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SCHOOLGIRL PUNISHMENTS 

The room was large and overlooked the playing fields. I could see my fellow sixth former girl friends strolling in the warm lunchtime sunshine as I awaited my fate. 

‘My  fate!’  That  was  what  the  teacher  had  said  when  I’d  been  caught  smoking.  It  was stupid, against all the college rules and I’d even been stupid enough to deny it was me, though my breath still stank of the stale smoke and the butt was under my black school shoe when I was frogmarched out of the toilet block to the head’s office. Which was the room where I was watching my friends from. 

Before I continue, let me introduce myself properly. I am Gemma Cartwright, 18 years old and, as  you’ll soon see, I’m often in trouble. I am five ten in height, medium build with 36D breasts. Other stuff you probably want to know right now is I have brown hair that comes down to my shoulders and I have steel blue eyes. I also have a pert bottom, so my boyfriend tells  me.  I’m  not  a  virgin,  I’m  not  a  prude  and  I  like  sex,  lots  of  it,  but  don’t  tell  the  man watching me from across the desk know that. He’s called Mr Thomas, and he’s the head master of St. Mary’s College for Young Ladies – or, as most of us in the sixth form call it – St. Mary’s Slut Training College. 

“Miss Cartwright, you know smoking is against the rules, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, feeling really stupid. 

“You know the punishment for breaking the serious rules of this establishment?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I said, knowing that the last girl who’d broken a similar rule had ended up not being able to sit down for three days. 

“Well, girl, do you have anything to say for yourself?” 

“No Sir, other than it won’t happen again.” 

“Oh, it won’t happen again, not unless you are the most incredibly stupid person ever to have had the misfortune of being born.” 

“I’m not, Sir,” I said, my voice trembling with apprehension. 

“No, Miss Cartwright, I don’t think you are, but your propensity for breaking rules leaves a lot to be desired.” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  I  said,  knowing  Mr  Thomas  was  now  gearing  himself  up  for  the pronouncement of my punishment.  

“Well, Miss Cartwright,” he said, standing from behind his great oak desk, “the question is what we do about your punishment.”  

The question, I knew, was rhetorical, so I stayed silent, still looking in his direction but with my sight focused out of the window behind his desk, watching my friends as they strolled round the playing field enjoying the rest of the lunch break. 

Mr Thomas came from behind his desk and walked over to his row of bookshelves as if seeking inspiration from great tome he had once read. 

“You know the proscribed punishment for smoking?” He said after a minute. 

“Yes, Sir, I know what the rules state.” 

“Good, then you will come over to this wall and face it,” he said sternly and I knew my punishment was about to start. 

I walked the four steps over to the wall at the far end of his study from the door and took up my position a foot from the bare wall. 

“Hands on your head and don’t move,” he said severely. In seconds, my hands were on my head. Then I felt my blue-checked pleated skirt lifted from the hem upwards until the back of the skirt  was high  above my waist. There  I  felt the two  clothespins being  fastened so the hem was fixed to my blue cardigan round about the height of my full 36D breasts. I realised my backside, still clothed in  white regulation  knickers, was  exposed but  there was nothing  I could do about that. 

Then, embarrassment and humiliation set in as I waited a full five minutes while I knew Mr Thomas was ogling my pert bottom. After a few minutes my hands started to ache on top of my head as the blood drained from them. 

“Right,  Miss  Cartwright,  you  are  going  to  receive  twelve  strokes  of  the  cane  on  your backside. The first six will be delivered with your bottom covered and the remaining six with it uncovered. 

“Yes, Sir,” I said, knowing I would not be able to sit down for days.  

“In that case, take two paces back from the wall, bend over and grab your ankles, young lady,” he said.  

I  shuffled  back  and  heard  the  swish  of  what  I  guessed  was  the  cane  as  he  took  some practice strokes through the air. Nervously, and almost wetting myself, I bent over and grasped my ankles. 

“You will not move until your punishment is finished. After each stroke, you may gasp but not shout, scream or utter any profanities. If you do then the stroke will not count. After each stroke, you will count it out for me and then ask for another one. Do you understand, Miss Cartwright?” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  I  muttered,  trying  to  focus  on  everything  the  monster  had  just  said  to  me, afraid I might forget something and thus exacerbate my punishment. 

“Then we will begin.” 

With that, I felt something thin caress  a line right  across the middle of my buttocks.  It tapped me lightly four or five times and then with a loud swishing sound it whipped through the air and the first stroke nearly made me fall headlong into the wall.  

“Jeeeez,”  I  gasped  involuntarily.  I  really  had  to  struggle  to  avoid  whipping  my  hands round  to  protect  my  poor,  badly  stinging  bottom.  “One,  thank  you  sir.  Please  can  I  have another?” I uttered, though another stroke was the last thing I wanted right then. 

Sure  enough,  the  cane  tapped  my  bottom  again,  right  over  the  area  that  had  just  been caned. The second stroke was not long in coming and this one landed with equal venom just above  the  first  stroke.  I  almost  cried  out  again  but  managed  to  control  myself,  thanked  the monster  for  the  stroke  and  asked  for  another.  I  looked  down  at  my  hands  and  noticed  the knuckles were white, so hard was I grasping my ankles in my efforts to remain in place. 

Stroke number three caused me to loosen my grip for a moment and I lifted my right leg into the air as if doing that would ease the pain. This time I cried out a long, loud “arrrrgghhh” as  the  pain  from  the  fresh  stroke  combined  with  that  already  raging  through  my  bottom, making things unbearable back there.  

Sensibly I quickly regained my position and counted off the stroke. 

