A Caning Experience

By Will

I have always enjoyed reading stories about punishment being administered with a cane, especially stories that recount actual experiences or fictional situations that seem realistic. On the assumption that others may share this interest, I decided to describe some personal experiences in receiving the cane. While some minor details have been changed to maintain discretion, the events described are all based on actual experiences.

The description of the caning and my reactions to it are quite accurate, partly because I make voice tape recordings of my CP sessions. These recordings enable me to relive the experiences, count the number of strokes received, and recall the details of the punishment.

As a side note for those people who enjoy visiting a mistress for CP, I suggest recording the session as an interesting variation. I have not encountered any mistress who objected to the recording, and the erotic impact of listening to a replay of the session is very exciting. Mini-cassette recorders are inexpensive and work quite well if placed anywhere nearby. 

I was spanked several times as a child and then caned (actually, with a switch) at school two times around the age of 12, so I knew early how the cane felt. The punishments were quite reasonable, usually not more than 8 to 10 strokes, applied over my trousers, however, I found them to be extremely painful. At that age, I found the cane to be a fearsome instrument.

As a teenager, I began to experience sexual excitement in conjunction with the thought of being spanked by hand by a woman. I had no desire to be caned, because I remembered my unpleasant experiences with that instrument. Eventually, in college, I connected with a professional mistress who administered hand spankings with my trousers lowered. After a few sessions, I realized that I was developing a taste and tolerance for pain, and my sessions began to include straps and paddles applied to my bare backside.  

While I had fantasies about the cane, I tended to avoid it during my earliest sessions, remembering it to be very unpleasant. Eventually, with my growing capacity for pain, I overcame my fears and agreed to a brief application of the cane on my bare ass late in one session. To my surprise, while the cane was every bit as painful as I remembered, I found the feeling to be intensely exciting, and I accepted the punishment much better than I had anticipated. Soon, the cane became my favorite instrument.

I became a fan of caning videos, and collected a number of them. I love episodes in which women are caned rather intensely either by a man or, preferably, by another woman. I have a very strong ass fetish myself, and the sight of luscious female globes being striped with the cane really turns me on. 

I usually identify with the lady being punished, and I imagine exactly what she is feeling, based on my personal experience receiving the cane. I feel that I should be willing to take punishment similar to what I see on the screen. I am not into brutality, and my favorite scenarios are those in which the woman is submitting willingly, without restraints, even if she appears to be experiencing intense pain. 

Since I enjoy taking, as well as watching, a rather severe caning, I appreciate videos such as those produced by Mood Pictures.  After watching videos for a few weeks, I usually arrange to visit a mistress to enjoy the actual feeling of the cane on my bare ass. 

I have been punished with the cane by a number of different mistresses. I especially enjoyed the ones that are the most painful, which I find to be incredibly exciting and satisfying. Sessions were disappointing if they did not hurt enough. I have found that even experienced mistresses sometimes have limited experience with the cane and are reluctant to really lay it on or are rather inept in regard to its proper application. In two instances the mistress I visited did not even have a cane available.

In one case, as I drove home from one disappointing session, I made a phone call arranging another caning the following night. I was not disappointed the second time! 

In spite of these occasional frustrations, I have received quite a number of exciting thrashings that produced welts and bruises that were sore for two or three days and marks that would last a week or more. 

When I received an assignment in another part of the country that would require me to be in a new location for a year, I searched the internet for possible mistresses at a nearby city. I examined several advertisements, looking especially for indications of experience and expertise with the cane. There were several ads that offered possibilities; however there was one prospect that really caught my attention.

The ad was unique in several ways. To begin with, it was addressed to “serious devotees of the cane.”  Secondly, It was remarkably candid in some unusual ways. The woman advertised herself as 48 years old and indicated that she had former experience as an assistant headmistress in an English school, stating that she had administered the cane to a considerably number of misbehaving students in their mid teens. She offered to provide an experience that would replicate a genuine school caning in every respect, especially in regard to the pain produced. 

