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Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life or real people.  The book contains nudity, explicit sex, explicit language and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation.


This is the autobiography of a spanking man.  In my life I have achieved many things: lived on four continents, run companies with thousands of employees, owned fabulous houses, boats and even aeroplanes, made and lost fortunes and made them again, married twice, had children, enjoyed an incredible social life.

And yet this is the only time I will mention such things, except in passing.  Why?  There are a million stories of success and happiness, achievements and overcoming adversity.  And millions more stories of hardship, misery and destitution.

There is only one life story where every single minute of life, whether awake or dreaming, has been utterly consumed with spanking.

Only one life where the Chief Executive signing a billion-dollar deal has half his mind on whether he will be able to persuade the counterparty’s legal counsel to get over his knee with her panties down before the end of the evening.

Only one life where the bridegroom kisses the bride with genuine passion and pleasure at the end of the ceremony, but still savours with delight the memory of a few hours earlier when he was walloping the backside off the chief bridesmaid.

Only one life where a critical element of every new home purchased is the capacity for creating a soundproofed private chamber where he can enjoy a kink that almost no-one could imagine.

That’s my life.  And this is my story.  In this part I will be telling you about my experiences at school, both primary and secondary.  All the beatings I received, and my conversion to a giver of corporal punishment instead of a receiver, as I became a senior member of the school and acquired a girlfriend who became a spanking enthusiast.

School years provide the building blocks on which your life is made and this is true of spanking as well as other aspects of education and understanding.

I choose to remain anonymous, so although my name in this memoir is Ralph Wright, it is not my real name.
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1.  Primary School: first time

My first spanking experience was at primary school in the UK when I was about 9. It was a small school with only about 120 students and our class teacher at the time was Miss Mills, who we all thought was a softie.  Last year’s class had claimed she once took a boy out to the corridor and spanked his bare bottom, but we didn’t believe it. 

This day near the start of term I was messing about in class with another boy and a girl and we got called to the front of the class and told we were to be spanked. We had to face the class, we two boys had to take our shorts down and the girl lift her dress, and bend over holding our legs. The teacher then smacked each of us three times on the bottom with a ruler, over our underwear. 

I couldn’t say it really hurt, but it certainly was embarrassing, getting spanked in front of the whole class with your shorts down at your ankles. But at break time we went behind the shed in the playground and we all showed each other our bare bottoms to compare if there were any marks.  I’d seen girls’ bottoms before because one of the games in the playground was kiss chase. If you got caught the person who got you could choose a kiss or make you take your underwear down. But of course in that game you pulled your pants down and back up again in a flash. So this was the first time I’d really studied a girl’s bottom and been allowed to touch it, pretending to be looking for marks.

And I liked it when she touched mine too.  We didn’t think of it as sexy and I felt the other boy’s bottom too and he felt mine. But I’m sure in retrospect that was the experience which started my lifelong interest in spanking.


2.  Primary School: Headmaster

I got spanked for the second and last time in primary school in my final year, this time by the Headmaster.  I had been caught in the playground at lunch time in my favourite place behind the equipment shed.

It wasn’t a teacher that caught us, but a teacher’s aide, and they were always the most nit-picking. I was lying on the grass with a girl and she had teased me that she wanted to look at my willy, which at school was what we called a cock.

I guess I’d grown up since two years before when I hadn’t found it sexy feeling a girl’s bottom or having her feel mine. Certainly now it was a sexy thing and I had been trading what she would do for me if I showed her my cock.

I had offered to kiss her, but she just laughed at that, then I thought I should say I would only show her my cock if she showed me her tits, which were only bumps, or showed me her pussy, which at school for some reason we called a kitty.

We actually had done a deal that she’d show me her kitty after I showed her my willy, but unfortunately the teacher’s aide caught us while I had my cock out and the girl was doing nothing.

So I was reported to the Headmaster for exposing my penis to a student. Obviously I couldn’t say it was part of a deal where she was going to expose herself to me too. That would have been dobbing. 

So I had to take the punishment.

This time it was just me and the Headmaster in his office. I had to take my shorts down. We only wore shorts at primary school, not long pants.

He gave me a lecture about the disgraceful behaviour of exposing my penis to a girl. I truly don’t know if he believed it or if he knew that all the kids played those ‘show me’ games.

Anyway, the girl hasn’t been caught doing anything so it was only me for punishment.

I had to take my shorts down, like I said, then he didn’t pull my underpants down but he kind of pulled them up and into my crack so they made my bottom effectively unprotected.

While he was doing this he carried on talking how I was a disgrace to the school, girls needed protection from boys like me etc.

I knew from my experience that the girls were at least equal or maybe even keener to think and experiment about sex things but so what.  I was going to get whopped and so I was.

He fetched the cane after I was bent over and my underpants slid in my crack. Then he told me I’d get 6 strokes.

I was very determined not to cry but have to admit I was blubbing after the first three. I was bending over holding my legs and he started by tapping my bottom with the cane as he got in position to whack me.  I’d never been caned before, but I’d had those light smacks with the ruler a couple of years before, also mum had spanked me with her hand a few times and dad with his slipper, so I had experienced a few whackings.

But the cane certainly was a different experience.  The first stroke had me jumping up and clutching at my bottom, which made him threaten me that if I moved out of position again he’d start from the beginning.

After that I managed to stay down, holding tight to my legs.  He spaced the cane strokes about 10 seconds apart I think, and tapped my bottom a few times between each stroke, I suppose choosing where the next cut would fall.

I suspect he was a man who enjoyed using the cane, and why not, so do I! But of course I only like using it on people who want to experience its effect. I think he liked using it on boys just for fun. I only guess this because of tucking my underpants in. He didn’t use the cane on girls, but they did get spanked by him.  They got a strap over their bottom, skirt pulled up so they were whacked over their knickers, or the ruler on their hands.

I never saw him spank a girl, but we all knew what happened of course.  Boys being punished virtually always got the cane, although not always with their underpants pulled up like mine were.

Anyway, he whipped me good and I had 6 solid marks over my bottom for a few days after. That was the last time I got spanked at primary school. The girl I was showing my cock to asked me after school if she could see my bottom with the spanking marks, but I said no. Maybe I should have said yes, if I could spank her too.  Or maybe I should have claimed my view of her kitty, since she’d seen my willy.  Just not thinking quickly enough!

My younger brother who was at school with me offered me a deal where he wouldn’t tell mum and dad if I gave him choice of my lunch box for a week. We usually had a sandwich, muesli bar, piece of fruit so nothing too exciting. I did the deal with him and it worked ok, I lost a couple of pears but he could have had my ass over dad’s knee for some big spanks if my dad had known.

My brother had been spanked at school for making a paper plane and flying it in the classroom, three smacks with the ruler over his underpants, by the form teacher not the Headmaster.  He had told mum and dad as he thought it was funny, but they didn’t and dad gave him a slippering on his bare bottom.  So that was why he thought he could blackmail me. I’m sure he was right, a slippering on the bare for flying a paper plane would probably have translated to a full scale belting if they knew I’d had my cock out showing a girl!


3.  Secondary School: Corridor Smacks

Primary school was co-ed, but I went to a secondary school which was boys only.  It was the local grammar school in UK and the reputation was that it was a pretty tough place.

First years were known as ‘Turds’ and had to undergo some initiation rituals like having your face flushed in the toilet.  This was called ‘Stinks’ and the tradition was that every first-year boy should get a ‘Stinks’ once in his first year at school.  I was lucky though as I somehow managed to avoid that.

I didn’t avoid ‘Smacks’ though, which was running a gauntlet of older boys standing on both sides of a corridor, who would grab your arm and smack your bottom before swinging you across the corridor so another boy could do the same.  It wasn’t organised, it was just if there were a few older boys lounging around and a first-year walked down the corridor, one of the older boys might shout ‘Smacks,’ and then grab the boy and give him a smack on the bottom.  Then the boy would be pushed across the corridor and back as many times as there were older boys, and each older boy gave one spank to the first-year’s arse.

Normally it was just with the hand, but if an older boy was carrying something like a tennis racquet or cricket bat you might get a smack from that instead.

I got ‘Smacks’ two or three times, but it was not a severe spanking.  It was more just boys messing about, and although you might get six or eight spanks in a round of ‘Smacks’ you never got hurt at all.

In fact the only hard spank I got during ‘Smacks’ was when a teacher came along.  You’d think the teacher’s job would be to stop big boys attacking small boys, but he came into the corridor just as a boy called Jenkins slapped my arse, and all the teacher said was ‘Call that a smack, Jenkins?’

Then he took my arm, swung me round and gave me a mighty whack with his hand on my bottom.  Then he pushed me out of the way of the other boys and said ‘That is what I call a smack, Jenkins!’  Then he told me to get going, which I did, as the other boys laughed.

I think I’d only been at the school a couple of weeks then, so it was a bit of a shock to get that from a teacher for no reason!


4.  Secondary School: Chemistry

My first proper spanking at the Grammar School was in a chemistry lesson.  I was in my first year and this was only the second chemistry class I had attended.  The teacher, Mr Harcourt, was always known to the kids as ‘Potty’, no idea why.

Chemistry classes were quite small, about twenty boys, and I was close to the back of the class, when Potty shouted, ‘you, boy, what are you talking about?’  I looked around and thought he must have been talking to someone else, but no, he was pointing at me.

‘Nothing sir,’ I said, as I hadn’t been talking or doing anything wrong.

‘In my class, you only speak when you’re told to,’ Potty said.

‘But I wasn’t talking sir,’ I replied.

‘Are you saying I’m lying or I’m delusional?’ Potty asked sarcastically.

I wasn’t sure what to say to this.

‘Delusional I think sir, I honestly wasn’t talking.’

‘You impudent boy, what the devil do you mean?’ he raged.  ‘Come out here and we’ll see what you really mean.’

I made my way to the front of the class and he picked up a length of rubber Bunsen burner hose, about two feet long.

‘Do you know what this is, boy?’ Potty asked me.

‘I think it’s the hose to connect to the gas sir.’