The fourth stroke simply added more fire to burning bottom – and I was only one third of the  way  through  my  punishment.  I  knew  my  regulation  white  knickers  were  protecting  my bottom to some extent, but the pain was already excruciating. 

“Four,  sir.  Please,  I  can’t  take  much  more,”  I  pleaded  and  suddenly  I  realised  I  was sobbing. Real tears dripped from my eyes onto the parquet flooring as I felt the can tapping my bottom again. 

“The point of punishment, especially formal discipline such as this, Miss Cartwright, is that it teaches the miscreant not to misbehave again. If we simply stopped because you had had enough, then the message would not have been properly learned, and you would likely be back in my study within a few more weeks. So you will receive the full punishment in the hope it does you some good.” 

“Yes, sir,” I sobbed as the cane swished through the air again. 

“Arrgggghhhh!”  I  cried  out  more loudly with  the fifth  stroke  and very nearly loosened my grip on my ankles again. “Five, thank you sir, another,” I managed to mumble in between sobs. ‘Nearly half way,’ I said to myself and realised with horror that soon my bottom would be naked. 

“Arggghhhhh!”  I  cried  out  again  ten  seconds  later  as  the  final  stroke  to  my  protected bottom  was  delivered.  I  say  protected,  but  with  the  force  being  used,  the  protection  was worthless – or so I thought. 

After the sixth stroke was delivered, I sensed Mr Thomas move in behind me. Then I felt his strong hands around the waistband of my knickers and then they were eased back over my bottom and they fell to the floor. 

“Quite a bright bottom already,” Mr Thomas muttered as he peeled the thin material over my  throbbing  flesh.  Then  I  felt  his  hand  on  my  bottom,  touching  me,  testing  my  reaction, seemingly assuring himself that not too much damage had been inflicted. 

I’d  heard  from  a  couple  of  friends  about  this  moment  in  their  own  punishments  and  I decided to do something daring in the hope it might relieve me of the next half dozen strokes. What  I  did  was  simple.  I  shuffled  my  legs  apart  so  my  cute  little  pussy  was  available  if  he wanted to find it.  

I  felt  his  hand  rub  lightly  over  my  bruised  and  welted  bottom,  testing  the  surface, checking the skin had not been broken. 

“You  are  bruising  quite  badly,”  Mr  Thomas  said  after  a  minute.  There  was  some inflection in his voice that suggested he may have noticed my legs had parted slightly but he did not take advantage of what was potentially on offer. 

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, gasping as his hand probed in between my cheeks for a moment, but he went no further, or lower. 

“I  am  wondering  if  there  is  any  other  way  of  getting  the  message  across,”  he  said, “because I think another six strokes may draw blood and I am sure you do not want that sort of pain.” 

“No sir,” I said. “What did you have in mind?” 

“I’m not sure. That depends on you.” 

“Well, in this position I’m not really in a good place to negotiate. Why don’t you suggest something?” 

I knew what would happen next, and it did. I felt his hand move down over my buttocks so it was about the right height to rub my pouting pussy if he chose to. 

“There are other ways of getting the message across, if you are willing and would prefer not to receive more pain,” he said, and I am sure his breathing was a little bit heavier than it should have been. I know he’d delivered six strokes of the cane but Mr Thomas was six foot two high and of an athletic build so I was damned sure he was not breathing heavily from the six strokes. 

“Try me,” I said simply. Hell, I am eighteen, I knew what the bastard was after and I was no virgin anyway – though he didn’t know that. 

By  way  of  reply,  I  felt  his  hand  move  gently  over  my  bottom  again,  making  me  gasp from  the  pain  of  the  caning.  Then  his  hand  glided  inwards  towards  my  aching  pussy.  I simultaneously  opened  my  legs  a  little  wider  to  welcome  the  intrusion  and  within  a  few seconds, his hand was rubbing over my pussy lips. He rubbed me softly for a few moments and then a finger flicked its way into the crack between the lips. I was already wet, the excitement of having him do this to me surpassing the pain in my caned bottom. 

“You are enjoying this?” He asked as his finger slid easily into me. 

“It’s different and better than being caned,” I replied and gasped as his finger started to stroke my pussy. 

“Then perhaps this is a better way to get the message across.” 

“I  hope  so,  Sir,”  I  replied  knowing  damned  well  this  was  preferable  to  any  amount  of strokes of the cane. 

It wasn’t long before the finger in my pussy was replaced by two fingers. They filled me better and made me tremble with excitement as my excitement grew. After a minute or so, I felt the pressure inside me build and then the wave of pleasure flow through my body as his rhythmical,  attentive  finger  fucking  brought  me  to  a  decent  climax.  Undeterred,  his  fingers continued to stroke me, changing position now so that they found a new, very sensitive piece of tissue inside my pussy.  

“Do  you like me stroking  your G-Spot?” Mr Thomas asked though my trembling body probably told him the answer anyway. 

“Yes, Sir, oooohhh, that is so good!” I panted hard as I climaxed again on his fingers. 

Two orgasms later and the pressure on that piece of tissue he called my G-Spot was just incredible. It felt like I was going to explode at any time. All I needed was just a little bit more pressure and then, as if my prayers were being answered, he applied it. The stroking action got firmer and I knew I could not hold back. Still bent over as I was, I knew something so different to what usually happened with my boyfriend was about to take place. Call it a sixth sense or whatever, but this was just so different to the quick ‘wham bang, thank you ma’am’ fucking my eighteen-year-old boyfriend was into. Suddenly the pressure was too much. Instinctively I opened my legs wider and crouched lower as if trying to get his whole hand inside me. Then, in a moment it happened – I ejaculated! A loud gasp of relief flowed out of my mouth in the same instant that a jet of liquid gushed out of my pussy, soaking his hand and the floor beneath my legs. My legs buckled and I fell to the floor, momentarily stunned by the intensity of the orgasm. 

