pact.  
 
    
 
   As she stood there, the faint movement of air in the room felt cool on the scalded skin of her entire bottom.  Gradually, that searing pain became transformed into something that resembled nettles ─ a sensation like thousands of tiny, stinging hairs.               
 
    
 
   Kay now spoke belligerently, “All right, Jeffery Lynn Harper, now it’s your turn!”  She went to his pile of clothing and resolutely extracted the belt from the loops in his trousers in such a determined manner that it snapped loudly when it came free. It was a Marine Corps belt---a wide strap of black leather, so old that it had become very pliable.  “Do you want it lying down, standing up against the wall, or bending over and grasping your ankles?” 
 
    
 
   Without comment, he moved to the bed and lay across it.  His legs were close together.  Instead of seeing the athletic buttocks that she had so admired over the past few weeks as the muscular engine that drove his pelvic thrusts ─ the ones she found so wonderfully satisfying ─ she saw only the target of her revenge.  “Spread those legs apart and put a pillow under your middle.  Then, don’t move!”
 
    
 
   He complied, but she saw then that this positioning made his scrotum quite prominent between his legs and perhaps exposed to the blows she intended to inflict.  “No, on second thought, you had better bring your legs back together,” she said.
 
    
 
   Without hesitation, Kay struck at those elevated cheeks with the full length of the belt.  That grip made the belt such an awkward weapon that she almost missed Jeff’s bottom completely, nearly striking herself.  She now gathered the buckle end of the belt into a several-layered loop and grasped that like a handle of a sword, leaving less than half of the strap as an effective weapon.
 
    
 
   She took a mighty swing.  The strap made a menacing hiss as it cut the air before striking across both buttocks with a resounding crack, wrapping the tip on around the right side of his hip.  He flinched slightly and then seemed to settle deeper into the pillow.  Gloating that he had showed this response to the pain, she moved around the bed to observe the full effect of her blow.  Already, an angry red imprint of the belt had appeared, and left the more-or-less pointed pattern of the strap’s end on his white flesh.  Before the next blow, she slowly dragged the belt across his bottom as a torturous prelude to continuing the whipping.  Kay meant to fill him with as much dread as possible.
 
    
 
   As she returned to her original position, she became aware that the “nettle” sensation in her own bottom had diminished and now was more of a general awareness in the whole area, rather than actual pain or tenderness.  She could tell that it would be sensitive if she was to touch it, and she had an almost perverse desire to do just that.  It filled her with a sort of delicious anticipation similar to that sensual impatience she always felt when Jeff was giving her a massage and would teasingly caress closer and closer to one of her secret spots, only to linger and postpone touching it.  She found her present sensation increasingly pleasant, but she resumed the whipping with vigorous blows, each causing a viciously sharp report as it made contact with his reddening skin.  At first, there was a strip of pallor in the cleft between his cheeks because that skin was more protected from direct blows but then, the inflamed flush continued to spread as the belt tip found its way everywhere and both the buttocks and upper thighs became emblazoned. Kay was beginning to tire.
 
    
 
   Jeff refused to reveal to his bride how painful the whipping was that she was administering.  It had been years since he had felt the bite of a belt and he didn’t remember that it was ever this bad.  He was surprised how efficient Kay was in her new role.  He hoped that this was all worthwhile and that her attitude had actually been altered, but he had to admit that the enthusiasm she demonstrated when she started whipping him was not a hopeful sign of any mellowing of her attitude.  He took a deep breath and steeled himself for the rest of this session.
 
    
 
   Finally, drained of any further desire to lash out, Kay stopped striking.  Jeff’s bottom now had a violet color but he made no sound or move to avoid further whipping.  The sensation in her own body was unusual; she felt almost a sensual delight, an actual voluptuousness in her nakedness.  She felt that her skin would be extremely sensitive even to the caress of fabric over its surface ─ as though now her flesh hungered with eager anticipation.  She yearned now to touch her bottom ─ to have it touched ─ and that was more apt to happen if she were nude.  Was this a new dimension of desire?  Had Jeff showed her a new avenue for physical fulfillment?  Was all that she was experiencing simply the result of that spanking?  If so, it saddened her to think what she had been missing so far.  Would what she had just done to Jeff produce these same sensations in him?  She hoped so.  Kay reached down to touch his reddened skin but then drew back, hearing again his words “don’t rub away the pain”.  Instead, she touched him on the shoulder and tenderly said, “Come and get up, Jeff, it’s your turn to stand over here for a while.”
 
    
 
   He rose and looked at her, displaying some degree of puzzlement.  She had changed.  Instead of being haughty or thirsting for revenge, she actually seemed sensitive and solicitous.  He slowly walked a short distance away from her.  When he turned, she was facing him, naked and beautiful; her head was tipped slightly to one side in a quizzical manner, as though she was trying to appraise his condition or attitude or perhaps what actions he might be contemplating.  At least, she appeared affectionate and concerned; he thought ─ tender, and very beautiful.   
 
    
 
   They both remained silent for a full minute.  Finally, Kay could see an awakening of Jeff’s penis.  So, she thought, he does seem to be experiencing some of the same feeling that I am.  Good!  When he was fully erect, they began slowly to approach one another, but still no words passed between them.  
 
    
 
   He took Kay in his arms and crushed her to his body.  Hesitantly, as though with trepidation over how his actions would be received, his caressing hand moved down over the fullness of her bottom.  The sensation it produced caused Kay to give the slightest little quiver; the tremor was from pleasant surprise and not pain.  His touch yielded the very sensual pleasure she anticipated that it might and its flood caused her to clutch Jeff close and caress him in a similar fashion. 
 
    
 
   They moved swiftly to the bed and quickly began tumbling about as they made passionate and impatient love. When they were finally spent and completely drained, they lay in each other’s arms, their lusty urgency having faded into only languorous stroking and gentle, loving kneading of each other’s bodies.  
 
    
 
   “I love you, Kay,” Jeff whispered into her ear.
 
    
 
   “I love you, too, Darling,” was her murmured reply.  “Did you even imagine that those spankings might produce the sensations that they did?”
 
    
 
   “No.  I know that a few of my friends are into the spanking thing.  I knew that there had to be some reason for putting up with the discomfort of the thing, and they do talk about an afterglow that follows,” he replied.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how I would describe it, but I guess that word is as good as any other.  I loved the sensation.  Do you still experience a sharpening of your senses down below, too, now that the sting has faded?” she asked. 
 
    
 
   “It hasn’t completely faded yet,” he whispered in a pleasant tone.  “That’s quite a whipping arm you have there, Lady.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Jeff, but you’re mighty heavy-handed yourself, you know,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, too.  But, then I guess the spanking has to be hard enough to really sting in order to bring about anything like we have felt,” he said.  “Let me look at you.”
 
    
 
   As he rolled her over on to her stomach and inspected her, he continued, “You’re pretty red, even yet.  Why don’t I treat the whole area with lotion?  That should make it more comfortable now and over the next day or so.”
 
   “I think that I will still want to feel it even then,” she replied, “but maybe you’re right.”
 
    
 
   Jeff went into the bathroom and brought the bottle of hand lotion.  He dribbled a trail of it from her waistline, across both cheeks and on down to the back of her knees.  “Oh ─ that’s cold,” she complained softly.  
 
    
 
   Jeff began a gentle massaging, touching and kneading the entire reddened area in the most loving fashion.  He may have meant it to be therapeutic, but it gradually became more and more sensual and they both enjoyed it.  
 
    
 
   Finally, she said, “Okay, now it’s your turn.”  In response, he lay across the bed where she had just been.  “Oh, you’re even a little bruised,” she observed. “You need the lotion more than I did.”  She massaged in the same fashion and he thrilled to her gentle touch.
 
    
 
   The longer she caressed him in this fashion, the more excited they both became.  When they could contain themselves no longer, they surrendered to another round of lovemaking.  
 
    
 
   Cuddling once again, Jeff whispered in Kay’s ear, “I think that our modification of the Spencer Spanking Plan really works.  What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “I would never have believed it, but you’re right,” she said.  “Nothing could be worse than to let a disagreement just hang there in the air, unresolved.  It would just get worse and worse.  And, I suppose that the act of administering the spanking serves to reduce any anger that the spanker might be feeling.  It did for me.  In fact, I began to feel guilty over causing you the pain that I was inflicting.”
 
    
 
   “Me too,” he replied.  “But, I think that being on the receiving end serves to purge some of the guilt that the spankee might be feeling over the stand that he or she took in the first place.  I felt that I had received adequate chastisement for whatever I might have done to anger you today.  How about you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kay replied.  With a twinkle in her eye, she continued, “With perhaps just a little less vigorous application of Mrs. Spencer’s doctrine, I would hope that we could manage to have another ‘disagreement’ tomorrow.  What do you say, Honey?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Hard Times at Springvale High
 
   


  
 

Chapter 1
 
   
By Daniel 
 
    
 
   A New Broom
 
    
 
   It was a dark time at Springvale High School. That a once proud school, with a strong tradition of academic a sporting excellence, had been reduced to a graffiti-ridden, second rate establishment, where bullying was rife amongst both staff and students was a grave shame on the education system. Enrolments were falling and the Principal was due to retire at the end of the term. (Many privately believed that he had actually retired some years previously). Teaching staff was very anxious about their jobs, parents about the sharp decline in standards and the students, well they were quite unsure of who was actually running the school.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t always this way. Established in the 1950s in response to rapid growth in the suburbs, Springvale was a successful experiment in comprehensive co-educational learning. The first Principal, the redoubtable Mr. Catts, was a strong leader. An ex-army officer, Catts demanded respect and ruled with an iron fist for nearly sixteen years. In that time, he built a strong team of staff, a few of which remained, although heavily disillusioned with what had become of the school. As was the custom of the time, corporal punishment, the cane in particular, was used regularly, even for relatively minor transgressions like being a few minutes late or failing to have one’s tie done up properly.
 
    
 
   Succeeding Catts was the school’s first female Principal, Miss Watts. A spinster, Watts followed on from where her predecessor left off and remained firmly at the helm for twelve years. She continued to develop a strong sense of tradition at Springvale, but was most remembered for instituting a new and colourful school uniform. She said that it made Springvale students stand out in public. Juniors were required to wear a bright red shirt/blouse, which contrasted with blue shorts/skirts, whilst seniors wore a white shirt/blouse. The girls most remembered Miss Watts for extending corporal punishment to female students. A great believer in equality, she regularly rolled up her sleeves and took the strap to miscreant girls with a vigour that would put many male Principals to shame.
 
    
 
   Needless to say, discipline problems were as rare during Miss Watts’ tenure as they were under Mr. Catts.
 
    
 
   In the 1980s, a new “enlightenment” began to pass through the education system. Old values were questioned and these included things like a strict uniform code and, ultimately, the use of corporal punishment. After a succession of “seat warmer” Principals, Springvale was again seeking a new leader. Under the new system, rather than the Education Department appointing a principal, the school parents association, the teachers’ union representative and the local school inspector convened an interview panel, ultimately appointing a quiet, middle-aged gentleman, Mr. Bruce Thompson to the position. It was to be a grave mistake.
 
    
 
   Coming from a “selective” high school, Thompson was one of the new breed of “enlightened” educators. An ex-languages teacher, he was fluent in five languages but was sadly lacking in leadership ability. He believed in counselling problem students and was absolutely abhorred by corporal punishment, which he abolished at Springvale overnight. Quite apart from the message that this sent out to students, many of his senior staff, some of whom had been at Springvale since the last years of Mr. Catts, couldn’t believe their ears. Close to retirement, many elected to leave early or move on, in particular his Deputy Principal, Mr. Duncan. A traditionalist, Duncan had been quite disillusioned when he was overlooked for the Principal’s position after twenty-three years at Springvale. During the time of Miss Watts, he had been charged with “dealing with” the boys, whilst she “dealt with” any misbehaving girls. It was a good arrangement and successfully kept order at Springvale for an extended period. Now it was gone.
 
    
 
   What finally brought home the hopelessness of the situation to Mr. Duncan, and convinced him that his time had come, was an incident in which a teacher was pushed over whilst breaking up a scuffle in the playground. The three boys responsible were sent to him and, as had been the case for so many years, stood downcast outside his office waiting for the inevitable. Opening the door, the Deputy marched the three boys into the room and returned to his desk to begin his stern lecture. Throughout the whole process, he could barely make eye contact with the boys, his eyes fixed instead on his selection of punishment canes which hung behind the door, the use of which was now forbidden. The boys couldn’t believe their luck when, at the conclusion of the lecture, they were told that they would be placed on Thursday afternoon detention for the next two weeks. As the boys left, the Deputy Principal could hear them giggling amongst themselves as the wandered back to class. He felt that he had let both the boys and the school down and, after sleeping on his decision, returned to school the next day to fill out his retirement papers. It was yet another, perhaps final, nail in Springvale’s coffin.
 
    
 
   It didn’t happen overnight, but gradually the fabric that held the school together began to fray, then tear and finally fall to pieces. The first thing to go was the uniform. Without the threat of serious punishment, the school uniform came to consist of whatever T-shirt that could be found, coupled with jeans or even track suit pants and this was not just for the boys, girls began to see school as a virtual fashion parade, turning up in ultra-short skirts, revealing tops and all manner of jewellery. Mr. Thompson did not believe that uniform had a major role to play in discipline and, in any case, preferred the relative comfort of his office to actually getting out around the school to really see for himself what was going on. Without effective leadership and with the departure of many experienced senior staff, teachers were largely left to “fend for themselves”. The committed ones just survived but professional jealousies and the like led to the sort of bickering and bullying normally associated with recalcitrant students. Those who could remember, often talked of the “old times” when things were better and the students were subject to “proper” discipline, and privately counted down the days to their own retirement.
 
    
 
   The winds of change took an unexpected turn one cold July day when the architect of the disaster that was Springvale High School, Mr. Bruce Thompson was offered a plum job to be in charge of the teacher-training faculty at a local university. He immediately accepted the position and applied for long service leave for the remainder of the year. Overnight, after wreaking six years of havoc, he was gone as quickly as he came and it fell to the local selection panel once again to appoint a new Principal. Later that week, a heated meeting took place. The meeting of interested parents and teachers developed into a forum for everything that was wrong at Springvale, and with the education system in general. The first to speak was Mr. Hardwicke, the President of the Parents Association. He wasted no time in distancing himself from the previous administration, stating that the school had “thrown the baby out with the bathwater” in abandoning the discipline system which had made the school what it was and that it was necessary to return to “decent family values and discipline”. Mr. Michaels, the teachers’ union representative rose to his feet stating firstly, that there was no place in the modern world for a return to corporal punishment and the like and secondly, that the school was working well in a difficult time and that students were treated with “respect and understanding”. The meeting degenerated into a slanging match but it was finally agreed that Mr. Hardwicke and Mr. Michaels would serve on the selection panel, along with the school inspector Ms. Chapman.
 
    
 
   Not surprisingly, the school failed to attract many applicants for what was seen as a “no win” job. Eventually four men and one woman were selected for interview. Seeing himself as the saviour of the school, Mr. Hardwicke, in his turn grilled each of the applicants over what they saw as their “vision” for the school. Finally the lone female candidate took her turn in the “hot seat”. Barbara McClelland was a no nonsense person, in her early fifties. Despite not being a Catholic, nor even particularly religious, she had worked for twenty years as deputy headmistress at a Catholic boarding school in which corporal punishment was not only permitted, but often encouraged. When Mr. Hardwicke asked his question, she responded immediately:
 
    
 
   “What this school needs is discipline. Firm discipline. The kind of discipline that only a good caning can achieve!” 
 
    
 
   “Surely you can’t be serious”, exclaimed Mr. Michaels, not actually believing his ears... “Lack of discipline is the reason that we find ourselves here today, is it not?” she retracted. “I think we are both wasting our time Ms. McClelland”, stated Michaels with a degree of matter of factness. “Hear her out!” bellowed Hardwicke. “Yes, let’s hear what she has to say” muttered the inspector; clearly annoyed at the way the interview was going. “This is what I plan to implement. It has never let me down before and I am sure that it won’t this time”. “Students must know the firm hand of discipline and learn to fear the consequences of inappropriate and anti-social behaviour.” 
 
    
 
   “Hear! Hear!” exclaimed Hardwicke. 
 
    
 
   “Will you shut up!” Michaels responded immediately. Eventually the inspector was forced to take control. 
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, there is no point in going any further with this interview”. “Thank you for your time Ms. McClelland. I will be contacting your referees and we will discuss the success or otherwise of your application later this week”. With that, all parties left and went their separate ways.
 
    
 
   The school inspector, Ms. Chapman was not entirely convinced that such a retrograde solution as that advocated by Ms. McClelland would be successful, but clearly it had the support of the parent body, if Hardwicke was anything to go by. She returned to her city office and began the process of ringing the candidate’s referees. When she reached Ms. McCelland’s, it was late in the day but she was able to reach Father O’Brien from St. Gabriel’s College, her current employer. Before she actually got to say anything, Father O’Brien said in a clearly resigned tone, “ I knew this day would come and I have dreaded it for many years. She is going to leave us, isn’t she?”
 
    
 
   “Well that quite depends on what you have to tell me.”
 
    
 
   “She’s not a Catholic you know, but we still employed her. She is the best deputy principal that we have ever had.”
 
    
 
   “What qualities would you say she has that suits her for the job?”
 
    
 
   “Discipline, yes good old fashioned discipline, spare the rod…you know the rest...”
 
    
 
   “I think I get the picture”, came from Chapman, when she managed to get a word in.
 
    
 
   “Very well, thanks for your time Father.” 
 
    
 
   Now she had a very difficult decision to make. Dianne Chapman didn’t sleep a wink that night. She remembered her own schooling and the threat of the strap. One of her old school friends had actually felt the dreaded strap and still commented on the experience to this day…and the school was a bit of an embarrassment…and the parents seemed keen on her…
 
    
 
   The next day, Ms. Barbara McClelland took control of Springvale High School. Her first act was to rename the position of Principal as Headmistress. This was how everyone from the lowliest Year 7 student to her own deputy would refer to her. A new broom had arrived!
 
    
 
   Boundaries
 
   Once she had completed the task of actually moving in to her new school, Barbara McClelland began to address student discipline at Springvale. She called a meeting of her senior staff. It was largely a one-act affair.
 
    
 
   “We need to act quickly to restore the good name of Springvale High School. There is no time to waste,” proclaimed their new boss.
 
    
 
   “In future, any student who breaks school rules, engages in anti-social behaviour or misbehaves in class is to be referred directly to me. I will be calling a full school assembly tomorrow morning, at which I will announce some major changes to the culture that has been allowed to develop at this school.  You will all support me in this matter. I don’t want to hear any negative comments from staff, especially senior staff. You are either with me or against me and, if you are against me, this would be a good time to start filling out your transfer papers!”
 
    
 
   One by one, the senior staff filed out of the Headmistress’ office. They looked at each other with a mixture of disbelief and bewilderment but said nothing. They were still in shock. After the last teacher had left, Ms. McClelland picked up her phone and rang the school administration office. “Does anyone have a phone number for the previous Deputy, I think his name was Mr. Duncan?”
 
    
 
   “Ray...Yes...I think he moved to Queensland. He was very upset when he left. Umm...I think that I have a contact number...yes here it is...”
 
    
 
   The Headmistress dialled the number...
 
    
 
   “Hello, Ray Duncan speaking.”
 
    
 
   “Hello Mr. Duncan, my name is Barbara McClelland and I am the new Headmi...Um...Principal here at Springvale.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, a woman...well good luck...”
 
    
 
   “Yes, well I was wondering whether you could help me. You see, I hear that you had quite a selection of canes and I would really like to know what became of them.”
 
    
 
   A pregnant pause ensued…finally Duncan spoke again, “Really, you can’t be serious...”
 
    
 
   “Believe me Mr. Duncan, I couldn’t be more serious…”
 
    
 
   There was another long pause at the other end of the line.
 
    
 
   “Well, well, it’s refreshing to know that someone is on the right track. I tried but, you know, the boss just wouldn’t allow it...adolescents must have boundaries you know...there needs to be consequences...they respect boundaries...”
 
    
 
   “I couldn’t agree with you more. Please don’t tell me that you threw them out!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, the canes, no... I think you will find them wrapped in old newspaper in the top shelf of the linen cupboard near the sickbay.”
 
    
 
   “Excellent, thank you for your time, Mr. Duncan.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Miss McClelland, and, as I said before, good luck.”
 
    
 
   The following morning, before first period, the whole school assembled in the school hall for what passed for an assembly at Springvale. Seven hundred students dawdled into the hall in various states of dress and consciousness. Others wandered in at intervals over a ten-minute period, obviously late and equally obviously not caring. The new Deputy, Mr. Martin did what he could to maintain order but still an undercurrent of chatter filled the hall. Without introduction, Ms. McClelland took the microphone...
 
    
 
   “RIGHT, that will be enough chit-chat!” she demanded. The chatter stopped, but only momentarily.
 
    
 
   “OK, YOU!” she bellowed, pointing at a Year 10 boy who was climbing over the back of his seat and into the row behind.
 
    
 
   “YES, YOU!” the boy turned towards her, unaccustomed to being spoken to in such a manner. Now, having gained the necessary attention, her tone became more measured, “Mr. Martin, if you could escort this young lad off to my office. I will deal with him at the conclusion of the assembly.” The Deputy, accompanied by the selected student, departed to a series of loud “WHOO, WHOOs” from his group of mates.
 
    
 
   With order now somewhat restored, the Headmistress began to speak again: “I think it only fair to inform you all that there will be some changes around the school, starting today.
 
    
 
   I was led to believe that Springvale High School had a school uniform, although from what I see before me, one would not think so. From tomorrow, if any student is not in proper uniform, that fact will be entered onto their class roll. There will be a similar process for lateness. At the end of each week, I will personally check the rolls and call persistent offenders to account!
 
    
 
   ...and whilst we are discussing such matters, as you are no doubt aware, my predecessor was a known opponent of the use of corporal punishment. I can assure you that this policy will also be changing, as the boy that I have sent to my office will be finding out very soon!
 
    
 
   Be warned. This school is about to learn the true meaning of the word DISCIPLINE and I make no apologies for the fact that, for some of you, this may well be a painful lesson!
 
    
 
   Now, we will leave the hall in an orderly manner, unlike that which I witnessed upon your entry. We will start with Years 11 and 12 who will exit via the rear doors, then Years 9 and 10 who will exit through the doors to my right and finally Year 7 and 8 who will exit via the doors to my left... and I encourage staff to send any student who has difficulty following these simple instructions to my office, where they can join with me in a crash course in obedience...right off you go”
 
    
 
   Staying until the final student had left, Ms. McClelland walked down from the stage and made her way through the now empty hall to her office.
 