Her ad said she was looking only for applicants who had extensive experience with the cane and were willing to accept genuine and painful punishment, making it clear that she did not want to waste time with anyone who was not. 

As I studied the ad, I became very excited, with my cock erect and throbbing, and I decided to respond immediately. 

Following instructions in the ad, I sent a lengthy e-mail summarizing my experiences with the cane and emphasizing my pain tolerance. I told her that one of my lifelong fantasies was to be caned for real in a school setting by someone who fully intended to punish me, rather than by a mistress who was just providing a service. Privately, I wondered whether she had actually worked in an English school; however, I felt that if she was interested in playing that role, it really didn’t matter if her story was true or not. 

I gave her an honest description of myself, including the fact that I was quite a bit younger than she, but I emphasized that I actually preferred older disciplinarians who had the experience and desire to provide a real and painful experience. I was somewhat surprised to see an answer from her in my inbox the next day. 

Her response was not an invitation to meet, but rather a set of detailed conditions regarding her specifications for a possible session. Again, it was curious to see her again actively trying to discourage me unless I was very serious and aware of what she intended to do. Her response was very direct about her interests and expectations suggesting that she was very dominant and used to giving instructions.

She explained that she had retired from the school after inheriting a sizeable sum of money and now focused on some personal interests, including administering the cane to a very select number of individuals, mostly men, but occasionally including women, who answered her ad. 

She admitted that she had a strong ass fetish and experienced intense erotic arousal while using the cane. The opportunity to place strokes upon the youthful bottoms that used to come to her office for punishment was something she greatly missed after leaving the position. 

She also knew that some men (and women) found arousal in receiving the cane, a fact that became obvious at the school when some of the young men had left her office with a noticeably bulge in the front of their pants after being caned. Based on this knowledge, she was searching for individuals who would be willing to be severely caned for her pleasure. She emphatically stated that there would be no sexual activity in any sessions. 

The rules were simple. I would be given a caning over a period of 15 to 20 minutes on my bare ass. The caning would begin full force with no “warm-up.” A safe word would be “red” or “red light” which I could use once and which would permit me a couple of minutes of respite. If I used it a second time, the session would end immediately (with no refund,) and I would not be invited to return. 

Her fee was rather high; however she said if I met her terms and was invited to return, future sessions would be free. Money was not an issue with her, and the high initial fee was intended to discourage casual applicants looking for a quick thrill. If I became one of her approved clients, I would be expected to return once a month or so for another session (more often if I wished, but only with her prior permission.) 

She told me bluntly that many of the applicants who came to her either did not complete the session or did not return again! Again she emphasized that her pleasure came from inflicting real pain on her victims, and I should expect the worst or stay away!

Reading her e-mail over and over gave me one of the most excited erections I had ever experienced; even though I had some apprehension about what I was getting into. I had never had the cane applied by someone with the intent and attitude displayed by this lady. She was obviously not trying to sell me her services, having given me several indications why I should not proceed, and it was quite clear that I would be serving her need to inflict pain if I visited her. 

After processing all of those thoughts, I realized that I would never forgive myself if I did not find out what an experience with her would be like. In spite of my fears, I sent an immediate response agreeing to her terms.

To establish a real disciplinary framework for our meeting, she instructed me to send her a listing of offenses that I had committed while in school, offenses for which I had not received any punishment. That proved to be an easy task since I had been involved in a number of episodes that I was certain she would find unacceptable and deserving of a good thrashing. She then gave me instructions to appear at a specified time and address.

Three days later in a state of breathless excitement, I found myself ringing the bell in a very fashionable, up-scale neighborhood where the nature and location of her house attested to the size of her fortune. I was greeted by a rather tall, plain-looking lady who looked very much the part of a headmistress with glasses and a rather severe hairdo. On the other hand, her well-tailored and obviously expensive suit set off a very trim and sexy figure that appeared to be athletic and in good physical condition. (I later learned that she was quite good at tennis, and that ability and strength in her right arm translated directly to the use of the cane.) She spoke with a strong English accent, and I began to think that her story might actually be true. True or not, it was obvious that she could fill the role of a headmistress very effectively.