‘Not this morning it isn’t,’ Potty said, ‘this morning it is the Corrector, a device to extract truth from grubby lying boys.  Let’s see if you can remember what you were doing after you feel the Corrector across your backside.’

He made me bend over the front desk, so my face was only inches from two boys sitting in the front row, then doubled the hose in his right hand so it was a fearsome looking reddish-brown tube, which he tapped in his left hand a couple of times.

‘Stick your bottom up, boy,’ he ordered me, ‘Four strokes of the Corrector and we’ll find if you remember the truth.’

I couldn’t see any alternative, so I pushed my bottom up by straightening my legs.  I had a passing though that at least I was keeping my shorts on, unlike the last two times I’d been spanked by a teacher, when I was at primary school.  Then I’d had to take my shorts down and been whacked on my underpants.

Mr Harcourt then lashed the hose into my bottom, and it was all I could do to hold on to the desk and stop myself jumping up and clutching my rear end.  I had somehow thought that a bit of rubber hose wouldn’t be too bad as a spanking implement, but it hurt like blazes.

Three more times he whacked me, each time feeling harder than the last, then he paused, as I carried on clutching the desk for support.

Potty looked around at the class.  ‘Now boys, we’ll see if the Corrector has found out the truth.’

Then he addressed me.  ‘What were you doing before, boy?’

I had to swallow and blink a few times but then I managed to say ‘Talking, sir.’

Potty tapped my bum once again with the hose, just a tap this time and not another spank.

He smirked around at the class.  ‘Never fails, boys.  The Corrector always produces the truth.  Just remember, never lie in my class or you’ll feel the Corrector on your backside.  Now back to your place boy.’

I pushed myself up and limped back to my spot at the back, gingerly rubbing my bum as I went.

I had expected that this whipping would have produced marks as bad or worse than the cane, when the headmaster had caned me at primary school and left marks which lasted quite a few days.  At the break I went to the toilets and pulled down my shorts and underpants to see how badly I was marked. 

I was very surprised to see that although my bum was still tender and I felt sore, there were no marks.  To begin with I thought it must have been because I had kept my shorts on, so not just being beaten through a thin pair of underpants.

But I later found that the rubber hose almost never left marks, even though it was a severe punishment in the right hands.  And ‘Potty’ Harcourt certainly knew how to wield that hose!

Potty managed to find reasons or excuses to lash the hose into some unfortunate boy reasonably often, but fortunately I never received another dose from him.

I think that was unusual as it was the only time in my school career where I got a completely undeserved beating.  I never found out whether he really thought I was talking or if he just chose some random boy for a thrashing near the start of the school year to impose his authority on the class.


5.  Secondary School: Language Class

It seemed to be characteristic of my secondary school that corporal punishment was administered in a fairly unstructured way, except for the headmaster and deputy head, each of whom used the cane.  The corporal punishment policy was that the cane could be delivered over one or two layers of clothing, so it was permitted for a boy to have to take his trousers down for the cane.

In extreme cases the headmaster could award a bare bottom caning.

Other teachers used whatever punishment instrument they felt like, at least that’s how it seemed to us students. Potty Harcourt used the rubber hose in the chemistry lab, and various other teachers had favourite implements, although mostly they used a long wooden ruler as that was part of the equipment in every classroom.  One teacher who employed a different implement to all the others was Mrs Dighton.

We didn’t have many female teachers, but Mrs Dighton was one who was as enthusiastic a spanker as any of the males.  She taught French and German, and I suppose there was a kind of tradition that kids would misbehave in language classes.

We always felt there was something kind of demeaning about trying to talk a foreign language and would try to think up ridiculous questions and nuisance statements to disrupt the classroom.  Mrs Dighton was Scottish and we would often pretend we couldn’t understand what she was saying in English, never mind what she said in French or German.

Mrs Dighton had a statement she would use to counter these obfuscations and delay tactics, which was ‘I’m not so green as I’m cabbage-looking.’  We were never sure what the words meant, but we knew what would happen next, as she’d add ‘Come up here and we’ll see what Handy Andy has to say.’

Handy Andy was a strip of thick leather, about 18 inches long and two inches wide, stiff rather than flexible, probably owing to its thickness.  Sometimes you’d get two strokes on your non-writing hand, but more often it was three or four on your arse, sometimes over your trousers but more often with them pulled down.

I got Handy Andy twice from Mrs Dighton, and each time I did have to take my trousers down.  This was a ritual as well.  She would get you to the front of the class and tap your bottom with Handy Andy and say: ‘Ye’ll no’ want these breeks in the way,’ probably exaggerating her Scottish accent.  When she said that it meant you had to take your shorts or trousers down and bend over to get it on your underpants.

We all wondered if she ever tapped a boy’s underpants as well and said: ‘We’ll no’ want these wee pants in the way,’ meaning that he’d be strapped on the bare.  If she did, it was never in my classes.

The first time I got Handy Andy was for saying the French word ‘pourquoi’ (meaning ‘why’) as ‘pork you’ and asking Mrs Dighton if it meant having sex with a pig.

The class laughed far more than the joke deserved, and Mrs Dighton asked me if I thought I was funny.

I said: ‘No Miss, I really want to know,’ (we called all female teachers Miss even if they were Mrs).

This made the class laugh more and Mrs Dighton do the ‘I’m not so green as I’m cabbage-looking.’  Then she called me to the front and I had the tap on my shorts with the strap which meant I had to take my shorts down and bend over with my hands on my knees, facing the class.

I got three wallops from Handy Andy and Mrs Dighton put plenty of oomph into the smacks.  Unlike Mr Harcourt’s rubber hose, Handy Andy made some meaningful marks which lasted a couple of days as well as a throbbing pain which lasted a few hours.

It was a strange aspect of classes with Mrs Dighton that probably every second or third class someone would get whacked with Handy Andy and yet it never seemed to discourage us from being stupid.  It’s not even as though she didn’t smack hard.  A few wallops from Handy were as painful as most spankings you got from the male teachers.

It’s not even that we disrespected her.  There were a few teachers who had serious trouble controlling their classes and they were the ones who tended to send disruptive pupils to the Headmaster or Deputy Head with a note – which meant the cane nine times out of ten.

Mrs Dighton controlled her classes perfectly well and the disruption was invariably a boy asking a truly deliberately stupid question or making a ridiculous statement with his hand up and with perfect politeness.  It was just an invisible line that was sometimes crossed when she decided whatever had been said had transgressed from acceptable banter into Handy Andy territory.

Anyway, for whatever strange reason, a spanking from Mrs Dighton was considered fair exchange for (usually) having made everyone laugh.

My second beating from Handy Andy must have been in the fourth year I think as I know I was wearing long trousers and we had to wear shorts for the first three years.

This time we had been having a class discussion about nouns being masculine or feminine. Every French noun was ‘la’ something (feminine) or ‘le’ something (masculine).  Unlike English where every noun is neuter (‘the’) or German where they can be ‘der’ (masculine) ‘die’ (feminine) or ‘das’ (neuter).  So what, you say. 

But of course by this time our vocabulary of French words had grown to include swearwords and I couldn’t help myself asking ‘Why is ‘le con’ masculine?’  ‘Con’ is French for cunt.

Mrs Dighton ignored this so a few moments after I asked: ‘But surely you can’t get anything more feminine than ‘con’! And why is ‘la bitte’ feminine?’ ‘Bitte’ is French slang for cock or prick.

‘Any more from you and you’ll have a meet and greet with Handy Andy,’ Mrs Dighton said.

So next time I didn’t say to her but said it to my classmate next to me, but loud enough for her to hear.  ‘I better not ask her why ‘les nichons’ are masculine then!’ Nichons is French for tits.

Maybe she would have ignored this, but my classmate joined in, supposedly talking to me but loud enough for everyone to hear.

‘Guys can have les nichons too, look at Whale.’

Whale was the derisive nickname of another classmate who was rather plus-size and when stripped for games had ample breasts.  They were not politically correct times back then.

I suppose this was enough, or more than enough, for Mrs Dighton.

I don’t think she even used the line about being cabbage-looking.

‘Out here, both of you.’

We obediently trooped out to the front. She tapped the fingers on her left hand one after another as she enumerated our crimes.

‘Disrupting my class, using filthy language, swearing is swearing whatever language you say it in, talking after you’ve been told to shut up, making fun of your classmates. Five strokes each.’

She took Handy Andy from the drawer and tapped me on the backside.

The whole class took this as a sign to join in the refrain.

‘Ye’ll no’ want these breeks in the way,’ they chorused, then laughed.

We sighed and started taking our trousers down.  As I did so I murmured ‘Merde,’ under my breath (French for ‘Shit’), but of course she heard me.

‘And what gender is that particular noun?’ she enquired with deceptive sweetness.

I said I thought it was an expletive, not a noun.

‘It’s both,’ she carried on her deceptively sweet voice. ‘Merde as a noun means ‘a piece of shit’, so what gender do you think that would be?’

I assumed that she was talking about me so I thought I would guess, and after all it was a 50/50 bet.

‘Le merde,’ I muttered, ‘masculine.’

She carried on in her calm and saccharine sweet voice.  ‘I can see how you would think that, as no doubt ‘tu crois que tu est une merde’ (you think you are a piece of shit), but you’re wrong.  It’s feminine.  So that’s two extra for you, one for swearing again and one to teach you more about gender.’

‘But Miss,’ I began, but she silenced me with a tap of Handy Andy on my bum, which was now presented for punishment as my trousers were at my ankles and I was clutching my legs below the knee.

I subsided and she moved into position to start whacking me. I do think she enjoyed using that strap. She had the experienced spanker’s technique of pausing for five or more seconds between strokes, as the pain doesn’t start immediately after a spank lands.  She gave me five hard whacks, then moved to my classmate and gave him five as well.

I stayed in position, knowing she’d be back to finish me off.  Sure enough, she came back to my side and tapped my arse with her strap.