    
 
   Waiting for her, hands in pockets, under the watchful gaze of Mr. Catts and the other previous Principals, whose portraits adorned the wall, was the Year 10 student who had been sent from the hall. He didn’t look at all concerned and began...  “Why did you pick on me?” as Ms. McClelland made her way towards her office.
 
    
 
   “SILENCE BOY!”
 
    
 
   “...but...”
 
    
 
   “I SAID SILENCE!”
 
    
 
   She ushered the unrepentant boy into her office and returned to her seat behind a large glass-topped desk.
 
    
 
   “Take your hands out of your pockets and put them by your side.”
 
    
 
   “Name?”
 
    
 
   “Name!”
 
    
 
   “Oh...Aaron Miss”
 
    
 
   “Aaron who?”
 
    
 
   “Aaron Waters, Miss”
 
    
 
   “And what year are you in?”
 
    
 
   “Year 10, Miss...but....”
 
    
 
   “Well Aaron, you are about to experience the ‘sharp end’ of the new regime here at Springvale”. The Headmistress rose from her seat and walked over to a tall steel locker, which stood against the wall to the right of the desk. Opening it, she drew from it a long crook handled cane, one of those that she had salvaged from Mr. Duncan’s collection. It was a considerable weapon and one, which she judged, would create the required impression. When she turned from the locker toward the young boy he froze.
 
    
 
   “What’s that...you can’t use that...it’s banned...”
 
    
 
   “Right, take your school shorts off and place them on my desk!”
 
    
 
   “No...you can’t do it...”
 
    
 
   “I can, and I will. The Parents Association and the School Inspector have agreed to the reintroduction of corporal punishment at Springvale. If you had stayed in the assembly long enough, you may have heard the news for yourself. In any case you are going to have the honour of being the first student to receive the cane in this ‘Brave New World’. Now, do as
 
   you’re told and remove your pants, unless you want it on the bare bottom.”
 
    
 
   “B..b..but...”
 
    
 
   “I will count to three and if you are not ready for me by the time I get to three, you will be getting extra strokes AND they’ll be on the bare...CLEAR?”
 
    
 
   “But Miss, it’s not fair...”
 
    
 
   “ONE.”
 
   “Please Miss...”
 
    
 
   “TWO.”
 
    
 
   Aaron fumbled with the waist button of his corduroy shorts.
 
    
 
   “THREE.”
 
    
 
   He quickly unzipped the fly and slid them down. They fell around his ankles, revealing a pair of green Speedos, worn in lieu of underpants. He pulled off his shoes, laces still tied, enabling him to completely remove his shorts and place them on the desk. Aaron was a tall athletic boy with curly golden brown hair. He excelled at sport, soccer in particular, but his real passion and one which he shared with many at Springvale, was surfing. Even though it was mid-winter, boys would meet up before and after school to surf. If the surf was “up”, the school truancy rate would be too.
 
    
 
   “Not quick enough. You’ll learn to obey the Headmistress immediately and without question!”
 
    
 
   “And what is the meaning of those swimmers?”
 
    
 
   “Um...Me and my mates are going surfing after school”
 
    
 
   “You mean, ‘My mates and I’”
 
    
 
   “Um...yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   “You will need to wear proper underwear to school. This is not a beach party. Right, step up to the desk,” she coaxed him forward by tapping the cane against the back of his thighs.
 
    
 
   “Stop, you’re hurting me!” yelped the young boy.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear Aaron, I haven’t even started to hurt you yet,” replied the Headmistress.
 
    
 
   “Bend over and grip the other side of the desk, shoulders forward, come on right forward...”
 
    
 
   The Headmistress pushed the young boy down with the cane against the back of his neck. “Take a good grip because you are really going to know about this!”
 
    
 
   Despite being quite tall, Aaron could only just reach the opposing side of the Headmistress’ desk. His swimmers offered him minimal protection. He still couldn’t believe what was happening. The Headmistress took her well-practiced stance and lined up the unfortunate boy’s buttocks. She was determined to make a lasting impression, not just on this boy but also on the school as a whole. She flicked the target several times as a golfer would address the ball before teeing off. Then...
 
    
 
   Swoosh...CRACK!!!
 
    
 
   It took a moment for Aaron’s brain to register what had just happened at the other end of his body. The stripe of excruciating pain that resulted from his first stroke was only surpassed by...
 
    
 
   Swoosh...THWACK!!!
 
    
 
   ...that of his second.
 
    
 
   Aaron struggled to stay in any kind of position. The Headmistress was clearly unhappy.
 
    
 
   “Come on boy, straighten yourself up. Face the front! I think you are starting to understand the penalty for misbehaviour under my administration”
 
    
 
   She flicked his wounded cheeks again. Aaron winced noticeably. “Yes, I think that I am making the necessary impression”
 
    
 
   Swoosh...CRACK!!! She was starting to “get the range” and really put her shoulder into the stroke.
 
    
 
   Aaron couldn’t take anymore. He jumped from his position and turned to face his punisher. “Oh...Please Miss, I can’t take it, I promise I won’t do it again...”
 
    
 
   “Right that’s another stroke. Along with the extra one that you were going to get for failing to obey my instructions in respect to removing your pants, that means six, and counting Aaron.”
 
    
 
   “Please Miss, I’m sorry…”
 
    
 
   “I’d like a dollar for every time that I have heard that from a boy during a caning! Now get back over the desk.”
 
    
 
   Aaron didn’t know what to do. His brain was telling him that he couldn’t take any more punishment but what could he do...run away? The sight of a Year 10 boy in Speedos running around the school would be even more embarrassing than the caning itself. Faced with no choice, Aaron stretched himself back over the desk. The Headmistress again lined up the target area. She knew that Aaron was genuinely hurting. Far from any expression of leniency, this inspired her to greater heights.
 
    
 
   Swoosh! Aaron flinched...then the realisation came that the Headmistress had taken an air swing.
 
    
 
   The tension heightened, this time she lashed the cane down for real. She deliberately aimed towards the bottom of the boy’s buttocks, almost on his thighs. It meant that he would have a particularly nasty welt right on the edge of the chair when he sat in his seat in class, thus causing a lasting memory of the event.
 
    
 
   THWACK!!! She hit her target with perfection. “FU...Oh...Oh god...”
 
    
 
   “Right stand up!”
 
    
 
   A sudden sense of relief surged through Aaron. Finally she had decided to show some leniency. No such luck!
 
    
 
   “OK, now we will deal with the matter of your extra strokes. Remove your underwear and place it with your pants”
 
    
 
   Aaron could scarcely believe what he was hearing. Sensing his reluctance, she repeated her instructions “Did you not hear me, remove your underwear and place it with your pants.”
 
    
 
   “…but Miss…”
 
    
 
   “You seem to be determined to extend your punishment even further boy! Now get them off now, I’m very unused to having to repeat myself.”
 
    
 
   Aaron fumbled with the string on his Speedos, eventually succeeding in loosening the knot that had formed sufficiently for him to slide his only protection down to the floor.
 
    
 
   “Right off. Where did I say to put them?”
 
    
 
   Aaron stepped out of his swimmers and put them where directed, returning to his position up against the edge of the desk.
 
    
 
   “Back over now.”
 
    
 
   Aaron stretched himself over the desk yet again, he felt terribly exposed. So tightly bent was he that his penis was squeezed hard against the cold glass desktop. He took a deep breath and steeled himself. His knuckles were white, so hard was he holding on to the desk.
 
    
 
   “Please god, only two more, just hold on tight…”
 
    
 
   The Headmistress could now see the result of her handiwork. Four deep purple welts adorned the boy’s splendid white cheeks. She mentally chose two target areas for her Grand Finale.
 
    
 
   Swoosh…CRACK!!!
 
    
 
   The stroke was given with maximum force. It struck almost on top of one of his earlier strokes. It hurt like the fires of hell but Aaron held on…just…
 
    
 
   The Headmistress again wound up for a real scorcher…she lined up an area of, so far undamaged, flesh…
 
    
 
   Swoooosh…THWAACKKK!!!
 
    
 
   The pain was beyond anything that Aaron had ever experienced but it was over. He didn’t hear the Headmistress tell him to get up. He almost had to prize his fingers off the desk. As he slowly rose to his feet, he could feel nothing but the burning welts that covered much of his bottom. Gingerly, and when instructed, he began to dress himself. Pulling his nylon swimmers on, he felt the swollen ridges and the incredible heat coming from them.
 
    
 
   “Now who is your teacher this period?”
 
    
 
   “Miss Jackson, Miss.”
 
    
 
   The Aaron Waters that walked out of Barbara McClelland’s office that morning was a very different one from that which walked in half and hour earlier. Aaron could barely walk.
 
    
 
   The Headmistress wrote a note to Aaron’s teacher, stating the reason for his lateness and the time, so that Aaron would have to go directly to class, rather than have time to fully compose himself. This would only increase the effect of the example that she had made.
 
    
 
   
  
 

To be continued…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   A Movie Matinee
 
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   When Mrs Birch mentioned I was to be filmed being disciplined by Her, I was thrilled to pieces. What an honor and a privilege I thought, to be chosen by my wonderful Mistress to be the medium on which she could display Her brilliant disciplinary talents. I can’t deny that vanity may have been at play but I like to think I was motivated by my genuine desire to please my Mistress and without hesitation I presented my bottom. I wondered how popular the videos would be and while I expected Mrs Birch would have a big following, never in my wildest dreams did I expect such a huge response. At last count the total number of viewings for all videos is over 360,000. That is a lot of views of my thrashed botty!
 
    
 
   It was not intended that I should receive punishment for the sake of filming, so filming was scheduled to occur at my next monthly Accountability session, which meant any snippets of punishment to be filmed would be real. My infractions list for the month had spread over two pages so I knew there would be plenty of opportunities for some genuinely deserved discipline to be filmed. As with previous Accountability sessions the nervous energy started to build the day before as I began my preparations. Each of my sissy uniforms must be freshly laundered and ironed, my shoes polished and all items on the sissy checklist packed and double-checked. On the morning of the Accountability session the butterflies start at early morning exercise. My thoughts are consumed with what is in store for me as the day progresses. Knowing that today I was going to be filmed and my punishment would be made available on the World Wide Web for all to see certainly added to the usual apprehension and fear that I felt. What is normally a very private affair between Mistress and myself was going to be put on display for anyone who cared to watch it. In a strange way it added to the humiliation of the punishment. 
 
    
 
   So finally with everything packed I set off on the nerve-wracking drive to Mistress’s home on the morning of my Accountability session.
 
    
 
   On greeting Mrs Birch I was dispatched immediately upstairs to change into my ‘Alice’ uniform. I love that sky blue dress with its frilly white apron. I have come to associate it with many a disciplinary session and my skin tingled with goose pimples as I slid into the silky smoothness of it. With wig on and hair brushed I was ready to present myself for inspection. I waited at the stop of the stairs for the command to descend. In Her hand was the dreaded crook handled Junior Cane and I shivered in fright. Already I could feel the nasty bite of that rattan on my naked buttocks and felt immediately motivated to smarten up. 
 
    
 
   “Walk down Karen.” She watched me like a hawk as I descended the stairs as gracefully as this ‘sissy in training’ could manage and was relieved to hear the words.
 
    
 
   “Much better Karen.” 
 
    
 
   “Turn around, let me have a look at your uniform.”
 
    
 
   I turned nervously to show Mistress the back of my dress.
 
    
 
   “That bow is a little better but still not perfect, now watch as I show you how it’s done.”
 
    
 
   Mistress pulled the bowstrings tight, forcing me to take a big breath in and tied the most perfect bow.
 
    
 
   “Lift up your skirt.”
 
    
 
   I lifted my dress to reveal my ruffle panties and stocking tops.
 
    
 
   “What on earth have you got on Karen? Did I tell you to wear those panties?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Then why have you got them on? Turn around.”
 
    
 
   I turned around, very anxious to be getting into trouble so soon. 
 
    
 
   “They don’t hide what they are supposed to very well.”
 
    
 
   The panties hung loosely and the bulge from my little clitty was very obvious.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…I’m not very impressed that you took it upon yourself to wear them without my permission, so we’ll deal with that issue later. But from behind they could look good on camera… you can leave them on for filming for now.”
 
                 
 
   The thought of ‘dealing with that issue later’ was a concern but my thoughts were cut short when I was ordered to stand in front of Sister Patrice. I took up my position in front of that prayer bench and felt the first clutches of fear gripping my stomach. 
 
    
 
   She still had the Junior in Her hand as She walked over to switch on the webcam and now the fear and tension really started to rise up into my chest. Not even a handspanking to warm up my bottom meant that it was really going to have me leaping. 
 
    
 
   “Step up…”
 
    
 
   My heart sank. SWOOSH! I heard Mistress slicing the cane through the air and the sound sent shivers up my spine. I had to accept that this wasn’t about what I would prefer and braced myself for the caning. 
 
    
 
   “We’ll begin with six strokes on a cold bottom, that should leave some nice welts. Bend over Karen…”   
 
    
 
   I bend and feel Mistress lift up my dress and pull down my frilly panties. My heart is pounding with fear and I feel shivers of nervous energy. The tension mounts. Mistress takes up her position to my left and I feel the cane touch my buttocks as She lines up her stroke. There are a number of light touches, Mistress orders me to count, there are some more light taps, each tap an agony of nerve wracking anticipation, I brace myself, wait, and then…
 
    
 
   THWACK! 
 
    
 
   The first stroke slices into my bottom. It’s a beauty and it takes my breath away! The sting is vicious and I manage to keep it together… 
 
    
 
   “One…thank You Mistress.” I’m breathing hard trying to take the pain, I grit my teeth. There is a delay, I hear Mistress step away, then back, then some more nerve wracking light taps before,
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   This one hurts more, as it is a bit higher. I am sucking in the big ones. Thinking oh my God! The pain is excruciating, and there are still four to go…
 
    
 
   “Two… thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   “Three… thank You Mistress.”  The third stroke is harder still. I am just keeping it together now it is stinging and smarting like crazy.
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   “Four…thank You Mistress.” Another beauty, in a fresh spot, my knees threaten to buckle and I am thinking two to go, hang in there Karen, then…
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   The fifth one is lower and it’s agonizing, that little bit lower makes such a difference to the pain level. I can’t help but let out a pathetic sissy shriek and instinctively bend my legs to absorb the after shock I feel like sobbing but realize that there are still more to come. 
 
    
 
   “Five…thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Stand up Karen, QUICK SMART!” 
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   “Six…thank… you Mistress.” The sixth hits me square on the buttock and is another stinger but relative to the fifth stroke not as painful. I’m glad that’s the end of the six stroke caning. I hear Mistress walk away and think She is going to turn off the computer but to my horror, I feel more familiar light taps on my buttocks. This does not bode well. 
 
    
 
   “Two more.”
 
    
 
   My heart sank, there was no reason, no explanation just a decree of two more. My punishment wasn’t over yet. It was no use wondering why I was to get two more; I just had to accept it gracefully. I could feel the cane touching me lightly for a moment; and I was bursting with nervous energy.
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   This stroke was low on the buttocks. It really stung but at least it wasn’t the thigh. I squeaked out.
 
    
 
   “Seven, thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   But to my horror I then felt Mistress lining up a stroke under my cheeks, right in the crease where buttock meets thigh. I was terrified. Mistress is an incredible markswoman. If She lined up a stroke you could be assured of Her accuracy. After what seemed like an eternity of light tapping Mistress paused then,
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   “YOW!” I yelled unable to constrain myself. The stroke got me across the tops of both thighs. It was an absolute scorcher! I was in agony and it absolutely stung like you wouldn’t believe. The pain was so much worse than the previous stroke. I let out another sissy shriek before finally managing a very chastened, 
 
    
 
   “Eight…thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Step down Karen and go straight into your punishment corner, kneeling with hands on head, and do NOT touch that bottom!” 
 
    
 
   My buttocks were burning and my legs felt weak as I knelt gingerly. Mistress sat on the lounge and I could tell She’d picked up my Infractions Diary and was leafing through the pages. I was becoming increasingly nervous and fearful, as all I could hear was Mistress tut-tutting and the occasional “Oh dear Karen”. She stood up and went to the kitchen. I could hear the unmistakable sound of ice cubes tumbling into a bowl, and I shivered at the thought of what was to come. One of my work Rules is that I must record notes on all customer contacts immediately after they occur. I had failed to record one call that I had made late one night until the following morning. I am sure none of you will be surprised that Mistress did not want to hear any of my excuses and proceeded to inflict the automatic consequence of this infraction, which is an Ice Panties punishment.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, stand up, take those frilly knickers off and step into these punishment panties please.” I stepped into the tight panty girdle that Mistress handed me. It was especially for Ice Panties. 
 
    
 
   “Back on your knees, hold up that dress and pull open those panties.” 
 
    
 
   I did as I was told and winced as She sent the bowl of ice cubes tumbling into my crotch. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, let the elastic go, and give them a good jiggle.” 
 
    
 
   “Arrgghhh!” I shrieked. The ice instantly froze the tender flesh on impact and shrinkage of my delicate parts began to occur quickly. It was incredibly painful and somehow emasculating. 
 
    
 
   “Karen, if you don’t like it, then don’t break the rules. Simple.” 
 
    
 
   Jiggling those cubes increased the pain tenfold and Mistress knew it. Today it felt like it was actually burning right through the testes. Frighteningly, I knew that I’d have to remain in this position until the ice melted, and that could sometimes take as much as an hour. This was just the beginning, and already I was in extreme agony, not to mention the pain in my bottom, knees and arms. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, I’ll leave you with that thought Karen…” and with that She turned and walked away, leaving me in misery in the corner. 
 
    
 
   After several minutes of enduring the excruciating agony in my crotch, the pain finally began to subside and at last became manageable. Now at least I only had the pain in my knees and arms to worry about. 
 
    
 
   “JIGGLE KAREN!” 
 
    
 
   Right on cue, just as it was all becoming bearable those dreaded words seared into my brain. Trust Mistress to pick just the right moment! There was something extremely cruel about being forced to rekindle the pain in one’s own groin and it was right back to a ten out of ten for intensity after a quick jiggle. Now with the freezing pain re-ignited I had to suffer again the extreme torture going on in my panties. 
 
    
 
   I continued to kneel in the corner with my eyes squeezed shut, muscles straining against the fire raging in my panties as I prayed for the pain to subside. It is hard to determine exactly how long I knelt in that corner suffering, as I did not have access to a clock or watch, and being oblivious to time in such circumstances only adds further to the torment. I could only measure the passage of time by each rise and fall of pain.  
 
    
 
   “UP ON YOUR FEET KAREN, MARCHING ON THE SPOT!” 
 
    
 
   Mistress barked the order and I reluctantly struggled to my feet. Marching on the spot was very effective for re-igniting the fire down below. I can assure you that Ice Panties is a real test of endurance. After several minutes of marching on the spot Mistress seemed satisfied that the action was proving fruitful and She ordered me back to my knees to endure the fresh round of pain. To add to my torment She began reviewing the video we had just filmed. I could not see the screen of course, but could clearly hear the sound of the cane slicing into my buttocks, followed by each of my squeals. That was as close to actually reliving the caning as I ever thought possible. Kneeling, hands on head, testes and clitty on ice. My most beautiful Mistress at my back, just out of eye shot was torment enough and now I had to hear my punishment being replayed. It was intense. My buttocks clenched involuntarily and my body went into spasm as I relived each cane stroke. But horror of horrors, Mistress kept replaying it. It was an absolute ordeal. 
 
    
 
   During the next hour or so I was subjected to a constant round of refreshed pain via a combination of marching on the spot, jiggling and being ordered to go for a ‘brisk walk around the kitchen and back’, ‘just to ensure the ice cubes didn’t settle’. My genitals were snap frozen by the end of it all, my knees were numb and my arms ached, but to add further to the situation, this time my nerves were well and truly shattered as well after being subjected to the constant torment of having to listen to the sound effects of my caning over and over again. It was like a Chinese Water Torture! And the worst thing of all was that it was only actually 8 strokes but the effect of listening to it again and again was as if I had received 100’s of strokes!  
 
    
 
   “Stand Karen.”
 
    
 
   I struggled to my feet and turned to face Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “There is another infraction to be dealt with, this constant sleeping in. On four separate occasions you did not rise promptly when your alarm sounded. Two minutes late, one minute late, five minutes late! I will not tolerate such laziness Karen! Stand up. Over to Sister Patrice, step up and bend over. Time we shook some cobwebs out I think.”
 
    
 
   I took up my position and waited nervously, my ‘little clitty’ still feeling cold and shrunken from the Ice Panties. Mistress began tapping my butt cheeks with the dreaded Rump Roaster. My bottom was already scorched from the effects of the cane and even these light taps of that evil implement hurt. A shiver went up my spine as I heard Mistress decree,
 
    
 
   “Six strokes Karen. You will count each stroke.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “You will also ask politely for each stroke.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.” It made it that much harder, having to ask for a whack from this ferocious implement. 
 
    
 
   “Please may I have a stroke of the Rump Roaster Mistress?”
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The first stroke was a belter on the right cheek, it ached on impact but I was able to take it and hold back a shriek and quickly say,
 
    
 
   “One thank You Mistress, may I please have another stroke of the Rump Roaster Mistress?”
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The next one was harder on the left cheek, equalizing the pain across the cheeks, and again I was only just able to hold it together, but through clenched teeth I managed to give thanks for my comeuppance and summon the courage to request another scorcher. 
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The third stroke really hurt and I could not help moaning in agony, it took great willpower to remain standing there and I was choking up as I requested my next stroke.
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   Another scorcher on the left cheek and it literally took my breath away; I felt the after shock right through my bottom and it took a great deal of intestinal fortitude to muster the next request,
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   “Yeow!” I yelped as the stroke caught me across both cheeks and absolutely killed, I was fighting hard the urge to scream long and loud but somehow instead summoned the necessary courage to request even more punishment. 
 
    
 
   “Five thank You Mistress, please may I have another stroke of the Rump Roaster Mistress?”
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The last stroke hurt so much I felt weak at the knees. It was like a knockout punch and provoked every pain fiber in my buttocks, I felt relief that this episode had come to an end and with much gratitude said,
 
    
 
   “Six thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   At last the Rump Roasting was over and Mistress reinforced the lesson with some well-chosen words before sending me back to the corner. She sat back down and I heard Her leafing through my Infractions Diary once more. 
 
    
 
   “Ah, that’s right Karen, I remember this. You asked me for permission to break your curfew before you were even sure you needed it!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Assumptions Karen, you know what I think about making assumptions, don’t you? You seem to have that dastardly habit ingrained, don’t you! It is not a very sissy like trait and one that we must extinguish if you are ever to be considered a proper sissy maid.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “And what is the automatic consequence of a display of assumption Karen?”
 