We drank wine and chatted. She was very pleasant, but it became quite clear that she was a serious dominant used to giving orders and having them obeyed without question. She warned me again that she found erotic pleasure in administering the cane with the specific intent of inflicting pain. She looked me in the eye and sternly told me that I was there to provide her with an entertaining experience, and I had better be prepared for a very painful experience. If not, I should leave immediately. 

She asked me pointedly whether I was prepared to continue. Now that I had met her, I fully believed that she was quite capable of carrying out her intentions. In an intense state of both fear and excitement, I wondered what I was getting into, but I was not about to turn back. I said I was ready and gave her the fee.

“Do you have any other questions?” she snapped.

“No,” I said barely able to breathe.

“Do you remember the rules?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Follow me!”  

She led me into a large study equipped with leather furniture and having one wall largely covered with a huge mirror. In front of the mirror was a leather covered punishment bench that was essentially an inclined table with a slight curve in the middle sloping upward from the floor.  At the floor, there was a footrest where the subject could stand and lean forward over the bench in a position to receive the cane. The curve in the table caused the subject to be partly bent over with buttocks protruding, but not to the extent that results from leaning over a conventional table. There were several leather restraints including some for use on the victim’s wrists and ankles, as well as in the neighborhood of the waist and thighs. 

I suspected that she had the table made to order, perhaps at considerable expense, but it was certainly worth it as it presented the subject’s ass in the best possible position to meet the natural arc of hard cane strokes. On the wall opposite the mirror, there was a rack containing about a dozen canes, arranged in order of thickness.

Ordering me to lean over the table, she walked to the wall rack and handled several of the canes, obviously trying to decide which she would enjoy the most for my initial punishment. In my position over the table, I could see everything quite clearly in the mirror, and was becoming incredibly excited with both fear and anticipation as I envisioned what was about to happen.

After selecting a medium thickness cane, she removed her jacket, carefully hung it on a hanger and slowly rolled up her sleeves. With her jacket removed, the thin material of her blouse outlined her rather full and firm breasts Her physical condition and strength was evident. A shiver ran up my spine as I considered the implications in terms of strokes of the cane.

“Do you want to be restrained?” she asked.

Usually, I took my whippings unrestrained, but in my excitement, I said yes, wanting the experience of her securing me in place. Perhaps, subconsciously, I was delaying the inevitable, hoping to better prepare my self.

She ordered me to spread my legs so that my ankles were in position to be anchored by the lower restraints. Then she fastened my wrists to the sides of the table with the leather straps. My growing helplessness added new levels of both fear and excitement. 

Attempting to move, I found that my hips were rather free to twist about. She made no move to fasten additional straps that could have anchored my waist quite tightly. I suspected that she would enjoy watching my hips thrashing about under the strokes of the cane. 

If I had any idea that she might start the caning over my jeans, she quickly dispelled the notion by unbuckling my belt and lowering my trousers and shorts. With my legs spread, she could only push them down to my knees; however, the bare flesh of my buttocks was quite well presented to receive the cane. I found myself shaking with fear and excitement.

She told me that her former school did not allow caning on the bared buttocks, a fact that she always found frustrating, and she made it clear that any caning I received from her would always be on the bare skin. Her hands slid softly over my exposed cheeks, squeezing and caressing my flesh. Her ass fetish was evident.

“Good.” She said softly after a few minutes of exploring my buttocks. “Nice and firm.” 

She stood over me. “American men have no idea about it is like to be caned in an English school, but you are about to find out! Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I gasped, barely able to breathe.

“ I see that you were involved in some extensive cheating in school. At our school, that was a very serious offense that would warrant a good thrashing with the cane! You are obviously long overdue, and I intend to give you the punishment you deserve. I can assure you that you will remember it for a long time!”

The tone of her voice indicated that she genuinely disapproved of my behavior. I was now becoming quite frightened as I began to realize that she fully intended to punish me in the same fashion as she had treated her students—except that I would get mine on the bare ass!

“Remember the rules about the two safe words!” she snapped. “There will be no exceptions!”

“Yes, mistress.” 