“You are remarkable,” said Mr Thomas, as I knelt on the floor, gasping and panting as I came down off the peak. 

“Thank you, Sir, and so are you. Wow, what was that?” I knew, of course, what it was, but he didn’t know that I knew and I guessed it would excite him to think I was that naïve. 

“That, my dear, was a proper climax, a female ejaculation, a squirting episode.” 

“And that was amazing,” I gasped. 

“Yes,  quite  so.  But  to  get  the  message  home  so  you  do  not  break  the  rules  again,  you must now render the QPQ.” 

“The QPQ?” I asked. I knew what it was but I had to ask anyway. 

“Yes,  the  Quid  Pro  Quo.  Do  unto  others  as  you  have  had  them  do  unto  you  –  or something like that,” said Mr Thomas and his voice sounded agitated. 

“What do you want me to do?” I already knew from a friend what was coming next and it wasn’t going to stress me out. Actually as I waited for him to reply, it dawned on me that at least half a dozen sixth formers might have been in exactly this same situation this term alone, so the randy old goat could have been having a bloody field day with the final year students! 

“Kneel  on  the  floor  in  front  of  me.  Then  unzip  my  pants  and  see  what  you  discover there.” 

I could already see what I was going to discover. Mr Thomas’ pants were filled – the man was obviously hung, like any bigger and his zipper was going to burst open. So I knelt on the floor  and  in  my  innocent  little  way  started  to  pull  the  zipper  down  over  his  bulge.  Then  I unhooked the waistband and pulled his trousers down to his knees. He was wearing red-striped boxers underneath. It took me a few seconds to pull them over his enormous erection. Now my boyfriend is big – about seven inches when I measured the monster once, but Mr Thomas was at least two inches bigger and wider too.  

“Do  you  know  what  that  is?”  He  asked,  looking  down  with  pride  on  his  phallus  as  I gingerly reached forward to take a grip on it. 

“It’s a penis. We did that in Biology a couple of years ago,” I said, acting naively.  

“It is a penis, but when it is big like this it is called a phallus, or you can call it a cock. Now, Miss Cartwright, do you know what to do with a cock?” 

“I have an idea, Sir. Why don’t I have a go and you can tell me if I’m doing it right.” 

“Very  well  then,”  he  said  and  I  grasped  the  long,  hard  shaft  of  his  cock  and  pulled  it down so the tip was level with my face. Then I dribbled saliva onto the top of the shaft and used is as a lubricant so I could run my hand all the way up and down his shaft. Mr Thomas had no foreskin so his big, purple head simply stared at me with its one open central eyelet. My hand went up and down his cock shaft for a full two minutes, making sure I had coaxed every last  micron  of  stiffness  into  him.  Then  I  reached  forward  and  kissed  his  cock  head  before opening my mouth to take him into me.  

His cock tasted slightly salty but it was a taste I had gotten used to beforehand so it didn’t bother me. What did worry me was the sheer size and girth of what I was cramming into my mouth. I had never sucked such a big organ before today. Slowly I eased his cock head into my mouth until I could wrap my tongue around the head and tickle it as I sucked on it. 

Mr Thomas allowed me to lick and suck on his cock head for a few minutes, seeming to enjoy what I was doing. 

“Now, my dear,” he said softly, as he put his hand on the back of my head, “I want you to swallow it.” 

Curious,  I  thought,  what  could  I  swallow?  He  hadn’t  cum  yet!  Then  I  felt  his  hand pushing on the back of my head and at the same time he thrust his cock deeper into my mouth. Suddenly the tip of his cock hit the back of my mouth and I struggled to try and pull away from it. If he kept thrusting it into me, I knew I’d gag and vomit over it. 

Mr Thomas waited a moment as I struggled but did not remove his hand so I could not pull back. 

“Relax, my dear, it will  be much easier. This  is  a punishment, remember. Take  a deep breath and we’ll try again.” 

I shrugged my shoulders, mentally if not physically, and took the deep breath of air. 

“Now, open your mouth as wide as you can and let me do what I want to do.” 

I  like  sucking  cock  but  until  today,  I’d  never  done  it  into  my  throat.  Now,  I  had  no choice. Mr Thomas pushed hard on the back of my throat as he thrust forward with his hips and then, quite by magic, his cock head slipped down into my throat. 

I  tried  to  relax  and  it  worked  –  well,  it  helped  reduce  the  desire  to  throw  up  from  the involuntary reactions of having something fed into your throat that is too big for it and makes you want to choke.  

Mr Thomas held the position with his cock down my throat for about ten seconds. It felt a lot longer and  I started to want  to  breathe, which is  really hard with  cock down  your throat. Then, he relaxed the pressure on the back of my head and his cock popped back up and into my mouth. 

I gasped and panted for air, sucking it into my lungs as my body gratefully took in the oxygen it wanted. Then the hand on my head applied pressure again and I breathed one more time, deeply before his cock head was rudely thrust back down my throat.  

“That’s better,” said Mr Thomas, obviously enjoying the tight, wet sensations around his cock. 

He repeated this four more times and then withdrew from my mouth. 

“Have  you  ever  tasted  a  man’s  semen  before?”  He  asked  while  he  stroked  his  cock vigorously. 

“No Sir,” I said softly, though it was actually something I liked. 

“Well,  Miss  Cartwright,”  he  said  more  formally,  this  will  be  the  final  part  of  your punishment today, or we can go back to the cane.” 