    
 
   “The New Zealand paddle Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “That’s right Karen, so you just wait patiently with hands on head while I go fetch the paddle.”
 
    
 
   It was a very nerve wracking next few minutes. The New Zealand paddle has a sting all of its own and is capable of causing blisters especially on an already thrashed bottom like mine was. It is hard to describe the apprehension and submissiveness I felt at that moment, the adrenaline was certainly flowing through my veins. What was just a minute or two seemed like much longer. I finally heard Mistress’s footsteps as She came back down the stairs. The sound of Her shoes on the floorboards increased in volume as She came closer, causing my heart to pound louder with every beat.
 
    
 
   “Step up to Sister Patrice Karen.”
 
    
 
   I obediently complied. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over.” 
 
    
 
   My stomach churned as I bent forward and rested my arms on top of Sister Patrice.  I hated that implement. I waited a moment in the bent position while Mistress walked over to start the filming. I then felt a light tap on my bottom followed by Her arm resting on my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “So twenty four strokes Karen for the display of assumption.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I gulped nervously.
 
    
 
   “You may count each stroke, and you may thank me for each, understood?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Ready Karen?” 
 
    
 
   Thwack! 
 
    
 
   Before I could reply the first shocking stroke landed right smack bang in the middle of my left cheek and stung sharply. 
 
    
 
   “One, thank You Mistress,” I replied half yelping, my bottom smarting. 
 
    
 
   “Louder!”
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   This stroke was smack bang in the middle of my right cheek equalizing the sting. Pain in balance. This time I couldn’t help but yell my response,  “Two, thank You Mistress.” 
 
    
 
   Mistress paused for a moment then gave me the third right on top of the second.
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
    I gulped hard, trying to hold back a shriek and in a soppy voice managed the count and my offering of gratitude for the assault on my buttocks. 
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The next blow landed on my left cheek and although fractionally more tolerable, it was still a scorcher.
 
    
 
   “Four thank You Mistress,” I managed somehow, the pain was frightful.
 
    
 
   Thwack!
 
    
 
   The fifth was on the right cheek again but this time a bit lower. I felt the pain pierce right through me and could not help letting fly with a loud shriek. With each blow the pain was building and my shrieks becoming louder. This was the part I hated, with each new stroke I was being transported to higher levels of intensity resulting in the punishment becoming increasingly difficult to bear. One cheek after the other, the strokes continued, raining down in a furious onslaught as I yelped and struggled my way through it, and then suddenly they stopped.  
 
    
 
   Quite unexpectedly Mistress began softly caressing my buttocks. I felt the cool touch of Her hand slide down one cheek and up the other. It sent waves of nervous energy running through every fiber of my being, delight and fear mixed in a heady cocktail. At once it was absolutely delectable to feel the touch of my beloved Mistress but knowing what was to come made it hard to truly savour the feeling in that moment. Too soon the caressing ceased.
 
    
 
   Thwack! She began alternating the strokes again but the renewed pain was totally intolerable and now covering a wider area of my buttocks. After several more agonizing whacks we reached the halfway mark, and the relief I felt was enormous. I could breathe again momentarily. 
 
    
 
   But all too quickly She resumed, but instead of alternating the strokes Mistress had cruelly decided to land the next six strokes on one cheek in the exact same spot in quick succession. It was murder. Pain atop pain atop pain. The after stings melding with the new strokes. The one spot bearing the full brunt of the force. It really, really hurt. After the six were delivered, Mistress paused for a few seconds, then repeated the dose on the other cheek, again pain in symmetry but to the power of ten this time. They were six absolute beauties on the same spot on the other cheek. The same intensity, repeated over and over again. I could feel the blisters forming.
 
    
 
   When at last the paddling was over, Mistress ordered me to pull up my panties and step down. It was very gingerly that I managed to pull them over my tortured buttocks. The end was in sight now and I was so looking forward to the possibility of Release, it was now Day 33 of Chastity and I was peaking with sexual frustration.  
 
    
 
   Mistress sat on the chair and had me stand in front of Her. My prediction that we had finished was wrong; there was one last item to be dealt with. It is always a very humbling situation to be in, standing before my Mistress, hands on head, receiving a dressing down for my poor behavior. Mistress always looks so regal and beautiful and I always feel so terrible for my poor behavior. How could I have failed my most wonderful Mistress who has taught and given me so much?
 
    
 
   “Karen, in your report for Day 9 you said that you thought about masturbating. Then later in the report you say you did not think about breaking your Chastity. Is masturbating classed as breaking Chastity Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress, I was rushing to get my report done so I would be in bed by curfew.”
 
    
 
   “That is so typical of you Karen, rushing through just to tick the tasks off your To Do List without giving the task at hand your proper attention.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “It is not the first time I have had tell you this, is it Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “I have also told you before that thought precedes action Karen. So thinking about masturbating is akin to actually doing it. Therefore it must be punished.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “I have decided therefore that you will not be released from your Chastity today. Tomorrow night you will be on Detention. Once your Detention is completed you will email me and wait for me to tell you when I have decided you can be released.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I tried not to show my disappointment in having my Release delayed but a Detention made it even worse.
 
    
 
   “Now I think that’s it for your punishment today, you may change back into your male clothes and get back to work.”
 
    
 
   After changing back into my male clothes I kissed Mistress’s shoes and was dismissed. I was so looking forward to Release and a Friday night relaxing. Now I would be spending Friday night on Detention. The only thing to find out was the nature of the Detention.
 
    
 
   When I returned home and undressed before my shower I experienced panty adhesion. My panties had adhered to the weeping blisters from the New Zealand paddle and as I pulled my panties down it re-ignited the pain. The shower too re-ignited the pain, more in a stinging way as the water ran off my buttocks. As I dried off I looked in the mirror and I was amazed at the state my buttocks were in. Striped, red, bruised and blistered. It was a sight to behold and very tender to touch.
 
    
 
   The next day I received the email from Mistress outlining the rules of my Detention. I would be starting at 7:30 pm that night; working in two-hour sessions with a five-minute toilet and water break every two hours until completed. I had to write 200 ‘lines’. Any ‘line’ with a mistake had to be re written and an extra ‘line’ added to the total. 
 
    
 
   It was with an air of resignation, sorrow and remorse that I sat at my desk in my Muir Maid uniform and began this onerous task. It was not the longest Detention I have had to do but still a significant imposition. My estimate was four and a half or maybe five hours. It takes great self-control to remain focused on neatness and trying not to make a mistake. It is vital to keep focused on the task and not let my mind wander. The worse thing is to start feeling sorry for myself, as neatness and accuracy will suffer. My thoughts must be on gratitude for this imposition as Mistress is doing this to teach me an important lesson. That lesson is in giving the task at hand the appropriate focus. I begin writing but soon I find it hard and catch myself daydreaming again. It is not long before my hand begins to ache, as do the muscles in my neck and back. 15 lines in and I make my first mistake, circle it in red ink and make a note I now have to do 201 lines. I had let my mind wander and had paid the price. 
 
    
 
   It ends up a long, tiresome night of fighting off daydreaming, endeavoring to be neat and accurate and staying focused on the task. Powerful lessons are learned from being docile and accepting the lesson being taught. The repetition drives the lesson into the subconscious helping to eventually make obedience automatic. It ends up a long night as I make over a dozen mistakes. I am tired and sore and my eyes are heavy. It is truly exhausting but effective as are all Mistress’s punishments. It is after 1 am when I am finished and the relief as I complete that last line is incredible. It is with a sense of great joy that I email Mistress and let Her know that I have finished the task. Now all I have to do is await a response from Her. I am feeling exhausted, punished and frustrated. I am tired but can’t fall asleep. It is a record 34th night in Chastity. To know that Release is so close is tantalizing. I am peaking with arousal but I just have to wait, a little longer. For that moment when it is convenient for Mistress to consider her decision...

 
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued next in Volume 8, Sissy Boot Camp, Part 2
 
   


 
   
  
 



Sissy Boot Camp 
 
 
   Final
 
 
   By Sissy Karen  and Mrs Birch
 
 
    
 
   It was the last night of ‘Sissy Boot Camp’ and for the first time in two weeks I had not lost my half hour free time in the evening. The schedule had been grueling and to top it off every day I had committed some sort of infraction resulting in the loss of my half hour free time, writing lines set by Miss Sandra instead. At last I had made it through a day without incurring such a consequence and was looking forward to half an hours rest just to stop, relax and be with my thoughts alone. At that moment, after the torture I had been through, a half hour alone with nothing to do but sit and think would be bliss indeed. Just before I was dismissed from Pilates, Miss Sandra said,
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, tomorrow is your last day of ‘Sissy Boot Camp’ and there will be a change of schedule. After breakfast instead of the gym session we will be having and evaluation session where I will measure your improvement from where you were on Day 1. I will then put those results into my assignment and that will complete all my requirements for my course then I will email them to my supervisor. I will also be writing up a report on your performance for Jennifer! Something I think you should be quite concerned about Karen. To celebrate my completion of the course work and the start of a two-week holiday I have invited the ladies around for lunch. So while I work on completing my assignment in the morning you will tidy up and preparing lunch for us. You will find the menu and recipes in a blue folder on the kitchen bench in the morning. Jack has even planned a game for us all and if you are lucky and on your best behavior we might include you too! Now you may have your half hour free time before reporting to me in the dining room at 10 p.m. Dismissed!”
 
    
 
   I retreated to the laundry that had been my bedroom for the last two weeks and sat on the camp stretcher that she had deigned to allow me to sleep on. After that stern lecture from Miss Sandra I knew that the next day was probably going to be an ordeal in its own right. No doubt she would want to see a massive improvement to make her assignment seem that much better and would push me harder than she ever had over the past two weeks. The report for Mistress had me extremely worried as well, not a day had passed when I wasn’t punished severely or reminded about my crime in stealing the cherry without permission. I was too frightened to even imagine Mistress’s response to that! Then there was the mention of a game. In the past games involving Miss Sandra had never been much fun for me. I was thinking of the time she played paintball at her party and I was the target! A game for her usually meant intense misery for me. As I sat there in the laundry I reflected on the last two weeks.
 
    
 
   After the first morning’s run Miss Sandra had looked at my pedometer and in 45 minutes I had run 11 km. I was impressed with myself but Miss Sandra certainly wasn’t! She then threatened me saying I must have been walking for most of it, when I most certainly had not! If I could not get it up to 12 km the next day instead of a cold shower after my run, I would be having an ice bath! I had pushed myself the next day and was devastated when I saw I had only run 11.8 km in the time. Miss Sandra poured 5 bags of ice into the bath with cold water. As I put my foot in I withdrew it immediately, it was a reflex action due to the intense cold. Straight away I felt the convent strap across my thighs and forced myself to get in. I have never been so cold in my life. I thought ice panties was a bad punishment but this was ten times worse. I was shivering all over and it stung like you would not believe. It felt like ice needles piercing every part of my body. She made me put my head under and by then I felt as if I had frostbite. My skin was turning blue and my testicles had shrunk to the size of marbles. Five minutes seemed like an hour and never have I been more glad to get out of a bath before. After that I never ran less than 12.5 km each morning so I would have to say it was an effective motivational tool.
 
    
 
   While the workout sessions had been exhausting the chores Miss Sandra set were often even more physical and tiring. She had an old push lawn mower and not only had me mow her lawn, front and back but volunteered me to do the old lady next door’s lawn as well. When Miss Sandra offered, Mrs Dixon said, “No need Sandra, the council does it for free for us pensioners and they are due to come again soon.”
 
    
 
   “I insist Mrs Dixon, you know what the council is like, they are often weeks behind in their schedule, besides it is good exercise for Karen.”
 
    
 
   “All right, if you insist Sandra.”
 
    
 
   So there I was doing two massive lawns with a push mower, with no grass catcher so the clippings had to be raked up and to boot, I was on a very pressured time schedule. It took me 15 minutes longer than I had been allowed so that earned a dozen of the convent strap as well. To top it off I had to decline an offer of an ice cold beer from Mrs Dixon after I had finished. It would have gone down a treat but after the incident with the cherry I quickly dismissed that thought from my mind and had a glass of tap water instead!
 
    
 
   Then there was the night Miss Jacqueline came to visit during my Pilates session. After a hard day of workouts and chores the Pilates session in the evening was something I came to dread. It worked the muscles in my stomach and thighs really hard and it took immense willpower to get through the pain that a session with Miss Sandra would inflict. She would push me to breaking point and I would be absolutely knackered by the end of it. Miss Sandra would make me hold a pose until she blew her damned whistle. The timings seemed to get longer and longer with each session. The night Miss Jacqueline came over, Miss Sandra asked,
 
    
 
   “How would you like to do something different from Pilates tonight Karen?”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe my luck, anything would be better than a grueling hour of Pilates with Miss Sandra, I could answer this question honestly instead of my usual way, which was to answer with what I thought she wanted to hear.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra, it would be great to have a break from Pilates.”
 
    
 
   “Well, Jack used to be the hula hoop champion at her High School and she has kindly agreed to give you a few pointers. Have you ever hula hooped before Karen?”
 
    
 
   “I have only ever tried a couple of times Miss Sandra but have never been able to do it properly.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I am sure with some tuition from Jack and some encouragement from our friend the convent strap we can have you hula hooping with the best of them. Here you are, I bought you a hot pink hula hoop Karen to match you sports uniform.”
 
    
 
   ‘Thank you Miss Jacqueline.” 
 
    
 
   “We should take a photo and send it to Vera, I am sure she would love to see the uniform she sold you in action!”
 
    
 
   With that comment both the ladies had a good laugh and my thoughts flooded back to humiliation of buying the pink sports outfit at the ladies sports store. The way the sales assistant Vera seemed to join in the fun of humiliating me when she was supposed to be serving us really made my blood boil. I did not care to be reminded of that event one little bit. I must have looked miserable because Miss Sandra said,
 
    
 
   “Wipe that glum look off you face right now missy! And thank Jack properly for bringing a hula hoop to match your outfit!”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Miss Jacqueline for bringing a hula hoop to match my outfit, it looks terrific.”
 
    
 
   “That’s all right Karen, anything for my favorite sissy.”
 
    
 
   With that sarcastic comment Miss Jacqueline pinched my cheek like I was a baby but squeezed much harder than if I was a real baby.
 
    
 
   “Now watch and learn missy!”
 
    
 
   Her tone was arrogant to say the least! Miss Jacqueline treated us to a hula hoop demonstration and was exceptionally good I must say, the hoop spun around perfectly with what seemed like very little effort. She could make it travel up over her breasts to her neck and then down to her hips and knees, then back up again. I was impressed.
 
    
 
   “Its all in the rhythm Karen, notice how I shift my weight from foot to foot. Once you have the rhythm just simply maintain it.”
 
    
 
   I was watching intently trying to pick up the secret. It looked so easy but I knew I would struggle. My concentration was hampered by seeing Miss Sandra standing next to Miss Jacqueline tapping the convent strap menacingly on her palm, tapping out the rhythm that Miss Jacqueline swung her hips to.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, its your turn.”
 
    
 
   I put the hoop over my head and started swinging my hips, after two rotations it fell to the floor. I was absolutely hopeless. I picked it up and had another go with the same result. After two more failed attempts, Miss Sandra grabbed the hoop and passed it back to Miss Jacqueline.
 
    
 
   “Were you paying attention to Jack’s demonstration Karen or were you too busy ogling her breasts!”
 
    
 
   “No honestly Miss Sandra, I was trying to watch and learn, I just can’t seem to get the hang of it.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll let Jack give you one more demonstration Karen, this time concentrate girl!”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline made it look so easy, she was smiling and chatting with Miss Sandra as she leisurely made the hoop spin and spin. I was developing an appreciation for the skill involved in a past time I had previously dismissed as a little girl’s game.
 
    
 
   As Miss Jacqueline passed me the hoop to have my turn, Miss Sandra said,
 
    
 
   “Here is how it is going to work Karen. I want to see you do at least 10 spins of the hoop. For each spin less than that you will receive a stroke from the convent strap. Off you go!”
 
    
 
   I nervously put the hoop over my head; I thought about my footwork and did a couple of practice swivels holding the hoop to my stomach. I visualized the hoop spinning perfectly and tried to imitate Miss Jacqueline. For all that mental effort and anguish I was not much better. I managed three spins before the hoop dropped to my ankles.
 
    
 
   “Only 3 spins Karen! That means 7 strokes. Bend over, touch toes, legs straight, knickers to knees!”
 
    
 
   My flexibility still was not as it should be and my hamstrings hurt like hell when I tried to touch my toes. Add to that the nervous apprehension and I became awash with fear, pain and a growing discomfort. The hamstring pain was intensifying and I bent my knees just a little before I heard a sharp,
 
    
 
   Crack! 
 
    
 
   The sudden pain that lashed my calf muscles caused me to leap and yelp in fright. 
 
    
 
   “I said get those legs straight!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.” I meekly replied and straightened my legs as far as I could. This was agonizing and the punishment had not even begun.
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra then gave me the 7 strokes and took her time between each. The pain in my legs combined with the searing strokes on my buttocks and thighs and the discomfort level was peaking. It was with a sense of immense relief that I was allowed to stand up after the last stroke. My relief was quickly dashed as straight away Miss Sandra said,
 
    
 
   “Let’s try again.”
 
    
 
   She handed me the hoop and this time, with the added pain I was feeling I only managed two spins. This time Miss Jacqueline delivered the strokes. Miss Jacqueline always reminds me of a little girl in a doll shop when she gives me a thrashing. She could not contain her excitement and joy at delivering a thorough strapping.
 
    
 
   “Oh goody, I haven’t used a strap before, am I close enough Sandra?”
 
    
 
   “Take another step back Jack, make sure you give yourself plenty of room.”
 
    
 
   Thwit!
 
    
 
   She went a little too far back and the first stroke just got me with the tip of the strap. It was not like a full-blown whack but delivered a sharp sting nonetheless. Miss Sandra was quick to say.
 
    
 
   “We can’t count that one, stand a little closer Jack.”
 
    
 
   The next 8 strokes were delivered almost perfectly with two absolute killer thigh busters to top it off. We continued in this vain for the next 45 minutes just repeating the exercise of me trying to do the hula-hoop, failing miserably and the ladies taking it in turns to give me a strapping. By the end of it, my bottom and thighs were bruised a dark shade of purple, I had tears running down my eyes, my hamstrings felt as they would burst from all the bending over. I was absolutely shattered with exhaustion. I was wishing it had been another Pilates workout instead and was glad to be off writing lines in my half hour free time once the hula hoop session had ended.
 
    
 
   Then there was the food! I had had enough of the diet by the first night let alone after a week of it! By the end of the first week my thoughts had become obsessed with food. It was excruciating having to prepare wonderful meals for Miss Sandra and then sit down to offal and stewed vegetables each night. One night as I was grilling Miss Sandra a lean cut of Scotch Fillet steak I was drooling and had to wipe the saliva from my mouth it was so bad. My stomach would grumble like you wouldn’t believe. Towards the end of the second week I was dreaming of food, I couldn’t wait to have normal food again. Even something simple like a ham sandwich would have seemed like nectar from the Gods, such was the state I was in from the relentless monotony and disgusting taste of the diet. Miss Sandra would rub it in by constantly reminding me,
 
    
 
   “Remember Karen food is fuel, that is all you need to be concerned with.”
 
    
 
   Of course she was right as far as my health is concerned but it did not have to taste this foul! After forcing my prunes down each breakfast I came to dread Miss Sandra approaching me with the bottle of cod liver oil and spoon in hand, saying,
 
    
 
   “Open wide. This is very good for you missy, it well help keep those energy levels up.”
 
    
 
   I am sure it was good for me but you could buy capsules of Cod Liver Oil now so you didn’t have to taste the damn stuff, but of course I had to have the straight liquid. Then there was no drinking allowed for two hours so the taste stayed with me all morning. One evening when Dr Katerina came over I received a second dose. I had complained about some soreness in my hand after a particularly grueling workout on the exercise bike and Dr Katerina said it may be the start of arthritis and that cod liver oil was very good for that. She said,
 
    
 
   “You can use it like sauce on your dinner Karen.”
 
    
 
   She then poured a good dose over my offal and vegetables making dinner that night even more unpalatable! Needless to say I never complained of sore hands again. 
 
    
 
   Then there were all the chores sessions. It was Mistress’s idea that I should make myself available for chores to go ‘part way’ in making it up to Miss Sandra for her generosity in offering her personal training services to me for free. By the end of the week I certainly felt I had gone further than just ‘part way’ but made sure I kept that thought to myself. Besides mowing the lawn with a push mower, there were copious amounts of laundry and ironing to take care of, plus the bathrooms had to be cleaned every second day! I also had to clean the carpet not with a vacuum cleaner but a dustpan and broom, trying to sweep the dust out of the carpet. 
 
    
 
   “Why use electricity when I have a sissy to help out…” was Miss Sandra’s new credo.
 
    
 
   It seemed Miss Sandra all of a sudden gained a ‘green’ conscience when I was about to do chores for her. Not once did I ever complete a chore completely to Miss Sandra’s satisfaction and each night I earned a dose of corporal punishment or detention lines for my sloppy efforts and worse still, a mention in the report Miss Sandra would be giving Mistress. Miss Sandra was such a tough marker and able to find fault in everything I did. It could get demoralizing but I knew I had to stay positive, as Mistress taught me a ‘can do’ attitude is so vitally important for a sissy maid. You could bet I would be sent back here for a chores detail before I knew it to make up for not passing muster on the chores inspections.
 
    
 
   I was snapped out of reflections on the two weeks past by the sound of Miss Sandra’s whistle and ran to the lounge room to present myself. Miss Sandra’s whistle was akin to Mistress’s bell.
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, tomorrow is the big day, your final evaluation. Usual timetable applies until 8.00 a.m. when we begin your evaluation. Now let me make one thing perfectly clear, there had better be a major improvement in the results compared to your first day here, as the results are part of my final assessment. I expect no less than 100% effort; you will push yourself like never before. Now get a good nights sleep, I want you fighting fit for tomorrow!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra, Good night Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   I want to bed relieved that I did not face any punishments for the first time in the past two weeks and was sent to bed early. However I tossed and turned most of the night as I worried about what the next day would bring.
 