In the mirror, I saw her position herself, reaching out with the cane to prepare her stroke. She did not tap or touch my butt, but drew the cane back. She took the cane all the way back above her shoulder with her wrist fully cocked, so the cane was behind her back. Having watched many caning videos, I knew what a hard cane stroke looked like, and one was coming! 

Before I fully accepted what I was seeing, there was a loud hiss as the cane descended. The loud whack it made when it contacted my naked flesh was accompanied by searing pain that exploded in my buttocks. 

I had prepared for a painful stroke, but this was much more than I had expected. I yelled out, partly in surprise, mostly in intense pain. My body jerked, every muscle reacting to the sensation flowing from the stripe across my ass. Before I had any opportunity to gather my senses, the cane hissed again, planting an equally painful stripe slightly below the first.

“Owwwww, ohhhhhhh, that hurts,” I gasped.

Whaaaap! The cane landed again.

“Ohhhhh!!! Oww!”

Sssswhaap, whaack, whaak, whaak.

“Owww, owwww, it hurts, it hurts, oww, ohhh.”

Gasping and yelling in pain, I twisted frantically from side to side in a futile attempt to escape that hellish instrument, but my twisting about simply exposed fresh areas of flesh for the cane to sting. 

In all my experiences, I had never had a whipping that hurt so much!

“Please!” I gasped. “Not so hard. It hurts, it hurts like hell!!!”

KAAAAWHAAAPPP! WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK! Her answer came with more hard strokes of the cane. It was obvious that she would not be deterred by any pleas for mercy.

“Ahhhhhhhh!! Owwwwww, Ohhhhh.” I yelled.

In spite of the incredible pain, my taste for the cane was beginning to assert itself. I felt thrills flowing through my body after each stroke.

Looking at her in the mirror, I could see that she was thoroughly enjoying herself and was displaying total unconcern for my reactions to her ministrations. There was a slight smile on her face, and her eyes were bright with excitement as she swung the cane again with full force.

“Owwwwwwww!, oh please not so hard! It hurts! It hurts!

“Yes, of course it does, you naughty boy. That’s what a good caning is all about! TAKE THIS!” 

Whaaaaaap! 

“Ohhhhhhh, Owwwww!”

“AND THIS!”

Sssssswhaack, Sssssswhaaack, SSSSSSWHAAACK!!!

“Owwwwww, Owwwwww, OWWWWWWWWWW”

In spite of the incredible pain, the sight of that sexy headmistress wielding the cane caused my cock nearly to burst with pleasure. I realized that I was in the midst of an experience that I had fantasized about for years. 

As more strokes lit fresh fires in my punished cheeks, my excitement grew rapidly. I no longer dreaded the next stroke, but actually began to look forward to it.

Ssssssswhaaaack!

“Ohhhhh, yes, yes,” I gasped in a mixture of intense pain and incredible pleasure. “Give it to me. Please!!!!”

She obliged eagerly.

I was not counting, but after what I judged to be about 30 strokes, she paused, walked over to the rack, and replaced the cane in her hand with one of the thinner instruments. I shuddered, knowing from past experiences exactly how much a thin cane could sting. It was a feeling that I very much enjoyed under ordinary circumstances, but I could not imagine what it would feel like when applied with the force this lady was employing.

I could hardly wait to find out! 

I gritted my teeth, gripped the table tightly, and resolved to accept the strokes.

The first stroke of the thin cane exceeded even what I had expected. The burning sting was more intense than I had ever experienced, but I was ready to enjoy the experience to the fullest. I had already found that begging for mercy only resulted in harder strokes. Knowing that she enjoyed inflicting pain, I reacted freely, expressing exactly what I was feeling

“Owwww, oh god, that really hurts!!” I yelled.

“Good!!!” she snapped. “That’s exactly what it is supposed to do! How about this!”

Sssswick!

“And this!”

Ssssswick, ssssswick, sssssssswick!.

“Owwwww, Ohhh, owwww, that hurts! Please, not so hard! It hurts! It hurts! Owwwwww! No, no, stop, please!!”