“Not  the  cane,  please,  sir,”  I  half-pleaded.  My  bottom  was  still  throbbing  with  just  six strokes. 

“In that case, there is a rule for  you to follow. You will look up at my cock with  your mouth wide open. You will also keep your eyes open. When I reach my climax, you will take what I produce into your mouth. When I have finished, you will close your mouth and swallow the contents of your mouth. Then you will lick off anything that may fall around your mouth and lips and swallow that as well. Finally you will open your mouth to show it is empty. If you lose any of what I produce or you spit it out, then you will get the last six strokes of the cane. Do you understand?”  

Mr  Thomas  was  getting  more  and  more  agitated  as  he  spoke  and  all  the  time  he  was stroking his cock vigorously. I confirmed I’d understood what he’d told me.  

“Good, then take up position. You will need to  kneel  down  a bit lower  and point  your face upwards, or I can’t fill your mouth properly and you would lose some of what I am going to give you.” 

I  knelt  down  so  my  bottom  was  almost  touching  the  floor.  I  turned  my  face  upwards, smiled with my big, wide steel-blue eyes, and then I opened my mouth as wide as I could. 

This  was  as  much  as  Mr  Thomas  could  take,  seeing  a  young  girl  like  me  looking  up longingly for him to fill her mouth. Grabbing his cock shaft and yanking it down so it pointed right  in  my  waiting  orifice,  Mr  Thomas  groaned  twice  and  then  the  hot,  sticky,  white  seed jetted forth into my mouth.  

I  kept  my  eyes  wide  open  as  he  ejaculated  into  my  mouth  and  I  kept  my  mouth  wide open. I think this surprised him. Not one drop landed anywhere other than in my mouth. There was  a  lot  of  it,  so  much  that  I  was  beginning  to  wonder  if  I  could  hold  it  all  in  my  mouth without it dribbling over the edge of my lips. Finally the ejaculation was over. 

“You can swallow now,” said Mr Thomas, standing back as I closed my mouth round his spunk. It tasted slightly salty but I didn’t find what I was about to do offensive or revolting. It was just something I’d done a few times for my past boyfriends and I actually liked doing it. 

I swallowed. Actually I swallowed about four times and then opened my mouth to show it was empty. 

“Very good,” said Mr Thomas, once again with his trousers zipped up. “You can go now, but make sure you don’t misbehave again.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said as I straightened up and he generously unclipped the back of my skirt, allowing  it  to  fall  over  my  bare  bottom.  I  picked  up  my  knickers  from  the  floor  and  stuffed them  into  a  pocket  in  my  skirt.  I  didn’t  really  want  them  to  rub  against  my  stinging  bottom until I’d had a chance to look at the damage back in the dormitory. I left his office and walked smartly and painfully back to my bed. 

*** 

It  was  two  weeks  later  when  I  was  once  again  in  trouble.  Actually,  the  frustration  of having no sex for a whole fortnight and the knowledge that Mr Thomas had a desire for young women such as me, made me engineer a situation that would once again have me standing in his study after final lessons – this time on a Friday. 

As  soon  as  I  entered  the  study  I  knew  I’d  made  a  mistake.  Mr  Thomas  looked  at  me gravely as I closed the door softly behind me.  

“Come over here, Miss Cartwright,” he said sternly. I felt stunned but managed to walk over and face him across his desk. “Back so soon. Did you not learn your lesson last time?” 

“Yes  sir,”  I  replied  demurely,  wishing  now  I  hadn’t  gone  out  of  the  school  grounds against rules. 

“But  you  broke  the  rules  again  and  this  time  what  you  did  could  have  caused  serious repercussions for the school. Playing truant is a grave crime and one that is punishable in the most  severe  of  terms.  Do  you  know  the  punishment  for  playing  truant  and  putting  the  good name of St Mary’s in jeopardy?” He was almost, but not quite, shouting. 

“No, Sir,” I almost whispered. I was, truthfully, terrified. 

“The punishment is severe corporal punishment and expulsion, Miss Cartwright.” 

“Is it, sir?” I  asked, wondering just what  the hell my  father would do when  I was sent down from school halfway through the year. Probably he’d give me another good caning and ground me for months. 

“You will today receive twenty strokes of the cane across your bare backside, while you are restrained by the ‘Buckled Cross of St Andrew’ in the gymnasium. After that, you will be allowed  stay  here  tonight  and  you  will  be  sent  home  in  the  morning.  Punishment  will  take place at eight o’clock. Do not be late. Have you anything to say?” 

“Is there anything I can say, sir?” 

“Probably not,” said Mr Thomas. 

“Is  there  nothing  I  can  do  to  change  what  has  been  decreed?  Perhaps  if  I  offered something like we did last time I was before you...?” I stopped, not really sure what to say. 

“Not  this  time,  young  lady.  You  had  your  chance.  Maybe  you  will  get  one  later,  but  I doubt it. Now, get out of my office.” 

I  left,  sure  my  life  was  about  to  end.  I’d  never  seen  anything  like  a  cross  in  the gymnasium and though I have quite a good imagination I could not figure out what I was going to experience later that evening. 

At eight o’clock, and tears already in my eyes, I pushed open the gymnasium door. Mr Thomas was waiting for me and as I entered the room, he locked the door. I noticed the blinds on the windows were already pulled down. That meant no one could look into the room. 

“Miss Cartwright, this is the ‘Buckled Cross of St Andrew’, said Mr Thomas pointing to the  strange  device  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  space.  It  is  almost  unique.  I  had  a  specialist manufacture it to my exact instructions.  