    
 
   The next morning I awoke feeling a little tired but as soon as I was out for my morning run I woke up. For the first time I noticed I was feeling fitter and running seemed easier. The nerves began to build up as I had my cold shower and then prepared Miss Sandra’s breakfast. The morning seemed to drag on until finally it was time to report for the evaluation. At 8 a.m. sharp I was standing to attention in the gym awaiting Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra walked in with clipboard; whistle and this time the dreaded birch rod. Even a light swat with that implement could cause a sharp pain and in more than one place at a time! After some warm ups it was time to begin.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen it’s the push up test first. You only managed 12 when we first evaluated you, lets see how you go now.”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra kneeled before me making a fist on the ground. My back and legs had to be perfectly straight and my chest touching her fist for it to be counted as a valid push up. I felt quite good and got up to 10 before the pain began. I was hurting at 12 but broke through that barrier and kept going. At 16 I began to falter. Miss Sandra could tell and immediately gave my bum a sharp flail with the birch rod. This motivated me to do three more and I nearly collapsed but another stroke got two more out of me before I finally fell to the floor.
 
    
 
   “That makes 21 Karen, an improvement of 9 push ups. While it is an improvement it still just puts you in the average range for someone your age. I must admit I was expecting at least an improvement of 10. There will be a ‘consequence’ later.
 
    
 
   “Far out!” I thought to myself, I was feeling really proud that I had made such a big improvement, I thought it was a major effort and I had really given it my all. From Miss Sandra I didn’t get a ‘well done’ or ‘good job Karen’ just another ‘consequence’. Part of me wanted to have a big sissy sulk and I could feel myself choking with tears. Somehow I pulled myself together for the next activity.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen over to the bench, time for the bench presses. Let’s see, last time you did 13, hopefully we can double that now.”
 
    
 
   Double that! She had to be kidding! My arm muscles were aching from the push-ups but I had to blot out the pain. At least I knew her expectation and psyched myself up with some big breaths. I went OK up until 12 and was surprised that it was not as hard as last time. By 16 I was hurting and at 18 I started to slow and Miss Sandra gave the birch rod a loud air swing. I found the strength to get to 21. Miss Sandra was barking out her encouragement,
 
    
 
   “Push girl! Push! You can do plenty more! Take the pain sissy! Push!”
 
    
 
   The 24th bench press came down and as it rested I did not think I could find the strength to do another. I hesitated a few moments. I looked into Miss Sandra’s eyes and the fury was palpable. Her eyebrows were lifted; her eyes were open wide, her lips pursed and the veins in her neck stood out. It scared me into action and I completed two more bench presses reaching the magic 26. I felt incredibly relieved and thought this time I would hear some praise, but all I got was,
 
    
 
   “Not too bad Karen, still I thought you might do a bit better than that.”
 
    
 
   Not too bad! Is that all she could say! I had absolutely busted a gut! What did I have to do to please this harridan? Her attitude was incredible. I sure hope she didn’t treat her real clients like this.
 
    
 
   “Sit ups next Karen, I want a big effort here!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   I lay on my back as Miss Sandra held my ankles down and began blowing her whistle to indicate the timing of each sit up. I closed my eyes to avoid the distraction of seeing the outline of her well-shaped breasts as I came up each time. The pain here was all in my stomach muscles. When I hit 20 I felt like stopping but Miss Sandra was screaming at me.
 
    
 
   “Come on Karen, show me what you are made of, push girl! Push hard girl! Suck up the pain and keep at it!”
 
    
 
   I hit 25 and had to dig deep. I reached 30 and received a stroke from the birch rods on my left side just around from the buttocks. It hurt like hell and I managed to keep going. I opened my eyes and again saw that look of fury in Miss Sandra’s eyes. I reached 35 and felt as if my stomach muscles were going to snap, I received another crack and managed just two more before collapsing, panting heavily and moaning in agony.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm… 37, barely adequate Karen, only an increase of 16 over your initial score, I thought my training would have had a better impact than that. I have to wonder about your commitment sometimes. Come now onto the exercise bike.”
 
    
 
   I was beginning to think that a little praise and encouragement was impossible for this woman!
 
    
 
   I gave the exercise bike my all and really pushed myself to new level of effort ensuring I never let off for a moment. I was screamed at for most of the half hour and felt the sharp stinging pain of the birch rod at regular intervals. I felt like a horse receiving a flogging up the home straight but in my case it was for the entire race instead. I went as hard as I could and soon fell into a trance like state. When the whistle blew to stop, the speedo said I had ridden 15 km. I had added 6.4 km to my initial distance! I let out a little “Whoo” when Miss Sandra read the result.
 
    
 
   “That was OK Karen, but no need to get carried away, time for your run now, chop chop.”
 
    
 
   This was relentless. I started to think I had pushed myself too hard and felt I could hardly walk out the door let alone go for a run and I had no chance of improving my time. My prediction proved correct. Every muscle was killing me especially my legs and my lungs felt like they were on fire. A few times I slowed to a walk only to hear that god forsaken whistle which meant another punishment on return. By the time I ran to the park, did the four laps and returned to Miss Sandra’s I was knackered, exhausted and felt like I could die there and then. Miss Sandra was standing at the gate which was the finish line holding her stopwatch.
 
    
 
   “35 minutes, 25 seconds. That is over two minutes worse than on the first day!”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra was screaming, she looked furious but I had just collapsed on her lawn. I was desperately gulping for air but seeing black spots and fighting hard not to pass out.
 
    
 
   “You lazy little sissy! After all I have taught you and this is what you deliver? A worse performance than when I started with you! You will be paying for this! Now get your butt down into the gym!”
 
    
 
   As I tried to stand up I fell down again, I was weak at the knees and my head was spinning. Miss Sandra continued to scream,
 
    
 
   “I said get your butt down to the gym NOW!”
 
    
 
   I tried again but the last thing I remember was feeling her shoe in my butt, I blacked out and fainted.
 
    
 
   As I came to the first thing I saw was Miss Sandra standing over me with a bottle of water. She sat me up and gave me a sip.
 
    
 
   “Are you OK Karen?”
 
    
 
   As I sipped the water, things felt a bit better, and I was beginning to remember where I was.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra. What happened?”
 
    
 
   “You fainted, that’s all, you have been out to it for just a minute or two. Drink some more water. It was probably dehydration”
 
    
 
   I drank the whole bottle of water and quickly felt a lot better.
 
    
 
   “Do you think you can get up now?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   “Good, I think you pushed yourself too hard in the earlier exercises and should have taken a break before the run. We will not count that run and you can have another try later this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   The way she said it made me feel it was my fault! If I had asked for a break before the run I am sure I would have received a thrashing! Now I would have to do the run again later in the day. I couldn’t believe it. I do not think sympathy was a word in Miss Sandra’s dictionary!
 
    
 
   “Now scurry along to the kitchen and begin preparing lunch, the ladies should be here in an hour or so. Crack a couple of eggs into a glass and swallow those, that should help restore your energy levels.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Miss Sandra.” I needed some sustenance and was glad to be able to eat something. Why I couldn’t even boil the eggs seemed a bit cruel instead of just having to gulp them down raw. I had come to accept that good tasting food was something Miss Sandra thought I did not deserve.
 
    
 
   The menu involved baking a quiche, preparing a salad and later a fruit salad topped with fresh yoghurt. I also had to prepare freshly squeezed orange juice to serve the ladies on their arrival.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina and Miss Jacqueline arrived together. I served them a juice and as I was doing that the doorbell rang.
 
    
 
   “Go and see who that is Karen.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   I thought it was just going to be the three ladies for lunch and wondered who could be at the door. I was pleasantly surprised to see that it was Mrs Birch, looking very beautiful in a peacock blue summer dress with her glorious auburn hair hanging loosely over her shoulders. I immediately fell to my knees to kiss her shoes.
 
    
 
   “Good morning Mistress, it is so good to see you.”
 
    
 
   “Good morning to you Karen, stand up and give me a look at you.”
 
    
 
   I did a little twirl for Mistress.
 
    
 
   “I think you look a little trimmer and there is a glow in your cheeks that I haven’t noticed before. Looks like Sissy Boot Camp may have done you the world of good.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Am I going to be getting a good report from Sandra?”
 
    
 
   “I have tried hard Mistress but have fallen down in a few areas.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear Karen, tut tut, that is not what I wanted to hear. Lets not discuss that now, I will wait to hear what Sandra has to say.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, can I get you a freshly squeezed orange juice?”
 
    
 
   “That would be lovely Karen, thank you.”
 
    
 
   After fetching Mistress Her drink and presenting it to Her, I retreated to the kitchen. The last thing I heard as I left the room was Mistress asking Miss Sandra,
 
    
 
   “How was Karen’s behavior for you Sandra?”
 
    
 
   “I have done a written report for you Jennifer, remind me to give to you before you go home.”
 
    
 
   “That is very professional of you Sandra, I am impressed.”
 
    
 
   Overhearing that little exchange filled me with a sense of dread, the chances of there being anything positive in that report was absolutely miniscule.
 
    
 
   “Now Karen, we’ve decided to have a little ‘end of boot camp’ celebration and we have a fun little game that we’d like to invite you to join,” asked Mistress.
 
    
 
   Last time I was asked to ‘join in the fun’ was the day I had with Miss Jacqueline and Dr Katerina at the Bong Bong Races. We each picked a horse in each race and I received the number of strokes corresponding to placing of the lowest placed horse of the three picks. I ended up receiving 102 strokes when the final tally was made! So I was understandably wary of any offer to ‘join in the fun’. I hesitated for a moment and then heard Mistress say,
 
    
 
   “Karen I do hope you don’t actually have to consider whether you’ll accept our invitation or not, hmmm…?
 
    
 
   After hearing that and seeing the look on Mistress’s face I really had no option.
 
    
 
   “I’d love to join in the fun, thank you Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the spirit Karen. OK, here’s how the game works. First you will strip naked.”
 
    
 
   This was not getting off to a good start. “Now Mistress?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes you ninny, of course now!” 
 
    
 
   This was extreme humiliation, to strip naked in front of all four ladies, particularly Mistress. I slowly began taking my pink sports outfit off.
 
    
 
   “In this bag I have 12 pegs. Four for each of us ladies. In this bag I have 6 marbles all of different colours. There’s a red one, a green, a yellow, a blue, a brown and a pink one of course. You will be kneeling on this stool with your arms outstretched, palms facing down. Kneel up!”
 
    
 
   I took up the position and stretched my arms out.
 
    
 
   Now between each of your fingers I am placing a marble, 3 on each hand. It is your job to try to make sure they do not fall off. Now each of us ladies will take it in turn to place a peg on any part of your anatomy we choose. If a marble drops the lady who placed the last peg scores a point and will get to deliver the consequence according to the colour of the marble.
 
    
 
   The consequences are as follows: dropping a green marble equates to 6 strokes of the convent strap, yellow is 6 strokes of the two tailed tawse, blue is 6 strokes of the cane, brown is 12 strokes of the convent strap, red is 12 strokes of the two tailed tawse and the pink marble is 12 strokes of the cane. If all the marbles fall then on top of the strokes you also receive a dose of these fine red Jalapeno chilli peppers that Jennifer so kindly brought along. Aren’t you glad you agreed to play Karen?”
 
    
 
   All the ladies started laughing and I mumbled a pathetic,
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   I am sure I went pale and my face was a picture of sissy sookiness. 
 
    
 
   “Come on Karen, wipe that glum look off your face, this is going to be great fun! Just keep your balance and you have nothing to worry about!” intoned Mistress, her words filling me with extreme dread rather than reassurance.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, sorry Mistress.”
 
    
 
   I was exceptionally worried about the red Jalapeno peppers, I had only experienced the green ones before and they sent my ‘little clitty’ on a trip to Hades. The burning feeling was excruciating. Mistress had told me Her research had uncovered that the red ones were much hotter due to them being ripe. This was the first time I had seen Her produce any red Jalapeno chillies and seeing them sent a shiver straight up my spine. I had to keep those marbles balanced on my fingers no matter what. 
 
    
 
   “OK Sandra, you can go first.”
 
    
 
   “This reminds me of that game we used to play as kids, 'KerPlunk’.”
 
    
 
   This brought another round of laughs from the ladies.
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra’s first peg was on the side of my ‘little clitty’. It really hurt. I grimaced and took some deep breaths. ‘Little clitties’ were not meant to be pegged, the pain was incredible! I shut my eyes trying to block out the pain and to stay focussed on being balanced. I managed to hold still.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina placed the next peg also on ‘little clitty’ on the other side of the shaft. Again it really hurt intensely and I desperately sucked in a deep breath and held it while the pain skyrocketed towards its peak. One was bad but two was pure unadulterated agony. I was biting my lip and whimpering.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline put a third one on ‘little clitty’, this time on the underside. It ramped up the pain level another notch, I let out a moan and could feel the sweat pouring down my face, It was starting to get hard to keep my arms level the pain was building in my arm muscles. I grimaced and moved my hand slightly but luckily the marbles stayed put.
 
    
 
   Mistress was next. She picked up a peg and clipped it right on the rim of the head of my ‘little clitty’. This was the worst pain so far and I let out a sissy shriek. My ‘little clitty’ was absolutely killing now; I was breathing hard trying to stay focussed. I began to notice the pain in my knees from kneeling on the hard wooden stool, adding further to my discomfort. I just wanted this damn game to end! I was breathing hard and fast trying to stay balanced.
 
    
 
   It was Miss Sandra’s second turn and she followed Mistress’s lead and placed another peg on the extremely sensitive rim of ‘little clitty’. This was becoming unbearable, I was reaching what I thought was the limit of my pain threshold. By sheer force of will I remained balanced and held the marbles in place. I could tell by the look on her face, Miss Sandra was disappointed that she didn’t make me drop any of the marbles,
 
    
 
   “I’ll get you next time Karen!” she said half jokingly but with an underlying menace that did not bode well.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina was next and placed a peg on my right nipple. Again a very sensitive spot and I gritted my teeth in agony, once more sucking in a huge gulp of air. There was a slight movement in my left arm and I was devastated as I heard a marble drop to the floor. Miss Jacqueline was quick to fetch it and with great delight called out,
 
    
 
   “That was the yellow marble, Katerina takes the lead with one point and gets to give 6 strokes of the two tailed tawse to Karen.”
 
    
 
   The other ladies gave Dr Katerina a round of applause and some cheers and she looked rather pleased with herself. This acted like salt in the wounds seeing the ladies have so much fun at my expense.
 
    
 
   Seeing me drop the marble after receiving a peg on the nipple, Miss Jacqueline placed her second peg on my other nipple. It also hurt like the blazes but I was better prepared mentally and was able to suck up the pain and did not let any more marbles drop.
 
    
 
   Mistress was next. She picked up a peg and clipped it on the skin fold on the underside of my arm just down from my armpit. I was not expecting it there and it gave me a real shock, taking me by surprise and forcing my arm to drop slightly and another marble rolled to the end of my fingers. I tried to roll it back but it was to no avail. The sound of it hitting the floor was the worst sound in the universe at that moment.
 
    
 
   Once again Miss Jacqueline scurried to inspect the fallen marble and declared,
 
    
 
   “That was the brown marble, so it’s now one point for Jennifer and one for Kat. Karen now has 12 strokes of the convent strap from Jennifer to add to her 6 of the tawse from Kat.
 
    
 
   Again there was a cheer from the ladies but only a polite clap from Miss Sandra. I do not think she enjoyed being beaten by Mistress and Dr Katerina.
 
    
 
   Sandra’s next peg was on the underside of my testicle. It was a very fine pinch and because all the pressure was concentrated on a small piece of flesh it was even more agonizing. Because it was not really on properly I could feel it slowly slide off, pinching harder as it slid and ramping the pain level up higher and higher until it finally fell to the floor.
 
    
 
   “Was that a marble I heard drop?” asked Miss Sandra excitedly.
 
    
 
   “No it was the peg,” replied Mistress, “You better put it on properly this time Sandra.”
 
    
 
   This time she chose a spot between the base of ‘little clitty’ and my testicle. Again a very sensitive area and I felt the marbles move slightly. Once clipped on Miss Sandra shook the peg back and forth a few times adding to my agony and trying to get me to drop a marble. My determination was strong however, I did not want to give her the satisfaction after all she had put me through and I managed to keep the remaining marbles in position.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina then put her last peg right on one of the marks on my bottom. It was a particularly severe mark that had bled slightly from a thrashing received while doing my stint on the exercise bike earlier in the day. I was not expecting it to hurt as much as it did but it absolutely killed. Oh how I wish this damn game would end. I was beginning to understand how a voodoo doll must feel! To make matters worse my arms were really aching from holding them out for so long and my knees too were killing me from kneeling on the wooden stool. I kept repeating to myself to ‘you can do it, you can do it, you can do it’ I was breathing deeper and could feel my hands starting to drop from the weakness in my arms.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline tried Mistress’s idea and put a peg on the underside of my other arm, the sting combined with my ever-weakening arms caused me to move and I dropped a marble.
 
   Miss Jacqueline jumped for joy and gave a big cheer and the other ladies joined in.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina picked up the marble and announced.
 
    
 
   “Thats the green marble. So we now have 1 point for Jennifer, one for me and one for Jack. For Karen we now have 6 of the convent strap from Jack to add to the 12 of the convent strap from Jennifer as well as the 6 of the tawse from me. Jennifer gets the last go and a chance to win!”
 
    
 
   Once more Mistress went for the rim of ‘little clitty’. She teased me by clamping it open and closed just in front of the head of ‘little clitty’. Finally She chose her spot on the rim and clamped on the peg. I let out a sissy whimper and was huffing and puffing trying to stay on top of the incredible pain. It was then Mistress said,              
 
                                               
 
   “No, I changed my mind I think I will put it on the other side.”
 
    
 
   When She unclipped the peg, the pain increased by a factor of 10, I let out a sissy scream and burst into tears, it was too much and all the marbles went tumbling down! The noise they made as they bounced on the floorboards was like hearing Wagner’s Death March while standing before the gallows.
 
    
 
   The ladies erupted into laughter, cheering and applause and Miss Jacqueline announced,
 
    
 
   “I declare Jennifer the winner, in a landslide! Or should I say marble slide!”
 
    
 
   Again there were more cheers and laughter from the ladies and bitter disappointment for me. Again I had endured a terrible ordeal and the consequence was just more pain and suffering. It was becoming my fate.
 
    
 
   “Let me take those off for you Karen.”
 
    
 
   Mistress said that in the most soothing of voices but what was to follow was sheer hell. As she unclipped each peg the blood flowed back into the skin and the pain was intense, dare I say murderous! One by one 10 of the other pegs came off. Each removal causing a shudder of intense pain and a pathetic sissy squeal from yours truly. The last peg Mistress left on was on the rim of ‘little clitty’.
 
    
 
   “Seeing you didn’t get any marbles Sandra, maybe you would like to take this last peg off.”
 
    
 
   “With pleasure Jennifer!”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra walked over and reached for the peg.
 
    
 
   “Wait a second Sandra,” said Mistress.
 
    
 
   “Use the convent strap and try to flick it off, its much more fun!”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! How could Mistress suggest such a thing? To Miss Sandra of all people! She was still smarting from the fact that she lost the marble game and was aching for revenge. I was filled with shock and horror and could feel my heart pounding and my butt cheeks clenching involuntarily.
 
    
 
   “Great idea Jen, don’t mind if I do.”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra grabbed the convent strap and stood in front of me. She began by lightly tapping the peg and that alone sent sharp spasms of pain up the nerve endings from ‘little clitty’ to brain. Each slap got firmer and firmer, the pain more and more intense, I was howling with each stroke and finally,
 
    
 
   Wallop! 
 
    
 
   The peg went flying across the room and I let out a sissy scream the likes that would wake the dead. The pain was so intense it was indescribable and little clitty shriveled up like a snail retreating into its shell when threatened. I was sobbing and moaning.
 
    
 
   “Cut the theatrics Karen, we have the consequences to deal with now. Bring the dining chair into the middle of the room, quickly now!” 
 
    
 
   There seemed to be no end to my misery at that moment.
 
    
 
   Mistress certainly did not take kindly to me feeling sorry for myself and I scurried to get the dining chair. I brought it back and placed it into the middle of the room. Miss Jacqueline took over proceedings.
 
    
 
   “Well, Karen we have quite a few consequences to deal with don’t we?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   “As ALL the marbles dropped it means all consequences are now to be delivered. First we will do the three lots of 6 strokes, then we will do the chilli punishment then finish off with three lots of 12 strokes.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   I was overcome with paroxysms of despair.
 
    
 
   “Katerina, you can go first with the six from the two tailed tawse.”
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina circled me a couple of times, whacking the tawse on her palm. She even placed it under my nose so I could smell the cured leather. I felt the familiar practice taps and she gave me six scorchers, three on each cheek. They really hurt but compared to Mistress strapping me I would only rate it at 70% of the force Mistress could impart. That was one small consolation. I was also still smarting from the pegs, which caused some distraction from the pain. As was usual with these ladies the last two strokes of any set were on my tortured sensitive thighs. Miss Jacqueline then said,
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, I am going next, it is 6 from the convent strap from me.”
 
    
 
   What Miss Jacqueline lacked in skill she made up for with enthusiasm. While not up to Mistress’s standard she was certainly improving and she got me twice on two very sensitive spots that had slightly torn skin from an earlier beating. She laid them on quickly which has the advantage of meaning it was over quickly as well. The heat was building in my buttocks and I was starting to go into that trance like state to help blot out the pain.
 
    
 
   “Your turn Jennifer, 6 of the cane.”
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you take this lot Sandra and I’ll take the three lots of 12 strokes?”
 
    
 
   “You know me Jennifer, anything to help out.”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra took the cane with relish. Unfortunately she did not get one of those six strokes on my butt. All 6 were on the tops of my thighs and had me jumping around crazily. It was excruciating. Rather than the pegs taking my mind off the strokes, this had the other effect. The pain in my thighs made me forget about my very sore ‘little clitty’, well, just for the duration of the caning anyway. At last the 6th stroke landed but that was not the end of it I’m afraid. It would be out of the fire and into the frying pan for me. After the last stroke sliced my thighs Miss Sandra ordered me to stand to attention and left for the kitchen.
 
    
 
   She returned grinning from ear to ear, in her hands were the Jalapeno chillies, a rather large knife, rubber gloves and a stone mortar and pestle. She presented the items to Mistress who immediately donned the rubber gloves and began slicing the chillies, allowing the fiery pieces to fall into the bowl. I was standing to attention watching Mistress’s every move and feeling the anxiety build quickly and strongly. I looked down at ‘little clitty” and saw some red trauma marks where the pegs had been clipped on. I wondered about the effect of fresh chilli juice on such sensitive traumatized areas and was getting very scared. She began mashing up the sliced chillies to extract the juice and my stomach churned in terror at the thought of what was to come.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, start rubbing your ‘little clitty’, I want it nice and hard.”
 