‘Let’s see if we can make you feel the last two,’ she reverted to her sweet voice, but lashed Handy Andy into my bum with even more force than the first five.  I gave an inadvertent squeal, although it was a point of honour amongst the boys to stay silent for a thrashing, but managed to stay quiet for the last whack.

We compared our flayed arses in the toilets after and there was no doubt mine was more damaged than his.  A couple of other boys came in to have a look and were going to start on me about the squealing, but refrained when they saw the state of my backside.

‘If she’s always going to whack you like that, I’d stay quiet in class in future if I was you,’ one of the lads suggested.

I looked over my shoulder at my arse, red now but already showing signs of the blue-black bruises I’d be carrying for the next week.  I touched it gingerly as well and wondered when I’d be able to sit comfortably again.

‘I will,’ I replied fervently.  And at least in Mrs Dighton’s class, I did!


6.  Punished by Prefects – First Time

At our school there were four school prefects, as well as house prefects for each house.  The ‘houses’ were the groups of boys who competed against each other in school sports and other contests like debating.

House prefects were allowed to slipper boys in their house, for example if they failed to attend a games practice session, while the school prefects were allowed to use the cane.

School prefects were supposed to monitor school rules like running in corridors, out of bounds, etc.  They could report transgressions to teachers, but were also allowed to deal with the perpetrator, usually by caning him.

The standard practice was to order the boy to attend the prefects’ room after school, when the duty prefect would administer the standard punishment.  Generally, regardless of the offence, the punishment was the same.  Six strokes of the cane over trousers, or four over underpants, or two on the bare bottom.  The offender had the choice.

There was always plenty of discussion amongst the boys at school as to which was the lighter punishment, with the consensus generally that two on the bare was the best option, despite the indignity of having to bare your bottom.

My first experience of prefects’ discipline was in my first year, nabbed for running in the corridor when I was late for a lesson.  The prefect who spotted me simply told me to come to the prefects’ room after school and wrote my name in a little notebook.  When I got to my class, I told a couple of friends what had happened and they told me I’d be in for a caning.

I was incredulous.  Just for running in a corridor? But when I arrived at the prefects’ room at 3.50, after school had finished, there were two other boys, both a year or two older than me, and they said the same.

‘Doesn’t matter what you did,’ one boy said gloomily, ‘punishment is always the same.  The cane.  Six, four or two, depending how you want to take it, but no other alternative.’

Just then, the door opened and a prefect came out.

‘Oldest first,’ was all he said.

I was the youngest, so one of the other boys went in.  The prefect closed the door, but as they went in I heard him ask ‘Six, four or two?’ so that seemed to prove that what everyone said was right.

We could hear the whacks through the closed door, and there were only two, so that boy clearly took the bare bottom option.

It was only a minute or so before he came out again, rubbing his backside with one hand and wiping what looked to be tears with the other.

The same prefect beckoned the other boy and the one who’d been caned disappeared down towards the toilets, probably to inspect the damage.

I stood still, waiting for the sound of the beating, and this time I heard four whacks, so the other boy had evidently chosen to get walloped over his underpants.

Again, it was a very short time before he came back out and it was my turn.

I was beckoned into the room.  All four prefects were there, two seated in armchairs, the one who’d led me into the room, and the fourth one who was swishing a cane through the air at the end of the room.

There was no debate or discussion.  ‘Six on the trousers, four on the underpants or two on the bare. Your choice,’ Jackson, the prefect holding the cane, said.

I don’t know why, but I said ‘Six,’ which made all the prefects look up.  I suppose it was an unusual choice.  I think maybe I didn’t want to embarrassment of being bare.

Jackson smiled.  ‘That’s good,’ he said, ‘’Completes today’s set.  Pocock had two on the bare, Mills had four, now six for you.  Feet on the line, bend over and put your hands on the chair.’

I saw there was a metal strip set in the carpet, and a chair a foot or so in front of it.  I bent over and waited for the punishment to start.

‘Legs straight,’ Jackson ordered, ‘I want those shorts nice and tight.’

I did as I was told and he tapped my bottom a few times while getting into position.  I’d had the rubber hose from Potty, but never the cane except at primary school so I didn’t quite know what to expect.

Jackson ripped the cane hard into my bottom for the first stroke, and it hurt and surprised me so much that I let go of the chair, clutched at my bottom, slipped and fell over.

Jackson remained unfazed.  ‘Dear me,’ he remarked, ‘We can’t count that one, six more to go.’

I scrambled back into position and somehow endured six more savage cuts of the cane.  Jackson was an accomplished caner, and no doubt enjoyed the rare opportunity to inflict seven strokes on a single bottom, even though it was protected by shorts and underpants.

The other prefects offered occasional comments as Jackson lashed my bottom.  After the first five, one of them asked, ‘Are you going to do the gate?’

Jackson replied, ‘Of course.’

I wondered what he meant but did feel the sixth stroke smacking differently over my bottom.  Then for the last stroke, another prefect said, ‘Don’t want to spoil the gate, Jackson.  Get him to bend down lower so you can get the last one right at the crease.’

Jackson gave a little laugh and told me to let go of the chair and take hold of my ankles.  I suppose this pushed my bottom a little higher.  He tapped the cane a few times where my bottom met my thighs and slashed the final stroke there.  I suppose that was the crease.

I yelped, but managed to hold on to my ankles.

Jackson told me to get up.  ‘Now take your trousers and underpants down,’ he told me, ‘we need to check the marks.’

So I wasn’t spared the bare bottom anyway! I didn’t argue, just pulled them down.  All four prefects gathered to inspect the damage.

‘Nice gate,’ said one, and I learned later that the ‘gate’, when giving six of the best, means the sixth stroke is diagonal to the first five, which ideally are parallel to each other.  The sixth therefore creates the picture of a farm gate.  The seventh had been placed under the gate, almost on the thighs.

‘Nice beating,’ another prefect remarked, ‘excellent marks considering two layers of clothes.’

‘Thanks,’ Jackson said laconically, then to me he said: ‘Now you thank me for beating you.’

I had heard that the tradition was to thank the person who had whacked you.

‘Thank you for beating me, Jackson,’ I managed to say, as I pulled my underpants and shorts back up.

‘My pleasure,’ Jackson said, and I’m sure he meant it!


7.  Punished by Prefects – Second Time

The house prefects couldn’t cane, but they could use the slipper. House prefects didn’t have their own room like the school prefects did, but each house had a classroom allocated to it which was used by the house boys for after school activities. You could do your homework, or prep as we called it, or play chess or bridge.

This room was also where the house prefects administered their punishments.

There was no obligation to go to the house room after school, but the rule was that you were only allowed to attend your own house.  You couldn’t go into the house room of a different house without a written permission slip from the housemaster.

This rule was supposed to encourage some kind of house patriotism and prevent spies stealing house secrets, as if there were any!

We all knew about the rule, of course, but generally it wasn’t meticulously adhered to except in the football season when boys did worry about others listening when tactics for the next inter-house game would be discussed.

So in my second year I blithely accepted an invitation from a boy to play chess in another house. We were absorbed in the game when I heard someone say ‘What the devil are you doing in here?’ I looked up to see Mr Garner, the housemaster for the house I was visiting.

‘Just playing chess sir,’ I replied.

‘And where is your permission slip?’ He enquired, knowing the answer of course.

‘Haven’t got one sir,’ I admitted.

‘You don’t break the rules in my house and get away with it,’ he told us. He called across to a house prefect who was immersed in prep.

‘Cardwell?’

‘Yes sir?’

Cardwell came over.

‘Foreigner in the room,’ Mr Garner said briefly, ‘give him six.  And give Taylor six as well.  Hard.’

Taylor was the boy I was playing chess with.

‘Be my pleasure sir,’ Cardwell said.

‘If there are any foreigners here next time I come in I’ll give you six,’ Mr Garner told him.

‘Yes sir,’ Cardwell responded, with less enthusiasm.

He made us walk to the front of the class and took the slipper, really a gym shoe, from the teacher’s desk.

He pointed at me. ‘You first, shorts down and bend over.’

I took my shorts down and bent over the desk so my bottom faced the classroom, with probably forty boys watching.

Cardwell took his position at my side and tapped the slipper on my bottom a few times. Then he drew it back, no doubt mindful of Mr Garner’s instructions to smack hard, and walloped me over my underpants.

I found out later it was size 12, that gym shoe, and it covered my arse with each whack. Cardwell employed plenty of follow through and paused between each whack, tapping my bottom  three or four times before each blistering spank.

After he’d delivered the full six I pulled up my shorts gingerly and stood to the side to watch him wallop Taylor.

Taylor took his shorts down and bent over, but complaining bitterly as he did so. ‘I haven’t broken any rule, why should I get it?’

‘Give him two extra,’ Mr Garner ordered Cardwell.  Rarely is there any value in complaining!

Cardwell seemed to beat Taylor with even more enthusiasm than he did me, and for the last two strokes he swung his arm from high overhead. Mr Garner certainly couldn’t complain his instructions to beat hard were not complied with.

Surprisingly neither of us cried, I suppose the knowledge that we had an audience of forty boys stiffened our upper lips.

After the beating we retired to the toilets to inspect the bruises and compare the damage. Taylor’s arse was definitely worse than mine, whether from a harder beating or the two extra whacks it was difficult to say, but mine was bad enough!

In all my time at school after this incident I never went to another house room and never invited a boy from another house to ours. But strangely, I don’t remember anyone else getting whacked for this offence even though it happened all the time. Mr Garner must have been in a black mood that day!

That’s not to say that house prefects were averse to corporal punishment. Boys were generally keen to get to the Friday house meeting on time or early, since the prefects administered beatings, usually for something to do with games practice, at the start of each Friday meeting.

It was normal that one or two boys at least would get a thrashing on Fridays, and most of us boys took a perverse pleasure in watching someone else taking his trousers down for the standard dose of six whacks on the underpants from the slipper.

Senior boys were not exempt, and when we were juniors, often tormented by senior boys, it was a great enjoyment to see their arses lashed.