The device was indeed strange. As I faced it, it was a bit like the back of a vaulting horse. There was a small, padded rest about waist height and from that led two legs, made of wood that splayed out so the legs touched the floor about three and a half feet apart. From the padded top, which was about two feet long, two further lengths of wood stretched out, again splaying out at an angle so they too ended up about three and a half feet apart at their furthest end. These lengths of wood were supported, at their widest points, by wooden legs that went straight down to  the  ground.  Two  further  wooden  legs  helped  support  the  padded  area.  The  device  looked frightening and my imagination started to run riot. 

“Now,  Miss  Cartwright,  take  off  all  your  clothes  and  I  will  prepare  you  for  your punishment,” said Mr Thomas, pleased with the look of horror on my face. 

I made to object to being naked but decided it would only make things worse – if such were possible. I stripped, slowly and deliberately and folded my clothes into as neat a pile as my shaking body could muster. 

“Now, stand behind the ‘Buckled Cross’ and push your waist up to the padded area. I did as instructed and then Mr Thomas ordered me to open my legs wide apart so they lined up with the angled legs of the device.  I did  so and then  nearly panicked as  I felt ropes being wound round my ankles, securing me in position. I was open and exposed, my legs already starting to ache from the enforced stretching. The ropes felt tight and I was sure if I struggled I would not be able to break free from them. 

“Now, Miss Cartwright,” Mr Thomas said, standing now in front of me at the other end of the padded area, “lean forward and lie with your stomach on the padded section.” 

I did so, feeling the hard leather that covered the padded mat push against my full, naked breasts. Mr Cartwright  grabbed my left  arm and  extended it along the angled piece of  wood that led from just above my shoulders. He stretched my arm out right along that length of wood and then secured it in place with a length of rope, which he tied tightly in place. Then he did the same with my other arm. I was trussed in position for what I knew was going to be a severe punishment. 

“One final thing, Miss Cartwright,” he said, standing again between my stretched arms, “we don’t want the whole school to hear your screams, so I want you to bite on this. Open your mouth please.” 

“Is there nothing I can do or say to not get caned, sir?” I said as he stood before me. 

“There may be, later, but first you will taste the rod on your backside,” said Mr Thomas. 

But for the fact I’d done a pee before going to my demise I am sure I would have been wetting myself. I opened my mouth to receive the red ball gag. Mr Thomas secured the straps on the gag behind my head and I could no longer cry out or talk. 

With the gag in place and my arms and legs bound in position I was completely at his mercy. I sensed him walk round the device to my bottom end and then I felt his hands on my buttocks, caressing, rubbing the flesh that was taut because I was bent over at the waist. Then, curiously, his hand ran down my left leg to my  knee, slid round to the inside of my leg and started to stroke its way back up to my bottom. 

The sensation of his hand gliding softly up my leg towards my mound was incredible and I am sure I would have orgasmed almost immediately but for the fact I was awaiting the most severe caning of my life. I trembled in my bound state as his hand glided up between my legs and came to rest with the palm of his hand cupping my pouting labia. 

“Perhaps, there is something else you can offer me, to lessen the pain,” said Mr Thomas and though I couldn’t answer him through the gag I tried to mumble something.  

“I will take that as a ‘yes’,” he said and his voice sounded strangely agitated. His hand squeezed my labia and then a finger sought out my hooded clit bud. He stroked my bud until the hood receded and I trembled with a mini orgasm. 

“Perhaps, indeed there is something you will offer me in a few minutes time,” he said as his finger stopped circling my bud, leaving me feeling strangely unfulfilled. “But first, there is the matter of your punishment. I will give you six strokes to start with and see if that makes you want to offer me something else.” 

“Mmmmunggerrfffuubbbblyy,” I muttered through the gag, trying desperately to say he didn’t need to cane me and I’d be willing for him to just fuck me if he wanted to, but the gag made conversation impossible. 

I felt the cane tapping my bottom and knew the moment of my demise had arrived. From arousal to sheer pain in less than ten seconds is quite an achievement, but I managed it in the next  few  second.  The  cane  slashed  through  the  air  and  cracked  into  my  poor,  defenceless bottom with such force I thought I was going to be able to spit the gag out of my mouth as my lungs tried to scream out with agony for all they were worth.  

I shuddered in my bonds and fought to free my arms in the hope of protecting my bottom, but  the  ropes  were  far  too  strong  for  me  to  break  them  and  Mr  Thomas  had  tied  the  knots expertly. 

The cane was tapping my bottom again, just below where the first stroke had landed. A few  seconds  later  my  world  of  sudden  pain  became  much  worse  as  the  cane  lashed  into  me again, battering my bottom with a cracking sound as it struck me.  

To  say  I  was  in  agony  is  a  total  understatement.  I’d  only  received  two  strokes  but  my whole backside felt like it was on fire. Tears flowed freely out of my eyes and onto the floor of the  gymnasium.  My  voice  was  trying  to  scream  through  the  gag  but  only  a  muffled, strangulated  sound  came  out  and  I  knew  now  why  Mr  Thomas  had  gagged  me.  The  cane tapped  me  again.  A  few  short,  painless  strokes  that  were  nothing  more  than  an  unnecessary reminder of what was to follow. 

Crack!  I  heard  the  sound  of  cane  on  bottom  a  moment  before  the  mind-numbing  pain once again flowed right through me and I made the same futile gestures of trying to scream as I had done before. My screaming brain made that just three strokes but they had been so hard my bottom felt like it had been caned for an hour. What I didn’t know was I now had three bright red stripes across my backside and the first two were already raised as welt marks and turning purples. 