    
 
   When you have been in chastity for as long as I this is a cruel double-edged sword. On one hand it was the most magnificent privilege to be able to indulge in an act of stimulation even under these circumstances, but on the other hand knowing what was to come filled me with such trepidation and that took most of the pleasure out of it. The mixed feelings and emotions were surely intense. Then there was the added humiliation of having to play with myself in front of the other ladies. When I was fully erect Miss Sandra couldn’t resist a jibe,
 
    
 
   “That is definitely the smallest fully erect willy I have ever seen. I think my pinky is longer!” and she added further humiliation by waving her little finger in the air.
 
    
 
   This brought smirks and giggles from Miss Jacqueline and Dr Katerina and I went red with shame and humiliation. Mistress then told me to place one hand under my ‘little clitty’ with a paper towel on it and proceeded to pour the fire juice all over ‘little clitty’ and testicles and ordered me to rub it in and not to stop. There are a few moments at first when you feel nothing and you hope in vain that perhaps this chilli was for some reason not a hot one. Of course I was wrong and before too long the warmth began, then it turned into considerable heat, then seconds later it really stepped up a notch and became hotter again. This is the moment I dread most of all. It’s the pace of the build up of that heat that is most frightening. It races like bushfire across a drought stricken grass plain, and God help anything that gets in its way. The next stage feels like ‘little clitty’ is being scorched with a blow torch, and fully takes your breath away, but then suddenly the whole things feels like it has burst into flames, making way for the most out of control raging firestorm. At this point the burning had reached the same level of intensity as I had felt with the green Jalapeno chilli, and although scary, I felt on familiar ground, but to my horror and disbelief the heat just crashed right over the top of the previous level of pain I’ve experienced previously and kept right on going, skyrocketing me right into unchartered territory as far as pain went. The mercury was rising and the thermometer was ready to crack. I started moaning, then whining, then calling out, then jumping around, then screaming. I couldn’t help myself and became quite hysterical. I stopped rubbing little clitty out of abject fear that she was going to self-combust. 
 
    
 
   Unbelievably, despite my extreme torment I heard Mistress’s stern voice,
 
    
 
   “I didn’t say stop Karen!”
 
    
 
   I moaned and cried out more before Mistress said,
 
    
 
   “Pull yourself together Karen! I have never seen a carry on like this before.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Mistress, its just that…it is killing me... I don’t think I can take it.”
 
    
 
   “You’ll take it and you will take it in silence!”
 
    
 
   Mistress was getting angry now and I tried desperately to pull myself together. The heat was referring to my feet, I wanted to jump around and run into that ice bath there and then. I was sweating profusely and I felt like hell could be no worse, but it just wasn’t easing off. The other three ladies were in hysterical laughter, it was the best entertainment they had all day. I gritted my teeth and bit my lips and tried to stay quiet it. It took willpower I did not know I had. After about 15 minutes of pure unadulterated hell the worst of it was over but it was still at about 80% and mercifully it became just tolerable. Miss Sandra then said,
 
    
 
   “She still has to get the three lots of 12 strokes from you Jennifer. Its a chance for us to see you in action!”
 
    
 
   “That’s right,” said Miss Jacqueline,
 
    
 
   “We can learn how to administer a thrashing from the expert!”
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you treat it like a tutorial Jen? We can be your pupils,” asked Dr Katerina.
 
    
 
   Mistress put on her best School Marm voice and said,
 
    
 
   “In that case you will have to call me Mrs Birch and ask properly Katerina.”
 
    
 
   The ladies all had a good laugh. Dr Katerina then said in a schoolgirl voice,
 
    
 
   “Please Mrs Birch, will you teach us how to discipline a naughty sissy.”
 
    
 
   “Since you asked so nicely Katerina, I will do just that. The first step is to make sure the sissy is in the best position to deliver the required impact. Bending over with hands on a chair is one of my preferred positions but there are many others. It can depend on the height of the bum about to be caned. OK Karen bend over, leave those panties down and put your hands on the chair.”
 
    
 
   The next half an hour was one of the most painful and unusual punishments I had ever received from Mistress. She went into great detail about the properties of the different implements, the best place to stand, the importance of a good back swing and follow through. How one must keep their eye on the target and which parts of the buttocks and thighs are the most sensitive. She gave the ladies many more tips as I descended deeper into the depths of pain and humiliation. 
 
    
 
   The lecture extended the thrashing terribly for me! It kept my nerves on a tightrope. I had the impression that because of the lesson Mistress put extra force into each stroke. By the end of it I was again crying, my bottom was on fire and somehow the thrashing had the effect of reigniting the heat from the Jalapeno. Talk about being at the end of my tether! To have two weeks of boot camp capped off by the events of this final day was just too much for me. I just wanted to go to bed and collapse for a week.
 
    
 
   After the tutorial from Mistress, I was sent to serve the ladies lunch; even in the sorry state I was in. An hour or so later I was immensely grateful to hear Mistress say,
 
    
 
   “Well I think it is time I took Karen home Sandra, thank you so much for all you have done for her, if there is anything she can do to repay you please do not hesitate to ask. What do you say Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much for putting me through Sissy Boot Camp Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   “That’s all right Karen, as soon as I think of a way you can repay me I’ll let Jennifer know.”
 
    
 
   The evil grin that washed over her face as she said that sent a shiver up and down my spine.
 
    
 
   As we walked out to Mistress’s car the sense of relief that it was finally over was overwhelming. I opened the door for Mistress when Miss Sandra said,
 
    
 
   “Wait a moment Jennifer, I forgot to give you the report I did on Karen’s performance, here it is.”
 
    
 
   She handed Mistress a blue folder, which I knew was going to lead to much pain for me later.
 
    
 
   “Also I need Karen to do the run again so I can put the result in my assignment for my course.”
 
    
 
   I had forgotten all about that and my heart sank, where was I ever going to find the energy?
 
    
 
   “Don’t you worry about waiting around Jennifer, Karen can ride my bike back to your place.”
 
    
 
   This was going to kill me, I was totally knackered and to have to run the four laps of the park and then to do what was nearly an hour ride on a bike back to Mistress’s place! It was going to be the end of me I was sure.
 
    
 
   “That’s lovely of you to lend Karen your bike Sandra, I’ll see you all later then. Don’t be too late Karen!”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Spanky Saturday for Jimmy boy
 
    
 
   By Jimmy
 
   

I was growing up in 1964. I was in secondary school at last, in form 1B and thirteen years old. The world was changing and all the talk in the papers was about the rise of the teenager. Sweeping the world was ‘Beatlemania’. Long hair was ‘in’ and things were ‘fab’ and ‘cool’. We were the 'rebels without a cause' and 'we' were going to change the world and 'ban the bomb'.
 
   
Unfortunately for me, I was an only child being brought up by my Mum, who believed in 'old fashioned' values and proper behaviour for her child. And if her boy didn't behave in exactly the manner she required then she had a remedy for that. It came in the form of the flat back of her heavy wooden hairbrush and between five to ten minutes across her knees. 
 
   
As far as Mum was concerned I was a ‘little boy’ and would be so for a long time yet. Hair parted on the sides, short pants and white ankle socks to wear, two hours homework every school night, and Sunday school before church on Sunday was my lot, but Mum still thought I didn't get enough discipline. Why would she think that? Because.... really I was a brat.
 
   
I was thirteen and at the very least I thought I should be wearing ‘longs’ but I firmly kept my mouth shut, lest she made me go and fetch the hairbrush. Amongst the boys at school ‘getting your longs’ was a big deal. Most boys had long pants, and the ones like me who were still in short pants, were looked down upon especially by the girls. To them if you were still in short pants you were ‘just a kid’. That attitude embarrassed me a lot. But my first objective at all times was to protect my lily-white bottom because in heart and mind I was a coward.
 
   
If only you could have seen and heard the hairbrush spankings I got from Mum. Each spank of the hairbrush added to the sting of the spank before. My bottom danced up and down on Mum's lap and my feet flayed and kicked in the air as if I was swimming in a pool. At first I was howling and pleading but then it just became a continuos wail of agony. Bottom twisting, rolling, squirming, bouncing. Feet drumming, calves kicking and dancing. Tears flowed like rivulets from my eyes. Mum had me crying like a baby. Nose running, crying and caterwauling. First one bum cheek spanked fiery red, then the other. It was five minutes of bare bottomed stinging agony as she landed spank upon spank on each cheek in turn concentrating them on my lower bum cheeks. It stung so much it felt like I was sitting in boiling water. Then, when she was finished, I was howling at the ceiling grabbing great handfuls of my bottie and dancing about with my knees up high. 13 and crying louder than a two year old having a tantrum. What a sight I made!
 
   
Nothing in the world hurt as much as that hairbrush. The cane at school would have me bawling but by the time Mum's spanking was through I would be hoarse from howling. She would take me by the ear, as my stinging bottom literally burned, for a minimum of two hours sitting in the corner, on the ‘naughty’ or ‘spanky’ chair, to ‘think about my behaviour’. Tears flowed like rivers down my face in the corner, as I squirmed my apple red bum about.
 
   
Wiping my wet face I was desperate to be laying face down on my bed soothing my bare bottom bawling my head off. But I had to sit there...Every stinging smart filled minute seemed to go so much longer, filling the time with pain and repentance.
 
   
I'd make up things, lie, and do whatever it took to keep on the right side of Mum to avoid a spanking. It was always somebody else's fault. I was a deceitful boy who knew Mum wanted me to live up to my responsibilities. I knew right from wrong, I knew I had to work hard at school and be a credit to my Mum, but I only did so to avoid her spankings. I’d act like butter wouldn't melt in my mouth to show Mum I was a good boy, a goody two shoes.
 
   
At school, of course, my pre-occupation was avoiding the school cane, which the Headmistress wielded with such expertise. Every school morning I would step into and pull up my grey shorts knowing a caning from the Headmistress was possible for the slightest little thing because I had watched it happen to other boys and watching them come limping back from her office with tears in their eyes. My guilty secret, which shows what a nasty brat I was, is that I loved seeing or hearing of other boys being punished, and I did the best I could to manipulate things so it would happen. I was a schoolroom ‘urger’, a schemer and a sneak. But I knew how to make sure (most of the time) I wasn't the one that was sent down for ‘the cuts’. A boy’s ability to handle himself with dignity after ‘the cuts’ was a measure, used by the boys and girls, of respect. Take your caning without blubbing and you were a ‘man’, otherwise you were still as little kid and a target of contempt and disgust from the other kids. Being the coward that I was, I, of course, was not one of those boys, because I was so afraid of the canings and cried copiously when I got ‘the cuts’.
 
   
Canings were a daily occurrence. The two secondary forms of our central school had eighty boys and eighty girls. For a boy it was not possible to get through the year, let alone the term, without getting a caning, and who was getting and who had been caned was the ‘hot topic’ of the playground. It wasn't fair because only boys got the cane while girls just got boring lines or worst for them was a note home, which would earn them a trip over their mother's knees. I had a lot of sympathy for those girls, especially the ones whose mums used the hairbrush, like my mum.  
 
    
At this time there is a singer called Little Patty who had a hit called ‘My Rompy, Stompy, Surfer Boy’at the time. Well when I came out of the door of our headmistress' office, I was a bawling rompy stompy oh so sorry cane dancer boy. Try as you might you couldn't rub away her cane stripes.
 
   
To do the Rompy Stompy Cane Dance, it goes like this...
 
   
Both hands back…
 
   
clutching your glutenous max…
 
   
your stinging seat… 
 
   
making you bawl and bleat…
 
   
and the heat from your seat gets into your feet…
 
   
it's then your black lace up school shoes gets stompin’…
 
   
up on your toes.. stomp...then back bent over...stomp...then while grabbing your cheeks your twisting your bottie about which makes you now a Rompy Stompy, caned oh so sorry schoolboy.
 
   

Back in class with my cane stripes still stinging and throbbing with every beat of my heart I would be squirming on my desk seat, leaning forward trying to take my weight on my thighs. Or alternatively lifting one buttock cheek then the other by leaning either left or right. But ‘the cuts’ made any sitting position just as painful as the stripes were all in a two-inch band across my lower bottom cheeks. My bruised ‘sit spots’ pressed down on that hard wooden seat. Throbbing, stinging, smarting. There was no relief. What a 'sorry for myself' caned schoolboy boy I was.
 
   
Looking over my shoulder at the reflection in my bedroom mirror, I examined the cane stripes go through the colours of the rainbow. Red, purple, blue, lack and yellow.
 
   
The cane at school was evil but Mum's hairbrush was pure hell. I knew I came from a loving home which was full of comfort and warmth. There was good food, crisp clean sheets on a warm bed. Mum was a pillar of the Church of England church and there were lots of visitors and great scones with jams and cream. I got plenty of fresh air and on most Saturdays (my ‘free’ day) I would be getting up to all sorts of mischief with the other kids. Mum never raised her voice to me no matter what I’d done and only wanted the best for me, but she wanted to instil the old fashioned values of manners, honesty, hard work and respect for society. As our school pledge went, ‘I will cheerfully obey my parents, teachers and the law’. But I was thirteen, and only interested in me, me, me. I hated school, loathed Sunday school and church and was an ungrateful arrogant brat. 
 
    
 
   Really I should have got many more spankings than I got if I had of owned up to some of the things I did, but I wasn't about to be doing that.
 
   
As I said most Saturdays were full of fun, but some Saturdays were ‘spanky’ Saturdays. As I’ve written mum didn't raise her voice nor did she punish me immediately if she found out about something I had done wrong. She simply said, “we will spend Saturday discussing this matter my boy”, and from that moment on I knew my fate was sealed. The fear started and gnawed away in the pit of my tummy as the hours fell away drawing me closer to ‘spanky’ Saturday. I’d do my best to convince mum that I wouldn't do it again. Ever. But mum would not entertain any of my efforts to show her what a good boy I was going to be "from now on".
 
   
As she tucked me in on Friday night she would stroke my forehead and tell me that tomorrow I was going to have to pay the consequences of my behaviour. Before turning out the light she would take from the drawer my special ‘spanky’ shorts for my 'spanky' Saturday.
 
   
Oh how I hated those shorts. Made of the thinnest material they fitted like a second skin and didn't even cover my bottom. In the bedroom mirror I could see my lower bum cheeks with my bare flesh all the way to my ankle socks. When I bent over the lower half of my bottie was bare, and that's where mum was going to hairbrush spank. "On the place where you sit" mum would say. Oh how I rubbed those cheeks before I went downstairs as my knees knocked. Knowing what was in front of me I would already have tear filled eyes.
 
   
First in the livingroom after breakfast I have to sit and do two hundred lines. ‘I have been a naughty boy because... and I deserve the spanking I’ve got coming to me’ in my best handwriting. That will take from 9am until 2pm with half an hour for lunch at noon. Then it's THE SPANKING.... and two hours sitting on the straight back wooden chair (the spanky chair) in the corner of the livingroom. Two hours crying and sobbing. Two hours with my burning stinging bruised sit spots 'polishing' the wood of the 'spanky chair'. In that time there is not a sorrier boy in the whole world than me. Sitting in the corner like I’ve done since I was spanked three year old.
 
    
 
   
 
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Ballooning Ballerina
 
   
By Mrs Birch 
 
    
 
   This is an account of an amusing session I conducted one hot summers evening…
 
    
 
   It started out as a Petticoat Discipline, but ended up as something, well, quite unique really... by virtue of a restriction placed upon Me with regard to not leaving evidence of corporal punishment upon the lily-white buttocks of the Petticoated One.
 
   
It was to be an overnight stay. My charge was duly 'sent' for a dose of ongoing Petticoat Discipline whilst ‘Auntie Margaret’ was visiting a sick relative somewhere across the pond. To date the Pettified One (soon to be prettified) and I have covered many areas in the pursuit of sissifying this young male so this time I decided it was time for a little cultural exploration. And since this was a whimsical visit rather than a scheduled visit for punishment for particular incidents of misbehaviour or wrongdoings, I decided upon a whimsical session. 
 
    
I love the ballet, and what better way to introduce the Pettified One to such cultural pursuits than to have him craft his own tutu, fairy wings, wand and tiara? After which he would don his new garments and dance for me. As a classical ballerina, of course...
 
   
Well, that was the plan. 
 
   
It didn't start well. It didn't end well, I might add...
 
    
 
   He arrived late. 8 minutes late to be precise. 
 
    
 
   By the time the knock finally came, I was seated with spanking hand at the ready.  
 
    
 
   “You’re late!” I snapped at Petrified One standing on the doorstep, looking remarkably like a forlorn sheep. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Miss, there’s no excuse Miss. I deserve to be punished Miss…”
 
    
 
   “Right, inside. Bag down, trousers down and straight over My knee. You will receive a spanking for every minute we are late commencing our activities. And since you were 8 minutes late, and I am going to spank you for 8 minutes, that means we’ll be another 8 minutes late starting, which means 16 minutes of spanking in total!” 
 
    
 
    “Oh Miss...” he whined foolishly. 
 
    
 
   “Quiet, or there’ll be more punishment for whining.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he acquiesced and duly draped himself over my knee. The spanking started immediately and as usual, he received his punishment stoically and obediently. I started the first lot of spanks, in rather softish fashion, intending to increase the tempo and severity over the course of the 16 minutes. “No marks to be left on this lily white bottom eh?” I scoffed. “No matter, it won’t have to leave marks to be painful,” I said, rather more voicing my thoughts than engaging Petrified One in conversation. “A good solid lengthy spanking to warm these buttocks will be just the perfect prelude. Just wait until you see what I have in store for you my little one,” I mused.
 
    
 
   I continued spanking his naughty bottom, each spank slightly heavier than the last, watching his now rosy cheeks glowing brighter by the minute as my hand fell continuously and methodically over the span of 16 minutes. I knew he’d be highly uncomfortable by now and his bottom would be smarting and pained. 
 
    
 
   “6 minutes already, only 10 minutes to go, head down, knees together,” I warned knowing full well the thoughts going through his head. His body slumped slightly and I knew he was shocked to hear we were only 6 minutes into the spanking. Every minute or so I chimed another minute just passed, and watched my charge brace himself in order to face the balance of the punishment. By now his cheeks were turning a lovely dark crimson as I spanked my way towards the 16-minute mark. Very amusing. There was no allowing him up to allow the blood flow back to his upper regions, deliberately of course…
 
    
 
   “15 minutes, just one minute remaining,” I advised, “Legs apart so I can pay those inner thighs some attention for the last minute,” I said separating his thighs to begin spanking the delicate spots just under the buttocks, and allowing my fingers to smack flesh dangerously close to his private parts. A noticeable clenching of the buttocks let me know he wasn’t terribly pleased about that! 
 
    
 
   “16 minutes. Right, up you get and lets have those trousers up for a uniform inspection.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he replied miserably and struggled to pull his trousers up quickly. He stood in front of me pulling and shoving and wrenching clothing around and after a few minutes announced, “I’m ready for inspection Miss.” 
 
    
 
   “You look a fright! The ribbing on those socks isn’t straight. GO and fix yourself in the mirror and do not present yourself again unless they are PERFECT!” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he answered anxiously. I could hear the whine starting in his voice. He scurried off quickly and made a frantic effort to straighten the ribbing, but mostly making the situation worse. There was no way he could see the socks in the mirror, as it was positioned to reflect an image of his waist up, at best. After some minutes of twisting the socks this way and that, he quickly presented himself again. 
 
    
 
   “WHAT A MESS THOSE SOCKS ARE IN NOW MISS, GO BACK AND FIX THEM, ON THE DOUBLE!” 
 
    
 
   Off he ran again, and tried frantically to fix those socks again while I remained seated in the spanking chair watching him impassively. When he was half sure they were straight, he presented himself again. 
 
    
 
   “Turn around, slowly so I can inspect the ribbing Miss…”
 
    
 
   ‘Miss’ nervously did as he was told.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…just as well. Now, have you any idea why I am calling you MISS?”
 
    
 
   “No, Miss,” he replied, even more nervously. 
 
    
 
   “Because your hair is soooo long that I almost mistook you for a girl when you walked through that door!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.” 
 
    
 
   “Come with me, and lets make a few changes to your appearance before we do anything else.” I grabbed his ear hard, and led him over to the waiting stool and cape. “Your Auntie Margaret mentioned that you have something you might want to tell me before I begin, so out with it.” 
 
    
 
   “Um, er…ahem…er …I …um…threw a tantrum when she tried to take me to the barbers and I wouldn’t let him cut my hair Miss,” he said wincing.
 
    
 
   “Is that a fact? Well then, go and fetch the clippers and bring them to me.” I stood watching him as he quickly fetched the clippers and brought them back. 
 
    
 
   “SIT.” I draped the plastic cape around his shoulders and pinned it tightly, very much aware of the temperature outside. Even though the air conditioning had been blasting away for several hours it was still very hot and humid outdoors, and we were well away from the cool air in this part of the house. In fact I deliberately sat him at a glass panel, which overlooked the pool, knowing that when that heat started to build under the cape, he’d start to feel the torment looking out at that refreshing, billabong style pool. 
 
    
 
   “Right! This is for princesses who throw tantrums,” I said, jamming a dummy into his mouth and watching his brows crease in consternation. “You can suck on that while I shave your head. Here we go…” The clippers whirred into life and I pushed his head forward. With a single upward glide the first section of hair was effortlessly removed. “Oh my goodness me, look at all that hair!” I taunted as the tufts slid gracefully down the cape, silently landing on the floor. He did look and his face was a picture. More from the dummy I suspect…
 
    
 
   After some minutes, the bulk of the hair was gone; leaving fine stubble in its place, all except one longish tuft right in the middle of his forehead. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, all done,” I said turning off the clippers. I could see the look on his face and knew he was silently worrying about that tuft of hair. I reached down into my box of tricks and brought out a large satin bow hair clip, and placed it right in the middle of his forehead, attached of course to that tuft of hair!
 
    
 
   “There. Perfect. Now go and have a look at yourself in the mirror and see how absolutely ridiculous you look.” 
 
    
 
   He reluctantly stepped off the chair and slunk over to the mirror and forced himself to take a split second glance at the image of himself, looking absolutely ridiculous.  
 
    
 
   “Why did I do that? For your tantrum in the barber shop.”  
 
    
 
   “Allright, let’s have you stripped and into something more suitable.” I stood holding the garments while he stripped bare in front of me, trying desperately to hide his manhood. 
 
    
 
   “No time for modesty, I’ve seen it all before. Put these on,” I said handing him a slinky pair of salmon coloured panties.
 
    
 
   “And now these…” I said handing him a pair of soft baby pink ballet tights. I watched in amusement as he suffered the indignation of sliding them up his legs, and over the panties. 
 