8.  Punished by Prefects – Third Time

My third beating from prefects was for out of bounds, which meant the cane from the school prefects. I was fifteen or sixteen. Luckily they didn’t see me smoking or I would have been reported to the headmaster and probably got six or even twelve strokes on the bare bottom, which he applied in serious cases.

So I simply reported to the prefects’ room and was offered the standard choice of six, four or two.  This time I chose the accepted preference which was two on the bare bottom.

As I was the oldest of the four boys to be punished that afternoon, I was the first to enter the study.

The duty prefect was already flexing the cane when I went in.  Unfortunately, it was Mansfield, a boy whom I had the previous day beaten in a tennis singles, although he was ranked above me, and he looked as if he was out for revenge.

‘Ah, Wright,’ he smiled, ‘I heard that you had been nicked for out of bounds.  By great good fortune I am the duty prefect today.  You enjoyed beating me yesterday, but possibly not as much as I shall enjoy beating you today.’

There didn’t seem anything to say, so I stayed silent.

‘You’ve chosen two on the bare,’ he continued, ‘so trousers down and take your position.’

I pulled my trousers down, stood at the line and bent over to hold the chair, first tugging my underpants down just enough to expose my bottom but not uncovering my genitals.

‘I don’t think we’ll use the chair today,’ Mansfield remarked, ‘I want you to touch your toes.  Do try not to fall over or move your feet or I’ll start from the beginning.’

He moved the chair away and I bent right over so my fingers touched the floor.  He tapped the backs of my legs with the cane and told me to straighten them more.  Then he tapped my bottom as he moved to one side where he could have a free swing of the cane.

Bent over as I was I could see him shuffling about as he tapped my arse with the cane, adjusting his position until he was ready to strike. Then as I saw him draw his hand back I braced myself for the first bare bottom cane stroke of my life.

He must have seen the tightening of the muscles in my arse, because he paused and tapped my bottom again.

‘Don’t clench,’ he ordered, ‘I want your arse nice and relaxed when the cane rips into it.’

I made a conscious effort and unclenched my cheeks, and this time he raised his arm and whipped the cane into me.

For a moment I didn’t feel anything, then the pain manifested and I had an almost uncontrollable urge to rub my bottom. I managed to stay down and he tapped away, planning where to cut the second slash into me.

The second blow struck low down on my butt, close to the crease of my thighs, where the seventh stroke from my first caning had been delivered. It is certainly an exquisitely painful area and since I have myself taken up caning, I generally contrive to allocate one stroke there. Mansfield was clearly an accomplished practitioner of the art and knew how to get the best out of a couple of cane strokes.

I managed to stay in place, and although Mansfield asked his fellow prefects to tell him if I had shifted so he could inflict more strokes, no-one said that I had.

He told me I could get up.  I pulled my pants up, thanked him for beating me, and retreated to the toilets to inspect the damage.

There were two sharp lines across both buttocks, dark red and feeling as if they were etched into the flesh.  These are the tram lines I have read about, I thought, as I felt the ridges.

Another boy came into the toilets as I was checking my arse.

He looked across at my caned backside.

‘Mansfield’s work?’ he asked sapiently.

‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘how did you know?’

‘His trademark, one across the meat of the arse and the other into the crease.  I’ve had a beating twice from Mansfield and identical both times.  You’ll be able to admire those stripes for a week or so.’

He was right, the dark red turned almost black in a day or two and the ridges faded to flat after about three days, but it took a week at least before the marks went away completely.


9.  Final Prefect’s Beating

The last beating I received from the prefects was just a couple of weeks later. Mansfield, the prefect who’d caned me last time, found me holding a packet of cigarettes.

The penalty for smoking was supposed to be a report to the Headmaster who would inflict a severe beating, up to twelve strokes of the cane and often on the bare.

I argued that I hadn’t been smoking and that I had simply found this packet of cigarettes. Both Mansfield and Harcourt, the head boy, who Mansfield consulted about my punishment, knew I was lying but couldn’t prove it.

In the end they elected not to report me to the Headmaster, and I was told to report instead to the prefects’ room after school.

I was the only boy being punished that day so didn’t have to wait around.  Mansfield opened the door and I was expecting that he’d be wielding the cane again.  I was tossing up whether to take the two on the bare again or maybe four over the underpants.

However, when I entered the room it was Harcourt, the head boy, who was flexing the cane and swishing it through the air.

‘Ah, Wright,’ he said, ‘I think you’re lucky, but as you know we’ve decided to just give you the prefect punishment instead of reporting you to the Head.  So what’s your choice?’

‘I’ll take four please, Harcourt.’

I’m really not sure what made me do that, the underpants really wouldn’t afford much protection and two extra strokes would be very painful.  Maybe in the back of my mind I was recalling the six over trousers and the two I’d recently had on the bare and choosing four meant that I’d experience all the options for a prefect’s caning.

Anyway, Harcourt just nodded, swished the cane through the air again and told me to take my position.

I stood on the line as usual and asked him if I was to hold the chair or touch my toes.

‘The chair,’ he said briefly.

I took my trousers down and bent over, putting two hands flat on the chair and bracing myself.  I was reflecting on my stupidity for choosing four strokes over the underpants, the thin cotton of which would provide virtually no protection.  For a moment I considered asking for two on the bare instead, but thought better of it.

Harcourt was unusual in that he had been a prefect for the previous year as well, being a boy with great sporting ability, the principal desideratum for high office in any school.

So this was his second year of wielding the cane and he had established a considerable reputation as an accomplished practitioner.

He had his eye in that day and although he gave me the four strokes, they were in groups of two which he contrived to deliver in exactly the same spot.  When I reviewed the carnage after, there were just two lines across my arse, deep and ridged, where he had managed to place the cane strokes to perfection.

I have quite often delivered cane strokes one over another myself, as it produces an exquisite agony for the victim, but only on the bare buttocks.  Harcourt was a special talent with the ability to do it over underpants.

All I knew at the time was the second and fourth strokes seemed more painful than any I had ever received, including on the bare.

After the fourth, I was ordered to take my underpants down so the prefects could inspect the results, and that was when I realised what he had done.

‘Bloody well done,’ Mansfield congratulated, ‘You’d swear there were only two marks.  Don’t know how you manage to do that over underpants.  Don’t think I could do it over a bare arse.’

‘Just practice,’ Harcourt replied modestly.

When I saw for myself the two parallel lines, I had to admit that although the pain was excruciating, you had to give the bloke credit for an outstanding piece of work.

That may have been the first time where I thought about actually delivering a caning myself, to see if I could match that expertise.


10.                    Secondary School: The Gym

It’s a classic cliché that the school gym teacher is not only an enthusiastic user of corporal punishment, but also that he or she invariably uses the slipper or its equivalent.  In England a gym shoe was called a plimsoll, flexible, light and rubber soled, and Mr King, our gym master, stuck to the cliché by employing the plimsoll on virtually every possible occasion.

I’m not sure why he was always called the gym teacher, not the games master, as he taught all games and most lessons were outside, not in the gym.  Maybe it was because in the gym he exercised more power, especially wielding the plimsoll.

Forgot your games kit? Do gym in your underwear and bare feet and bend over before you leave the changing room, after you’d stripped to your underwear, for two whacks from the Whacker, which is what he invariably called his trusty plimsoll.

Too slow climbing the wall bars? A hearty smack from Whacker will urge you on.

Last place in the cross-country race? Two whacks if he thought you’d tried your best, four if he didn’t.

No prizes for guessing that Mr King’s nickname was Whacker, or The Whacker.  He and his plimsoll were two sides of a coin and inside the gym or the changing rooms it rarely left his hand.

Games took place one afternoon a week except for those students both lazy and clever enough to find a reason for non-attendance.  Generally there was no way out for the first two or three years at school but after that you could sometimes wangle a permanent excuse by volunteering for something.  You may be able to take an extra class in woodwork or art, while the rich lazy kids took up golf and spent the afternoon allegedly playing 18 holes but more commonly smoking and swigging cheap cider in the woods near the golf course.

I’m sure there was not a boy in the school who didn’t get a taste of the Whacker across his backside at least once during his stay at the school, and I was no exception.

The first time was when I didn’t bring my games kit.  I didn’t forget it, I didn’t bring it on purpose, as I had a slight cold and had persuaded Mum to give me a note excusing me games.  Unfortunately, it was the note which I had forgotten.

I explained to Mr King that I had a note excusing me from games, so he held out his hand for it.  I scrabbled around in my pockets and then my school bag before I remembered I had left it on the hall table at home.  I had put it there ironically because I wanted to put it in my blazer pocket, so I would know where it was.

I tried to explain to The Whacker but didn’t get very far.  ‘Strip to vest and pants, no shoes or socks, and come and see me before you go out,’ was all he said.

Of course I knew that boys who forgot their kit got spanked, so without the note that’s all I was – just another boy who’d forgotten his gym gear.  Disconsolately I undressed down to my underwear and went back to Mr King , who as usual in the changing rooms was tapping the Whacker on one hand.

‘Should be two,’ he said, ‘but I think you earn an extra one for either lying or stupidity, whichever it is.  Bend over.’

Even then I knew there was never anything to be gained from arguing with teachers, so I bent over and he tapped my bottom, telling me to hold onto my legs.

Hi spanking technique had plenty of power and follow-through.  I suppose as the games teacher he felt he should deliver the most powerful corporal punishment in the school.

He certainly whacked me hard that day.  The first smack almost knocked me off my feet.  I was only 12 or 13, didn’t have a very big bottom, so the plimsoll effectively covered both bum cheeks.  Being boys, we all enjoyed watching someone else get a thrashing so pretty much the whole class was standing around watching me getting smacked.

‘Nice whack, sir,’ someone called.

‘Nearly knocked him over with that one,’ said someone else.

After the second smack, someone said he thought he could see the red shining through my underpants (we all wore white underpants as part of the uniform).

The third and final spank felt like the hardest, as the last one always did when you got a beating, and Mr King smiled round at his audience, who gave a small round of applause.

‘Now that should remind all of you not to forget your kit,’ he remarked, then tossed the plimsoll to a boy.