A  few  seconds  later  three  became  four  and  I  struggled  again  to  escape  the  bonds  that secured  me  in  position  so  my  bottom  was  presented  for  the  agonising  punishment  I  was receiving.  The  fourth  stroke  actually  landed  right  at  the  bottom  of  my  cheeks,  causing  even more intense pain than the first three that had all landed on my slightly more padded area. 

Number  five  cut  into  the  very  tops  of  my  legs.  Mr  Thomas  was  obviously  trying  to maximise the pain effect and though I didn’t even think about that till several hours later, I was shortly  to  find  out  why.  Either  way,  the  burning,  ‘you  cut  my  bottom’  feeling  continued  to surge through every pain receptor in my backside and up to my brain, making me howl almost silently behind the gag as he tapped the middle of my buttocks again. The sixth stroke, unless I had miscounted. In the moment before it slashed once again into the middle part of my bottom I offered up a silent and sincere prayer that he’d give me a break after this and I promised in that  prayer  to  do  anything  he  wanted  if  he’d  spare  my  life.  I  said  it  because  at  that  point  I genuinely felt I was going to die on the ‘Buckled Cross of St. Andrew’.  

“MMmmggggghhhhhhh,” I shrieked a moment later as the air hissed out around the ball-gag when my lungs exhaled sharply as the cane slashed once again into the meatier part of my buttock cheeks. Then, apart from my gasping, heaving, panting, and muffled crying, there was silence. 

For two minutes, though it felt longer, I just lay there prone as my bottom throbbed with the pain and for all I knew, Mr Thomas had left the gymnasium. 

Then,  quite  suddenly,  he  stood  before  my  head  and  cupped  a  hand  under  my  cheek  to raise my head to face him. 

“Are  you  learning  your  lesson,  young  lady?”  He  said  sternly,  though  his  voice  was agitated. 

I mumbled through the gag as best as I could between my sobs. God my ass hurt! 

“Then perhaps you should offer me something else, if you want to avoid the rest of your twenty strokes. 

TWENTY! I didn’t want another stroke. Whatever he wanted, I’d do it. I tried to nod my head in his hand and he took that as my agreement. 

“Good, then if you do all I want you to do, I will not use the cane again this session, but if you fail, disobey or complain at all, we will resume from stroke number seven and there will be no second chance. I want you to understand that.” 

Again,  I nodded my head in his hand. It was pointless trying to speak as the gag made everything unintelligible. 

“Okay,  the  first  part  you  did  very  well  in  my  study.  Let’s  see  if  you  can  do  it  as  well today. I am going to remove the gag now, so make sure you don’t cry out.” 

I nodded almost silently. Sure my backside throbbed, no actually it was pounding away back there and felt like hot coals had been rubbed into it. I felt the buckle at the back of my head being released and then I was told to open my mouth as wide as possible. It took a bit of effort and some stretching of my jaw to  get the ball out but it felt so good when I was once again able to close my mouth properly. 

“Now, Miss Cartwright, suck my cock. Take it all the way into your mouth and suck on it. Then I expect you to deep throat me as you did in my study.” 

So that was what  it was called!  I’d never known that before but  it was  a term  I  would remember for the rest of my life. 

I opened my mouth to receive Mr Thomas’ cock. At some point while he was waiting for the pain in my bottom to sink in after the sixth stroke he had removed his pants and his nine inches or so was hugely erect. Evidently, he got off on caning defenceless  young women, or perhaps it was the thought of what was to come that had made him so big and stiff. Either way I am sure his cock was bigger than it had been a few weeks previously in his study. 

Today, Mr Thomas wasted no time on me. His cock went straight into my gaping orifice, he seeming not to care that  I was still sobbing freely with the pain in my backside. Before I knew  it,  his  cock  head  was  at  the  back  of  my  mouth  as  he  yanked  my  head  up  to  align  my mouth and throat for the benefit of what he intended to do with his cock.  

Then it happened. I felt the gag reflex as he pushed the tip past the back of my mouth and into my throat, but  I controlled myself and focused, without too much difficulty, on the pain elsewhere  in  my  body.  Mr  Thomas  thrust  his  cock  forcefully  into  and  out  of  my  throat  for about five minutes, allowing me to breathe when he sensed I needed to and then he pulled out of my mouth all together. I noticed his cock was glistening with my saliva, but I knew he had not come yet. 

“That  is  one  orifice  and  there  are  two  to  go.  Next,  you  will  agree  to  take  me  in  your vagina.” 

“You want to have proper sex with me?” I asked demurely, my mouth aching from the rough treatment his nine inches had given it. 

“I want to fuck you,” he hissed, his face now very close to mine. “Or do we revert to plan A, and continue the caning?” 

“No,  no,  you  can  do  what  you  want,  just  don’t  cane  me  any  more,  please  Sir,”  I  said. Actually, apart from the sore throat and the burning pain in my bottom,  I was really looking forward to feeling a good-sized cock in my hot pussy. It had been weeks since a boy had been in there. Not since I’d said goodbye to my boyfriend, Peter, the day before the start of term had I had a cock inside my pussy – and his seven inches would be no match for what I was about to receive. The thought of it made me wet and I started to tremble as much from excitement as fear of being caned further. 

Mr Thomas walked slowly behind me and used his hand to finger my pussy lips. Gently he parted my labia and slid a finger all the way into me. I gasped as his touch thrilled me, but what thrilled me more was the desire for his nine-inch saliva-covered cock. He finger-fucked me for several seconds, apparently pleased that I was so wet already. Then his finger withdrew and he used two fingers to keep my labia parted. Then I felt it, stiff as a pole pushing against the  gap  between  my  labia.  I  was  nowhere  near  stretched  enough  from  my  previous  sexual encounters  for  the  monster  that  was  trying  to  enter  me.  I  could  do  nothing  to  assist  or encourage him as being bound to the ‘Buckled Cross’ made movement impossible.  