    
 
   “And this…” It was a navy leotard. The look on his face was one of real concern and he reached for it very gingerly. Once on, I plucked at it and straightened straps, smoothed it out and generally made a great fuss, intending extreme humiliation.  
 
    
 
   “Ok, let me look. Well, well, well… That outfit looks like it was made for you. But I have just two more things to add. Chin up,” I said whipping out a wide pink ribbon and wrapping it around the back of his neck, then fastening it into a bow at his throat. “There, now you have a matching bow for your hair…”
 
    
 
   “Allright, the pièce de résistance… is these….” I announced with mock pride as I handed him a pair of pink satin demi pointes. His eyes nearly fell out of their sockets at the sight and God only knew what was going through his mind at that moment. He looked truly horrified.
 
    
 
   “Sit.”
 
    
 
   The Pettified One was looking every bit like the Petrified One again, as I slid those ballet shoes over his toes (not expecting them to fit of course) and miraculously and easily slipped the elasticised back over his heel. “Good God, they fit!” I don’t know who was more surprised, him or me! 
 
    
 
   I slid the other slipper on, and began doing up the ribbons on each ankle while he watched on silently. “Well now, a picture of perfection… Stand up and let me finish off with one last touch.” I took another pink satin ribbon from the little stash I had ready and tied it around his wrist, then finished it with a nice big bow. When his other wrist was similarly adorned I bade him to look at himself in the mirror while I made a great fuss over him by telling him what a pretty and perfect little ballerina he made…He was mortified. Yes sirree, he was mortified.
 
    
 
   “One final thing…”
 
    
 
   I stood him in front of the mirror, with his back facing it. I picked up a small makeup container that I had placed on the table earlier and lifted his chin while I brushed large round circles of blush on each cheek. He swallowed hard as I took great pains to make them as perfectly round and as bright as I could. “There, take a look,” I said twisting him by the chin to face the mirror. His face fell when he saw what I’d done but he remained silent for a few seconds.
 
    
 
   “It’s beautiful Miss…” he said, unconvincingly.
 
    
 
   “Ok, come with me, I have a lovely little sewing task for you tonight. I’m sure you will have lots of fun. I know I will.”  
 
   
It was 6.30pm when I took my budding ballerina to his workbench. It was laid out with metres of soft pink tulle, ribbons, sewing kit and everything he could possibly need for the task I had assigned him. Sitting in a strategic position was a hibernating laptop. The screen was blank giving no hint of what lay hidden in the darkness. “Sit,” I instructed as I pulled a chair out for my ballerina. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, I am going to play you a video. I will play it once and once only. It is an 8-minute step-by-step instructional video on how to make a 4-layer tutu. You will be allowed to ask one question when its through so I warn you, pay close attention.” He merely stared up at me with a haunted look on his face. “There is a part 2 but you won’t be seeing that, you’ll get all you need from this, and from there you’ll be able to use your own initiative to work out the rest. Got it?”
 
    
 
   “Ye-e-es Miss…” he stammered a little shell-shocked. 
 
    
 
   “Ready?”
 
    
 
   He hesitated before he replied weakly, “Yes Miss…”
 
    
 
   “Right, pay attention.” I warned and hit play. The video sprang to life. I must admit, it was a poor quality YouTube video of a foreign lady giving instructions to an audience I presume she assumed knew the basic construct of a tutu. For those individuals it would have been a very easy process to follow. ‘Take the vaist measurement and timez that by four, and then cut the vidth of each layor according to that measurement, with each layor 4 inches longer than the previous layor…’ Piece of cake...so one would think, given she went through that explanation a few times
 
    
 
   ‘Then vunce your layors are cut you gather it by taking a peeze of cotton approximately the length of the vaist and you zow each layor like thiz, gathering az you go, like zis, zee?’ Easy…the camera pans right in at this point to show a good clear view of her fingers working slowly and easily gathering the material
 
    
 
   And so endeth part one of the video on how to make a tutu, followed by a moment’s stunned silence from the Pettified One.
 
    
 
   “Miss?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes?”
 
    
 
   “Could I just see that one more time please?”
 
    
 
   “No.”
 
    
 
   “Then could I ask you how did she get the measurement for the layers?”
 
    
 
   “No, I said you could ask one question, and that’s your second question.” 
 
    
 
   I left Pettified One agonising over the folds of tulle as I went to set the mood. I decided to have the very beautiful Nutcracker Suite playing in the background while he worked. What better piece than Tchaikovsky's timeless fairy tale for a budding ballerina to make his debut?  
 
   
Now, I will take a moment to mention that including part two of how to make a 4-layer tutu, it took the woman on the video a total of 16 minutes to finish making it fully. Well, I am assuming the second half was the same length as the first. 
 
   
My plan was to let him work on his tutu for perhaps one run through of the CD, allowing perhaps another half hour or so, then when he’d finished he could dance for me wearing his tutu to another run through of the Nutcracker Suite. After that, it would be dinner, then onto the instructional video on how to make a pair of fairy wings, then a dance wearing the tutu and wings, then break to make the tiara, followed by a dance with the tutu, wings and tiara, then he would break again to make the wand and then finally a dance complete with the whole set.
 
    
 
   But that was not to be. I could see from the first cut there was going to be trouble. We were heading for a long night.
 
    
 
   I sat at the table and worked on my laptop while my Sugar Plum Fairy worked haphazardly on his garment. He had measured his waist many times, just to be sure, and accordingly cut four layers the exact measurement of his waist while I watched on in delight. 
 
    
 
   By the second run through of the Nutcracker Suite, my ballerina was looking decidedly distressed. A little pile of pink cotton was building beside his workspace, and the layers of tulle abounded with dress pins. Why, I don’t exactly know…but there ensued much sewing and pulling apart stitches, more cotton added to the pile, then a near tantrum as the realisation struck my ballerina that he was hopelessly floundering at his task. 
 
    
 
   Amused, I went to hit play for the third time just as another lot of stitches were pulled undone. I returned to the table and by the look, shape and length of the layers I could see that he was in for a devastatingly frustrating night. I was losing hope for the wand at this stage.
 
    
 
   Now, by the fourth run through of the Nutcracker Suite, I was becoming very familiar with each rise and fall of the music, and fast running out of patience with my pseudo ballerina. Ordinarily I would have been able to use the cane as a threat and stripe his bottie for extreme tardiness, and for any number of excuses I would have been able to use it while he worked but as that was out of the question, I had to think of something else to scare the pants off him into seeing the importance of finishing the job.  
 
    
 
   Inspiration struck and my Sugar Plum Fairy’s luck ran out. I left the room and went up to the shed to find the stash of balloons I knew were up there in one of the storage boxes. When I returned with the bulging bag he was very close to tears. 
 
    
 
   “Well young Miss, here’s what I am going to do with you. You’ve had more than sufficient time to complete that task and we are now well beyond the time I expected we’d be as far as you being finished. In fact you should have finished not only your tutu, but your fairy wings as well by now and in there dancing for me wearing both.” His eyes flew wide open when I mentioned wings, and for a minute I thought he really would fall down in a screaming heap. As if making a tutu wasn’t bad enough, there was more, I could see him thinking. Little did he know just how much more was to come…
 
    
 
   “Keep going, don’t stand there gawping at me,” I snapped taking a balloon from the bag. He frantically picked up a layer of tulle and started fussing over it, clearly not knowing what on earth he was going to do with it. I smiled inwardly and started blowing up a balloon with as much drama and noise as I could manage. I really wanted him to remember this sound. When the first one was near to bursting, I tied off the neck and let it settle on the table. I took another and blew it up with as much noise as I could manage as well. Once it was tied off, I took the roll of thin pink ribbon, and cut two lengths, attaching a balloon to each length of ribbon. 
 
    
 
   “Stop what you are doing please and come here. Hold out your wrist.” I noticed a look of bemusement on his face as I tied a balloon to each wrist. 
 
    
 
   “OK. From now until you finish that tutu I am going to add two balloons somewhere to your corpus at 15-minute intervals. So I suggest you make haste my pretty or you are going to look mighty silly before the night is over.”
 
    
 
   I could see him grinning as he tried to continue working, but the balloons were fast proving more of a hindrance than an amusing distraction and the smile faded from his face soon enough. I must admit he did look pretty comical with those balloons dangling awkwardly from his wrists. ‘Next time I’ll remember to get some helium filled balloons’ I mused.
 
    
 
   Every now and then I heard the distinct squeak of the balloons as they squeezed up against skin, but all too soon another 15 minutes had ticked by. I simply picked up an uninflated balloon and began making a great show of stretching it out, followed by as much noise as possible filling it. I held the neck tightly so that my breath was forced through it more noisily than normal, and that of course put a smile on the Sugar Plum Fairy’s face, as intended. When I had the two balloons ready for tying I ordered the Fairy over so I could attach the balloons. 
 
    
 
   “Foot please,” I ordered, snapping my fingers in the direction of his foot. He placed a foot on my knee, and I attached balloon number three to one ankle, followed by balloon number four to the other ankle. “Now back to work.” I think my fairy was rather amused with the latest additions and shuffled his way back over to resume work on his tutu, towing his balloons. I had to stifle a laugh at this point. Dressed like a ballerina, and with his huge floppy bow drooping down his bum, a balloon on each limb, he really did look quite funny. I forget why he earned the privilege of wearing that bow. 
 
    
 
   I was really intrigued to find out what the finished product was going to look like, but knew full well that it was not going to be a gathered garment. Layered, yes. Gathered, no. 
 
    
 
   My fairy’s resolve was disintegrating at a great rate of knots. Clearly all hope of finishing the garment was fading like the setting sun. Another 15 minutes slipped by and another two balloons were added. This time, one pinned by the ribbon to each buttock. Now he looked like honey bee, busy flitting from flower to flower gathering honey in his honey bags. The squelching of rubber balloons could be heard more frequently now as he moved around in a desperate attempt to find a solution to this problem tutu. At this point, he really did need a magic wand, or a fairy godmother. Nothing else was going to save the day. He’d completely destroyed the tulle by cutting it incorrectly, leaving the width of the layers a quarter the length of what they should have been, which also meant there was a mountain of waste tulle now lying useless. My fairy was completely oblivious to the reason why it was not happening the way it should have been. 
 
    
 
   I was fascinated and watched his busyness with extreme curiosity. At some point through the evening I relieved him for a thirty-minute dinner break, but apart from that, he worked pretty consistently, hour upon hour muddling over that tutu. Each 15 minutes, another two balloons were added until I barely had room for any more. Now he couldn’t help but squelch each time he moved, but he had so many balloons attached to him that he couldn’t even sit let alone stitch or make headway. There were balloons off his ankles, balloons off his wrists, more balloons off his buttocks, shoulders, shoulder blades, elbows, waist, back and he even had balloons tied to each side of his glasses by the end. By now he looked like Winnie the Pooh and Piglet when they gathered a huge clutch of balloons and floated skyward in an attempt to raid the honey pot nestled in a hollow mid way up the tree.  
 
    
 
    I could tell he was getting weary, so I decided he needed a little blood pumping through his veins to wake up. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, down tools, come with me,” I announced and marched him through to the lounge. Although marched is probably not a good way to describe someone festooned with balloons. “Time for a little wake up my precious,” I said hitting ‘play’ on the stereo once more. I knew this piece off by heart by now, and swear I could have hummed every bar. 
 
    
 
   “Get ready. You are going to dance the Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairies for me.”  No prizes for guessing what was going through his mind at that point. Supreme humiliation of the highest order, no doubt.
 
    
 
   The first strains of the music started, fairy’s arms went up, toes softly clicked together, balloon adorned ankles connected, bodily balloons rustled, repositioned and resettled and OFF she sprang in time to the music, looking just like a Spanish galleon in full sail. 
 
    
 
   Well, that was it for me; I burst into hysterical laughter and pretty soon had tears streaming down my face at the sight. Sugar Plum Fairy my arse, it would have been better to play Colonel Hathi’s March from the Jungle Book because he sounded like a herd of elephants rampaging across my lounge room floor.
 
    
 
   Prima ballerina, he was not! 
 
    
 
   But boy did those balloons add something else. That was truly one of the funniest things I have ever seen. It was a spectacular performance. What made it even funnier was the constant squelching sound of the balloons as he launched himself from one end of the lounge to the other. At one point my fairy exited stage left in the hope that he could finish his dance in the shadows, well out of my direct line of vision, but was brought back smartly with a ‘FAIRY STAGE RIGHT, NOW.” Which brought him wafting back, tippy toeing on slippered feet back into my line of vision and back under my scrutiny.
 
    
 
   The piece ended, and so did my fairy’s well, er, um…dance. Fairy remained rooted to the spot still huffing and puffing after his effort, when the next track began. “Off you go fairy, I didn’t tell you to stop now did I?”   
 
    
 
   Off he went again, launching himself across the floor in a cloud of multi coloured balloons, which incidentally moved totally independently of each other, making graceful movement impossible. What a sight. 
 
    
 
   “Now fairy, do you have any idea what this piece is?” I quizzed. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss, its (huff) the (puff) Blue (more huff) Danube (even more puff),” he managed to reply as he flitted across my line of vision. 
 
    
 
   “Is it now,” I replied amused. “And what kind of piece is it, my precious?” 
 
    
 
   “Its (huff) a (more puff) waltz Miss.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh, I thought for a moment it was a foxtrot by the way your feet are moving.” In fact that was all I could see beneath the balloons, a pair of legs moving like sticks beneath a cloud of balloons. When he stood still he looked like a pumpkin on sticks. 
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss,” replied a breathy voice from deep within the cloud of balloons as it wafted noisily on by my line of vision.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…do you know how to waltz my pretty?” 
 
    
 
   “Er, no Miss,” he replied despondently. He knew what was coming. 
 
    
 
   “Well, looks like you will have to learn how to waltz by the next time we meet then, won’t you? I’ll be sure to let Auntie Margaret know that you’ll be needing lessons, but in the meantime, ONE, two three, ONE two three, ONE two three, MOVE those feet in time to my count…ONE two three, on my goodness, all the grace of a baby elephant and just as much rhythm…”
 
    
 
   After several more pieces, I felt he’d been tortured enough and sent him back to work on the tutu. It was getting onto midnight now and I was running out of space to add more balloons. “Show me what you’ve done so far,” I said. “At this rate, we’ll be seeing the sun rise.” 
 
    
 
   Pettified One lifted up a piece of the once stiff netting, and held it up. “Walk me through it, if you wouldn’t mind Miss,” knowing full well he wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    
 
   “Well, this is one layer,” he said hesitating.
 
    
 
   “Show me how that goes around your waist.”
 
    
 
   He wrapped it around his waist and the ends barely met. 
 
    
 
   “And, just how do you propose to gather the layers, and make them stand out stiff like a proper tutu?” 
 
    
 
   He hung his head as he replied, “I’m not sure Miss…”
 
    
 
   “It’s awfully long isn’t it? I mean, it goes all the way down to your ankles. When you do manage to get those layers sown together and gathered, have you any idea how wide that tutu is going to be? Goodness gracious, you’ll need a WIDE BERTH sign when you move around in it.” 
 
    
 
   “Miss?” he asked pathetically. 
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Can you please show me?
 
    
 
   For a moment a cruel thought flashed across my mind, but then I relented. 
 
    
 
   “Allright, your first mistake was to cut the length four times as long as it should have been, instead of allowing four times the width for your waist. So, you are going to have to work out how to rectify the situation from that snippet of information.” 
 
    
 
   I could literally see the realisation dawning on him. It was a huge moment for my budding seamstress. He peered down at the pile of discarded tulle from the midst of the bobbing throng of balloons huddled around his face and after a few minutes of silent consternation got to work like a man possessed. I watched with extreme interest as he began measuring and stitching, pinning and cursing. We were well past midnight now and heading into the wee small hours. Every now and then the loud bang of a balloon bursting frightened us both, causing him to drop a precious stitch or two. 
 
    
 
   However, the balloon numbers continued to multiply over the course of the evening/early morning at a rate much faster than they were bursting. By now, movement was fairly restricted because of the sheer volume of balloons jostling around his body. It sure made things very difficult for him. But he fully understood the situation, and that until he finished, 2 more balloons would be added every 15 minutes.  These balloons had inadvertently become a very unusual, yet entertaining substitute for discipline....
 
    
 
   After several more reruns of the Nutcracker Suite, Pettified One was STILL going on the tutu with no hope in sight of finishing. Given we’d come so close so many times, and then to have all hopes dashed when somehow things went wrong, I gave up hope out of sheer exhaustion and announced tools down at 2am. I’d witnessed more than a few tantrums over the past 2 hours after several attempts to gather the layers went awry, and another whirl around of the lounge room to wake my fairy up when he looked like he was in need of an adrenalin rush. I had quite forgotten his feet were still encased in those demi pointes, and adorned with balloons so his pirouettes didn’t quite look like pirouettes, and his turns looked more like, well…lets just say they were unusual.
 
    
 
   After a final exhaustive round of adjudicating the ballet balloon dancing I decided enough was enough for one night and announced bedtime. I’m sure my ballerina was more than grateful to reach the end of the ordeal. 
 
    
 
   “Lets get rid of those balloons first and then you can get yourself ready for bed. I’ve laid out your nightie on the bed in your room and there’s a little something extra, which you’ll soon see. Hand me a dress pin please.” With that I jabbed every single balloon until they were all popped and lying in remnants around the room, leaving us both with a dreadful ringing in our ears. 
 
    
 
   I dismissed the relieved Pettified One to prepare for bed. 
 
    
 
   By the time he had finished his ablutions in the guest bathroom, I was in the lounge waiting for him to present himself to me. “Um, Miss, I’m ready for bed,” he announced demurely standing in the floral nightie I had left for him. The bow was still clinging to the tuft of hair in the middle of his forehead, albeit a little skew whiff. 
 
    
 
   “No you certainly are not! Go and bring me that leather contraption with the padlocks that was on top of that nightie.”  The look of shock on his face was a treat. He turned and walked solemnly back up the stairs to retrieve the device from his room and brought it back down to me. 
 
    
 
   “This, is a chastity device. You will sleep in it tonight so as to ensure NO playing with willy! Open those legs, and lets lock you in…”
 
    
 
   I pulled the leather strap roughly through his legs and hoiked it up sharply between bum cheeks, attached the leather waistband, and fastened it into position. 
 
   “Now you are ready for bed. But there’s just one more thing. I have set your alarm for the morning. When the alarm sounds you’ll find an envelope by your bedside. You may open the envelope when the alarm sounds and read your instructions for the morning. However, before you begin the instructions contained in the envelope, I want that tutu finished and ready before I get up.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he said, giving nothing away other than a little hint of terror.
 
    
 
   “Off you go then, and I don’t want to hear one single peep from you through the night, so no shenanigans. Understood?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   Little did he know that he had precious few hours to sleep. His alarm was set for 6.15 for a 6.30 start.
 
    
 
   The next morning I arose at 8am and prepared to meet the day with one thought in mind. What did the finished tutu look like? 
 
    
 
   When I descended the last step and turned into the kitchen I had fully expected to see my charge seated at the table, dressed in school uniform and working quietly on the written assignment I had prepared. There was a warning included that if I heard one single peep out of him, before I was ready to rise, then he could look forward to 12 strokes of the cane on his bare bottom applied immediately. Fortunately, I had not heard one peep from him. 
 
    
 
   “Good morning my – what on earth…” my words were cut off mid sentence when I realised he was sitting working on his tutu. It was 9am. I was aghast. “Oh good God. You’re not still going on that tutu are you? You should be well finished that by now and well on the way to finishing your Detention.” I stood with hands on hips towering over my charge, who was sitting in full school uniform beneath folds of pink tulle. In his one remaining tuft of hair was the satin bow. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Miss, I was just about finished it, when just at the last stitch, I lost it, and it all fell apart so I had to start again.” 
 
    
 
   “Well then you’ll just have to keep going until you do. In the meantime, for every 15 minutes from now until you do, we’ll add some balloons. And remember this my precious. You have until 10.50am to finish it. At 10.50 you will be dancing the Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy in that tutu or you will be dancing to 12 strokes of the cane! 
 
    
 
   Needless to say, at 10.50am precisely he finished.
 
                  
 
   But not before many more failures, more balloons added and many more runs through of the Nutcracker Suite, which by now was beginning to have the same effect as a Chinese Water torture on me.
 
    
 
   “So, my Pettified one, are you ready for the last time?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he answered proudly. 
 
    
 
   “Then first of all kindly show me the tutu.”
 
    
 
   He had it on now and held it out at the edges for me to inspect. He curtsied low. What could I say? I was speechless. Literally. He had opted to leave it ankle length, and one single layer, although the one surviving layer was made up of many bits and pieces of discarded tulle, and loosely sewn together. Somehow he had managed to gather the garment somewhat but I despaired of any sharp movement in the thing. It would bring about its demise very quickly, of that I was certain!. 
 
    
 
    
 
   “Halleluiah,” I said wearily, pressing play one more time…     
 
    
 
    [image: ]
 
    
 
                                      The End
 
                                    Thank God![image: ]
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



My Severe Detention Punishment
 
   for Chastity Failure
 
    
 
   By ‘not so Chaste One’
 
    
 
   As a student of Mrs. Birch’s Disciplinary Class and a participant in Her Chastity Lottery Game, my orgasms, or more precisely lack or orgasms were under Her control for a period of 32 days.  
 
    
 
   I started my chastity adventure under Mrs. Birch’s supervision as a one-week ‘game’, but as a result of punishments for breaching Her strict chastity rules and a couple of unlucky envelopes in the lottery my denial had been extended to a point of 32 days with a minimum of 28 more remaining on my sentence…meaning a total of 60 days! 
 
    
 
   It is with great shame and embarrassment that I confess to a complete breakdown in discipline and a moment of blatant disobedience to Mrs. Birch that occurred when I masturbated to an unauthorized orgasm/ejaculation after 32 days.  The unfortunate event occurred in bed after another seemingly successful day spent in obedient denial.  
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch, through Her wonderful generosity had given me permission to sleep without my chastity device due to the discomfort of nocturnal erections.  I use a cb-3000 chastity device for my chastity discipline.  The device is quite comfortable during the day, but at night becomes uncomfortable and sometimes painful when the spontaneous erections occur in my sleep.  On the fateful night in question, I removed my device, cleaned myself and retired for the evening.  As I lay in bed, I found my mind drifting to my current condition of disciplinary chastity and denial, which in turn caused my long-ignored william to spring to life.  In a moment of foolishness and disobedience, I reached down to give my penis a gentle stroke…well…one stroke led to another and within a few moments I experienced an intense, but guilt-ridden ejaculation!  This ‘orgasm’ was not the wonderful experience some might expect after 32 days of denial.  This was an ejaculation that immediately brought about feelings of guilt, remorse and fear of the punishment I might receive for my selfish and juvenile act!  These feelings were more than ample to ruin the effects of the orgasm, making it nothing more than an unauthorized release of ejaculatory fluid!
 