‘Put it on my desk,’ he ordered, ‘no need to put it away.  I’m sure we’ll be needing it later!’

‘At least you don’t need it for my poor arse again today,’ I muttered as I rubbed my bruised bum.

He heard me of course.

‘Oh, I think I will,’ he said.  And he did!

I was lucky it wasn’t a cross country day because of the fact I had no running shoes and in fact was in bare feet, but we still had to do a circuit of the games field at the end of the lesson.

This was about 400 metres and although it was on grass there were enough stones to make sure it was a painful run in bare feet.  Of course, I was last, and there was Mr King grinning widely tapping Whacker on the palm of his left hand.

‘You know the rules, two if you were trying hard and four if you weren’t. What will it be boys?’ He asked the class.

‘Four!’ They all shouted.

‘A bit harsh, lads,’ he admonished them.

‘I think you were trying your best,’ he said to me, ‘so just the two. Bend over.’

I suppose I was glad to get away with just the two, so I bent over and got the two whacks.  That was the only time I got two spankings on the same day at school.  I suppose I’d asked for it in a way as I knew The Whacker wanted to find an excuse to give me a repeat after my smart-arse remark.


11.                    The Ruler Rules

I don’t really know why, but the standard equipment in every classroom at the Grammar School included a two foot wooden ruler. Those were the days of blackboards and chalk, not screens and whiteboards and certainly the ruler was sometimes used to make straight lines on the blackboard.

However, as I’ve said elsewhere, another use of the ruler was as a convenient and effective instrument of correction.

Strangely, given the prevalence of the ruler as a punishment, I only once got to feel it over my backside. That was the occasion of the major mass beating which was talked about for a very long time.

Mr Logan was one of the unfortunate teachers who shouldn’t have been in the profession, utterly unable to keep order and teaching frankly nonsense subjects like religious education and general studies.

Since there was nothing worth learning in his classes and he couldn’t control a mob of unruly boys, his classes were invariably chaos and although he never used corporal punishment himself he was one of the masters who frequently sent boys off to the head or deputy head with a note. They invariably got ‘six’ and I suppose it was one way he could maintain a kind of discipline in the form room.

The tragic thing was that he really tried to be a good teacher.  He had to teach us religion.  Instead of just making us read bits of the bible and writing tedious essays on those extracts, like our previous RE teacher had done, he tried to educate us about comparative religions like Islam, Hinduism and Judaism.

If we’d been less obnoxious or he’d been more inspirational, it probably would have been very interesting. But sadly, we were obnoxious, he was uninspiring and his choice of subject and presentation thereof were equally disastrous.

This day, he was telling us about Israel, Judaism and in particular Kibbutzim. I still find it hard to believe that he started saying that one of the problems of a kibbutz was that boys and girls shared dorms all through from little kids to the age of 18.

He told us that this caused particular difficulties in adolescence because even if the children didn’t have sex together they would witness each other masturbating.

This was too much for us 14 year old boys.

One of the lads put his hand up and asked ‘What is masturbating, sir?’

To be quite honest, I was one of those who genuinely didn’t know what the word meant, although of course we all knew what wanking was.  And we all knew or guessed that masturbating was somehow rude.

Of course, what he should have said was ‘Don’t be impertinent boy,’ and refused to answer the question. Instead he launched on a convoluted explanation of masturbation which had us all in stitches and with boys calling out comments like ‘do you think the girls measure each boy’s cock, sir?’

Even by the standards of one of Mr Logan’s classes, this chaos was impressive. The noise level was high just from students shouting but was exacerbated by banging of desks and stamping of feet when anything particularly silly was said.

Then the door opened and Mr Brougham came in, the deputy head. Almost instantaneously silence descended on the unruly classroom.

Mr Brougham walked slowly to the front of the class, where Mr Logan was looking about as shell shocked as us students.

‘You did mention that you were trialling a free form discussion class today,’ Mr Brougham said to Mr Logan, without a word of truth.  ‘However, I have to say that I feel these young men have misinterpreted the manner of this forum.’

He smiled around at us all.

‘I am also aware that you have unfortunately strained your wrist, Mr Logan,’ he continued, still with no element of truth, ‘so no doubt you are unable to administer any corrective treatment to these errant pupils.  Fortunately, I am not incapacitated in any way, so I shall be pleased to assist you in the corrective action.’

As he spoke he took the ruler down from its place hanging by the blackboard.

‘I have no intention of seeking out the ringleaders of this exhibition,’ he announced. ‘Every boy will receive four strokes. Line up.’

We shuffled to our feet and stood by the wall of the classroom. One by one we then had to go to the front, bend over the desk and receive four strokes of the ruler across our backsides.

I was sitting close to the back of the class so was one of the last ones to get whacked, but I don’t think Mr Brougham’s energy was much dissipated even after thrashing 18 or 20 bottoms before mine.

We had to take our trousers down before we bent over, so we were punished over a single layer of clothing as specified in the regulations.

‘Easier to check there are no exercise books stuffed into pants as well,’ Mr Brougham remarked to Mr Logan as he told the first boy to pull his trousers down.

The ruler was of course completely inflexible, unlike the cane, strap, slipper or rubber hose, so was quite a different impact on the bottom compared the other punishment implements.

There were more than 25 boys in the class and we all got whacked, even the goody two-shoes who had caused no trouble. For at least a couple of boys it was the only time in their entire school career that they had their bottoms warmed, and so far as the school scuttlebutt was concerned it was believed to the only time a whole class was beaten.

Four strokes of the ruler was enough to mark my arse and of course many of us compared bums afterwards and every one I saw was well reddened so I don’t think Mr Brougham held back on any of the spanks, even when he was larruping one of the goody-goodies.

After he’d walloped us all and we were back in our places, Mr Logan tried to retrieve his dignity by saying ‘Thank you, Mr Brougham, that was most helpful. It is a great inconvenience to have an injured wrist.’

‘No problem, Mr Logan,’ he replied, ‘I was happy to help.  Kindly send one of the boys to fetch me if you need further assistance.’

With that, he left the room. We stayed quiet for the rest of the lesson.  I don’t think we accorded any more respect to Mr Logan after this incident but we definitely kept the noise level down!


12.                    The Headmaster’s Cane

Three times I felt the cane wielded by different prefects, but I felt the dreaded cane wielded by the Headmaster just once in my time at secondary school.  It was the beginning of my second-to-last year at school.  In UK the school year begins in September, and my birthday is in October, so I was nearly 17 at the time of the incident.

The Headmaster, Mr Dancroft, had announced in morning assembly that a major focus for the term was going to be adherence to uniform and deportment standards, which meant shaving and short hair, plus keeping your tie on properly and top button done up.

The uniform was navy blue blazer, white shirt, school tie, grey trousers, white underpants, grey socks and black shoes.  The blazer had the school badge on the pocket, but unlike today’s blazers, where the badge is integrated with the blazer, ours needed to be sewn on.

It was probably a week after term started that I got into trouble, and it was the blazer badge which did it.  I had outgrown my old blazer and had a new one, but my Mum hadn’t sewn on the new badge yet.

I rarely walked down the school corridor where the Headmaster’s office was, but I was there for some reason that day, and he happened to pop out at an inopportune moment.

His eyes locked on my bare blazer pocket, where the school crest should have been.  ‘Where’s your school badge, boy?’ he demanded.

‘New blazer, sir, Mum hasn’t sewn it on yet.’

‘That’s no excuse,’ he told me, then looked me up and down.

My hair was long, my tie askew, top button of my shirt undone, and I was wearing brown shoes and red socks.

One by one he enumerated these deficiencies of uniform and deportment, then delivered the sentence.

‘I will see you in my study at 4pm tomorrow, after school, and I expect to see you properly attired and composed.’

‘Yes sir,’ I replied.  By ‘composed’ I assumed he meant with my hair cut and top button done up.  I was fairly confident I could fix everything and escape with no more than a lecture.

When I left school that afternoon I rushed straight to the barber and had a haircut which should pass muster.  Then I went home and contemplated the shoe problem.  Like most boys then, I had one pair of shoes suitable for school.  Kids grew out of shoes and very few families could afford more than one pair for a growing child.  I had chosen brown, even though of course I knew the uniform specified black, just because I liked the shoes and thought vaguely that brown ones might be wearable away from school without looking too dorky.

No way could I ask my parents for new shoes, and anyway there was no way I could get them by tomorrow.  All I could think of was to polish them repeatedly with black shoe polish, and hope the result looked black enough to pass.

Three times I applied polish and buffed with brush and rag, until my hands were weary and I seemed to have nearly as much shoe polish on my hands as my shoes.  The result was dubious.  The shoes were certainly shiny after all that polishing, but the colour was dark brown rather than black.  Still, it was the best I could do.

I unpicked the badge from my old blazer and took it to Mum to sew on.  Unfortunately it was her choir practice night and she said she didn’t have time.  Even though I explained there was uniform inspection tomorrow, she wouldn’t do it, just pinned it ready to do tomorrow.

I looked at it and thought it would do.  Everything else was easy, I had grey socks and was able to do up my top button, though I felt uncomfortable with it done up after years of slovenly dress.

So the following day I was quite confident when I knocked on the Headmaster’s door at 4pm.

‘Come in,’ I heard, and I opened the door.

‘You wanted to see me sir.’

He looked me up and down almost indifferently, and I thought I’d got away with it.  Then his gaze focused on my blazer and he approached close enough to touch my pocket.

‘This is not sewn on,’ he complained, tapping the badge.

‘No sir, Mum didn’t have time.’

‘Why the devil should your mother do it? Surely you are capable of sewing on a badge.’

‘Yes sir, sorry sir.’

‘I had been intending just to give you six, but I shall add another for that piece of indolence.’

I was flabbergasted. It had never occurred to me in any serious way that this could be a caning offence. ‘Six, sir?’ I couldn’t help saying.

‘Seven, now,’ he replied laconically, and pressed a buzzer on his desk.