His cock was not going to be deterred, and I heard Mr Thomas grunt with satisfaction as with one big thrust he entered me. I screamed from the shock of his entry, and I was sure he had ripped my vulva with the size of his phallus. Then he started stroking his cock in and out of my tight little pussy. At first the sensations were amazing, a mixture of pain and pleasure I had  never  felt  before  and  I  started  to  cum  for  him.  Then,  after  a  couple  of  small  orgasms,  I started to feel wetter and I guess my muscles stretched a bit because his cock started to glide in and out of me much more easily. Oh it still felt tight, but it was much more pleasure than pain now. Then the fucking got stronger and suddenly Mr Thomas was pushing so far into me that his stomach was banging up against my bruised and welted bottom.  

This made me cry out with the sudden pain and I begged him not to be so rough, but Mr Thomas ignored my pleading and carried on ploughing that mighty monster in and out of my sopping wet pussy. I climaxed again on his cock and felt myself building to something really bug, like I’d experienced in his study a few weeks previously. 

Just when I felt it all starting to happen and I knew I would climax and ejaculate all over his cock shaft, he withdrew from me. 

“Not yet,” he said. “This is still your punishment.” 

I felt almost bereft, denied the moment of peal pleasure I had been building to, and the pain in my bottom from him thrusting up against it with his stomach was almost unbearable. I started to cry again, from pain and from frustration. 

“That is two orifices, and one left,” I heard Mr Thomas say in between my tears. 

“One more orifice?” I questioned him. 

“Yes, a woman has three holes. Her mouth, her vagina and her anus. This one I saved till last because it will hurt the most, which is fitting for a punishment.” 

“You can’t  seriously think  you  will get  your mighty cock in  my tiny, virginal  anus!”  I exclaimed, thinking Mr Thomas was either mad to think such a thing, or he wanted to cause me serious injury. 

“Yes, that is exactly what I am going to do and it will be delightful for me. Oh, and you will take it, believe me. For you it is best to relax and not fight what is happening. If you tense up you will only hurt yourself. Now, your vagina is wet and lubricates but your anus does not, so I will lubricate it before entering you. I will also lubricate my cock. It will feel cold to you, but  it  will  help  you.  So,  you  can  either  agree  to  this  or  we  revert  to  the  remaining  fourteen strokes of the cane. Which is it to be, Miss Cartwright?” 

I had no choice. I had barely survived the first six strokes of the cane and since then I’d done  two  thirds  of  the  alternative  punishment.  Fighting  back  the  desire  to  scream  for  help  I agreed to  what  he wanted to  do to me.  I sent  out  a silent  prayer that he  would not  seriously injure me and I vowed again in silence to be a good pupil from that day forward if I survived the next few minutes. 

I  had  barely  finished  my  little  prayer  when  I  felt  something  cold  and  sticky  being squeezed right onto my puckered anus. Instinctively I clenched my buttocks at the very strange sensation. Then I felt a finger probing my sphincter, circling it, teasing it, working some of the sticky  gel  into  the  tiny,  tiny  hole  the  finger  had  managed  to  make.  My  sphincter  really  was closed  tightly  and  Mr  Thomas  had  a  hard  job  getting  any  of  the  lubricant  past  the  muscle, despite my best attempts to relax. 

“You really will have to relax unless you want this to hurt,” he said and I shrugged my shoulders mentally and did my best not to fight what was about to happen to me. 

What happened was to be a turning point in my life. I felt his hot cock head push its way between  my  badly  bruised  buttocks.  Never  had  I  dreamed  that  six  strokes  of  the  cane  could inflict so much pain but now, as his cock pushed against my tiny, tight sphincter, a different form of pan began to rush to my brain. Slowly, the pain, or perhaps pressure is a better word, began to  build  and  I  knew Mr Thomas was strong  enough to  break through  any resistance  I could offer. for a split second I relaxed. It was enough for his cock head to break through my sphincter and rush headlong into my rectum. It was also enough for his cock to tear my tight little muscle, causing me to cry out with the sudden pain.  

Then the most wonderful feeling took over. I felt full, very full, as his cock thrust its way into  me  right  up  to  the  hilt.  Again  Mr  Thomas’s  abdomen  pushed  against  my  punished buttocks, causing me more pain, but this was overwhelmed by that glorious feeling of ‘filled upness’ in my bottom. The sensations of his slippery cock shaft thrusting in and out of my little anal orifice were terrific.  

Mr  Thomas  gathered  pace,  only  adding  to  me  delight  and  I  felt  myself  building  once again to a shuddering climax, but it was not to be for Mr Thomas suddenly thrust one final time into me, grunted loudly and grasped my hips as he ejaculated deep in my bottom. 

For the second time in  half an hour or les,  I had had the pleasure of the big  ‘O’ taken away from me and again I felt frustrated as he pulled his big cock out of my stretched anus. After  he  had  withdrawn  his  cock  from  my  bottom,  I  felt  the  hole  left  by  his  cock  close  up slowly and I knew then I would be asking for more anal sex in the future. 

“Very, very good,” said Mr Thomas as he came round to my front end again. He showed me his cock, now beginning to go soft after his orgasm. “I just wanted you to see this as you will feel a little sore for a day or too.” I looked at his cock and saw the thin streaks of blood on the shaft. 

“What’s that?” I asked, suddenly afraid. 