    
 
   Anyone who has dealt with Mrs. Birch or has had the occasion to read Her writings is quite likely aware that She is very intolerant of any act of disobedience however slight.  I had once made the mistake of trying to explain myself and justify an act of disobedience to Mrs. Birch and found my punishment increased (almost doubled) for my efforts!  Apparently an attempt to justify a failure is taken as a lack of remorse for the offense and results in additional correction. Thus, a feeling of unease and foreboding immediately overcame me as I ejaculated…instead of feeling a sense of euphoria and release, I felt extreme guilt and more than a little bit of healthy fear for the punishment that would undoubtedly come down on me for my moment of ‘pleasure’. Knowing that my fate was sealed, I rolled over and had a fitful night’s sleep.  My inability to sleep was due to a combination of guilt and fear of the punishment I would receive when I emailed Mrs. Birch in the morning to confess to my disobedience…not a task I was looking forward to.
 
    
 
   After a long night of tossing and turning, morning finally came. With a feeling of dread and shame, I sat at my computer and composed a letter to Mrs. Birch, confessing my offense.  I did not dare try to explain myself or justify my actions (past experience had taught me well the folly of that)…I simply stated the facts, added an apology for my disobedience, and with a shaking hand pressed ‘send’.  I had committed the crime and made my confession.  Now, all I could do was sit and wait for Her response and the punishment that was sure to follow.
 
    
 
   I remained on the proverbial ‘pins and needles’ for the next few days awaiting Mrs. Birch’s response to my confession.  When it finally did arrive, it was a very short email with this simple message…
 
    
 
   Oh dear...
 
    
 
   I am thoroughly disappointed.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch
 
    
 
   I had no idea how to take this message, but knowing that I had disappointed my Superior brought about increased feelings of remorse and guilt!  She seemed so calm… no tirade about my disobedience, selfishness or stupidity… no punishment proclamation, just a statement that She was disappointed!
 
    
 
   With that I went about my business and normal day to day routine, frequently checking my email to see if Mrs. Birch had written.  Finally after exactly three weeks to the day of my confession, I received the following notice from Mrs. Birch…
 
    
 
   Young man,
 
    
 
   Your selfish behaviour and disobedience to Me is entirely inexcusable!  I have given your actions a considerable amount of thought and believe nothing short of severe punishment is appropriate.  That having been said, You will perform a severe weekend detention this coming weekend.  Your punishment will commence at 7:00 p.m. on Friday evening and will continue until you have completed your assigned punitive tasks on Sunday evening.  During the entire course of the weekend, you will be in punishment status, which means no radio, television, outdoor activity or pleasure/recreation of ANY sort!  
 
    
 
   You will learn fully well the consequences of disobedience!  See my Strict Rules for Detention (attached).  Read them carefully and be prepared to serve your detention as ordered by Friday evening at 7:00 p.m.  I will email the specifics of your punishment 15 minutes prior to the commencement on Friday evening…just in time for you to print it and begin.  I imagine you will come to rue the day you chose to disobey me with such blatant disregard!  I will also send you final instructions in preparation for your punishment on Thursday afternoon.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch
 
    
 
   I promptly and meekly replied to Mrs. Birch’s email; acknowledging my punishment and humbly thanking Her for punishing me as She deemed appropriate.  I then opened the attachment (Strict Rules for Detention) and began to read.  My heart absolutely dropped!  This was a very detailed document describing and prescribing Mrs. Birch’s strict rules that were to be followed to the letter during a self-supervised detention punishment.  These rules were austere in the extreme and made quite clear that a detention punishment ‘Mrs. Birch style’ would be a very trying and wearisome experience.   I would indeed suffer significantly for my disobedience, selfishness and lack of self-control.
 
    
 
   The Strict Rules for Detention document included everything I would need to know in order to carry out my detention to Mrs. Birch’s exacting standards. It prescribed the uniform I would wear; the arrangement of the punishment room; the posture I was to maintain whilst writing; the way the desk was to be arranged; the allocation of breaks (rare and short); even the menu I was to prepare for meals during my punishment!  Absolutely nothing was left to choice or chance…Mrs. Birch would clearly be setting the stage and be in complete control despite the oceans that separate us!  I learned that my punishment would commence on Friday evening and continue until midnight.  It would recommence at 7:00 a.m. on both Saturday and Sunday and continue until midnight Saturday and until at least 10:00 p.m. on Sunday or until the work was completed (whichever was later).  The more I read the more anxious and fearful of this punishment I became.  It was indeed going to be a miserable and onerous weekend…one I would remember for a very long time!  Despite my fear and dread, I knew fully well that the carrying out of this prescribed punishment was not an option…it was a requirement and I also realized that anything less than stellar effort and perfect performance would result in additional (and possibly) more severe disciplinary action.  Today was Tuesday, which gave me 3 days to think about and contemplate my upcoming punishment.
 
    
 
   Wednesday passed without incident, although my thoughts continually drifted to my impending punishment scheduled to begin on Friday; for the first time in ages, I was not looking forward to the weekend!  On late Thursday afternoon, I received the email from Mrs. Birch providing my final instructions to prepare for my punishment the following day.  These instructions detailed the preparation of my uniform; gray trousers, white starched long-sleeve shirt, a blue tie, highly polished black shoes, black calf length socks, white cotton brief style women’s panties, and a white cotton ‘sports bra’.  I was to prepare 3 uniforms (one for each day) and ensure each was impeccably clean and pressed.  The other instructions involved the preparation of my ‘punishment meals’, which would be the only food I would be permitted to consume during my detention weekend.  
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch directed that uniforms and all meals be prepared in advance prior to the start of my detention on Friday evening as there would be no time allotted for such ‘leisurely’ activities once the punishment commenced.  So, Thursday evening found me quite busy preparing my meals for the weekend as well as preparing 3 uniforms and shining my shoes.  Thus, my last evening of leisure was even taken from me as I had to prepare for my punishment the following evening.
 
    
 
   Arriving home from work at around 5:00 p.m. on Friday evening, I realized that I had only two hours until the start of my detention.  I ate a quick, light dinner and then took a shower, shaved and brushed my teeth.  After my shower, I dressed in my uniform as prescribed and made last minute preparations of the punishment room as had been ordered.  Preparations included lowering the blinds on the windows (one being punished is not to enjoy looking around outside), placing a small tray table (my detention desk) and hardwood, straight back chair facing the wall.  I set out a brand new college-ruled lined paper notebook, a ruler, various colored pens and a pencil. I set out an alarm clock with a towel to cover it with.
 
    
 
   At 6:45 p.m. I nervously checked my email.  Just as I was logging in, Mrs. Birch’s email popped up!  It was aptly entitled, ‘Your punishment instructions’.  This was a detailed timeline for my weekend; detailing wake up times (6:00 a.m.), break times (5 minutes after each 3 hours of writing), meal times (20 minutes for breakfast, 25 minutes each for lunch and dinner), and bed time.  It also included an attachment with my writing assignment.  The assignment for the weekend was to copy out Mrs. Birch’s seven rules of chastity 750 times…no doubt a fitting punishment considering the offense that got me into this predicament! 
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch made clear in Her email to me that mistakes in the final submitted assignment would not be tolerated…She expected near flawless work.  This meant that if I made a mistake the page was to be torn from my notebook and deposited in the trash.  Erasures, cross outs, write-overs or the use of Tipex were not permitted.   I would be required to mail my completed assignment to Her, postmarked by 9:00 a.m. on Monday morning.  She ensured me that She would be inspecting it with a very critical eye.  Anything found beyond three minor mistakes in the whole work would result in the entire detention being repeated during a subsequent weekend.  I read these dire warnings with a feeling of depression and dread, however, I didn’t have much time to feel sorry for myself as my punishment began in a mere 15 minutes.  
 
    
 
   At 6:55 p.m. I locked the doors to the house, turned off the ringer on the telephone and went into the punishment/detention room.  I set the alarm for 3 hours (my first break) and sat at my desk at 7:00 p.m. to begin my task.  It didn’t take long for the tedium and monotony to set in. Three hours of continuous, compulsory writing without a break is not a fun activity.  It doesn’t take long for the hand to feel fatigue, the middle finger to begin to feel tender, or the back and bottom to grow achy due to the required posture (feet flat on floor, knees together, back straight).  Despite these discomforts, I was careful not to delve too deeply into self-pity as I knew it would indeed be a very long and punitive weekend-best to save the self-pity for a later stage when it really got bad.  At 10:00 p.m. the alarm rang, startling me (per Mrs. Birch’s instructions the clock is covered with a towel after being set…I am not to know what time it is while I am working).  I was now allowed a five minute break during which I was only permitted a drink of water and use of the rest room.  Returning to my desk three minutes later, I reset the alarm for midnight and continued my task…another two hours of tedium!  Finally, after a total of five hours of writing, the alarm sounded midnight.  I had managed to complete just over 100 sets of lines during this period, leaving 650 or so to go!  I went to bed, tired and depressed, knowing I had nothing but punishment to look forward to all weekend.  I set my alarm for 6:00 a.m. as ordered and fell into a fitful sleep.
 
    
 
   Morning came quickly, announcing itself via the alarm.  I immediately got out of bed and made it.  Moving to the bathroom, I tended to my morning ablutions, showering and shaving, brushing teeth, etc.  I then dressed as required in a clean, starched and pressed disciplinary uniform and prepared my punitive breakfast.  The gruel was prepared thick and lumpy as ordered and was tasteless at best, however disgusting would be a more accurate description.  I chocked this morning ‘meal’ down…mostly happy to have it over with!  Having 20 minutes until the commencement of punishment, I ensured all was prepared for my next writing session and awaited the start time standing in the corner, nose and toes touching the wall, hands on top of head at the position of attention.  I remained in this position until the official start time of 7:00 a.m.
 
    
 
   At 7:00 am I set the alarm for my first break (in 3 hours), sat at the desk and continued writing.  Boredom and tedium set in within minutes and I knew it would indeed be a very long and miserable day.  My buttocks, back, shoulders, neck, arms, hands and fingers all quickly became fatigued and sore.  I would gladly have traded this punishment for the harshest paddling or spanking, but alas, that was NOT an option.  Mrs. Birch had set forth a fitting punishment for the offense, and the punishment would be carried out per Her detailed and exacting instructions!  She had left nothing to chance and had taken great care to ensure I suffered for my disobedience and would learn a lasting lesson!  
 
    
 
   Saturday continued in this manner.  As the hours drew on my suffering increased and my writing seemed to crawl, the 750 sets of lines seeming an impossible goal.  The only breaks from a 17 hour punishment day were the five minutes allotted after each three hours of writing and the 25 minute ‘breaks’ for lunch and dinner (at noon and 7:00 p.m. respectively).  The meals were unpleasant and could hardly be considered a break from punishment; they were in fact an intensification of the punishment.  The dinner meal of cold, boiled, lumpy squash and potatoes was horrible and I gagged several times getting it down, but unfortunately skipping meals was not an option.  The meals were in fact part of the punishment and had to be consumed in their entirety during the allotted time.  This had without doubt been the longest day of my life.  By late evening I was frustrated, bored out of my mind, my entire body ached and I felt very sorry for my self (and for the disobedience that had gotten me into this position).  At one point I started to cry, but realized tears would get me nowhere.  Finally the midnight alarm sounded and I climbed into bed, very sore, achy, tired, and passed out.  
 
    
 
   Awakening to a 6:00 a.m. alarm again on Sunday, I felt immediate misery.   Six hours of sleep was wholly inadequate following a 17-hour day of harsh punishment…it seemed so unfair, I nearly cried at the thought of the day to come!  But feeling sorry for myself would do no good.  I was being punished and punishment was not supposed to be fun.  Moving from my bed, I made it, conducted my morning ablutions, and finished breakfast again with 20 minutes to spare.  I ensured all was ready to for another day of punitive line writing and awaited the start time with my nose in the corner again.  
 
    
 
   Moving to my desk at precisely 7:00 am I recommenced my lines.  I had managed to complete 350 more sets of lines on Saturday leaving me with 300 more to do on Sunday before my punishment was complete.  Sunday was essentially a repeat of Saturday only worse.  The cumulative effect of the soreness and tedium, the nasty meals, and the constant writing made me a very sorry and remorseful miscreant!  I found tears rolling down my face of several occasions and by day’s end I swore I would never again disobey a Superior or masturbate without permission!  Finally, just before midnight I finished my 750th set of lines.  I was too exhausted to be elated…my entire body sore and fatigued.  I had indeed been severely and effectively punished…the lesson very clearly embedded into my mind.  My few moments of illicit pleasure had cost me dearly…the orgasm was clearly not worth the cost.  Mrs. Birch had shown me the error of my ways and the penalty for disobedience.  I fell into an exhausted and dreamless sleep.
 
    
 
   Awakening Monday morning, I packaged my lines into a large envelope and took it to the post office to mail to Mrs. Birch.  I was nervous as I sent it off.  She had advised me that I could expect additional punishment for any noted mistakes and the entire punishment would be repeated if my work did not meet or exceed Her standards!  I had been careful to avoid mistakes and destroyed (and restarted) any pages I made mistakes on during the weekend, so hopefully my work would be up to Her exacting standards.
 
    
 
   Returning home from the post-office I emailed Mrs. Birch, informing Her that my punishment was complete and had been mailed per Her instructions.  I also prudently thanked Her for taking the time to punish me so aptly and thoroughly for my offense.
 
    
 
   I received a reply shortly thereafter.  Mrs. Birch acknowledged the completion of my detention and advised that I was to begin a period of chastity of 60 days commencing immediately.  She advised that if my behavior during this period was beyond reproach that I could humbly request permission to play the chastity lottery game to attempt to earn my relief.  She reasoned that 60 days was a fair starting point because that was the duration my original chastity assignment would have lasted if I had continued as ordered.  She also reminded me that the consequences for failure would be severe in the extreme.  Following the previous weekend, I had no doubt of that and was quite sure I would not fail the Good Lady again!
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   
  
 



The Birthday Present
 
   This essay was sent in by a very rebellious male Masturbator, 
after enjoying one of My Email Detentions.
 
   Being a true account for Mrs Birch of the cock torture suffered by ‘Masturbator Ian’ at the hands of his cruel Mistress 
 
    
 
   i had lost all track of time as i vainly tried to ease my aching joints, restrained immovably and painfully by the broad leather straps. Twenty seven straps!... i had counted them as She roughly tightened each one until She heard my involuntary groan of protest, muffled by the rubber ball-gag... so large it had almost dislocated my jaw when She forced it between my teeth. 
 
    
 
   She had implanted the monstrous butt-plug soon after i reported to Her and had been ordered to strip. 
 
    
 
   "Bend over!" 
 
    
 
   i obeyed and once over the padded hurdle felt Her warm spit land between the cheeks of my backside and then onto the tapered tip of the plug. i felt the warm spittle trickle down the crack then felt her plunge the hard rubber plug into my cringing sphincter. She laughed as my screams echoed round the lofty room and reaching for Her wooden paddle delivered six heavy strokes to my pale backside. 
 
    
 
   "Let's try again shall we?" She enquired as She watched the crimson bloom from my outraged buttocks. 
 
    
 
   This time the plug slid home, firmly trapped, as my stretched muscle closed gratefully behind the enormous bulge, and my screams subsided. 
 
    
 
   "Back against the board!" i obeyed, and opened my mouth to accept with difficulty the huge ball gag She pressed to my lips. With head harness firmly linked to the restraining chains to hold my head in a suitably strained and unnatural posture, She buckled up the twenty-seven straps and pumped up the rubber blindfold, leaving me totally unable to move, protest or see what might be in store for me. 
 
    
 
   "You've been a bad, bad boy!" She intoned quietly, "In future you will not masturbate without My permission. I own you and your pathetic cock, and this afternoon you will be punished until I am certain that you will never disobey Me again! You will be taught the meaning of obedience and self-control, and I shall see that you suffer! There will be no relief today and if you dare to ejaculate, then I shall cane you so long and hard that the stripes will be with you for the next four weeks…minimum!" 
 
    
 
   i felt my limp penis begin to harden, Her threats always had that effect, desperately i tried to resist the arousal but my cock was already thick and throbbing after five days of total abstinence and cruel restraint. i heard Her high heels click across the parquet floor and the sound of a drawer being opened, She returned and stood at my side, i could smell Her subtle fragrance. 
 
    
 
   'That erection is unauthorised and will be subdued!" She announced as the first stinging blow from the penis whip exploded onto my genitals. my screams, muffled by the ball-gag went unheeded as she whipped my cock until it cringed and surrendered to the cruel and prolonged assault. 
 
    
 
   The room fell silent again. 
 
    
 
   "Now for your favourite Ian… you know what I'm holding don't you boy?" 
 
    
 
   No reply was either possible or necessary as She slipped the leather sheath over my limp penis and began to lace it up. The cold metal pins began to bite painfully into the punished flesh but even as Her cool, slim fingers dexterously clipped the back strap in place i felt my cock twitch and respond. 
 
    
 
   Heels clattered across the room and paused... but where?.... and to collect what? I shivered as i heard Her turn and walk towards me. 
 
    
 
   Snap! An unmistakable sound... the cuff of a rubber surgical glove against Her slender wrist. The barely audible rustle of another glove being smoothed onto Her other hand...Snap! 
 
    
 
   Suddenly cool, rubber fingers began to stroke the exposed tip of my penis...slowly and insistently...
 
    
 
   i tried to arch my back to push the glowing tip more firmly against the feather light fingers but was unable to move, held tight by those terrible straps. The leather creaked but refused to give, the chrome buckle rollers rattled gently. 
 
    
 
   "You're dripping Ian... you know what that means don't you?" She whispered, as She coated my nostrils with the sticky precum. " I wonder," She mused, 'should it be antiseptic cream or would you prefer surgical spirit?" 
 
    
 
   The sound of a plastic box being opened... i shuddered as i felt Her hand grip the cock sheath and the soft touch of cotton wool against the opening of my penis. my body tensed as i waited for the burning sensation of spirit on the sensitive urethra, but She had been kind.... just the pain of insertion and the relief as the cold cream soothed the Q-tip's journey. 
 
    
 
   “There!… nicely plugged… no drips now… such a messy little boy!… I've got something new to put up there… but you're not going to like it I'm afraid." 
 
    
 
   i screamed into the gag as She inserted another object of similar thickness and length. She left my side and i heard Her insert a plug into the wall socket. 

 
 
   "My new toy !" She gleefully announced and a searing pain shot through my penis. 
 
    
 
   "Oh dear! Perhaps I forgot to select minimum! Poor boy. I'm afraid I haven't got the hang of it yet... just be patient while I fit the other clips." Her finger tips pinched a fold of skin just behind the head of my penis and stretched it to fit the clip, i winced and she 'tutted’. "If you think that's painful just wait till I fit them on your balls!" 
 
    
 
   The rasp of surgical tape drawn from its spool. She grabbed my balls, stretched them down, and began to wind the tape around the scrotal sac from the top of my balls to my crutch. i could visualise how tightly the skin would be stretched around my balls, there was the rattle of metal and more pain as the tweezers gripped and twisted the skin around my left testicle, more pain as the teeth on the clip gripped tight, more pain as the right testicle received the same treatment. She paused and i heard Her chair scrape on the floor as She drew it up more closely to Her helpless, writhing plaything. For the next ten minutes my body danced involuntarily to her tune as the electric shocks increased in frequency and intensity, spasms caused me to rise on tiptoe as each shock passed through the sensitive tissue of cock and balls, had i not been strapped to the board i would have crumpled in a heap to the floor so intense was its effect. 
 
    
 
   "Highly amusing!" She commented, "A very pretty spectacle! It would appear to be most stimulating for you Ian, and that's what you enjoy isn't it? You spend far too much time stimulating that cock of yours don't you... now it's my turn to stimulate!”
 
    
 
   i screamed into the gag as She tugged on the cables, ripping off the clips and yanked the electrode from my cock. Exhausted, my body sagged against the creaking straps as i tried to come to terms with the pain that still invaded my lifeless body. 
 
    
 
   "That was fun wasn't it Ian?…aren't you lucky!...something new every time!" my body jumped into life as She ripped the tape from around my balls.... "I'll be back soon.... when I've thought of some other torment to inflict on that disobedient cock of yours!" 
 
    
 
   Her footsteps echoed down the corridor and tears welled up in my eyes as the pain flooded over me again... "What am i doing here?" i asked myself "why do i let her treat me so cruelly?" i knew the answer, but it was cold comfort at the moment. i hung from my bonds, disorientated and confused, i have no idea how long She was gone but i prayed that She would return soon.
 
    
 
   The scratch of a match as it was struck... the fizz as it ignited... the smell of scented candles.... She had returned and i lived again. Her hands brushed my groin as She removed the penis sheath, the chair scraped as She sat down. A loud swish and Her horsehair whip caressed my genitals. She continued to whip as She withdrew the Q-tip from my cock, and my genitals began to glow as the whip soothed and roused the tortured flesh. She stopped and began to bind a length of soft rope around the base of my cock and underneath to divide my balls and thrust them forward and up. my cock began to swell and She wrapped another loop of rope around its base and pulling tight fastened the remainder of the rope around my waist. Something cold, smooth and metallic was pressed against my swollen erection as She traced its shape along my quivering cock.
 
    
 
   "Know what this is Ian?" i felt Her breath on my cheek as She whispered Her question... i knew all right… a tube… but was it white or blue?... i prayed it would be blue! 
 
    
 
   The 'snap’ of rubber gloves again and the anticipation became unbearable. How could i possibly endure the application of 'Ralgex’ or ‘Wankers Warning’ as She preferred to call it, on my tortured genitals? A shiver went down my spine.... Please God let it be blue! 
 
    
 
   A cool gel was stroked into my balls, but still, it was too early to know what had been applied. my stomach knotted and i breathed more heavily as i waited for the dreaded deep seated burning that would confirm her cruelty. i heard Her gentle laughter as She watched me squirm. Nothing happened! Only the stimulation of Her cool, slick fingers stroking my throbbing shaft. my body melted and i abandoned myself to Her teasing fingers and entered a world of pure pleasure.
 
    
 
   "Control yourself Ian!" She warned, "remember the cane!" 
 
    
 
   A period of calm.... the gentle 'squishing" of the K-Y between rubber and hot, taught, quivering flesh. Suddenly Her taunting, slippery hands were gone. The high heels clicking as She crossed the room again. 
 
    
 
   ‘Click-Clack.’ She returned and i smelt the strong perfume of a candle and felt a glow in my balls as She held its flame beneath them. 
 