The school secretary came in, a lady in her thirties with an aloof air.  No-one we knew had received a nice word from her, if you had to do something like deliver a note to her from your parents she always tried to make you feel obscurely in the wrong.

‘Medium cane and punishment book please Mrs Baker,’ the Head said, ‘and I shall need you to witness please.’

‘Yes sir,’ she replied, and a few moments later placed the book and the cane on his desk.

The Head picked up the cane and gestured with it to the far wall.  There was a metal bar fixed to the wall like a towel rail with a small mat in front of it.

‘Blazer off, stand on the mat, trousers down, bend over and grip the bar,’ the Headmaster instructed me.

He wrote briefly in the punishment book as I obeyed his instructions.  Mrs Baker stood a few feet away from me, no doubt enjoying the anticipation of watching a good caning.  I tried to leave my trousers just below my underpants, but as I bent over to grip the rail they dropped to my ankles.

I bent down to try to pull them back up, but Mrs Baker said: ‘just leave them, they’ll fall down with the first stroke anyway.’

I guessed she’d been the witness for many thrashings in that room so I assumed she knew what she was talking about.  I left them round my ankles.

The Headmaster approached, lifted my shirt out of the way and tapped the cane on my bottom.

‘Seven strokes, uniform and deportment violations.  Count the strokes and thank me after each.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said.  I had heard that the Head required boys being whacked to count the strokes, now I found it was true. I hoped I didn’t lose count!

With that, he drew back his hand and whacked me across the arse.

I expected it to hurt and it did.  But with Mrs Baker drinking it in from a few feet away I had to grit my teeth.

‘One, thank you sir,’ I said.

His technique was a couple of range finder taps before each cut with the cane, presumably lining up where he wanted to strike.

Two taps and another slash across my bum.

‘Two, thank you sir.’

After two more strokes I felt my knees giving way slightly, but he tapped my thighs smartly with the cane and ordered me to keep my legs straight.

‘Arch your back, boy, straighten your legs and get that bottom stuck out.’

I obeyed his command and he slammed another whack into my arse, making me jump slightly.

‘Five, thank you sir.’

Mrs Baker interrupted. ‘Just a moment, sir.’ My involuntary leap in the air had made my shirt tail fall over my underpants and she lifted it out of the way.

I know she was twice my age and my arse was getting shredded by the cane, but there was an undoubted stiffening of my cock as her hands brushed my bottom when she pulled my shirt up.

I could see her from the corner of my eye and I’m sure there was a slight smile crinkling her face as she saw what was happening in my pants.

I hope Mr Dancroft didn’t notice.  He tapped my backside twice and delivered the sixth stroke, lower than the first five and causing me to cry out with a sort of anguished squeak.

‘Six, thank you sir,’ I managed to say.

‘Final stroke,’ he announced, delivering his two range-finding taps.

As always, the last stroke was the hardest and also low on my bottom.

I squawked again and managed to say ‘Seven, thank you sir.’

I didn’t get up, seeing Mr Dancroft going back to his desk and writing in the punishment book and assuming I should stay in position till told to rise.

I turned my head the other way and met Mrs Baker’s eyes.  She was still wearing that slight smile and I saw her eyes drop to focus on the swelling still in my underpants.

I willed it to go away and couldn’t understand why I would get an erection from a caning.

After a few moments the Head told me to get dressed and come and sign the book.  He also told Mrs Baker she could go, and for her to put the cane away.

As she left I got the lecture about how every boy was representing the school and a slovenly appearance indicated a lazy personality, etc.  He told me to get the badge sewed on that evening and to come and show him tomorrow, or I’d be bending over for another six.

Finally, after I signed the punishment book, he handed it to me and told me to return it to Mrs Baker.

She actually smiled at me properly when I handed her the book.  She nodded at the door on the right side of her office.

‘Private toilet,’ she said, ‘there’s a jar of cold cream in there if you want to soothe that bum.’

‘Really?’ I asked.

‘Cross my heart and hope to die,’ she said, still smiling, ‘I’ll rub in in for you if you want.’

I have always wondered if she really would have, but I just said ‘No thank you miss,’ and went to the boys’ toilets to inspect the damage.

He was a good caner, Mr Dancroft.  Seven parallel lines, evenly spaced across both buttocks and individually identifiable, only touching in a couple of spots.  Unlike Jackson the prefect, he didn’t go for the five bar gate pattern.

It was my first and only caning from Mr Dancroft, but in a way it has been the model for every caning I have delivered. When I got home I tried to photograph my bottom with my Dad’s Polaroid camera, but couldn’t get it right. I didn’t want to try more than twice as he’d notice the film getting used, so I got my older sister to take the picture after my first go was all blurry.

I bent over in the punishment position for the picture with my bottom bared but keeping my cock hidden in my pants. My sister was quite impressed at the stripes blazed across my backside, especially as at her school, which was all girls, corporal punishment was almost never used.

She took the photo, which came out perfectly, and agreed to keep it secret from our parents and our little brother. I still have that picture, a record of my last corporal punishment at secondary school and an impeccable example of the caner’s art.

The price for her silence was a description of the caning, including how my cock started to get hard when Mrs Baker touched my bum, and how she offered to rub cold cream in after the beating.  My sister was 18 at the time and had never been spanked since she was little.  The last one she could remember was a slippering from our Dad when she’d been about 12.

She said I seemed proud of the stripes and I had to admit I sort of was.  ‘Even though it must have hurt?’ she wanted to know.

‘It’s hard to explain,’ I told her, ‘why don’t you get Mark to spank you and maybe you’ll see.’

Mark was her boyfriend.  When I asked her a few days later if he’d given her a spanking she blushed and told me it was none of my business, so I guess he did.


13.                    Prefect – Spankee becomes Spanker

The caning from Mr Dancroft was the last spanking I got at school.  In my last year I was made a prefect, and in previous years prefects had been allowed to cane junior boys, which would have been quite thrilling for me.

Unfortunately, the privilege of wielding the cane had been removed from prefects the year before my appointment.  When I was a junior, prefects still used the cane, often for trivial offences like running in the corridor or having a shoe lace undone.

It was quite common to see two or three boys waiting outside the prefects’ room after school.  All beatings were administered straight after school so boys could still get to their buses on time.

I received a caning several times from a prefect as did several of my friends and they said the ceremony was always the same as my own experience.

There was never any discussion or debate; if you had been summonsed to the prefects’ room after school, you were in for the cane.  The only choice you had was you could take six strokes over your trousers, four over your underpants or two on the bare bottom.

Regardless of which prefect had detected your offence, it was the prefect of the day who caned you.  They would simply ask ‘Six on the trousers, four on the pants or two on the bare?’  You made the choice, adjusted your clothing as appropriate, and the prefect of the day walloped you.

The consensus was that two on the bare was the least painful, so most pupils chose that option.  It was certainly undignified to take your trousers or shorts and underpants down and bend over the spanking chair, but two strokes unprotected were easier to endure than four or six, even with some protection.

Anyway, by the time I became a prefect the rules had changed and caning was no longer allowed.  We were supposed to give lines as a penalty instead, e.g. write out 100 times ‘I must not run in the corridor.’

Three canes still hung on the wall of the prefects’ room, but they were not to be used. However, the junior boys had no more desire to do ‘lines’ than the prefects wanted to set them. So it wasn’t long before a new compromise was arranged.

Offending students were still summonsed to the prefects’ room after school but were now offered a choice – 100 lines or the slipper.

If they chose the slipper, as nearly all of them did, they had a further choice – nine strokes over trousers, six on underpants or three bare.

The tariff had increased since caning days to reflect the gentler impact of the slipper (actually a soft tennis shoe, but always called the slipper).  But a solid slippering was a memorable punishment, as I could testify from my adventures with the Whacker, in gym classes, as well as the house prefect punishments.

So although I would dearly have loved to use the canes which adorned the wall of the prefects’ room, it was an excellent and much valued second prize to be allowed to thrash the junior boys with the slipper. Occasionally even senior boys would earn a punishment so we whacked boys ranging in age from about 11 to 17 or so.

There were four prefects, so once or twice a week each of us was the duty prefect and in sole possession of the punishment slipper.  In my year as prefect I don’t think a single boy opted for lines instead of the slipper when I was duty prefect.  Occasionally one would choose lines to begin with, but I would gently explain that any fault of spelling, blotting or untidiness in the lines would mean double lines the next day, or double slippering.

In the end they all chose the slipper.  I averaged about six backsides a week that I was able to wallop with that trusty slipper.  It was a mixture of beatings, probably split roughly equally between over trousers, underpants and bare, as there was less consensus regarding the milder punishment from the slipper compared to the cane, where virtually every boy had opted for two cuts to the bare arse.

I didn’t really mind; I probably preferred either nine over the trousers or three on the bare, with six on underpants my least favourite.  Nine hard whacks with plenty of follow-through were a pleasure to deliver across a trouser seat, while the immediate delight of witnessing three solid wallops on a bare arse never failed to satisfy me.

That’s not to denigrate the enjoyment of planting six hearty blows across underpants, particularly as from time to time I would pull the boy’s pants tight and they would slide into the crack of his arse, thus exposing most of his cheeks to the kiss of the slipper, just as my primary school Headmaster had done to me.

You don’t have to tell me how politically incorrect it is to admit to the pleasure I took from whacking the arses of boys aged between 11 and 17, often on the bare buttocks.

I may say with perfect truth however that I never had any sexual designs on the boys whose backsides I lashed. I took a slight scientific interest in observing when a boy appeared to show indications of a stiffening cock during a beating, but I had no interest in buggering any of them or even touching their cocks or arses. For me, it was all about the thrashing, and only those who have experienced the pleasure of administering a good hiding can appreciate such an enterprise is a joy to itself.

Of course, my fellow prefects realised I took more delight in whipping the boys than any of them, but no one had a problem with that. In fact, several times one of them asked me to take their duty day.

‘I can’t be bothered doing the slippering this afternoon, can you do it?’