“Oh, it is nothing to worry about. It is just where your anus ripped a little when I entered you. I will just go and clean up in the changing area and then I will sort you out. One thing before I go, did you enjoy that or was it pure pain for you?” 

“Oh, I enjoyed it. Actually, if I may say so, Sir, I think I was about to  get  a really big climax on it, only I needed a few more minutes.” 

“Is that so? Well, we wouldn’t want to disappoint you, would we? I’ll be a minute or two and we will see what can be done for you.” 

He  was  gone,  leaving  me  tied  up  on  the  ‘Buckled  Cross’,  feeling  the  pain  both  in  my buttocks and in my tiny, rent anus. Mr Thomas was gone for what seemed like ages and then he returned. 

“I was hoping you would have found some of it pleasurable, Miss Cartwright. Now, it is time for you to show me how pleasurable.” He was standing behind me and I felt something hard pushing against my labia. Whatever it was, it was smaller than his rampant cock, and it was much harder, and colder. It entered me quite easily, not because I was still very wet but because it was coated in some sort of gel or grease. 

Mr Thomas worked it right into me until I felt it could go no further. Then another device that was equally hard and cold pushed against my stiff, expectant clitoris. Finally I heard the click  of  a  switch  and  in  a  moment  the  strongest,  most  powerful  vibrations  I  had  ever experienced, flowed into my hard bud and into my vulva. 

My boyfriend, Peter, had introduced me to a vibrator during the summer holidays. It was little bigger than his middle finger, and it gave me some pleasure when he guided it over my clitoris  and  into  the  entrance  of  my  vagina.  However,  that  finger  vibe  was  nowhere  near  as powerful as the device I now had inserted in my body up to my womb. 

Mr Thomas worked the head of the vibe on my clitoris all over that most sensitive area and my legs trembled as I came almost instantly. The device in my vulva was sending powerful sensations throughout that part of my body and it added pleasure to my second climax a minute later. 

“You are responding well,” Mr Thomas said as he knelt behind and between my legs. I wanted to thank him for what he was doing but I was focused on the pleasure and panting hard from  the  almost  continual  stream  of  orgasms  that  were  now  flowing  through  my  body,  each subsequent orgasm a little more powerful than the one before.  

Then, Mr Thomas pulled the vibrator in my vulva out until only an inch or so remained inside  me.  This  had  the  strange  effect  of  increasing  my  pleasure  and  I  felt  the  incredible pressure of a major orgasm start to build as the vibrator connected with the pad of tissue in my vulva I knew to be my G-Spot. 

I  could  not,  and  did  not  want  to,  strop  this  incredible  sensation.  I  was  shaking  almost uncontrollably in my bound state as the orgasm built. Suddenly it was happening. My whole body seemed to contract around my G-Spot, sending even more powerful pleasure signals to my brain. Something in that area of my body seemed to swell to bursting point and then, as I cried out that I loved Mr Thomas, I gushed my pleasure all over his hands as I ejaculated with the wanton abandon of a slut in heaven.  

After my massive climax, I expected things to stop, but Mr Thomas had other ideas. The vibrators continued to pound my G-Spot and my clitoris. At first, because they were both now very  sensitive  in  the  aftermath  of  great  sex,  things  were  painful  and  I  was  about  to  ask  Mr Thomas to  stop,  but  then  I felt things change again.  Scarcely able to  believe my body  could respond again I felt the cramps in my stomach as the contractions began again and then I was once again climaxing, sending more ejaculate over Mr Thomas’s hands as he held the vibrators in place. 

“Oh God, oh God, oh God!” I cried as I climaxed, unable to help myself. 

“Quite incredible,” said Mr Thomas as he finally took the vibrator out of my vulva and away from my throbbing clitoris. “Quite incredible,” he repeated. 

“Thank you Sir, thank you,” I said, almost still beside myself as I felt him untie my bonds so I could move my legs together again. It was then I realised how wet the floor was. 

“You  are  an  incredible  young  woman.  Not  many  women  can  respond  as  you  did  and because  of  that  it  opens  up  a  possibility  for  you.  I  assume  you  liked  what  happened  here tonight?” 

“Oh yes, sir, I did,” I panted as he now released my arms so I could stand up. I grimaced as I did so, the welt marks on my bottom a painful reminder of what had happened earlier in the evening. 

“In that case I have a suggestion for you. Just as I will punish you for bad behaviour and breaking  the  rules  so,  if  you  wish  it,  I  will  reward  you  like  this  for  good  work  and  good behaviour.” 

“Thank  you  sir,”  I  said,  realising  this  would  be  one  great  way  to  satisfy  my  term  time needs when Peter was so far away from me.  

“In that case  I will keep an eye on  your progress here  and from time to  time  you may receive a summons to my office or to the gym,” said Mr Thomas with a definite twinkle in his eye. “But this form of schoolgirl punishment must remain our secret. One word to anyone and it will all come to an end. Do you understand?” 

“I do, Sir, and I won’t breathe a word to anyone.” 

“Then you can get dressed again and go to your room. I will see you in a few days time – if you behave and work hard.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

I  gasped  and  grunted  as  I  put  my  knickers  back  on,  the  material  painful  against  my bruised bottom. Then I walked slowly and painfully back to my room. On the way, I wondered at the turn of events in the past few weeks. I wondered at my own awakening to the thrill of anal sex and ejaculation. Strangely, I wondered how many other sixth formers Mr Thomas had sworn to secrecy because, for sure at least half a dozen of us had been introduced to the cane that  year  and,  equally  remarkably,  the  same  half  dozen  pupils  had  gone  on  to  behave  in exemplary fashion. I knew one of them, from that day, would be me. 

THE END 

cover.jpeg