    
 
   "How nice your balls look Ian.... like two plump purple plums. Do you know what happens to plums Ian?" She paused and held the candle closer. i squealed as the heat intensified. “They get stewed! Or should I say flambéed?" She giggled. "Yes Ian, ripe enough to eat! That would solve a lot of problems wouldn't it?"
 
    
 
   The suggestion was absurd, but in my present mental frame of mind it was enough to make me wish i was elsewhere! She was capable of anything! I squealed again as the hot wax dripped and spattered with excruciating pain on my cock and balls as She coated the exposed flesh with the stinging wax. I heard the ‘clank’ of a ratchet being released and i was upended as the board rotated to give Her access to fresh, untreated areas. I howled into the gag as the wax dripped into the cleft of my bottom and onto the sensitive anal ring. 
 
    
 
   "What a mess! Better get that nasty wax off you while we can." 
 
    
 
   More pain as the stiff bristled nailbrush got to work top and bottom, when would my ordeal end? A rattle as She rummaged through a box.... "Lets make you more presentable!" She said as the first of twenty clothes pegs were attached to the most sensitive areas of my body, Her calm voice counting each one as it was applied. 
 
   The 'swish’ of the horsehair whip again and the rattle of the pegs as She set them in motion and pain overwhelmed me once more. The 'slap’ of Her riding whip with its flat leather tab, the clatter of the pegs as they fell to the floor under the blows from Her whip, the creak of straining leather straps, the ‘chinking’ of the gleaming buckles... a symphony of pain! 
 
    
 
   Finally i was released. “Take a shower Ian, be quick about it!"
 
    
 
   i returned to her aptly named ‘Room for Improvement’ intimidatingly announced on an engraved brass plate fixed to the outside of the door. She held a gift-wrapped box."Your Birthday present Ian, a new pair of panties, but I want to surprise you. Put the blindfold on.”
 
    
 
   I felt pleased with myself as i fitted the rubber blindfold. i had managed to control myself and avoid the dreaded cane. Soon i would be home ready to satisfy the frustrated desire of my throbbing cock. I complied and She guided me into position, my back to Her seated figure. 
 
    
 
   "Left leg raise." i felt the cool touch of smooth rubber against my leg as She drew the panties on one leg. 
 
    
 
   "Right leg raise.... and step in!” 
 
    
 
   Something long and hard slid between my buttock cheeks and slid easily past the stretched muscle, occupying the butt-plug's former home. She turned me round and worked my erect penis into a tight rubber opening, the thick rubber swallowed and gripped my aching cock, finally, She smoothed the garment and slapped me on the tightly confined cheeks of my bottom. i removed the blindfold and stood before the mirror inspecting the finished result. 
 
    
 
   "Very nice," she purred inspecting the bright red pants. She stroked the long hard sheath. i felt nothing and She grinned at my lack of reaction. 
 
    
 
   "Chastity Pants!" She crowed. “They will keep you cocky but you won't be able to masturbate, the rubber is much too thick to feel any external stimulation, just what you needed! You always said you would like Me to control you at all times, well now I will! In future I will tell you when to wear them and for how long and you will obey. Now get in the cage and contemplate your future life of abstinence."
 
    
 
   There was only one position in which you could occupy her clever little cage, seated, head bent over between your knees eyes forced to gaze at the cause of all your agony, and hands that might be tempted to stray cuffed firmly behind your back.
 
    
 
   Two hours later She returned carrying Her long cane and released me. Aghast, i looked questioningly at her. 
 
    
 
   "Get your knickers off. Time for your Birthday bumps!" She explained airily, swishing the cane eager to use Her favourite 'toy’.
 
    
 
   i struggled out of the tight rubber pants and stood before her.
 
    
 
   "My, My. What a big boy you are!" She remarked eyeing the swollen, scarlet shaft with its gleaming purple tip, it quivered in frustration and fear of the supple cane She bent between her hands.
 
    
 
   "How old are you Ian?" 
 
    
 
   “Twenty five!" i replied with a laugh. 
 
    
 
   "Oh! I see. Twenty five is it?" She replied face straight, not remotely amused. "Well I know you are lying so let's take a guess while you get yourself on top of the whipping bench. Open your mouth and hold that in your teeth." 
 
    
 
   my teeth gripped the cold, hard cane. She began to strap me down. 
 
    
 
   "Let's guess seventy five shall we?" She announced, "And your twenty five on top makes a nice round number!" 
 
    
 
   She took the cane from my mouth and laid it gently across the crown of each cheek, 'smack’, 'smack’ Hand on hip She parted Her feet and slowly drew the cane back and up as if She was swinging a golf club. She stopped at the top of Her swing and I saw the tip quiver as She kept me waiting, not wishing to cane a tensed bottom.... waiting for the muscles to relax and to catch me off guard. 
 
    
 
   "100 strokes!" 
 
    
 
   "Ready? Then let's begin!”
 
    
 
    
 
   Dear Mrs Birch, 
 
   i hope that this assignment meets with Your approval. You did not stipulate in what form the "FULL DETAILS" should be or in what style so i have compiled all the cock tortures i have actually experienced into one story, hoping that it will be more entertaining for You to read and will paint a more vivid picture of the exquisite pain that can be inflicted on an unsuspecting and deserving Masturbator like me! Naturally i shall expect further punishment if i have failed to interpret Your instructions correctly. May i say what a pleasure it is to be your naughty pupil. i find your instructions both intimidating and stimulating and i apologise for the two ‘lapses’ in self-control. Latterly i have been surprised to find that abstinence is becoming much easier now. i had always imagined it would become painful and impossibly frustrating but i am determined to please You and follow your orders.... if only i could stop stroking my demanding cock! I am sure Your disciplinary measures are clearly having some effect but i dearly wish i could receive that 'thrashing" you mentioned at first hand.... tell me more! 
 
    
 
   Best Wishes 
 
    
 
   Your incorrigible pupil 
 
    
 
   ‘Masturbator Ian’
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Vegetable Patch
 
 
   Chapter 4
 
 
   By Steve Smith
 
   The Cleaning Lady
 
    
 
   Mrs Riley had asked Steve to call into her place on his way home from school one hot summer’s afternoon.  He would have preferred going straight home but he knew better than to argue with her.
 
    
 
   Upon Steve’s arrival around 4pm he found Mrs Riley sitting on her front veranda. She instructed him to go down the side and weed her garden and she would give him some lemonade when he finished.  
 
    
 
   Slowly Steve walked over to the patch of entangled weeds and started his chore.  He wasn’t happy as it was hot and there was little shade or breeze.  He certainly wasn’t going to refuse.  He knew all to well what the ramifications would have been – a spanking or worse and he would still have to do the chore.  
 
    
 
   Within five minutes Steve heard the screen door to the house open and close.  He glanced around to see a lady about Mrs Riley’s age and build take a seat on the veranda next to Mrs Riley.  She glanced over at him and smiled.  Turning to Mrs Riley she said, “Is that Stevie?”  Mrs Riley said, “Yes Winifred he is a handy lad to have.  If you have any chores for him he will be most willing to do them for you.  Stevie you would like to help Mrs Kane?”  Steve stood up and said, “Yes Mrs Riley.”
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane said, “Mmmm such a well behaved boy!”  Mrs Riley said, “Well he hasn’t always been that way it’s taken several trips over my knee to achieve what you see today and I dare say there will be more.   Stevie those weeds will not pull themselves out!”  Steve got back to work.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane said, “Yes young folk these days are very ill disciplined.  I must tell you what happened to me yesterday.  I went over to Mrs Brown’s place; she is the lady I clean for each week.  Well yesterday she came up with some excuse about her son being unable to go to school and would I mind keeping an eye on him while I cleaned the house.  I wasn’t too pleased I could tell you I have better things to do than mind her boy but I agreed none the less.”
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane continued, “Well the day went well I finished cleaning the house around 2 and thought I would have a cup of tea when I heard a loud smash in the kitchen.  I went to investigate and there was the lad standing on the kitchen bench.  There was broken glass on the floor and the remnants of some cookies scattered about.  If it had not been for the glass I would have grabbed him then but he run off along the bench and into another part of the house.  I knew he couldn’t get far so I started to clean up the mess before dealing with him.  I got out a dustpan and brush from the pantry and bent over to start to sweep the floor.  I couldn’t believe it!  A hand smacked me several times on my bottom; I turned around and saw the boy giggling! I moved towards him and he took off again still giggling.”
 
    
 
   Steve saw the image of how big and round Mrs Kane’s bottom must of looked to the boy and he stifled a laugh and continued to weed.  Mrs Riley said, “Such a naughty boy!”
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane said, “Yes I couldn’t believe his audacity.  It seemed he wanted me to chase him!  I finished cleaning the kitchen and walked after him.  I was resolute as to how I intended to deal with this rascal.”
 
    
 
   Steve glanced around and looked at Mrs Kane.  She was bigger around the hips than Mrs Riley and he could see how thick her legs were as she sat on the cane chair.  He thought how nice it would be to go over such a well-padded lap.  He started to dream that it was he who she was after rather than the other boy.  As she related the story to Mrs Riley Steve daydream came to life in his mind.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane said, “I forcibly pushed open the door to the bedroom and entered…” Steve imagined how she would have been breathing heavily and how her cheeks would be flushed from checking each room in turn for the boy.  He heard her say, “Where is that naughty boy?  When I find him I’ll make him truly sorry for causing me so much trouble!”   
 
    
 
   Steve crept closely to the side of the veranda and listened more intently to Mrs Kane’s voice as he closed his eyes.  He had become fully immersed in the story making believe he was the boy who was holding his breath as he laid beneath the bed watching the slippered feet of Mrs Kane walk about the room.  He had previously listened as she strode up the hallway looking into each of the rooms.  She had been calling out to him as she went, “You better show yourself you rascal it will only get worst for you if you don’t I warn you!”
 
    
 
   Steve as the boy thought if he stayed where he was he surely would be discovered.  He started to think maybe it hadn’t been such a good idea after all.  When he played with his Mother and he hit her on the bottom she chased him and when she caught him she would tickle him but this big lady doesn’t look like she wanted to tickle him he thought.
 
    
 
   Maybe if I ran the boy thought I could get through the door and out into the yard before she had a chance to grab me.  Steve was now lost to Mrs Kane’s voice.  He as the boy buried his face into his arm to suppress a sob.  He was about to make a move when he felt a hand grip his ankle.  Too late, Mrs Kane had him and was dragging him out from his hiding spot under the bed.  When fully out she looked down to see the boy wriggling at her feet.  She smiled at his vain efforts – he wasn’t going anywhere now!  
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane bent forward and hoisted the struggling boy off the ground. “Now I’ve got you my lad!  I’m going to tan your bottom, fancy making a mess in my nice clean kitchen and then smacking me.  I don’t care if it gets me the sack I’ll not put up with the likes of your misbehave!”
 
    
 
   The boy started to howl as Mrs Kane sat down on the single bed.  He was scared what harm was this big lady intending to inflict upon him.  Steve really thought it was him who was about to go over her lap, his palms were sweating and his throat dry.  He knew how the boy must of felt being momentarily suspended in mid air before being deposited across her ample lap.  Before he had a chance to squirm away she pinned him in place by putting her meaty forearm across his back.  He was positioned so his face and shoulders were under her arm sandwiching him between her arm and her generous lap.  She said, “I warned you this morning when you were left with me that I would not stand for any nonsense from you, didn’t I?”  The boy didn’t reply just continued to wriggle whilst sobbing.  His eyes were filling up with tears.  She continued, “It was as if you wanted me to punish you, fancy getting up on the bench to get those cookies and then dropping the jar!  The mess you made!  But then when I was bending over to clean it up coming up behind me and spanking me then running off!  What were you thinking of?  Well speak up?”  Still the boy said nothing.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane leant forward over the prone form of the boy who was imprisoned across her lap to remove one of her floral slippers. “I’m going to smack your bottom till you can’t sit down! I’ll teach you not to be naughty!”  The boy smelt her subtle perfume as she roughly pulled down his boxer shorts until they gathered around his knees. “You will not be needing these for a while my lad!” she said smiling to herself.
 
    
 
   Steve thought how he would have tried to cover his bottom if he had been the boy. “Move your hand away immediately you naughty boy!”  She easily grabbed his hand and bent it part way up his back and pinned it under her forearm.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane took a firm hold of the boy’s cotton underpants with her securing hand and pulled them tightly up between the crack of his bottom to expose his white cheeks.  She raised her right hand while raising her right knee bringing his bottom up making it an easier target.  Her hand remained stationary momentarily then WHACK!
 
    
 
   The impact of Mrs Kane’s slipper resulted in the boy howling louder.  Unperturbed she continued on, ignoring his attempts to gain freedom by kicking his legs and squirming his body from side to side.  She could see the reflection of the boy’s face turn even redder from his efforts in the mirrored door of the wardrobe.  His screams of protest were louder than she was used to when disciplining children.  Obviously he was not used to such treatment.  She said, “Howl all you like boy, it won’t stop me from tanning you!”   She looked at the result of her work the boy’s bottom was now as red as his face.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane continued to apply her slipper with renewed vigour.  The boy howled and howled.  Between the sobs he said, “I’m sorry, I’ll never do it again, pleeeease no more, pleeeease.”  
 
    
 
   “Stop whining, you have yourself to blame and I haven’t finished with you yet!” barked Mrs Kane.
 
    
 
   After administering a quick fire thirty strokes of her slipper Mrs Kane rubbed her hand over the boy’s bottom as he lay crying and squirming for all he was worth.  His face was now buried into the bed.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane picked the boy up off her lap after several minutes and took him sharply by the earlobe and led him out to the kitchen.  She had her slipper in her free hand.  She said, “Now I’ve dealt with you for hitting me.  Now we have the matter of the mess.  What do you have to say about it?”  The boy stammered almost inaudibly, “I’m sorry!”  
 
    
 
   “You’ll be more than sorry when I’m finished with you!”
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane strode over to the dining room table with the boy in tow.  She pulled out one of the dining room chairs and placed her large stocking clad foot on the chair’s rung.  She quickly changed her grip of the boy from his wrist to his waist and easily picked him up and deposited him across her raised thigh so his head was on one side and his feet the other.  She had the slipper in her free hand and she applied it liberally to the boy’s reddened bottom with an instant result.  
 
    
 
   The boy’s screams were so loud Mrs Kane was sure the neighbours would come over to see what was happening.  After delivering a further twenty solid whacks with the dreaded slipper she marched the boy to his room and left him alone to sob.
 
    
 
   As Steve sat in the shade of the house he felt a presence.  Opening his eyes he saw the faces of Mrs Riley and Mrs Kane looking down at him.  Both were decidedly unhappy.  Mrs Riley said, “What do you think you are doing Stevie?”  
 
    
 
   “Just taking a break Aunty,” Steve stammered.
 
    
 
   Mrs Riley said, “Hmm I should show Mrs Kane how I deal with you for your misbehaviour. I had not given you permission to stop!  Hmm perhaps Mrs Kane should deal with you!”    
 
    
 
   Steve remained at the feet of both ladies.  He looked nervously up into their angry faces.  Mrs Kane reached down and took a firm hold of Steve’s earlobe and raised him from the ground.  She marched him back onto the veranda and sat back down on the cane chair.  Mrs Riley said, “Winifred would you like to borrow my strap?”  “I don’t think that will be necessary,” said Mrs Kane with a smile.  “I have a nice wooden handled hairbrush in my bag.  Stevie reach into my bag there and fetch the brush out for me.”
 
    
 
   Steve did as he was told. “It’s too hot for you to go over my knee.  Kneel down on all fours here in front of me.”  Again Steve did as he was told.  He had resigned himself to his fate.
 
    
 
   Mrs Kane commenced to use the back of her hairbrush across the stretched fabric of Steve’s shorts.  Her quick application of the wood caused a burning sensation.  It intensified and he started to wriggle and creep forward.  She stopped and in a commanding voice said, “Stop moving boy or I’ll put you between my legs.”  He continued to twist and turn and howl with each fresh blow.  She stopped again and said, “Crawl under the chair between my legs!”
 
    
 
   Steve moved into the new position and felt her stocking clad ankles squeeze against his waist pinning him in place.  Mrs Kane continued to apply the hairbrush this time from about so it landed length ways down the buttock rather than across the cheek.  He couldn’t stand it anymore and the tears flowed freely as he cried out in pain.  Her beating continued to be administered over his shorts but it still hurt none the less.
 
    
 
   Almost as abruptly as it had started Mrs Kane ceased smacking Steve.  She said, “Stand up and return to your chores boy.”  He was about to turn to go back down the side when Mrs Riley said, “Stevie come here to me!”  He did as directed and as he wiped his eyes he saw she had the strap in her hand.  She said, “I’m very disappointed in you.  Bend over and grab your ankles!”  He did what she had commanded.  The next thing he felt was the dreaded strap across he bottom!  Whack!  Whack!  Whack!
 
    
 
   Steve was allowed to return to his chore after receiving six strong blows of the strap.  His bottom was on fire and felt quite swollen.  He had experienced the strap from Mrs Riley finally.       
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Losing It 

(Source unknown)

A very interesting article that briefly explores the psychology of adult disciplinary spanking.
 
    
 
   Every now and again, an enthusiast comes out of the closet with a unique desire: to abrogate all control over the spanking they want to receive. Invariably, such an enthusiast seeks these kinds of spankings as a true disciplinary experience. The goal sought is a terrible sting that forces one's emotions out into the open. A well-given disciplinary spanking can often accomplish this. 
 
    
 
   If the desired goal is to receive a stinging bruiseless spanking and to produce a complete loss of emotions as befitting total submission, a particular spanking formula is needed. The intensity of sensation must be both physical and psychological. It has long been known in the areas of psychology that a tolerance for pain is greatly diminished under a psychological assault that invokes intense feelings of emotion and shame. 
 
    
 
   This premise is valid in adult spanking relationships insofar as the disciplinary session is realistic and genuine. Intense shame can be generated through ritual preparation of the culprit and thorough cutting scoldings. Spanking enthusiasts often shed their modesty during the pursuit of their interests. But, a culprit who has actually earned a disciplinary spanking for whatever and knows she deserves a good spanking, will generally develop those long-lost feelings of modesty. 
 
    
 
   The basic preparation ritual, which involves the baring of the target area with the culprit completely aware of what will follow, can create intense embarrassment. In fact, the longer the exposure, the greater the feelings of apprehension and embarrassment. A naughty male or female standing there with the area between waist and knees completely bare will be on the verge of losing all composure. 
 
    
 
   Now, the scolding -- psychological warfare. Some years ago, an interesting psychological theory came about describing the three ego states of the human psyche: adult, parent, and child. The adult ego state represents maturity, logical reasoning, self-discipline. The parent ego state represents authority, nurturing, and application of discipline. The child ego state represents unrestrained and undisciplined behavior, creativity, and basic immaturity and the desire for fun. Effectively, the adult is contacted for sensual spanking but it is the child ego state that is addressed in an adult disciplinary spanking relationship. The scolding must be aimed at the child ego state to be the most effective. The culprit standing bared and prepared for the chastisement to follow needs to have his or her fate firmly etched into his or her psyche. 
 
    
 
   This is accomplished by a sound no-nonsense scolding. Ideally, there should not be a trace of anger. The scolding should be cutting -- attacking the behavior sarcastically; there should be evident humor in the spanker's delivery; and the form of the scolding should address the child ego state of the culprit. If you digress from this focused direction, the effect is lost when the adult ego state takes over. Concentration must be in focusing on the child ego state whereby to unlock the emotions of shame and embarrassment. A person properly prepared which demonstrates absolutely no regard for the person's modesty accompanied by a sound scolding will often leave the culprit on the verge of emotional release. Eye contact is rarely obtained; evidence of blushing and apprehension is demonstrated; acute mental discomfort over what is about to happen is apparent. 
 
   Ideally, a spanking should be over the knee -- this is the most juvenile and degrading of all positions because the culprit is the most helpless. Requiring the culprit to bend over a chair or table or lie on a bed gives some control back to the culprit, returning some control to the adult ego state. The traditional OTK position is somewhat intimate and demonstrates the total control of the spanker over the spankee. Just as steel is hammered repeatedly to bring out the perfect alloy, so must a spanking itself be thorough to bring emotions to the surface. Some spankers, in giving disciplinary spankings, spank a little, stop, spank a little, and so on. They operate under the idea that they must give the spankee a respite. 
 
    
 
   For playful and sensual spankings, this theory is sound. But, when giving a disciplinary spanking, respites simply enable the spankee to reinforce his or her willpower and emotions. In fact, each subsequent 'rest period' enables the spankee to tolerate the spanking and build up a mental barrier against it. That's why, in many cases, disciplinary spankings go on and on and on because each respite gives the spankee the opportunity to forestall emotional release. The object, therefore, is to spank continuously without giving a respite. 
 
    
 
   The spanking must progress at a moderate pace, say around 40 smacks a minute. These are sharp slaps but not delivered with a heavy hand. Paced and moderate, each new slap prevents the spankee from fortifying himself or herself against subsequent spanks. Moreover, they permit the stinging sensation to grow and grow without relief to beyond the level of tolerance. As the spanking continues without pause, the culprit is losing the war on two fronts: physical and mental. The physical effect of overwhelming stinging negates the conscious resistance to emotional release. Outraged personal modesty and deep feelings of shame coupled with growing stinging in the hindquarters actually blocks conscious thought thereby reducing the culprit to basic emotions. Tears and crying soon follow and, shortly afterwards, demonstrations of sincere contrition. 
 
    
 
   A spanking should not end immediately upon the release of emotions through crying nor at the first sign of contrition. It should continue, not so much as to punish, but to keep the skin hot and tingling to as to urge on the production of more tears and crying. Ideally, crying should continue for at least 10 minutes from its start. 
 
    
 
   Some discipline devotees are evenly split on what the aftermath of a disciplinary spanking should be. Some suggest that total forgiveness is in order. Others maintain that some shame should be encouraged afterwards prior to forgiveness. The latter premise supports the view that the culprit should be subjected to non-physical punishment; i.e., standing in the corner, being watched as they jump around trying to soothe their burning bottom while trying to regain their composure, subjected to final cutting remarks, before forgiveness and nurturing takes place. But, this depends on the relationship of the two to decide what is more effective and desired between the participants. 
 
    
 
   After the punishment is completely over, no reference should be made of it again except when another disciplinary session is required to a repeated offence. However, the culprit will remain subdued as the memory of the experience remains etched in his or her mind regarding the penalty for inappropriate behavior, which results in forcing the culprit to submit totally to the will of the disciplinarian. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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