My answer was always an enthusiastic yes. My technique never varied. Youngest first, assuming there were more than one for punishment that day. In caning times, the tradition had been that the oldest boy got whacked first.  I don’t know why after the cane was banned it changed to youngest first. Invite him into the room, no discussion about the offence, just ‘Slipper or lines?’ Followed by a brief discussion if the culprit chose lines, to persuade him to pick the slipper instead. Then his choice of 3, 6 or 9 strokes.  If he was too slow making up his mind, I chose for him, generally three on the bare. Then the boy would take his trousers and pants down (if taking the bare option), bend over the spanking chair and place his hands flat on the seat or grip the sides.

I would take my position, tapping the boy’s bottom with the slipper as I moved into the ideal place for lashing the arse before me. The spanking was always measured, just four or five seconds between smacks, enough to let the stroke be felt and not long enough to be sadistic. So even a nine-strokes whacking was over in less than a minute.

After the spanking, a quick look at the damage if the boy was either bare or over underpants, then tell him to get dressed, leave and send the next youngest in.

I think the most we ever had was six boys to whack on the same day, and sadly I wasn’t on duty that day.  I watched though, which was less fun than delivering the spankings but still very stimulating.  That day, all six chose to get it on the bare so it was quite entertaining to discern if the involuntary stiffening of the penis became apparent as the slipper thudded into the arses.

I did spank five boys a couple of times though, which was very enjoyable.  I particularly wished to develop a graduating force of spanks, so that I ensured the final stroke was discernibly harder than the others, without making the lead-in strokes too weak.

That was one of the reasons I enjoyed the nine spanks over trousers, as I was able to gradually increase the force until the last one, which often produced an involuntary grunt from me, like a tennis player, as I smashed the slipper in the lad’s backside.

As I have said, I had no sexual designs on the boys, but I would be lying if I didn’t concede that of course there was a sexual element to my enjoyment.  Without in the slightest degree wishing to molest any of the boys, my own cock became semi-hard as I thrashed the boys, and I always masturbated as soon after the beatings as I could contrive.

This made me realise that of course the ultimate enjoyment of being a straight male spanker would be to have female spankees.  At an all-boys school I obviously wasn’t going to get any female students to punish, but there are plenty of girls around and I was starting to discover them.


14.                    Spanking the Girlfriend

I was nearly 18 when I became a prefect, so for most of that school year I was old enough to drive, go to pubs, nightclubs and anything else I could find money enough to do.  In UK 18 was the age you could legally drink, and even during school days we’d sometimes go to the pub at lunchtime.

It was a busy year; studying for the final year of school, hoping to get good enough grades for the university I was aiming for, working two part time jobs, doing prefect duty (which did involve more than just walloping boys’ backsides, though that was the most pleasurable element) and having my first proper girlfriend, Charlotte, or Charley.

She was at the sister school to mine, half a mile down the road, and all-girls.  We joined forces for some things like school plays and dances and we met at school when she was acting in the play and I was doing props and staging.

We were both in our final year and were studying two of the same subjects, English and History, so started having study sessions at each other’s houses. Of course, we always did homework in our bedrooms, so although we genuinely did study when there were people about, whenever the house was quiet we’d be on the bed making out.

For quite a while this was just heavy petting, which sounds unexciting, but if there is anything finer as an 18 year old than kissing a lovely girl while feeling her firm tits and slipping a finger into her soaking pussy, I don’t know what it could be. Except perhaps having that girl’s hand on your prick, and feeling the swelling, throbbing and ultimately the climax of her ministrations.

She loved making my cock ‘explode’ and sometimes would use her mouth for a few seconds, before getting her hands to work. She could always make me spurt using her fingers and I loved to splash spunk over her face, tits or clothes, although of course she always tried to catch it in a tissue. 

She never let me tongue her cunt, but my hand was welcome inside her panties to caress her clit and feel the wetness inside her pussy. I could never get her to cum with just my fingers, until I struck the happy idea of talking dirty to her at the same time. I would have my left hand in her knickers, my right inside her bra and my mouth close to her ear. I’d build word pictures of wild sex scenes, where as well as what I’d do to her I’d describe how I’d get strangers or people we knew to fuck her or fuck me while she watched.

I imagined tying her up and having her whipped, or strapped to a bench and spit-roasted in the mouth and anus, or me fucking her arse while I was having my own arse fucked by a girl with a strap-on, and all of these pictures I cast into her mind with dirty talk until she blew herself away with orgasm, helped of course with my finger on her clit.

I suppose it showed how much porn we’d seen that I could describe all these scenarios and render them in her mind’s eye even though we were both virgins.

Eventually we progressed to full sex and lost our mutual virginity on my 18th birthday, two weeks before hers. We’d debated who should get the big birthday present and I was the lucky one. I don’t think either of us could have waited another two weeks. Even when we progressed to full intercourse I carried on talking dirty to her while we were making love, and actually I have carried on this practice all my life.

Anyway, you don’t want to hear about teenage fumblings.  One of the frequent word pictures I painted was of her getting spanked or whipped, either by me or by a friend or stranger.  In post-coital intimacy, she asked me why I fantasised so much about spanking.

‘Because I enjoy it, I guess,’ I replied.

She was immediately indignant, believing that I was spanking some other girl.

I hastened to reassure her, explaining that there was no other girl for me but her, and that spanking was something I’d never tried on a girl, but always wanted to.

She was outraged again, now assuming that I was gay, or bisexual, and got off on spanking boys. 

This was a bit tricky, since it was essentially true, not the gay or bisexual part, but the enjoyment in spanking boys part.  I tried to explain that I did enjoy spanking, and up till now I had only succeeded in spanking boys.

I explained my role as a prefect whereby I was obliged to spank boys as part of my duty, but that I had found I actually enjoyed it.  I said that it wasn’t lusting after the boys’ arses or pricks that I enjoyed, but just the physical act of walloping their tushies.

Eventually I got her to agree that she’d never detected any sign in me of fancying boys, and that she did get off on the mental images of having her arse thrashed, when I talked dirty to her.  So she had to agree there may be something in the concept of spanking as a sexual kink that could be interesting or even thrilling.

We laid a plan for how she could observe a spanking.  She was a prefect at her school, although sadly that did not come with any spanking duties or privileges, and as I said was acting in the school play which was to be staged at our school.

This gave her plenty of opportunity to be at our school for rehearsals, and it was a straightforward matter to arrange for her to visit the prefects’ room after school.  Naturally we chose a day when I was the duty prefect and therefore wielding the slipper.

Three boys presented themselves for punishment that day, which was quite a normal quota.  According to standard practice I invited the youngest in first, a boy of 12 or 13.

‘Lines or slipper?’ I asked.

‘Slipper, I suppose,’ the boy replied gloomily.

‘3, 6 or 9?’ I proceeded.

He looked over at Charley, who was leaning against the wall.  She was in school uniform so there was no doubt about where she was from.

‘Don’t worry about her,’ I said, ‘just make your choice.’

He looked again at her but decided not to pursue it.

‘Six,’ he decided.

‘Ok, trousers down, into position.’

The boy moved to the spanking chair, lowered his shorts and bent over to grip the chair seat.

I glanced across at Charley to make sure she had an adequate view, then tapped the boy’s underpants a few times as I took my stance.

A good size 12 tennis shoe can cover both buttocks of a normal-sized 12 year old, and I put special effort into whacking that young lad, culminating with the tennis grunt on the last as I lashed him with an extra ounce of energy.

I stole a brief glance at Charley, who had her tongue between her teeth, a sure sign of excitement, so I knew I was on a winner here.

I dismissed the boy and told him to send the next youngest in, a boy in the same year so just a few weeks or months different in age.

This one chose nine, so I walloped him over his shorts, again saving some reserve for the last whack.  Once more Charley watched with a sparkle in her eye and her tongue visible.

The last boy for punishment was older, in the last year of juniors and 16 years old.

He looked at Charley but I guessed had already been told there was a girl in the room so made no comment.  I was delighted that he chose three strokes, which meant Charley would see all three punishment deliveries. I wonder now if he chose bare bottom so he would expose his naked arse to a girl.

I told the boy to take his trousers and underpants down.  His trousers fell to his ankles, but he pulled his underpants down just far enough to expose his buttocks while keeping his cock inside.

This was the normal procedure for a bare-arse spanking.  The bunching of the underpants in the front actually tended to disguise any view of whether the boy’s cock got hard, which tended to be easier to observe when the spanking was delivered over the underpants.

I tugged the boy’s pants down a further inch, to ensure I had access to the underside of his arse where it met the top of his thighs, as I enjoyed lashing a boy’s sit spot.  I was tempted to full them down further, so Charley got a look at the boy’s cock, but I decided that might be going too far.

I glanced across at Charley, who was staring fixedly at the boy’s bare buttocks, then tapped his backside a couple of times, told him to arch his back and stick his bottom out, and let him have it.

Only three whacks, but I put my heart and soul into those spanks and had the exquisite pleasure of seeing the boy’s arse turn a solid red almost instantly and over more of the arse than you’d think feasible with just three smacks.

Glancing at Charley, I saw her give a little nod, and knew what she meant. I told the boy to pull up his pants and go, then told my fellow prefects I had to go over some props for the play with Charley.

It was true I went down to the prop room with Charley, but it was because I’d laid a mattress on the floor there, and the room was lockable from the inside. We were in too much of a hurry to undress, we threw off our blazers but kept everything else on except her knickers which I tore off her.

As my prick penetrated her it was she who was talking dirty for a change.

‘Will you whip me like that? Take my panties down and wallop my bare arse? Will you do it when everyone is watching? Will I have to take my skirt off? Will everyone see my cunt? What were those canes on the wall? Are you going to cane me? Will you give me to the other prefects to cane? Will they fuck me after they cane me?’

All this gasped in time to my frenzied thrusts as I rammed her more deeply than ever before and tried to pull her tits from her blouse. She came first, this time stimulated by the mind games created by her own talk, and I was only a few seconds later, spurting my juice into her cunt and unable to stop myself crying out.