As I expected (and hoped for,) my pleas fell on deaf ears.

The strokes fell steadily, more rapidly than before. My ass was a solid mass of searing pain, punctuated by spikes of delicious sensation as each stroke landed. A thrilling surge of excitement flowed through my body as I realized that I was finally getting the whipping I had been fantasizing about for years. I felt a large, slippery wet spot under my hips, the result of pre-ejaculate fluid oozing from my throbbing cock. 

My cries now became more and more pleasurably excited. I no longer twisted my blistered ass away from the cane; rather I began to thrust my hips upward to meet the cane as it descended. I welcomed each new stroke eagerly, reveling in the stinging pain.

“Give it to me!” I yelled. I felt the strokes become faster.

“Ow, ow ow. That’s it, make it hurt! Ohhhh, yes, yes. Harder, harder, please harder!”

A flurry of rapid strokes blistered my ass. I held my ass steady, thrusting it upward, and moving it from side to side in small movements I hoped would encourage her to continue to lay it on.

My body was a glowing mass of pleasure. I loved the stinging rhythm of the cane striking my bare flesh.  

“Yesssss, yess, ohhhhh yessssss, harder, please harder!” I gasped over and over.

I reveled in the pain as the hard strokes landed one after another, now at predictable intervals that allowed me to anticipate the feeling of each one. I felt disappointment when the strokes stopped.

She walked to the rack, and selected the thickest cane from the rack. I watched breathless, with my whole body throbbing in anticipation.

“Really give it to me!” I begged. “I deserve it and I need it, and, damn, do I want it. Please lay it on hard!”

Sssssssswhaaaap! The heavy cane landed full force. There was not a single spot on my ass that had not already been struck with the cane, so the strokes were now landing on top of numerous previous welts. I knew that each stroke was now resulting in a livid bruise that would remain sore for days and visible for many more. 

Realizing that this glorious experience would soon be over. I thrust my ass backward and upward as high as I could, inviting the full attention of the cane. This lovely disciplinarian responded promptly with numerous rapid, hard strokes. Throbbing with pain and incredible excitement, I eagerly accepted the hardest caning I had ever received in my life.

Abruptly the strokes stopped, and she returned the cane to its place on the rack. I lay gasping and moaning as I allowed the hot burning in my butt and the incredible excitement to flow through my body. She waited several minutes before releasing my hands. 

Slowly, I reached back and gently touched my buttocks with my fingertips. My entire backside was covered with hard ridges and lumps. The welts ranged from high on my butt cheeks, down to the juncture of my thighs. I could not find a single spot that was not puffy with hard welts.

“That was incredible!” I gasped. 

“You did very well,” she said. “I hope you will want to return. You are most welcome, and I would enjoy seeing you again. You took it very well, and I really enjoyed giving it to you. I hope I can do it again!” 

Still gasping in pain and excitement, I told her that she had just given me the best and, by far, the most painful caning I had ever had. 

She returned my fee. Her eyes were shining with excitement, and I suspected that she would be having a date with a vibrator as soon as I left.

“I certainly will be back!” I promised.

Postscript:  I did return, a number of times. Each caning was just as intense as the first. I was always apprehensive when visiting her, because I knew exactly was coming. Sometimes it would take me weeks to gather the courage to call her.

While she was always totally in charge, we became quite open with one another, sharing various fantasies and ideas about caning. Sometimes, I would masturbate after the session in her presence, and she would satisfy herself (repeatedly) in front of me with a vibrator. We never had sex.

After we had shared a number of sessions, she told me about a woman that visited her regularly. She was described to me to be in her mid-thirties, not overly attractive, but with an incredible figure with a dynamite butt, an insatiable taste for the cane, and a love for fantasy experiences.

I asked if it might be possible for me to watch her being caned. I proposed that I would be willing to be caned in front of her in exchange. Also, if she wished to cane me, I would be happy to have her do so. My headmistress agreed to explore the idea with her.

About a week later, she called me and asked if I was still interested in the idea. Obviously, I jumped at the chance.

What followed is a story for another time!