We had tried condoms before we started having sex, just practicing putting them on and masturbating.  We both hated them, so she had gone on the pill and we fucked unprotected. The downside to unprotected sex was the leakage of cum from the girl’s cunt, and as I helped Charley up, she was dabbing at the spunk oozing down her legs.

This made us giggle and then we heard the door handle turn. The door was locked but then whoever it was outside knocked on the door and shouted to open up. It could only be a teacher or a janitor so we speedily pulled our blazers back on, I hid her torn knickers in my pocket and we opened the door.

It was the janitor, who demanded to know why we’d locked the door.

I said it hadn’t been locked, it was just there was a chair against it because we’d been moving stuff around looking for props.

He was obviously suspicious, but we just edged past him and made our escape.

The next day I gave Charley the first spanking of her life. We were at my house, and luckily had the place to ourselves after school, since my parents weren’t home from work, my sister was away at university and my brother at football practice.

I think Charley had imagined a spanking would be fun and amusing but to me spanking has always been serious.

I spank because I want to hurt the spankee and mark her or him with the signs of the spanking. Of course, it’s best when the spankee enjoys getting hurt and revels in her body being bruised and decorated by the whipping. But if he or she doesn’t like it, and I have the duty or pleasure of delivering it, I’m going to spank with skill, determination and effort.  I’m going to enjoy it too, the satisfaction of a job well done, but not in a laughing way.

This was the first spanking I’d ever given to a girl, and in fact the first I’d done except for the boys at school, but I already knew it was the crucial element of my life and not to be treated lightly.

So Charley was surprised when her spanking was formal, and without a joke.

‘Pin your skirt up, front and back,’ I ordered her, giving her two safety pins.

‘Yes Master,’ she replied mockingly, thinking I was playing a game.

She did as I told her.  She was wearing school uniform and all the girls wore their skirt so short it barely covered their knickers anyway, but it was the ritual or ceremony I was requiring, not just easier access to her backside.

I looked her up and down, made her turn round so I could look closely at her arse, then turn back again.

I sat on a chair and beckoned to her.  ‘Take your blazer off and bend over my lap,’ I ordered.

She obeyed, still smiling like it was a fun game.

‘I’m going to smack your bottom over your knickers until I feel you’ve had enough,’ I told her, ‘then I’ll take your knickers down and smack your bare bottom.  I won’t stop until I think you’ve had enough, regardless of what you say or do.  The only thing that will stop me is saying your safe word, which is “red”.’

I had explained the concept of safe words to her, not that I had any experience, but just from reading about BDSM and spanking.

I adjusted her position on my lap, when her pinned up skirt gave me perfect ability to wallop her backside once I tucked her blouse out of the way.

I lifted my hand and whacked it down over her panty-clad bottom, the first spank of her life, the first spank I’d ever given to a girl and the first time I’d ever spanked using my hand.  The only spankings I’d given had been in the prefects’ room and always using the size 12 plimsoll.

The reaction was unexpected.  She yelped, clutched her bottom and sprang to her feet.  ‘Stop!’ she cried.

‘Get back down here,’ I demanded, patting my lap.

‘Fuck off,’ she yelled, ‘that fucking hurt!’

I managed to grab her wrist and hold her still.

‘Listen,’ I said calmly, ‘a spanking is supposed to hurt, that’s the point.  Then you’ll feel calm and satisfied after the first pain subsides.  Trust me.’

She looked at me again and I continued.

‘Say the safe word if you want me to stop, but I think you should let me give you just six smacks over your knickers and six with them down, then see if you can continue.’

She looked a bit dubious but after a moment said, ‘All right.’

I bent her back over my lap and rubbed her bottom with my hand.

‘Five more on your panties, ok?’

‘Ok,’ she agreed.

This time I held her hands in the small of her back with my left hand as I smacked her arse with my right.  This was partly to stop her moving about and partly so I could push her down over my swelling cock.

She managed to take the next five smacks without yelling or wriggling too much and I pulled her knickers down to look at her bum.

‘Just a light red,’ I told her, ‘but I’ll get it a bit redder now.’

I was learning the skill of hand spanking, which was rather different to wielding the slipper.  The slipper was a matter of strength and follow-through.  You drive the slipper into a boy’s arse as if it was further back, so the impact is at full power.

Hand spanking is different.  You do not want to pat a girl’s bum; it’s a punishment after all and you need to strike solidly and firmly.  But a good spanking may consist of a mixture of spanks, some using soft fingers which almost ripple across her backside but are repeated fast and often, some using hard hands, slightly cupped, which you thump into her arse as you hold her down.

I couldn’t experiment much with just 11 smacks, that first time, but I did a few different spanks and at least she didn’t utter the safe word.

After the six smacks on her bare bottom I noticed that her knickers had fallen from her ankles and were lying on the floor, so there was no impediment to her opening her legs.

‘Part your legs,’ I ordered, ‘let me see your cunt.’

I was deliberately using harsh orders and offensive language to reinforce the punishment element of the activity.  She obeyed and without further ado I fingered her cunt, which was as wet as when we’d fucked in the prop cupboard.

‘You see how wet you get, that shows you get excited,’ I told her.

She moaned as I touched her.

‘Fuck me now,’ she begged.

I lifted her off my lap and bent her over the table. Her pinned up skirt made her whole rear end accessible to me and for a moment I thought of buggering her. Then I thought better if it and plunged my cock into her cunt, ramming hard against her and heedless to the red marks across her backside.

‘Bad girls get fucked hard from the rear when they’ve been spanked,’ I gasped as I thrust into her, ‘and sometimes they have to take it up the arse as well.’

‘Oh, darling, are you going to fuck my arse?’

‘Not today, but when I have lashed your backside properly with the belt and the cane and you’re slippery with sweat and juice, then I’ll take you up the arse,’ I told her, continuing to ram my prick into her gushing pussy.

She came to a shuddering orgasm quite quickly, but I wanted to go on and slowed down my thrusts so as not to finish too soon.

I carried on talking to her, telling her that when I decided to bugger her arse I’d get a friend to come over who’d fuck her throat while I rammed her virgin butthole.

All the dirty talk and methodical lancing of my cock into her cunt made her cum twice more before I couldn’t hold on any longer and pulsed my seed into her, accompanying moans and groans which I couldn’t restrain.

We had been both virgins before we screwed each other so had very little experience, but I think that was one of the great fucks of my life, being accompanied by the first spanking I ever delivered to a girl.

She was in ecstasy too, and after we finished she clung to me like she never wanted to let me go.  When she finally got up it was just to fetch a mirror so she could look at the red marks on her bottom.

‘Mmm, dreamy,’ she cooed, ‘will you spank me every day now?’

‘I’ll spank you so your bottom is always red, marked, striped or bruised,’ I promised her.

And for about the next 9 months I kept that promise, regardless of our exams and all the pressures of university applications, prefect duties and teenage hormones.

I lashed Charley with my hand, a paddle I made from a piece of plywood, a belt, a leather strap, a wooden ruler, a slipper, and a real whip I bought at a saddlery shop. I was careful to mark her just enough, without lasting damage or blood, but hard enough that she was often in tears before I fucked her.  I hadn’t been able to find a proper rattan cane, the kind they had at school.  Of course, there was one actually in the prefects’ room at school, but I didn’t think I should borrow it.

But I was determined to find a way to use the cane on her.  In a way it was good that pleasure was delayed, as it was a continual source of dirty talk, as I told her how she’d be when I caned her and described my own canings.

I was determined not to cane her until I found a truly authentic cane, I refused to use a garden bamboo or piece of dowel. In the meantime we were sufficiently occupied using the array of other implements I had curated.

I kept my promise too that one day I would bugger her.  Lots of the boys at my school had buggered other boys, without considering it to be a particularly homosexual act, more just a part of growing up.

But I never had, so when I thrust my prick into Charley’s tight bum hole, it was the first time for both of us. I made sure she was well lubricated not just from the sweat and juice that a sound thrashing with my belt had produced, but also with KY jelly which I squished liberally about.

I was not surprised how much I enjoyed it, but I was surprised how much she did. After the first difficulty of penetration was passed and I was moving smoothly inside her arse, she moaned with more passion than when being fucked in the cunt and orgasmed at the slightest touch to her clit.

After that first time, at least a third of the time before we started a session of spanking and sex, she’d shyly ask me ‘Can you do me in the bottom today?’

Once after we’d had delicious anal sex, we were lying on her bed and I said I was beginning to wonder if I was wasting all those naked arses of the boys I slippered in the prefects’ room.

‘I can hardly believe how great anal is,’ I persisted, ‘and I get two or three bare backsides a week presented to me, slick with spanking sweat and probably begging for my cock.’

She rolled over to me and gave me a deceptively gentle kiss on the mouth, before suddenly grabbing my balls and twisting till I yelped.

‘If you ever touch another arse or another cunt with that prick of yours,’ she hissed, ‘I’ll tear your balls off and make you eat them.’

‘Just kidding,’ I mumbled.

She gave them another twist.

‘Well don’t,’ she snarled, and let me go.

It was a funny thing that I could say anything to her while we were making love, fantasies of me being fucked by one or more of her girlfriends, or her being whipped and throat fucked by a random man or one of my own friends, and all such fantasies were just that, fantasies.

But once we were sitting or lying in post coital relaxation, any such talk was deemed to be suggestive of a genuine possibility instead of a wild fantasy.

Anyway, all good things must come to an end and when we left school and prepared to move to universities at different parts of the country, we decided it was time to split.

We loved fucking and loved the punishment side as well, but we knew that once we got to university the temptations would be too great and we didn’t want to go unfulfilled or be unfaithful.

We said that if we didn’t find someone else, we’d hook up again, and maybe meet in the holidays.

But first, we had the summer holiday between school and university, virtually three months of freedom, for me at least. Not quite so much freedom for Charley, since she spent quite a bit of time tied up or in other forms of bondage as we added BDSM play to our experiments with sex and spanking!

We also got into some group situations where we spanked and fucked other people, so it was a very stimulating summer holiday, followed by some astonishing experiences at university.  All to be revealed in episode two of this memoir, A Spanking Life – University.
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